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Her legs became weak. The harness was now fastened around the great stallion. Now all that remained was to hoist her upon his back.

But she kept losing her strength and falling off or having her knee catch in the straps. Then at last she was on top of him.

He had been right to insist that he strap the harness to himself. He would be in control during the event but he was very weak.

His muscles trembled as he held onto the silver lever inside the chamber where Nora waited underneath the belly of the charging beast.

A long moment passed while he regained his composure enough to move the lever forward and set into motion the act they had prepared for.

Slowly the contraption began to turn. A large circular opening slowly spun into view through the small windowpane before the sweating man.

Melanie Barker was in a restless sleep. Her dreams were full of passionate lovemaking and visions of riding the majestic stallion, Lightning.

Then she heard the high pitch whine of her favorite horse pierce the hot air of the moonlit night and bolt her awake with a fright.

She leaped off her bed in an instant. Her legs felt shaky under her but she managed to make it over to her window.

When she opened up her curtain the large silvery orb lit up her room like a torch, which forced her to shield her face to avoid going blind.

There he was. Her beloved Lightning stood gazing at the silver moon and bellowing for her.

Her eyes took in his entire body. When they came down upon his huge cock hanging between his massive hind legs she gasped out loud.

A chill rushed through her body as she felt her own gushing cum fill the space between her legs.

Then the guilt overtook her. She had to tell Masterson that it should be Lightning, although she didn't know if she could make herself come out and say it.

Masterson saw her hesitate, then she spoke, "Lightning."

He said nothing. His facial muscles went limp in shock. Then he managed to force a word out of his throat, "what?"

"Lightning." She said again, "and you must give me an injection with your needle before you mount him."

Now he understood why she was so keen to pay him so much money.

Masterson had invented a drug which worked much the same as ether except there was no vapor fumes to choke you as you lay helplessly bound to its spell.

She needed it because it would cause you to enter into a deep trance for only an hour's time but you retained no knowledge of what happened to you while you were under its spell.

It was ideal for what she wanted him to do for her, although she wouldn't tell him exactly what it was she wanted him to accomplish.

Melanie spent many nights thinking about the dream, wondering why she was so obsessed with Lightning and his magnificent member.

But each time she thought about those things the guilty feelings flooded over her and she was forced to banish all thoughts of it from her mind.

Her eyes could not help taking quick gazes toward the place where the stallion grazed. He was always near her now and he did everything she asked him to do.

It was getting harder to control herself every time she looked at Lightning. She caught herself several times staring at his gigantic member in secret.

Once or twice Melanie even saw the stallion looking at her with a strange gaze on his face and it made her shiver from its obscene effect.

He must somehow know that she was up to something but he couldn’t possibly suspect how wrong she was.

A feeling of guilt invaded her being one morning shortly before Lightning had come into her life. It was because of her desire for that stallion that she was so preoccupied now.

Melanie decided it was the thing to do. So she did the thing that came natural to a girl of her age and beauty.

She invited her best friends over for dinner. Her father would be away that night on a three-day trip out of town and they could talk.

It was a lovely summer evening. The heat had finally subsided and left behind a soft breeze cooling the countryside.

She stood at the doorway greeting her guests. They all seemed delighted with the prospect of spending an evening in her company and they laughed at their good fortune.

Dinner was splendid. The food was delicious and the wine exquisite. They chatted easily amongst themselves and the conversation flowed from one subject to the next.

They finished their meals and retired to the lounge to sit around a round table and play bridge.

The girls teased the boys about how lousy they were and told them there wasn't a man who could win against them.

They got so involved in the game that none of them even noticed when a few of the servants came into the room to remove the empty dishes from the table.

Melanie was getting tired. Her eyelids felt so heavy and she was exhausted from lack of sleep.

Then suddenly she was startled awake by a loud voice booming out above the quiet banter between the two couples.

"You look exhausted, darling," said Franklin Barker, her father. "Why don't we call it an evening and go off to bed."

The group agreed that the idea held merit and all five rose from the table and headed towards their respective bedrooms.

Franklin stopped his daughter just as she began to ascend the steps to the second floor of their house.

"Melanie, I'm leaving on a short business trip tomorrow and I'm not sure when I will return."

"Do you want me to accompany you," asked Melanie.

"No my dear, you stay here and enjoy yourself. There will be plenty for you to do."

There was nothing unusual about his request and she dismissed the whole affair without much consideration.

"Will it be soon?" Melanie asked with anticipation in her voice.

"Yes, very soon my darling, perhaps even tonight."

His daughter threw herself into his arms and smothered him in kisses.

As he disengaged himself from her ardent grasp he could still see her eyes glimmering with excitement.

The carriage came around quickly and Frank stepped inside after bidding adieu to Melanie and rode off down the lane to catch his train.

When Melanie heard the train pulling out of the station the excitement really began to well up within her. She knew that she would not have to put up with boys paying court to her tonight.

They had been relentless for days, calling on her constantly so she rarely had a chance to even take Lightning on a long ride across the countryside.

She had become quite irritated by their constant attentions. If one more man asked her whether she wanted a drink of cold water while they were in bed making love to each other she might scream.

Finally her father made the decision that she would have a party and maybe these boys would find some other girl with whom to be bored.

All his friends said she was the most beautiful girl around. Maybe when they saw her in all her splendor they would forget about how much they wanted to get in her pants.

On the day of the party Melanie had a hard time deciding what dress to wear. She knew they expected her to appear in something sexy and tantalizingly revealing.

Finally she settled on the perfect outfit. It was a white-colored chiffon piece that sparkled whenever she walked down the hallway.

Her mother helped her put it on while the party guests were out front milling around the fountain drinking beer.

Mrs. Barker helped zip up her daughter as she stepped into it. The fit was perfect and she made sure to accentuate her bosom.

Her father would be shocked if he knew what she had ordered for herself at Victoria Secrets. It was just another secret between the two of them.

The girls loved watching the boys gaze upon their bodies and the guys always enjoyed taking peeks down their tops.

She wanted something different this time. She needed someone who could show her things she didn’t even know yet but wanted desperately to find out about.

All the guys looked at Melanie but nobody talked to her. All of the conversations revolved around her beauty.

None of them understood why a girl so sexy couldn't get some attention. The boys all knew that they weren’t worthy to date her, but they figured that maybe they had a chance if the other guys were such jerks.

So none of the boys really came up with any new ideas about how to make an impression on the stunning girl.

And besides, whenever they worked up enough nerve to ask her out on a date she would brush them aside in favor of galloping off on her beloved Lightning.

But the truth of it was, no guy would have really satisfied her anyway because what Melanie really wanted wasn't a male, per se.

She didn't know quite what she wanted until the idea finally popped into her head. And she couldn't even tell herself that, much less anyone else, although it burned its image inside her mind's eye.

As beautiful as she was there would surely be some guy who would finally want to marry her and settle down.

She knew she might have to eventually compromise with her secret lust for fear that she would go mad otherwise.

Then one day she heard something disturbing from another girl at school. She heard a whispery rumor about an old friend of hers named Nora Barker.

It seems that Nora Barker had had sex with her dog. That shocked Melanie at first. And she never really liked Nora Barker anyway.

The girl telling her the story didn’t even seem particularly scandalized by what she was telling her friend. She seemed quite blasé about the whole thing.

It made Melanie wonder why so many people did things they wouldn't talk to outsiders about, but everybody gossiped about them behind their backs.

Then when she thought about it a little bit she figured out that if she could live with the image of Nora Barker being mated to her beloved Lightning, maybe somebody else could make fun of it.

Melanie was very perceptive that way. And she understood that the only real scandal attached to it was whether or not she could love a horse like that.

So there she stood. The night wind blowing up a storm. Masterson had brought the horse and placed him inside the contraption.

It had been constructed with a wooden partition in its middle so that the creature was separated into two compartments.

The compartment next to where he would stand and thrust his penis through the gap that separated the two divisions of the enclosure had the white fur lining.

Nora Barker was dressed only in a blouse and slip which left her long luscious legs exposed to the chilly air.

But her senses were too heated to notice the cold at this point. She walked toward the shed entrance door.

Masterson saw her trembling with anticipation and nervousness as he led Lightning by the bridle. The mighty stallion whinnied as they came upon the shed.

He sensed something strange about his mistress that he had never felt before. Nora reached over to Masterson. Her trembling hand clasped the reins.

Now her trembling ceased. A sudden resolve flashed through her and her breathing slowed. She took command of her emotions again and looked at Masterson Mistler.

Nora had been so intent on what she wanted Masterson to do she had almost forgotten about it herself.

The moment arrived. She turned around. Her eyes fell on the beast standing before them. His massive member had sprung up erect on his belly.

For a long moment she lost her breath as she gazed at the massive member before her. Never had she imagined anything of its magnificence.

Her face flushed in the heat of passion. The vision before her was all consuming. The reality of seeing Lightning standing naked, ready to mate was overpowering.

In the midst of her reverie Masterson walked over to the huge animal and stood between them.

With a loud snort Lightning took a few steps forward in the direction of Nora Barker. But Masterson held the bridle and forced him back.

Nora gasped and reached out her trembling hands. It took a moment but finally Masterson brought the horse forward so she could touch the pulsing member.

A low whine escaped from Nora. Her hands were shaking like leaves caught in a strong breeze. She grasped the shaft and felt its hot blood-filled mass.

An ecstatic shiver flashed through her as she felt the softness of the velvety skin that enclosed the hardened muscle underneath.

Slowly the cock grew more rigid. It was reaching its maximum size for this day. If Nora had tried to force him further the pain would be intense.

She knew when the big beast reached his greatest length and then she stopped and began to jerk him off in short strokes.

The animal didn't like it but was not about to hurt her because she handled him with a gentleness that was uncommon even for an experienced human rider.

The cum came spewing out of his massive shaft like a river bursting free from its levee. She held up her arms to keep it from spraying over her and splashing into her face.

She felt herself getting weaker as she lost her breath in the blast. A misty fog began to swirl in her eyes.

But her lustful determination forced her onward as she held fast to the huge horse penis with two hands, one above the other.

As her arms became heavier they sank lower down the mighty member and pulled the cockhead down until it lay flat against her chest.

Masterson held onto the horse bridle. He had been hired by Nora Barker to do anything that would facilitate her strange relationship with Lightning, including watching the act of depravity with fascination.

Lightning stood on the platform above Melanie on his four wooden legs. The harness that held him securely above her was working fine.

Nora Barker was in her element. Now she had her dream come true. Her fantasy lover was ready to mount her. She held his cock steady to guide it in properly.

Melanie didn't look down for the cock would not have come into view yet. She heard Nora instructing her through gritted teeth to ease herself toward the tip of the shaft.

When the head began to enter Nora gave a sharp moan from the thrill of feeling it press against her quivering wet cunt lips.

The pain and joy filled her to near capacity. The momentary pleasure passed quickly, replaced with pain as more of the huge pole invaded her tiny fuckhole.

Nora moaned loudly as Melanie eased another two inches of hard meat into her. Tears began to sting her eyes as the discomfort grew.

Melanie had to ease off a bit. She knew that they were not making good progress and she also realized that the pain was nearly unbearable.

This was going to be much harder than she had imagined. She would have to take care that the cock wouldn't be forced to deep penetrate Nora before she was properly prepared.

Now she stopped for a moment to give her body time to adjust to the foreign presence filling its tight hole.

Her cunt walls quivered with the strange sensation. The throbbing mass of flesh embedded inside of her pulsed as well.

There it lay on Nora's upper belly in a half-erect state. The tip still rested on the platform bed where it first entered but soon Melanie would push him all the way down.

It had taken them five minutes just to get the head inserted fully past Nora's quivering vaginal lips.

Now it lay resting inside the entrance. Soon she would be able to move up and down to accommodate more of it in increments.

The heat was stiflingly intense inside the confines of the glass house. The only way to deal with it was by constantly drinking ice-cold water.

Masterson Mistler stood off to the side of the dais and watched intently with great horror. Every muscle in his body had clenched tight from the tension of waiting for something to go wrong.

He looked toward Nora who was lying on her back on the raised platform. He had helped her climb atop and had assisted her in putting herself in position so that Lightning could properly penetrate.

At this point he had left her alone because she would not tolerate his presence for more than a moment or two at a time. She would have to control the beast completely by herself.

If he tried to help her it would only add to her confusion.

But the strain of the intense heat and watching this bizarre drama play itself out before him was making the muscles of his neck tighten painfully.

He thought they might snap with tension. And then what? What would happen to him when the police found his carcass sprawled out like a fallen tree right next to Nora Barker who would be lying just like the poor fool she had talked into this sordid escapade.

He knew she was an extremely dangerous woman. She had already forced him to compromise himself to levels which would probably land him in jail should the police ever find out about it.

If there were to be a murder it could only mean prison. He could easily be accused as an accomplice.

The whole thing was just too damned absurd. Why did he let himself get wrapped up in this crazy scenario?

And yet something deep inside compelled him to go along with her insanity and perhaps share the blame of her eventual murder or even her suicide.

There was some other force guiding his actions than his own free will. And somehow, he wasn’t even sure of it, it seemed as if they were meant to end up together in some terrible fate.

Perhaps they had been cast by the Fates in some tragic play whose drama was to unfold before them.

Whatever the reason may be, he could not turn back now. He would help her to do whatever crazy act she intended to perform with that strange contraption he had made for her.

The horse Nora had described to him was called Lightning. It was owned by the rich estate owner Frank Barker who had been very nice to him the one time they met.

He did not want to defile the good name of this man by taking his daughter out into the barn for her night of sordid passion.

If anyone was going to witness the degradation Nora intended to heap upon herself, it was him only. He should be the only witness of this obscenity and not the innocent horse she intended to defile herself with.

As he rode away from the Barker mansion carrying a satchel of food and some money Masterson Mistler wondered if there were some unseen force at work compelling his actions in the direction that was taking him.

He felt himself inexorably drawn to something horrible. He had a feeling that it might involve killing or perhaps a death or two, not to mention himself.

At least his financial situation would be secure once Nora Barker had been satisfied that the contraption he had made for her pleased her in the way she fantasized.

He wondered when the day might come when men would start shooting each other just for kicks, to feel the thrill of danger. It all seemed so pointless now.

The old barn behind which he would meet Nora was abandoned long before Masterson Mistler became custodian for the rich estate owner Franklin Barker.

In fact, it had been a relic for as long as he could remember when he played in the meadow. It was built at least eighty years ago.

Yet it still stood there despite its decrepitness. Its wooded structure appeared solid enough although it needed painting. The whole place did.

The barn doors were wide open. He couldn’t go into it because there was no floor. At least there was a partial roof over one end.

As he walked around the structure wondering which section of the structure the beautiful blonde would pick out to perform her depraved deed he noticed some movement inside.

At first he thought it was Nora Barker. Perhaps she had seen him riding his bike toward the place they agreed to meet.

He wondered where the horse was. She had mentioned something about bringing a white horse so he was not to be surprised when it happened.

When she arrived she would ride it into the barn from the opposite side to avoid being detected.

It wasn't Nora. When he saw the moving form and looked more intently he could see that it was an animal.

There was only one other horse besides Lightning, the lovely dark brown gelding Thunder. She must have taken him.

The beautiful animal galloped up to the entrance of the tool shed. Masterson went outside and began to talk softly to him, running his fingers through his mane.

"What's happening Thunder, where is she? Where is your mistress?"

Thunder reared up. The whites of his eyes showed bright yellow and then they seemed to dim until they were almost black.

He knew something was wrong and wanted Masterson Mistler to understand that something awful had happened to Melanie.

It was a moonlit night. She took Lightning out for a late-night ride. That was not unusual because she would often do so.

But this time there was a dark cloud lurking in the horizon. A thunderstorm threatened to erupt on the landscape at any moment.

Melanie thought that the danger excited her and wanted to risk it for the thrill. Lightning didn't seem to care too much about the possibility of the storm breaking over them.

The truth was Melanie didn't really care either. All she wanted to do was experience her desire for Lightning and that had little to do with weather.

After riding far enough from the stables she brought her prized stallion up to a clearing in the field.

Suddenly she lost her balance and fell off into the grass. Her horse stood next to her not moving at all while she slowly picked herself off the ground.

"Damn," she said looking down at the rip in her stockings, "I just bought these."

The young woman's beautiful face was clouded with disgust while her hands brushed the dirt and grass from her clothing.

She walked over to Thunder, who turned his head around as she approached. She patted the gelding's strong neck while he nickered softly.

Then Melanie jumped onto Thunder's back without the aid of saddle or stirrups. She had ridden the horse so many times without any of those things that she felt secure riding bareback.

They galloped across the open field toward their destination. The cool breeze tickled her hair and the smell of fresh hay was carried in on a slight wind.

Melanie's mind wandered. How could she love a thing so much that most of her fellow man would consider it an obscene crime against nature?

Even though it made no sense to her she was glad that she did. It meant she had a special connection with a being of incredible beauty and grace.

They came into view of the glass house that she knew would be there when she did.

Inside that glass enclosure she knew that Lightning would begin to get aroused. And soon they would be at their destination.

When she saw the house looming in front of her it felt like déjà vu. She could remember feeling this way many times before while dreaming of this fantasy place.

When Melanie got closer she realized that she would need Thunder's help. The door to the structure was locked shut.

Without knowing why, she felt herself dismounting and sliding down from the gray stallion's warm back.

She stood in front of the door, which was made completely of glass, and felt a deep sense of yearning.

She didn't know what was inside but it was as if something had beckoned her to come near it.

The house called out to her through the fogged glass and urged her forward with the allure of its mystery.

Melanie looked around to make sure she was still alone and then turned back to the shimmering house before her.

Her delicate hands reached out toward it as if by their own volition. They shook with an overwhelming desire to feel its substance.

There was nothing left but to enter it and see where this new adventure would lead her.

So many things in life were so easy that one could scarcely notice the moment when they had occurred.

Yet somehow there came a turning point in one's existence when it became apparent that all decisions made since birth came down to one choice.

It was as though someone suddenly stopped her cold in her tracks and commanded her to stand before herself naked in view of the world.

It was the moment she stepped inside the glass enclosure and looked around her at its shimmering glory and rainbow aura that the choice became apparent to Nora Barker.

The place beckoned her as though its aura of beauty were alive. It was as if it wanted her to join them together, become one with it.

She walked slowly over toward where Lightning was standing at his side of the circular room.

His eyes had not caught sight of her yet because he was looking the other way. The only thing to draw his attention her way would be the sound of her voice.

For the moment, Melanie could not help herself. She remained speechless in the glow of the rainbow-like brilliance that filled the large glass dome.

But something happened when her senses finally did awaken from their trance of splendor. They became acutely attuned to a strange and exciting fragrance wafting through the air.

At first she thought that the odor came from the glass chamber itself and its brilliant aura. But as her nose followed the scent, it seemed to issue forth from outside.

Lightning! His wonderful scent was flooding the room. It had to be him because no other being would come close to creating an aroma this pleasing to her senses.

Then she looked out into the distance and saw her wonderful Lightning standing proud and majestic as he had always been in his life.

How beautiful and majestic he appeared before her in that glowing aura. His body moved slightly from side to side with the movement of his breathing and a small breeze blew his silken tail behind him.

A strange sensation ran through her as she realized the source of the pleasant odor came from this amazing stallion before her.

She wanted to hold the softness of his nose in her fingers and then kiss the wetness of his snout.

What madness was this? There must be some logical explanation why she was feeling this way and thinking these thoughts.

Melanie felt herself floating closer to the large animal. She reached out for him but then drew her hand away.

Was it only fear that caused her to stop in her tracks, or was something else keeping her at bay?

If only she could reach out for his silken tail that flowed gracefully behind him, feel the smoothness of his powerful hind leg against the smallness of her fingers.

It would be so simple, yet she lacked the courage to take the next step. If she couldn't even bring herself to touch the object of desire then how could she ever dare to think she could become intimate with it.

She knew deep down in the heart of her being that she wanted him very badly indeed. And she thought that he was desirous of her too.

She felt her body tremble violently whenever she heard the high-pitched whinny issue from his moist snout.

The sound penetrated the night air like a lover's call. When she had heard the whiny blast her muscles had convulsed wildly.

And when the convulsing stopped she was left with a terrible ache between her legs that could not be eased by mere masturbation.

Then after she would masturbate herself she would fall into a fitful sleep full of dreams and longing for the object of her desire.

Her father called it an unhealthy obsession, but Melanie did not view Lightning in such simple terms.

To her he represented many things she was beginning to discover about her self; namely that her life would have no meaning unless they became lovers.

She wanted, needed even, his love and affection so much. In fact, she longed for nothing else.

When he would raise his head high in the air and call out to her with his piercing whinny it filled her with joy and love.

His beautiful dark eyes sparkled when she rode him as they galloped through the countryside. They held their own destiny in their sights.

They were partners together, two halves of one whole, and in a sense their union would become complete if she succeeded.

In a moment of desperation that had become an obsession she knew that this animal loved her the way humans loved each other and wanted nothing more than to be one with her.

If there were a barrier that kept them from that most ultimate end they would seek it till it fell into dust.

Her life up until that point had been spent in search of something. Now she knew what that something was.

All along the journey the final act was the ultimate expression of her quest. She knew when Lightning neighed for her the first time, saw her at the top of the hill riding through the countryside, that he wanted to love her in a way men could not.

But they would, they would succeed and finally be one. Nothing would keep them apart once their goal had been accomplished.

Masterson Mistler was aghast. When Nora Barker spoke to him about her plan to be mounted by his horse in that diabolical contraption he had become violently sick.

It had taken him twenty minutes of retching until he regained the strength to speak again.

He could not do it, absolutely refused to have any part of this sordid business. But then she took out the check.

It was far too much for him to refuse and the money would assure him a secure future for himself and his family for the rest of their lives.

She gave him the particulars and left the shed in the direction of her home, walking slowly down the dusty road.

She had the look of death already in her eyes. Even her slow-moving feet carried a hint of mortality in them.

Then came the dreaded moment. Nora was mounting the wooden replica of Lightning. He was helping her into position.

When she was finally positioned, he tied the leather strap around the cock making sure there was enough leeway so that she could grip it firmly in her hand.

Her legs were positioned so that they would act as a lever when the horse thrust his massive cock inside her hot cunt.

As crazy as all this was it was not until later when she was underneath the mating stallion that he felt himself sicken with fear and disgust.

Even so, as sordid as the whole thing was it took a lot of engineering skill on his part and he did feel proud of his accomplishment.

Masterson Mistler drove down an abandoned path behind Nora Barker. They were looking for just the right place to perform this obscene rite.

When he saw her pointing into the distance he moved forward slowly until he found what she had seen: a lone oak tree beside an abandoned field that had gone wild and become covered in weeds.

There were other trees surrounding this one. This would make a perfect place. It was quiet, secluded from any prying eyes, and there would be privacy for their nefarious acts.

He pulled up and stopped his car and they got out. She carried a picnic basket containing the food she had prepared for the afternoon.

They made their way to the center of the small copse of trees where they spread the blanket out over the soft grass and sat down to enjoy their meal.

Later in the afternoon, when they finished eating they laid themselves out over the checkered blanket to take a brief nap.

Before he knew it her head was resting comfortably against his chest and he felt the warm pressure of her hand against his heart.

Masterson woke up abruptly because of the loud noise piercing the summer afternoon. When he realized that Nora had gone his first impulse was to panic.

Then he thought about it. It could only mean one thing. Nora had left the picnic blanket to return to the sordid device inside the tool shed.

He knew what that meant. He was about to lose another fifteen thousand dollars. But it had been worth it, in any event, just for that short time that she had pressed herself against him while they napped.

It made the money seem like chicken feed compared to the warm sensuality of her presence. Her breast pressed against his heart almost made him cry out of sheer joy.

But it wasn't just the warmth of her soft body that attracted him, but the strength of her spirit that was so intoxicatingly beautiful.

He couldn't get over how calm she had seemed, how assured. It was as if nothing in the world mattered.

Just before they dozed off she had whispered into his ear: "Don't be alarmed if you hear something strange later in the afternoon."

Now he remembered hearing that mysterious sound which brought him back to a startled consciousness and jolted him awake.

As the recollection began to fade away a warm smile broke over his face. He could not believe how lucky he was.

It was an hour later when Nora turned on the television and sat down beside Masterson Mistler who had just arisen from the blanket.

Masterson felt a little uneasy being inside her house alone with her. He felt as though he was entering some sacred and forbidden domain.

The air-conditioning cooled the sweat off their bodies and their nakedness made them feel self-conscious.

Nora noticed her man-servant trying to hide behind the couch pillow. She smiled secretly to herself. The poor dear was shy.

In fact, that was probably the reason he liked being around the horses so much. He couldn't find any place to go to avoid the other men at work.

She could tell by looking at him that he hadn't had a woman in quite sometime, if ever. There was an innocence about his face that showed his lack of sexual experience.

She had been aware of how much her husband despised Masterson. When she saw how hard Franklin worked him, something snapped inside Nora's mind.

Masterson seemed so innocent she wanted to protect him and let him know that there was someone out there who cared for him.

The more she observed him as he performed his duties around the estate the more she began to develop an affection for him.

He was gentle, sensitive and quiet. It was no wonder she couldn't see another man doing this job. A woman would feel less threatened by him and would trust him.

His looks were not exactly feminine but they were not masculine either. He sort of transcended gender. If she thought of him sexually it wouldn't be all that strange to think of him as both male and female.

When she made love with Franklin, a feeling of guilt would overcome her about Masterson Mistler and the perverted scheme they had contrived between them.

There was something decadent and filthy about it. But her passion for being mated by the great stallion that roamed her farm compelled her to do what she had to do.

It was the only way.

A few days passed in which Melanie did not visit Lightning. Her guilt over the dream prevented her from going near the wonderful beast.

In fact, she couldn’t bear the sight of any living animal since the erotic fantasy. All life seemed tainted somehow and she avoided it wherever she went.

She even found herself looking upon her father in a new light. It wasn't that he had changed in his appearance; it was just that the memory of the dream clouded every living thing.

Now that it was her birthday, perhaps the gift would lift her depression somewhat.

Franklin Barker sat next to her at the dining room table while they were finishing dessert.

The cake had been devoured some moments earlier. She was enjoying the iced cream while listening to him prattle on about mundane things.

Afterward he would give her his special present, which would make up for the lackluster effort of the saddle she had received as a present from her father.

When he gave her that piece of cowhide her heart sank down into her belly. The saddler must have thought she liked horses a lot.

She did like Lightning but didn't care one bit for riding horses. She rode them only as far as the stables.

Then the real present was given to her by her daddy and she squealed in delight. But Franklin was so disappointed when she wanted nothing more than the black leather saddle.

In reality there was a part of Melanie's mind that had always desired Lightning. It was just that deep down inside she could not come clean with that desire.

It was a dirty thought that even her dreams could not completely satisfy. If she really wanted to possess that marvelous beast she would have to go through with it no matter what the cost.

And the saddler looked so sad about being given that ugly hide. Maybe that was it. Maybe he could tell that something was missing inside her heart.

Perhaps the real thing she wanted was hidden underneath the surface and she couldn't find a way to give it life.

But there was only one way to do it. She had to come to grips with her feelings and face them full bore in the real world.

Only then would she be able to realize her dream. Now was the moment for that to happen.

Melanie was determined to make her dream a reality or die trying. This last image of that mammoth penis made her see what she truly desired more than anything.

It was no longer hidden behind layers of unreality. It was now a concrete event waiting to take place in the real world.

Lightning snorted in his stall and pawed the ground. He seemed to sense the proximity of Melanie and began making sounds to get her attention.

The closer she came toward his stall the more active he became. Finally, she got up the courage to stand in front of his stall and peer within.

He was restless, eager to see her come through the door so they could run together across the countryside on that familiar route.

But he knew that if he could just hold on and bear through the long minutes until nightfall it would be time for him and the love of his life to spend a few brief hours together.

It was their most glorious time together. Her scent would overwhelm his senses as soon as he saw her walking towards the barn.

It was a scent that could drive the passion of a thousand men over the edge of desire. But she was only his and she wanted only him.

She loved him and would never leave him. Her husband was a wealthy man who paid little attention to her unless she demanded something from him, which was rare.

Their lives were lonely affairs and both of them took solace in their secret affair. He made her feel like she had never felt before with a man.

Even now his cock grew hard at the image of her beauty and the smell of her sex coming through the air from where she walked.

They had been lovers for six months. The only thing stopping them from marrying was her children, whose devotion to their father would have kept them from leaving him.

This did not mean that they would remain sexually celibate forever but it meant that any affair between them would need to be discreetly handled.

For now all he could think about was finding her and loving her. This was what she had in mind when she sent him the message inviting him into her bed.

In those few words typed onto the white stationary she filled his every moment with the knowledge that tonight they would again make love.

He remembered the first time he loved her. Her beauty still filled his world. She was beautiful enough to turn the most devout homosexual heterosexual.

There was an air of elegance about her that no other woman could claim to possess. That made her irresistible to men and attractive to women.

Her beauty had brought them together at a small party given by one of her clients, a wealthy manufacturer who had a penchant for fine antiques.

But there had been nothing antique or old fashioned about their love. Their lust would have sent the devil himself running with his tail between his legs.

Melanie had never felt a man enter into her so completely, touch every nerve in her body. Her cunt became soaked the first moment she saw him walk into the ball room.

The first time they met she was standing next to a punch bowl talking to another man when she saw him enter into her peripheral vision.

He had come from behind her and walked straight toward her. The other man faded off into obscurity and it was just her and this tall stranger who stood before her.

She looked up at his face, smiled, and began to introduce herself but he raised his hand as if to halt the formality.

Before she knew what happened his lips were on hers and in her mouth. The passion of their kiss burned itself onto her brain.

The image of that kiss remained there etched forever in place like a monument on which she would gaze longingly at when things were sad.

When he lifted himself away from her mouth, all that remained was a thin strand of saliva dangling from the corner of her lips and the taste of a delicious sweetness filling her mouth.

She could barely breathe now and was only able to force out her words by a powerfully exercised will.

But she got them out finally.

They were, "My son-in-law John Cresto has a stable nearby."

In her hand was a note asking for Lightning and an envelope full of money to cover the transaction.

John Cresto smiled when he opened the envelope and saw the amount written on the check enclosed inside.

A grin spread across his face. Fifty thousand dollars for his prize stallion and a chance to be around to observe what would go on between it and Melanie.

What did it matter to him what she wanted the horse for. A check like that made a man stupid. Stupid with greed.

He didn't suspect the use the mare's mother had in mind for Lightning because that particular bit of knowledge was only privy to a select few.

Besides, as greedy as he was, he figured that whatever scheme the girl had concocted could not endanger him or his prized stallion in any way.

A week went by before Melanie got around to seeing Mr. Cresto about Lightning. It wasn’t that she lacked any interest in procuring her precious horse, it was just that things took an unexpected turn that demanded her immediate attention.

It was a chance meeting of two strangers who collided in a small shop downtown.

Melanie was buying new riding clothes and had stopped to try on a lovely white blouse that accentuated her ample bust line.

She caught him standing across from her examining a pair of riding pants and ogling her magnificent tits as she checked herself out in the mirror.

She saw his desire burning in his face as he drank in the sight of her huge firm breasts.

At first she felt indignation toward this man who would brazenly stare at her with such intensity.

Then the realization dawned on her that the look on his face indicated that he desired her.

Suddenly the flame of her desire took hold of her. She wanted to be possessed by a strong man like this one.

She had always turned down every single suitor that came courting. Why she wasn't sure except that she was only interested in the stallion's cock.

Masterson Mistler saw what happened to Nora Barker before his very eyes. Something about his refusal made her lose herself in a wave of passion.

Her eyes locked onto him with a powerfully intense desire that had not been there just a moment ago. Her lips parted and she began to pant slightly.

"I believe there is more work you could do for me, if you are so inclined."

"I would rather not do this..." he said looking down at the ground. He could feel his heart racing from fear of being exposed in something wrong and bad, but that didn't stop his penis from getting hard.

"I don't care what you want, dear." She moved over towards him and lifted up his shirt until his belly button was revealed. The skin looked smooth and tight and she pressed her lips against it. He moaned when she started sucking his soft belly. His hand ran through her silky hair.

"Don't..."

She continued kissing her way lower until she reached his crotch.

He could feel the heat coming off her face as she took his cock into her mouth and gave it a gentle suck.

It hardened quickly in her warm, wet mouth. Soon he was ready to pop.

"No...not that," he managed to moan softly. But her tongue swirled over the head, teasing it before diving deeper into her throat.

He gasped as she started swallowing his seed, and it felt like it poured out in buckets. The intense orgasm had left his knees wobbly, and he sat down in a heap on the hay bales as she cleaned him with her tongue.

"Why are you doing this?" he asked her again when she stood up and began to get dressed.

"Because we both need it," she said, pulling a boot up over her leather-clad thigh.

They both turned toward the stall as a huge black stallion snorted and stomped at the earth with his hoof, his massive cock bouncing around underneath his belly like a snake ready to strike.

Masterson went over and petted the black's face. He looked so beautiful in his black satin harness. "So soft...his coat is so silky."

He rubbed his hand down the horse's neck and then felt its muscular body. His hand touched its penis. It was so smooth. Without realizing what he was doing he started rubbing it up and down, gently sliding along its immense length. It got hard as iron and thickened. Masterson couldn't believe how much larger and thicker it got.

"I didn't know horses were this big," he said softly, almost to himself. The horse whinnied and nuzzled at his shoulder. Masterson stood there holding that giant dick in his hand stroking it from the shaft all the way to the end, feeling its smoothness and thickness. It had such power...it was so huge and thick he knew that if a human man would allow someone to fuck him with that thing they'd rip the guy apart.

The stallion shook its head and tossed its mane impatiently. Masterson let go of its cock and moved around to its behind. The stallion stepped nervously as Masterson grabbed its penis and started pulling it backwards toward the horse's behind. He tugged the horse slowly forward, leading it out into the field and away from its pen. It walked forward following Masterson until they were in the middle of the empty pasture.

"What is wrong?" The man asked noticing Melanie had stopped riding her Lightning. "Don't you like riding my horse?"

"Your horse is beautiful," Melanie admitted shyly, turning a deep crimson red. "I can't remember ever riding a better horse."

Masterson couldn't believe how beautiful she was: long blond hair framed her creamy complexion. She looked so soft...and delicious. She rode well—even while naked—looking like she was enjoying every moment she spent on his cock. "Then why have you stopped riding him? Is there something wrong?"

"No! I mean, nothing's wrong. The horse...he just feels..."

"Feels what?" he said softly, reaching out and touching her thigh. Even through her leather outfit she seemed warm. She jumped at his touch. Her breathing became shallow. She trembled slightly as she moved to adjust herself on his cock. "Warm." She took a deep breath and smiled. "He feels so wonderful. And this place we're in is nice, too. But it doesn't make any sense. None of this does. Where are we? Who are you?"

"This isn't real," he said with an easy smile. "I mean, technically speaking. This room is an invention, a fantasy. But it's your fantasy." "My fantasy? I didn't want to be kidnapped and forced to have sex with someone's horse!" He laughed. "No, not that part. That's my doing. No, I mean this place. It's your dream."

She looked confused. He squeezed her leg gently and continued talking, rubbing up her thigh as he spoke. "Everything here is what you wanted, only you couldn't ask for it because you didn't know. Now it's given to you freely, no strings attached."

She still looked confused. "If you were given a dream on a silver platter, where would you start?" he asked. The question was innocent enough. It was intended to take her mind off the fear and replace it with lust. Instead, she started crying. "Whoa, whoa, come on. What's the matter?" He felt himself losing control over the situation, so he put his arms around her again and let her cry into his shoulder for a moment before he pulled her back from him and wiped the tears from her cheeks.

"It doesn't seem fair," she said. "I mean, that all this stuff comes easy when I've wanted it for so long." "Maybe you haven't really wanted it." He shrugged. "Maybe we only think we want the things we can never have. Therein lies true beauty—it is forever unattainable. We want what we cannot have more than anything. You see, we feel like we want it because it seems so wonderful and perfect. If we could have it, well..." He smiled gently. "You would become quite accustomed to it, or find it lacking, and your hunger would be lost. Hunger is the key element here; without hunger, nothing can ever truly please us." She sniffed and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. "Hunger, huh?" Her eyebrows raised slightly as her gaze shifted. He knew she had finally realized what he'd been getting at from the beginning. Without looking up, she said, "If all the things I dreamed about were real, well..." A smile spread across his face as she hesitated.

"Then..." he encouraged, leaning close to her once again.

"Then it wouldn't be half as exciting to imagine them," she whispered, her eyes locked with his now. When she finished her sentence, their lips touched, then pressed against each other tightly, hungrily. Her heart began to race again but it was not because she was scared. The blood pounded in her temples, thundered through her ears. She heard nothing. Her brain could function only to focus upon her sense of touch, so she did not have to wonder what she was feeling; she experienced it. He wrapped one arm around her shoulders while his free hand gripped her thigh firmly. They sat on the grass, her head spinning wildly, as if she were drunk or had been drugged. Her skin began to crawl with excitement; her heart stopped beating for a few short moments before fluttering back into a normal rhythm. Every muscle tensed and relaxed simultaneously.

He tasted of sweet wine but with an unfamiliar, bitter flavor to it as well. This only further fueled her desire and need. At first their kiss was light and sweet, tender with love. But as they pulled closer to one another, the kiss became hard and demanding. Now was their chance and they were going to make the best of it. All thoughts were purged from their minds; they had no choice but to feel what their senses were experiencing. Their mouths parted and their tongues met. The passion began to boil up inside them both now. He felt her fingers clawing at the collar of his shirt, desperate to get past his clothes and caress his flesh. It was almost too much for either of them to bear. If this is what true passion was like, they never wanted to be free of it!

They finally parted their lips long enough to catch some air. They stared deep into each other's eyes. The intensity of his gaze excited her even more and caused her body to tremble in anticipation. The desire was burning hot between them now, a white-hot flame that engulfed them both. She did not think she could control herself any longer. He wanted to take her here on the cool, moist grass but something told him that he should wait. He would enjoy being tortured by wanting her even more desperately than he already did. The look she gave him told him all he needed to know about what she expected of him. His own need burned fiercely within him as well, like a fever threatening to consume him.

At the moment, all reason abandoned him, all he could focus upon was the beautiful woman in front of him. "I love you," she breathed. "You mean everything to me."

He leaned forward and gently placed his lips upon hers again. He moved over top of her now and pressed her down onto the softness of the carpet beneath them. "Do you want me, my lady?" he asked in a soft, velvety voice. He knew what the answer would be but he wanted to hear her say it aloud.

"Yes," she breathed raggedly. "God yes. Don't make me wait any longer. I am yours forever."

With that, he let out a sigh of pure satisfaction and pleasure as he lowered himself upon her fully, pressing the length of his body against hers, covering her completely and protectively as if claiming his prize after a battle won. As their bodies met, they fit perfectly together like pieces of a puzzle.

Her arms wound around him, pulling him even closer. Then she gasped suddenly as she felt the evidence of his passion press against her, throbbing and growing even harder by the moment. She arched into him with a little whimper of desperate desire, wanting more. His own breath caught in his throat at the sweet sensation, his hips instinctively pressing forward seeking more of it. God, how long had he dreamed of this? To hold this woman so close, to feel her softness and sweetness, to experience her giving herself to him freely and willingly...He groaned in utter pleasure as he kissed her tenderly over and over, feeling his heart swell within his chest with the love he felt for her. Then he pressed kisses into the warm flesh of her throat.

He pulled back abruptly from Nora, looking down at her flushed face with a question burning in his eyes. He was still breathing hard with arousal but the light of rational thought had returned to his mind. It was then that he noticed she was crying, a look of anguish on her face.

"Why?" he asked quietly, not entirely sure what he was even asking about. So many things he wanted to ask her at the moment. Why had she been so cold and distant up until now? What had changed her feelings for him? Why was she letting him kiss her and hold her like this now when she had turned away from him only an hour earlier? And why did she seem to be crying now when mere moments before she had been full of passion and desire for him? He knew he should simply leave while he still had the strength to walk away but he couldn't deny himself just one kiss and the knowledge of her lips on his own.

His body leaned forward once again as if of its own volition but he held back just enough so that their lips would only graze against each other teasingly. Her breath caught and his hand rose to brush delicately against her cheek, wiping away a tear.

Nora's eyes fluttered open, her eyelashes brushing softly against his cheek and making his skin shiver with delight at the feather-light sensation. In her eyes he saw pain, sadness, confusion. She was struggling with something inside herself but he could see that it was no longer fighting for supremacy and soon she would be rid of the doubt. A new Nora was beginning to emerge. One that he could love. And she would love him back. It was almost within reach. All he had to do was continue waiting...and kissing her softly like this.

When the first tentative touch came between them they both gasped slightly from the sheer electricity of the contact. His mouth opened and hungrily covered hers, pulling her against him firmly as if fearful she would disappear from his grasp if he let her go. The kiss became heated quickly. For weeks he had been fantasizing about this exact thing happening between them and now that it was actually coming true he could feel his passion begin to overwhelm him.

Her mouth felt so delicious that he began to moan low in his throat. He heard her do the same thing when she wrapped her arms around his neck. His body felt like it was on fire and the heat coming off her seemed to burn through his clothes. Their tongues were tangled up and wrestling for space inside her hot mouth. She pressed tighter into him and he could feel every inch of her lush curves rub up against his body. Her breasts crushed against his chest and a firm thigh nudged against his swollen crotch. Her hips gyrated gently against him in rhythmic motion until he thought he would explode from the sensations pulsing through his hard cock.

In desperation he reached between their bodies and pulled the hem of her shirt free from her tight-fitting pants. It slid easily up her waist exposing her soft tummy. His hand ran over the smooth skin before he pushed the material up to expose a lacy pink bra cupping her beautiful tits. Breaking contact with her sweet mouth he dipped down and buried his face in the swell of her cleavage. A groan came involuntarily out of her open lips as his hot tongue slithered in-between her plentiful tit flesh. He could feel her large nipples pressing firmly against his cheek and knew that they were taut with arousal. He had to get a taste of them. Reaching behind her he expertly unfastened the hook at the center of her back and then slowly removed each strap from the front straps off her shoulders. The thin fabric was still held against her creamy bosom by his face nestled within its fleshy recesses. Pulling away slightly he lowered his gaze to the object of his lust just inches from his hungry mouth.

The bra loosened as he watched and her two tits fell forward revealing themselves completely. They looked more incredible than he had imagined and he couldn't stop himself from lowering his face again until he covered one with the warmth of his wet mouth. She tasted so delicious and smelled even better as his nose nuzzled into the pillow of her breast. His tongue came alive with an almost conscious thought of its own as it licked teasing circles all around the puckered nipple before taking it between his teeth. Gently he tugged and was rewarded with the sound of a deep groan issuing from her open mouth. Then his tongue swept in to capture the turgid tip and cover it with saliva. As he sucked on it softly, pulling gently with his teeth, she wrapped her hands around the back of his neck and pulled him closer to her. His mouth devoured her as she writhed against his sucking kiss. He could feel her whole body trembling as wave after wave of passion assaulted her senses. It was too much for her to endure and she fell backward on the bed, dragging him along with her so that he continued to kneel above her writhing torso. Never in his wildest dreams did he ever imagine fucking the gorgeous creature lying below him, yet there he was with his cock hard enough to break through the metal zipper on his pants. In no time at all he had his pants discarded and lay above her wearing only his underwear. Looking into her eyes he saw desire reflected clearly within their depths. He wondered if she knew just how excited he really was and worried about frightening her away with his insatiable need for release. But that was his biggest fear; never actually satisfying the woman who drove men wild with lust everywhere she went.

Her hand reached up to grab hold of his head and pull his lips down to hers. She kissed him passionately, shoving her tongue as deeply in his mouth as she could reach. Their lips meshed perfectly together, fitting like a puzzle piece as they pressed harder and faster into each other. And soon her hands were on top of his trying to pry them off of her soft flesh. "Please let me get undressed. I want to feel you touch my skin!" So without hesitating he took another step back and allowed her ample space to slip out of her shirt. She removed every stitch of clothing save for her bra which remained wrapped tightly across her breasts. His heart stopped for a second when he finally got sight of those large, perky breasts which made him nearly explode. They were covered with an ornate lace material which accentuated every curve while remaining hidden by her undergarments. The cups fit perfectly around each mound as if they were created especially for them and molded directly onto her chest. Then she turned around and bent over. A low moan escaped her throat as his hands touched the smooth curve of her ass and rubbed along either cheek before squeezing each gently. Her moans intensified as he began to spread the cheeks apart, moving closer and closer towards the center, until his thumbs finally reached her wet opening and stroked between her folds. He could feel the moisture pooling at the base of his dick, begging for some type of contact from either one of them. When her hips pushed against his finger, begging for more, he slid inside easily, stroking along every crevasse he could find before slipping back out and continuing toward the center of her ass again. It only took several minutes of teasing before she was practically screaming at him to get inside of her already. Finally satisfied by her pleas for penetration he lined up his shaft with her waiting hole, rubbing it over top of the wetness before plunging himself into her depths. Both let out loud gasps as they came together as one being inseparable for eternity, their hearts beating rapidly within each other's chests. Her hips pulled tight against his as his penis plunged deeper than ever before causing his balls to slap against her clit as well. At the moment of connection he couldn't help himself and buried his face in between her shoulders, kissing and licking at everything that he could get near until she had completely adjusted to his size, and then he pulled back again. She cried out loudly as he removed himself from inside her only to slam back inside a second later even harder than before. After about five times of withdrawing she begged him to keep it inside always but he was intent upon bringing out as much pleasure as possible so continued slamming back into her with full force. His fingers dug into her sides roughly in order to gain balance so as to increase intensity behind each thrust and also make sure that she felt everything there was possible for feeling in such an act. Eventually when her cries became too overwhelming, not able to bear much more, he wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her tightly against his chest while using the other hand to reach around in front and begin massaging her swollen clitoris, which caused a loud wail to emit from deep within her belly, almost immediately followed by one final orgasm.

He awoke the next morning. He knew it would be an excruciating day because he wanted nothing else but to return to her and mount her again. He could taste the sweetness of her body still on his lips even though hours had passed since their encounter.

His lust for her made him weak with desire. He tried everything he could think of to keep her out of his thoughts.

But this proved a monumental task since all he could do was concentrate on the sensuous nature of her voluptuous body.

By noon Masterson decided to take matters into his own hands by calling Nora Barker to ask what should happen next between them.

He did not care how indiscreet it might seem considering they were having an affair of sorts and his name was engraved onto her check.

When he called her house the maid told him that she was out but would come to the phone when she got home.

This infuriated him to no end since all he wanted to do was clear his conscience before taking off for lunch.

Finally the maid called him back with the information that Nora was out riding on her Lightning. She thought that he would want to know.

He thanked the maid and hung up, not knowing how true were the sentiments behind her simple statement.

When she reached the place she had selected for their final confrontation Nora saw a white sedan parked at the far end of the clearing.

When she saw this her heart began racing so fast that it caused a sharp pain in her chest.

She had been secretly hoping that he wouldn't show. But when she pulled up close to where Masterson waited for her inside the car she could tell by his somber expression that he was there for a reason.

Now that they were together Masterson made sure to make every aspect of their plan perfect. He told her first that Lightning was secured and ready.

He had tied him down tightly by the harness. All she need do now was mount him with Masterson's help, because of the awkward position in which she would have to situate herself underneath the big stallion.

Masterson said the horse was extremely agitated; more so than he had ever seen before. And that was saying something because he knew horses very well.

The only way he could get near him without getting kicked into Kingdom Come was by putting a sedative in his feed and tying him tight so that he couldn't pull loose.

"Here," Masterson said, "give me your hand."

He led her under Lightning and helped ease her into place underneath the giant beast. She had made sure that she wore a soft, pink, silk nightgown.

Once she was positioned she was not aware of what would come next because of the dark enclosure Masterson had created for her underneath the horse.

She knew the moment when Lightning came erect as she felt his cock push against her belly, and almost lost her wits.

The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. There were no words for the power that suffused her entire being.

As she pushed forward on the bar she felt herself impale her body against the massive pole.

For a brief second her whole universe centered on the pain of the massive thrust as her cunt struggled to accommodate the enormous invasion.

Then everything inside her head swooned into a bright flash of light and exploded into tiny motes that sparkled against the backdrop of an awesome emptiness.

She fell forward against the cock and let its force support her weight.

Lightning was so powerful that he barely felt her mass bearing down on him and simply took in his stride the pressure she exerted on his mammoth member.

A hot glow enveloped her from within. She felt herself floating on the air and a warmth suffused through her entire being.

Masterson stood riveted outside the chamber, afraid to go in for fear of what he would see there. He kept wondering why he stayed at all.

The horse became more excited. His nostrils flared wide and his muscles began to bulge and strain against the thick harness straps.

Melanie had no idea what to expect as she sat underneath her stallion feeling him harden above her, throbbing from his powerful sexual force.

Suddenly without warning Lightning reared up and started bucking forward. Melanie had seen him buck before in competition and was not in the least frightened.

As he started his fierce assault on her tender pussy she could feel his enormous shaft slide between her warm lips and into her waiting cuntal passageway.

The intense thrust of her stallion's mammoth cock as it forced its way into her cuntal cavern felt almost more than she could bear.

The pain and pleasure of being entered by the long pole threatened to send her careening over the edge of a violent orgasm.

She managed to hold it at bay, just barely, so that the tremendous sensual bliss of having Lightning buried within her could be experienced in all of its exquisite detail.

As she slowly moved forward impaling herself on the giant cock and forcing more of the massive shaft down her burning passageway, her whole world swooned into an explosive orgasmic glow.

It would have been an experience like no other had it not been for the painful fact that each moment was fraught with potential injury to her body.

But she felt sure that the love of this horse far exceeded the risk to her person from his gigantic manhood.

His great strength and huge size threatened her life. As she eased herself down on the giant phallus she felt as if she had lost her wits from the ecstatic thrill of entering herself to such an extent on the mammoth stallion's throbbing shaft.

Masterson had strapped Lightning into the harness securely. It took him some time because he was fighting against every natural impulse within himself.

He feared for Nora Barker's safety and wanted to convince her that she was being ludicrous in pursuing her fantasies this way.

But a man cannot argue with a woman who is filled with passionate desire. He did his duty like a loyal servant and fastened Lightning firmly in place.

Nora had taken her own good time making up her mind which stallion she wanted to enter into herself on this occasion.

Masterson thought she had waited just long enough until the horse could begin to feel some pain from the heavy weight of the contraption.

Nora finally chose a handsome roan to be the lucky one that would mount her and give her the ultimate pleasure of her fantasy.

Nora sat down on the wooden mounting platform. It was shaped exactly like the body of a stallion. She had instructed him to make sure it matched the girth of Lightning perfectly.

Now, fully naked, Nora sat patiently waiting while Masterson saddled her handsome stallion. The animal, whose name was Tornado, was already in a state of agitation.

He was an experienced stud horse, and Masterson had to take special precautions when he handled his reins because of the possibility of being kicked or stomped on.

She loved that about this horse. Its fierce energy was something she wanted to experience first hand as Tornado penetrated her hungry cunt.

When the moment arrived Masterson came toward her leading the snorting steed with its massive cock standing up and stiffly erect from the animal’s midsection.

He could see Nora Barker becoming faint. She had to grab onto the wooden frame of the contraption to keep her balance as they approached.

Then, without uttering another word, she stepped up to the horse and threw her arms around its strong neck.

Her hands went behind its large ears and held them tight. The horse became calm from the warmth and smell of her body pressing against his powerful frame.

With the one arm still holding onto the back of the beast's ear, her other hand made its way to the long shaft sticking out from between its legs.

It was already quite swollen but her gentle touch made it grow harder than iron and stiffen even more with her warm hand wrapped around it.

Masterson began to feel the nausea that usually hit him when he had to bear witness to a sordid act or a dirty sight. He was not easily sickened by the sight of sex acts, having seen more than most would ever see in a lifetime.

The sight of Nora Barker masturbating the animal with her bare hand turned him inside-out. Yet he could not look away.

There was something perverse about this woman, a power over the situation she created that kept his attention raptly fixed on the scene being acted out in front of him.

Nora looked up at him as her slim fingers worked their way along the hardening pole.

She stared directly into his eyes and saw that his pupils were dilated as he witnessed the sordid act. She thought he had passed out except for those hypnotically frozen eyes.

His jaw hung open. His mind froze at the sight of this beautiful lady fondling a stallion with every inch of her being.

This was his first real exposure to depraved sex. The images imprinted on his retina would stay with him forever.

He was sure that once again, if it ever came to light that he had built a monstrous contraption specifically designed to mate a human being with a horse.

Nora could feel herself approaching orgasm from her expert masturbation of Lightning's magnificent member.

Her head rolled off the bed in a passionate moan while her fingers worked the stiff pole with increased speed.

The idea of mounting her beautiful horse filled her consciousness. She pictured her lithe frame straddling his powerful hips, taking her full weight upon herself as she lowered onto his massive member.

Suddenly she felt something burst inside her body. It seemed to her like every nerve cell came alive with sensation all at the same time.

She shook herself in the delirium of her sudden orgasm. Her eyes were frozen open while she convulsed into spasms on the work bench.

Her fingers dug into Masterson Mistler. She clutched onto him until the orgasm had passed through her and disappeared as suddenly as it had hit.

After a few minutes her breathing slowed. She opened her eyes which were still cloudy in the aftereffects of her explosive fit.

Slowly she recovered. Masterson looked at her face. It was glowing and radiant. The power of sexual lust had been vindicated in its purity.

Now he could clearly see why she was willing to give up her life just for a chance to experience the love between man and beast.

When Melanie awoke early that morning she immediately went to the stables. There in his stall stood Lightning with a blanket covering him.

She loved to see him standing with his legs spread, waiting patiently for her to arrive as if knowing what it was that she came for.

When he saw her the animal would become excited and begin whinnying loudly in anticipation of what would be occurring between them soon.

For the next several days she felt sick with nervousness about her encounter with the beautiful beast.

The image of his huge cock was never far away from her thoughts. What had been a mere fantasy in her head before became an obsession.

She found herself unable to eat anything at mealtime because of the strange queasiness that was churning in her stomach.

All of the other family members tried not to notice the change in Melanie until they thought something more should be said.

Melanie sat at her supper table looking at the plateful of food which had hardly been touched when her father spoke up.

Her father always seemed to avoid direct confrontations when he thought it necessary, preferring to speak indirectly to the subject.

"We're all very worried about you. There seems to be nothing that pleases you anymore."

"That's not true," she lied. "I'm happy with life just the way it is."

"Then how do you explain your recent changes in behavior? No man has ever called on you in the past year. And now, out of nowhere, you've gone silent towards the one man who truly cares about you. How do you explain that?"

Melanie could tell the woman wanted her to come out and say what was really bothering her. They both knew that Melanie had always had a crush on Lightning. Now suddenly the feelings were being manifested openly. It was as if the young woman didn't care who knew the truth.

"Melanie, your father has given you every opportunity for the finest education money can buy. Your mother would be heartbroken if she knew the path you are traveling down."

Melanie's eyes burned as she heard herself being chided for loving her sweet animal. But it wasn't his fault. It was all hers, her own secret desire that led to this unfortunate event. And it couldn't end just because the truth was discovered. It was true. She loved him. And no one would deny her that.

It was early dawn when the stablehand rode his mount into the ranch yard. He saw Franklin Barker step out on the porch of their grand estate to welcome his daughter home.

His smile turned into an expression of utter dismay as he noticed the absence of his only child on the horse coming toward him.

"Where is my daughter?"

"I'm sorry, sir, I thought you knew. Melanie left yesterday."

"By herself on her Lightning!"

The man nodded somberly.

Barker turned and went into the house and up the stairs to the study. The maid was dusting and straightened up when he entered. She was new to the house since his wife's death three years ago. He dismissed her with a wave of his hand.

He closed the door, poured himself two fingers of scotch and downed it quickly. He was a religious man, not given to strong liquor except during extreme stress. He did not even allow his daughter to drink alcohol while she was in the house. But he felt an urgent need for calming effect the amber fluid would lend to his nerves.

Now alone and unobserved he opened the lower desk drawer. When he pulled it out he saw his prize nestled within its hidden depths. The long black whip seemed to quiver at his approach. His heart began beating faster at the sight of this powerful symbol of lust. It was his passion made into the tangible form of a whipscourge.

His hands were clammy. He wiped them on his pants and placed the tips of his trembling fingers on either side of the thick handle. Gently he began lifting it out of the compartment built especially to hold it. He did it gingerly for fear of breaking off the flogger which had grown hard from years of disuse.

Masterson Mistler was an excellent craftsman, having acquired all his skills in Germany after he had been released from an internment camp just before World War 1 had ended. That experience had instilled a fervent hatred in him for Germany and her citizens. He would go out of his way to harm even the smallest German immigrant in order to vent his feelings.

For over thirty years he had labored tirelessly on a myriad of different projects. His only pleasure outside of work came when he went to his local leather bar and there satisfied his dark compulsions by lashing one or two willing customers who had a particular liking for whipping. They would bend over and stick their rear end through a hole in the wall while Masterson whipped them from an adjoining room.

There was a glass partition between them so they could see each other and make eye contact while the whip cut through the air to deliver a sharp crack on their proffered buttocks. It wasn't long before the whole area around the small room where Masterson delivered his painful blows grew red with welts from previous spankings. Afterward he always received a blowjob which left him satiated in his secret sadism until the following week.

Melanie loved it on Lightning, and the only thing she cared about was her wonderful stallion and the feeling of being with him on top of him while they rode through the countryside. She didn’t care that her neighbors might be scandalized at seeing a pretty young woman riding on top of a big horse bareback.

What others thought about her was none of her affair. She knew she looked beautiful riding her magnificent Lightning, and when he would gallop she would feel his hardness pressed into her crotch by her straddling thighs.

When she rubbed up against him she would become terribly hot. Her breath would quicken and she felt as though her heart would beat straight out of her chest.

Her body became suffused in warmth that coursed through every inch of her limbs. She felt feverish most times when they were alone together.

Sometimes when the passion overtook her she would lose all self-control. Then she would slip her delicate fingers underneath his flaring sheath and grasp firmly onto his cock.

The massive member became rigid and began to swell bigger and bigger until the head of it popped out of its shelter. It was as long as her forearm and at least two inches thick.

She couldn’t imagine how an animal so powerful could grow something so obscenely large.

Her passion overcame her every time she caught a glimpse of it. At times she would catch herself drooling while she stared at it.

Then her guilt made her hate herself because of it. She thought it a disgraceful spectacle but she just could not control it.

Sometimes the sight of it alone made her climax in the throws of her orgasm and her hand would furiously fly into her wet cunt when it happened.

She knew what the dream meant. But it was much too shameful for her to face. That a woman as cultured as herself could desire such a terrible act was beyond belief.

How often she tried to explain away the desires that coursed through her by calling it an aberration. But there were some things even love could not explain away.

And love, though, is perhaps the most powerful emotion man can ever feel, and where there is true love one can not call upon logic as the only source of one's existence.

There must be at least one act or one feeling or one experience that defies explanation, because to live entirely without it would mean that our lives were without purpose.

Her passion for Lightning was real enough. As long as she kept that in focus then all else could fall into place.

As they entered the barn she caught sight of the large form inside his stall. A wave of desire coursed through her the moment she saw him.

He seemed to sense her presence immediately because his head shot up out of its rest and he began to prance in circles in excitement.

Franklin turned around and smiled at her. He knew how much she loved that horse, even if he did not agree with the love affair.

She couldn't explain why Lightning always seemed excited the moment he saw her but somehow he did.

And this time was no exception.

The black gelding reared up and his whinnying pierced the barn's silence.

"I should tell you about tomorrow." Nora said finally breaking away from Lightning's intense gaze.

Franklin gave her a curious look. "Go ahead dear."

Nora didn't speak for a long moment as she gathered the necessary words together to formulate them properly.

When she finally felt that she was ready to start she told him first how much she loved him, just so that he wouldn't become too upset.

It was then that she mentioned the horse to be killed, the same one she had made love to earlier. And she also revealed to Franklin who built the contraption that his wife would mount and ride.

As if they were both listening intently, both Lightning and Thunder turned their ears up toward her while their master stared down at her.

Then he nodded and said okay. A few moments later Nora left to prepare herself for her sordid rendezvous with her black lover.

She knew the preparations she needed to make but was too ashamed to share them with Masterson Mistler. They would only cause him unnecessary torment and heartache.

The following day, when everything was prepared, both the horses entered into a small area off to the side of the stables.

This area was specially cordoned off so as to allow easy access to each other's body for breeding purposes.

Thunder had been fitted with a harness that held him fast against the wall and also held him up enough that his belly and cock would be exposed to her pleasure.

Nora knew how to use Thunder very effectively. She could stroke him off in under five minutes and that made him quite docile to her ministrations.

She went about pleasuring him. The animal didn't last long. After he had finished ejaculating she cleaned off the white, creamy substance with her tongue.

She savored its sweet taste while her hands stroked the horse's mighty muscles.

After awhile they cooled down sufficiently that she could move onto the next part of the plan.

She took out of a pocket on her dress a tube of ointment that contained a special oil designed to relax horses from their sexual tension.

After applying it in various places throughout Thunder's genital area the effect was beginning to kick in.

The massive cock began to stir into a languorous erection. When it was fully hard, it looked as big and mean as ever.

"My god madam, please don't do this," Masterson cried out.

She ignored him while she made preparations. When Thunder's monstrous tool was rigid she turned to Lightning.

Without words she commanded him to mount up on her. He had no sooner got himself atop her than he began his furious thrusts.

Her pussy became drenched as he continued with the frantic motion. As his lust built higher and higher so did hers.

Soon they were both moving at an insane tempo, both in heat with feverish desire, when Nora could feel that he would not stop until she collapsed under his tremendous weight.

There was only one answer. She took out of the toolbox she was sitting upon a hammer. There was a piece of board lying near her feet.

Without hesitation she brought the hammer down upon the wooden plank with all of her remaining might, hitting it directly square in its middle.

A sharp snapping sound rent the air around them and her foot-long cock stopped pounding her soft, willing cunt.

She pulled herself off his massive member and turned her gaze around at him. He had his pants up but she could see that he was still hard as a rock.

They had been fucking for quite awhile so it was time to get his reward, which she had promised him in advance of their coupling.

The promise was worth every stroke the handsome animal had bestowed upon her in their fiery copulation.

Melanie had never known a feeling like this. As powerful as Lightning thrust into her cunt she could sense her lover becoming wild.

The animal seemed to become enflamed by her moans of pleasure and he pounded his giant cock deeper and harder inside her.

Her juices were flowing wildly now and when he finally ejaculated into her she screamed out from the blissful feeling of completion.

But Lightning wasn't satisfied yet, although the orgasm had taken much of the fever out of his passion.

He continued fucking Melanie for another twenty minutes and came a second time inside of her.

Her lust-crazed brain was nearly lost from the rapturous pleasure pulsing through it. When he had finally finished with her she was too weak to stand up by herself.

He lowered her body and let her hang there from the saddle for awhile. Then she regained enough strength to get her legs off him.

She tried to swing off him by gripping the stirrups with her hands. When she had completed the action, and stood on firm ground once again, the world seemed to go blank around her.

Melanie could barely keep her balance when she stood upright and the image of things around her seemed to blur into one another.

Her head seemed about to fall off her shoulders from dizziness. Then she saw him standing before her. It was Lightning.

As she staggered over to him to caress his muzzle he began whinnying and moving agitatedly from side to side.

It seemed that he was happy to see her and was trying to convey his affection for her in the only way he knew how.

She leaned against him with both hands resting on his broad forehead. She rubbed them across the smooth, taut skin and felt his life-force radiate into her own body.

They stood there together for quite a while. He seemed content to be petted in this way and she took satisfaction in her love for him.

His head had begun to nuzzle into her cunt so deeply that it almost knocked her off her feet when Lightning came forward with great enthusiasm.

Finally Nora had to pull him back and grab him by his reins so as to still his frenzied desire to come forward.

When she turned around to look at the clock she saw that she had been with him for over an hour.

If he was in heat as bad as this she would never get through to him unless he had released some of his pent up passion.

She led him down the narrow corridor toward a small pen that contained several pretty young fillies.

Inside were two white-haired mares and one black stallion that was very excited to see Nora coming to visit his harem.

The horses inside the corral nickered in surprise and became agitated upon seeing the stallion entering their territory.

Masterson watched in wonderment as Nora walked over to the fence where her prize stud waited.

He thrust his magnificent cock into her hands with unbridled passion when she reached them. She stroked his massive member for awhile until he came.

When he ejaculated she cupped her hand and caught the steaming stream of his lusty emission and then lifted the hot fluid up to her lips.

The stallion whinnied softly in gratitude for the attention and let her pet him for a little while longer.

Finally, Nora got to her feet and left. Masterson was beside himself with emotion. The woman was incredible.

As long as he was certain that no one would come by and see the bizarre structure hidden inside the tool shed, he would wait.

In his heart he knew that no amount of money could make up for this sinful transaction.

But then again the sum of money she had given him would keep him set for life. There were more than enough zeros in it to keep him in good stead.

Masterson kept watch on his young charge and made certain that her father did not have any suspicions.

It was just a lucky break that Mr. Barker had received a very pressing piece of business that would take him out of town for a while.

There was something very strange about the construction he was supervising out in Nevada.

All he knew about it was that it was an extremely secretive government installation built somewhere underground in the desert.

The government was paying him a great deal of money to build the tunnel that would lead down to the site.

It had already taken many months and he couldn't even get down there to find out just how far his engineers had gotten on the tunnel.

When he received his next monthly paycheck for services rendered so far he noticed a peculiar notation on it.

For his discretion in carrying out the job at hand he had been given an additional ten thousand dollars.

He did not question it because the more you knew about things like this the more danger you courted.

As soon as Nora Barker got home she went straight to her special place in the shed. There sat the black stallion.

His name was Lightning, Melanie Barker named him that because he was fast when she rode him.

They would race across the countryside together on a whim and sometimes she could not tell whether the breeze coming down from her face was from his speed or from her own exuberance.

Nora had been attracted to him instantly when they brought him back from the farm upstate.

There was a glint in his eyes, like a spark of passion. There was nothing that made her heart quiver more than a horse with a little wildness to him.

The black stallion was a fiery beast whose high spirits thrilled her in spite of herself. She felt a passion flow through her veins whenever he came near her.

Her heart pounded in her chest when she first straddled him on a trial ride. His vigor took her breath away.

Nora had been born without much restraint. The fire that blazed inside of her could not be quelled once it was fanned into a frenzy.

If anyone ever suggested it she would never admit to how many times she masturbated with her fingers shoved deep inside her sopping pussy.

But there were other things she yearned for also. Ever since she was in her teens she knew what she wanted.

Men who tried to woo her she dismissed out of hand because they could never fulfill her secret desire.

As soon as she could get the money together, the moment Mr. Barker had left town, she called Masterson Mistler.

Melanie was walking slowly down the hall toward the parlor when the strange phone call came.

She heard her father speaking in an urgent whisper to someone on the phone. After the conversation he put the receiver back on its hook.

The expression on his face had changed. The tone of the voice she heard before was different from his normal conversational tone.

There was something different about it this time, something that made the skin on the back of her neck quiver.

She walked through the entryway and saw Mr. Mistler getting into a car outside of their home.

His car seemed to hover in the air for a second before taking off at a speed greater than should have been possible.

When Melanie returned home later that night there was a feeling of anticipation and excitement running through her body.

It took all of her nerve to hide her agitation from her father at dinner. They ate silently. Neither could eat very much because of the weighty situation.

Franklin Barker kept looking at her with concern written all over his face. When he finished eating, Melanie cleared his place setting.

Before she left to retire in her room she gave him an especially strong hug and then planted a big kiss on his soft cheek.

At dinner he had given her permission to invite three of her girlfriends over for a poolside birthday party two days later on Saturday.

The only friends that had called and offered to come were two girls she only occasionally associated with because they were more boy crazy than she liked.

They had called earlier that day and were coming at five. As far as her father knew she hadn’t invited anyone else but secretly she had someone special in mind.

She went out riding late that afternoon in hopes of meeting up with Masterson Mistler as she rode toward his small cabin located in the valley.

She was very pleased when she found him feeding the chickens behind the cabin. She dismounted off Lightning and walked over to him.

Masterson Mistler was dressed as any poor farmer would be. His shirt was patched with several places where it had worn through and the front of his bibbed overalls were dirty with mud spots from the chicken pen.

They exchanged pleasantries until she arrived at the point of her visit.

After she told him that she wanted him to breed her with the stallion he became alarmed and told her he could not fulfill her request because of its extreme danger.

She told him that the check had already been cashed and he couldn't return it without dire consequences. He reluctantly agreed to help her.

She instructed him to go into the town the following day to rent a horse trailer to bring back the steed who would defile her.

The horse she was referring to was Melanie's beautiful Lightning. In his mind he couldn't think of a worse act than to betray the innocent girl who loved and trusted him so.

When she finished discussing everything in detail and gave him instructions on what was to occur exactly she rose to her feet and walked out of the shed.

She never saw him again. She met her destiny before they could meet again.

Masterson Mistler arrived at eight sharp two mornings later in front of the barn behind her home.

He was alone except for the rented horse trailer he had brought behind his pick-up truck.

He knew that today would be the day she would die because of her obsession. If she didn't die, her shame would eventually do the same thing.

The death of this poor woman meant nothing to him other than the money he had received for constructing her obscene device.

Her suicide he saw as another form of a cash transaction. She was paying him to witness the shameful act. It meant his livelihood was assured for years to come.

She told him exactly where the horse lived and to rent a horse trailer to transport it. When she finished laying out the final details she gave him an extra five thousand dollars to cover unforeseen expenses.

Then she left him standing next to her obscene monument and went out to join her family at breakfast.

As soon as she returned to the main house her son was waiting for her in the den. He could see the flush upon her pretty face.

He couldn't tell whether his mother had been running or if some other act had made her face turn that fiery crimson hue.

"Mother, I trust you saw Masterson. Are everything going according to plan?"

"Yes my dear it is. And when things happen we need to stick together. We are the only two people that can count on each other."

The young boy thought about how true that was. His father did not treat him as well as his mother did. In fact his father hated him with every bone in his body.

When he entered school his teachers were shocked to see that his father could raise such a kind, smart young man. He had taken great pride in being called to come to school because his son was causing trouble or getting awards.

Then tragedy struck three years ago when Melanie's mom Nora died tragically during child birth. When he first heard the news all he could think was "Good, I won't be hearing anymore about my damn kid sister.

But then over time he missed his mom very badly. He had become used to her love and adoration which was something he lacked since their dad didn't care anything about them.

In the end only the two of them had each other to rely upon and the family business that gave them an identity in the world.

So they stuck together and grew close as brother and sister should.

He never knew how much he cared for her until he started to realize how pretty she was. His lust for her grew into a craving, especially whenever they went riding.

Then one day his desire to watch her mount her stallion Lightning turned into a passion. A new thought began to form in his head.

He fantasized about getting the opportunity to stroke her firm round behind while helping her up onto the saddle.

He couldn't keep these thoughts out of his head. The more he tried to concentrate on his work the more vividly did his fantasy come alive to haunt him.

His love and respect for her made his feelings even more confused and frustrating than he ever imagined they would be.

Nora took an interest in him almost from the beginning. In fact it was her who noticed him first while she walked along the banks of the stream just behind the main house.

"Hello there," she yelled when she saw him working feverishly under the shade of an overhanging tree.

He was busy repairing something, maybe a harness or perhaps he was whittling a piece of wood into some form that only he knew.

He looked up when he heard her shout and she waved him down into the valley. The smile she offered him could charm a viper.

Nora Barker walked up the hillside toward his little shack and waited outside the door. Finally the door opened and out came a young man in his early twenties.

He looked strong and robust with the healthy glow of youth surrounding his handsome, muscular face. He was not wearing a shirt and had obviously been in the midst of repairs in the sun before her advent.

She felt weak in her knees at the sight of his bare chested torso but did not allow the sudden onset of swooning to reach her face. She wanted this boy badly enough to sacrifice everything.

And now even the slightest look of a man who appealed to her sent her passions boiling. She knew there could only be one object to her burning desires and she was intent on achieving it or perishing in the attempt.

Franklin Barker told Nora about the horse while they ate supper that night.

Melanie had a hard time containing her excitement at the prospect of hearing the news from her daddy. But when he failed to mention Lightning among the horses being brought to the town sale she became crestfallen.

It was all she could do not to scream out in a tantrum fit. She felt like bursting into tears and leaving the table without asking to be excused.

How could he not know that she needed Lightning just as badly as she did air?

But Melanie managed to keep control of herself, though her eyes were beginning to tear up.

If Franklin Barker noticed her distress he never mentioned it, just kept right on chewing his food like the oblivious oaf she always took him for.

As Melanie got into bed later that evening, images of her Lightning came flooding back through her heated mind.

His beautiful mane blew in the wind as he raced across the plains of her memory with her atop his sleek, powerful body.

As she drifted into sleep she imagined the two of them racing toward a clearing in the dreamland forest.

Lightning pulled her over to a tree that held a ladder reaching all the way up to its very highest branches.

He stopped at the base and let her get down.

They kissed passionately and the heat inside her made her body sweat with desire.

She began to strip off her clothes until she was stark naked and climbed on top of Lightning with her back to him facing the ladder.

Her legs dangled behind his sides as he moved closer to the trunk of the tree so that she could grasp hold of one of the rungs.

It felt cool to her skin which was hot from the mounting flames of her passion for Lightning.

She took hold of the ladder. When he began his stride forward she was able to follow along in his steps and get down safely to the soft grass below.

Melanie got up as soon as Franklin Barker left for his meeting in town. She would not be left behind because this was the day of her birthday.

All the other horses were brought out to graze. But Lightning stood there alone, almost as if he knew something important was going to happen that day.

When Melanie approached her favorite horse she reached inside a bag she had hanging off her shoulder.

She brought out a sugar cube. The stallion immediately responded to her kindness with a whinny and the raising up on his hind legs.

The moment Melanie placed the sugar cube against his mouth he gobbled it down in ecstasy. She smiled broadly at him and stroked his soft mane.

Suddenly Melanie could see someone approaching the stables in the distance. She strained hard to make out who it was but could not tell until they came within hailing distance.

She recognized him as one of her father Franklin Barker's business associates, an important man with great influence in these parts.

His name was George Ockleberry. He came calling on her father every so often, almost like clockwork. She could remember that it used to drive her mother crazy.

But now it was herself who found the big man with his balding dome and thick white moustache a thorn in her side.

"George, how nice to see you. Won't you come in and visit?"

Franklin Barker's face twisted into a scowl when he heard the deep, bellowing voice behind him at the door.

"Why it's George. How wonderful it is to see you."

Franklin Barker was anything but happy to see Ockleberry at his door. He had already decided that he would turn the big man around and close the door in his face.

The interruption was not only unwarranted it was downright inconvenient. Franklin had some very important business to attend to.

"Why how do, Frank? May I come in?"

George knew all too well that his uninvited presence at the Barker home was anything but appreciated.

But he wanted to keep this whole arrangement just as friendly and accommodating as possible. And this seemed the best way.

In point of fact the two men didn't like each other much. They tolerated each other only because their businesses were mutually beneficial to each of them.

But George Ockleberry would be damned if he would let something so trifling as a man's dislike of him stand in the way of success.

So here he was. The day after Mr. Barker left town for his trip to Texas everything fell into place.

After breakfast Nora sent Melanie out to the stables. Her plan called for a period of solitude while Masterson Mistler fetched the stallion she had chosen.

She stood alone inside her glass-encased dome feeling the warmth of its color wash over her. It was the perfect place for her to wait.

It would provide her privacy from the prying eyes of Melanie who, as luck would have it, was out riding her horse.

This worked well for Nora. When the deed was finally done she could explain away the evidence without lying to her daughter.

At some point during her ride Melanie could always explain seeing Nora lying exhausted beneath Lightning when she came back from her ride.

Masterson would not reveal her secret since he did not wish to go to prison and knew the truth would get him locked up forever.

But how would they ever make sense of what Melanie had seen? Her sanity and even her life were on the line.

Nora needed a reason why it was necessary for her to engage in sex with the stallion. And the only plausible excuse would be that she was pregnant.

If this could be accomplished no one could fault her for being the woman she was and everything would be fine.

But if she was caught having intercourse with Lightning, even Masterson could not keep his mouth closed as long as he could when he knew there was nothing at stake but her reputation.

But when her husband found out she had been raped by another man, Masterson's loyalty would mean nothing and the consequences could be lethal.

So now that it was decided that Nora needed to look pregnant in order to avoid suspicion after the deed was done, it made sense to tell Masterson Mistler that she was two months along.

Melanie Barker loved horses almost as much as she loved the animal kingdom in general. All life held some appeal to her except that of insects, which she loathed with a passion.

She wanted to work with horses professionally as a trainer or equestrian but her daddy never approved. It was unladylike he would say, and besides, she had a social responsibility as the daughter of one of the wealthier families in the town.

She hated being called a rich girl. There was an element to the upper class that she felt did not reflect positively on how people should behave, even though it was true that she possessed a certain hauteur that made most middle class folks feel uncomfortable.

Being with horses was not an option open to her, even though they were the only thing other than reading she really enjoyed.

She could spend hours reading and dreaming about other worlds but riding was her favorite. Riding Lightning especially held a special place in her heart.

There were very few girls who were as skilled a rider as she was and it caused many boys to take a serious interest in courting her. But Melanie never allowed anyone close enough to win her heart. She preferred solitude more than anything.

It didn't bother her daddy much. He was too busy with his business anyway to care and besides he believed she was too young to get serious about someone.

Melanie was very smart though. She knew exactly why she did not give her heart to anyone. She already belonged to someone and there would never be room for another.

The image of Lightning's powerful frame as he raced through the countryside on their rides together was the image that haunted her when she fell asleep.

Her passion for the wonderful stallion grew steadily and the more her feelings increased the more she had to hide them.

So much so that she almost convinced herself that they didn't really exist. But every night Lightning managed to find a way into her dreams and reminded her how deep they truly were.

Even in her deepest fantasies Melanie knew the love she had for Lightning wasn't reciprocated, not in the same human sense at least.

Still, every morning when she went out to meet him he waited for her with his huge manhood sticking straight out like some giant red flag signaling her presence.

Every morning it happened and every morning she wondered. Was it possible? Could he possibly love her like she loved him?

She always rode on the saddle. The thought of sliding her vagina down the pole of her lust sent shivers through her spine.

But her imagination knew no bounds. She pictured him lying next to her inside her bed. His soft muzzle brushing up against the silky skin of her naked breast.

The image would drive her crazy for the rest of the day. Then she would have to calm herself down before the onset of supper.

There were times when she would look down to find that her legs had somehow moved into a straddled position with her skirt hiked up above her thighs.

Then she would have to rearrange herself without being noticed, a difficult task considering her large breasts were always ready to burst forth from her tight blouse.

If anybody did notice she would have said that a bug bit her. Nobody suspected that it was the dream of a stallion she was hiding behind her bashful smile.

She could hear him calling out to her. He was singing his siren song across the countryside where no mortal man could hear him but she, the love of his life.

When the sun went down she knew he would sing just for her. Every night it was the same. She lay in bed with her eyes fixed upon the door.

The sound of his high-pitched whinny penetrated through her consciousness and pierced her soul. It seemed to be asking something of her.

She got out of bed. There was only one place to go this time of night. Only one place that was left to ease the yearning inside her soul.

Her long satin gown trailed behind her. Her bare feet padded on the warm floorboards as she made her way toward the stable.

He heard her coming; he always did. And it pleased him immensely when he heard the soft pitter patter of her pretty, white, bare feet crossing the yard to meet him.

Lightning knew she would come; he always did. There was a strange, indefinable connection between them that transcended the senses.

As he watched her walking slowly toward him he thought to himself, this is more than just love between man and beast. This is an experience beyond human comprehension.

When she laid eyes upon his dark-gray form, standing high on his black feet, his magnificent cock pulsing with each heartbeat, she knew her passion had returned.

She moved quickly now, forgetting that anyone could see her and her shame, or her nakedness, or the immorality of her intent.

Her eyes were locked only on that two foot long pole throbbing before her, waiting to thrust into her willing hole.

Lightning did not budge from his stationary position while she mounted him with the aid of Masterson Mistler.

Now she was straddled on top of his powerful body. Her long legs wrapped tightly around his flanks, feeling his powerful muscles flex beneath them.

Masterson Mistler helped strap her down and place the leather thong with the cock-sized metal clamp in it across Lightning and secured it underneath the belly.

Nora Barker gripped the handle of the clamp with both hands. When she pressed the button she felt an electrical shock surge through the metal apparatus.

She screamed when she realized something was wrong and pulled out the plug before anyone else heard her.

She stared down at the contraption in disbelief. It had been constructed by hand to a level of perfection only Masterson Mistler could produce.

Yet something went terribly wrong with the clamp device he had attached to it. The leather strap came unhinged on one of its sides and caused it to fail.

The result was disastrous for her plan. Now there would be no way she could use the contraceptive.

She looked down at the harness and realized that this could be made to work also. She just had to tie herself down in a certain position, make sure the strap would pull out on time and everything would be okay.

She knew she could entice Lightning into the harness. He always enjoyed their playtime together when she was strapped onto him and gave him his pleasure.

It was a bittersweet memory that burned inside of her and seeped into her heated loins at night.

When Masterson finally walked toward the horse stable Nora Barker began to run through the sequence of events in her head once more.

Everything should go as planned but it all hung on the ability of Masterson Mistler to convince Melanie Barker to help strap her mother into the harness.

Her passion for her favorite horse was so great that there was a strong chance he could persuade her.

She was also certain that the beautiful girl would agree to the charade.

Masterson had met Melanie during their last two weeks of construction and knew where she could be found on the ranch grounds.

The idea of seeing her mother strapped beneath her beautiful stallion excited her more than she thought possible.

She had often wished that such an occurrence could take place because she always thought they loved each other very much.

Of course Melanie did not realize how much they really loved each other when her thoughts drifted to the love aspect of their relationship.

If Melanie had been in possession of the facts of the passionate lust her mother harbored in her breast for Lightning, she may not have been so eager to agree to her plan.

Her mother was obsessed with sating her lustful urges on Lightning. To her he represented the epitome of passion and beauty.

To be ridden by a magnificent stallion like Lightning was the greatest sexual pleasure she could imagine, outside of the real thing.

She wanted it badly. The thought of the harness, once Masterson Mistler proposed it during the planning stage of the construction, set her soul afire with lust.

She could feel the weight of his huge cock in the air-tight harness pulling the edges of her cunt lips apart.

Every time the massive instrument thrust inside of her she felt his mighty force as if he were right there inside her with his own organ.

The size of its circumference was exactly like Lightning. Masterson had to study it before he constructed the harness so that he could get an accurate measurement.

This fact thrilled her all the more because she realized that she had come that much closer to reality in having him impregnate her with his seed.

The weight behind the thrusts of the magnificent creature pressed on the bar in front of her while she braced herself on it against the powerful impacts.

The rhythmic motions rocked her back and forth on the platform as it moved within her and caressed the walls of her vaginal cavity with its girthy form.

Each pulse caused another gasp to escape from her throat. When she came down from each height and looked back in retrospect at what she was doing she could not believe it.

But it was only for a moment. The next thrust would cause another burst of fiery heat to flood her and force her body to writhe beneath his massive strength.

She had positioned her hands in such a manner that allowed her just enough leeway to grasp hold of the silver bar and hold on.

With all the thrashing of the mighty animal above her the bar would move slightly which made her grip looser than intended.

The first time his huge cock entered her cunt the movement caused her hand to slip. The entire length of the beast filled her to capacity.

It was so deep within her belly that it pressed against her lungs. Her breath caught as he thrashed his body upward with a mighty lunge.

It felt like he would puncture her lung with his huge member but she knew that it was impossible because of the angle of the thrust.

When she regained her grip on the slippery bar she held on with renewed intensity and felt a spasm rip through her and a small burst of air escaped from her throat.

She heard the whinny of the young stallion and felt his muscles strain to push against her weight.

When Masterson Mistler led her up to Lightning with a horse trailer in tow she thought she would faint from sheer excitement.

He had parked the contraption at the rear entrance to the stables so that it could be easily positioned outside in its proper place.

In less than ten minutes they had it out and placed in the center of the corral. He then hooked up Lightning and led him forward.

There was a long moment when the huge animal gazed down upon the harness his eyes seemed to glow red with hate at them.

But when she touched his massive head a look of love came over him and he seemed to smile at her, even though such an emotion was impossible for a horse.

At least, she hoped it was. She did not think that he would enjoy her treatment of him when the harness was brought into play.

Nora Barker wanted to get this out of her system before her husband Frank came home from his business trip. She would then be able to get on with the rest of her life, although she would always regret not having done something that she so deeply desired.

When Nora Barker entered into the glass bubble and Lightning led the way toward the round opening which was beginning to form in its center she breathed easier.

They were now in the dream realm. Her plan had worked perfectly. But there were a few things she still didn't quite understand.

Like how had she known to bring the golden bridle with the precious stones encrusted in the silver plating.

They approached the shimmering circular gap until she could make out a white glow on the other side.

Lightning began to walk faster when they were close enough for her to discern what was there.

On the other side of the gap stood an apparition in the shape of a woman. The closer they came the more detail emerged.

The aura had taken on a definite female outline and a human face was taking form in the head.

In the blink of an eye, they walked through the circle and it closed behind them. Then Melanie blinked open her eyes. She looked around to get her bearings.

There, sitting before her with her long legs splayed out were Nora Barker, the princess of this world, wearing nothing but her panties.

Nora could see that she was shocked to be standing before the real Princess Nora, although this was not her dream.

This was Nora Barker, and Melanie couldn't help but be impressed by the regal quality emanating from every pore of her lovely skin.

There wasn't much to do except for her to comply to Nora's command. In a world where Nora Barker ruled all other things must fall to her.

And so she complied.

Nora told Melanie her deepest fantasy and that she should live it out as her alter ego. It wasn't until she mentioned the harness that Melanie realized what they were truly doing.

Lightning reared up and tried to kick Melanie with his front hoofs but missed her head by inches. Then he ran into the field in a frenzied attempt to rid himself of the bridle's steel bit.

"Nooooo, Lightning, don't leave me, my love."

Melanie followed the raging beast through the woods but stopped running when she became exhausted from the effort. She had been crying as she chased her only love across the countryside.

The tears continued to flow. After some time passed and the anger began to give way to acceptance of his new fate Lightning began to move around the woods in more controlled manner.

Melanie decided it would be prudent to continue moving forward and find him rather than try to pursue him blindly through the overgrown wilderness.

She moved steadily through the woods trying to remember from which direction he had emerged and used that as a marker so as not to get lost in this dense patch of woods.

There was also another reason for pursuing her animal lover instead of searching through the woods in haste. Her lust had risen up and was burning furiously deep within the pit of her stomach.

All through the day she felt herself becoming increasingly sexually aroused by her erotic thoughts. And those thoughts centered entirely on Lightning, and more specifically, on his fantastic member.

So lost was she in thought that she had traveled far off course. The realization dawned on her when she heard the thunderous clap of Lightning's hooves galloping past.

Her heart beat faster as she picked up his trail again and began to stalk her prey. At that moment it occurred to her that it might be better to catch up to the beast and mount him before finding out whether or not he might spurn her.

She caught up to him soon enough. After she dismounted and tied her horse to the low hanging branch she found herself treading softly toward Lightning's position. She didn't want to alarm him with her presence just yet so she proceeded very slowly.

When she spotted him grazing in the high grasses about thirty feet away she became giddy with the sight of his splendid form. He really was magnificent.

Her eyes roved over his perfect muscles and the smooth skin covering them. The lustful fire within her began to rage out of control at the prospect of seeing his fabulous cock.

She realized that it might be days or weeks before she would ever find herself alone with him again.

So her opportunity had arisen and she knew that it should not go to waste. She would finally touch the object of her desire and satiate her curiosity once and for all.

Slowly she began to move towards the gorgeous beast while keeping a safe distance behind him. Every move was stealthily measured.

The horse became aware of her presence, although it did nothing to indicate if he could feel any apprehension about it.

When she had come closer to the animal and stood in his direct line of view, Lightning lowered his head to her, signaling that he would not resist anything she did to him.

Gingerly she stroked the underside of his mighty neck. Her body shivered with pleasure at the touch.

It felt warm and strong underneath her hand. She began to rub up against him, caressing her face against his powerful flank.

Slowly she began to slip lower until her hot cheek came into contact with the soft skin of his massive cock.

She could hear herself breathing as heavily as he was through his nostrils. In the dream they became one being.

They breathed together. They throbbed together. They both desired to live out this sexual fantasy even if it killed them.

With trembling hands she slowly reached out to clasp her fingers around his awesome cock.

At that moment her heart began to pound furiously as though it were about to burst from her chest cavity and fall upon the ground.

Melanie thought that she might be having an attack or a heart seizure of some sort. She had never known anything like this feeling before.

She felt giddy but did not move. Her blood pumped faster and faster through her veins, causing a pulsating heat to run through her body.

Her breath was coming in short quick pants. Her lips quivered uncontrollably as though her brain would no longer take direction from her.

For a second, her vision became blurry as if someone was running their hand over the windowpane of her eyeballs.

Then her brain became foggy. It was as though she was losing her consciousness and yet still able to watch what went on around her.

Masterson had moved toward her to support her falling figure. For a fleeting second he had looked directly into her face.

His gaze was so strong that it almost hurt to look upon his piercing glance.

But as soon as her senses began to fail she felt an even greater strength surge through her whole being.

Somehow she managed to sit up from her supine position on the wooden tool box and swing herself off of it to stand next to him.

She stood tall and proud, her breasts heaving heavily with her passion.

The sweat had broken out across her brow and her nostrils flared with excitement at what she knew was imminent in her future.

Now it was she who pierced the hapless groom with a glance. He turned his eyes from hers and bowed slightly and stepped back from her.

A small smile cracked upon her pretty face when she saw how much power she exerted over the big man standing beside her.

She took another deep breath as she gathered enough strength to stand on her own legs again.

Her head whirled like a spinning top. She knew that only the knowledge that her dream was about to become real kept her from swooning.

She took two steps toward the object of her obsession. Its aura glowed so brightly it almost made her eyes water.

Masterson watched her advance towards him. He watched her hand shake as she reached forward and caressed one of its smooth arms.

Nora could feel herself growing moist with desire as her fingers grazed over the sleek body of the wooden animal.

It had taken many nights to convince Mr. Barker that her plan would not fail. He was adamant against letting her carry out such an insane project.

But he loved his wife and did not wish to lose her. She played upon his feelings for her until he had to give in.

There was also the fact that he believed that such a fantasy would satisfy Nora enough that she would cease thinking of it anymore.

Masterson could read in her eyes that there would be no turning back. Not even death itself would deter her from the mission she had set herself on.

There was another factor that caused Masterson Mistler to become concerned about the madam. The more she spoke about the dream and about the horse the more she began to act like it was true.

Masterson knew only too well that madness takes place on many different planes of awareness. He was frightened that the madam would lose her grip on reality and perhaps die.

The madness had gotten hold of Nora Barker. Every since she had conceived the idea and had first seen the contraption its aura began to possess her.

Her eyes took on a glassy far-away look that frightened even Mr. Barker when he saw it.

At night when she slept, her passion took over. Her whole body wriggled underneath her satin bedspread and made sounds that made him feel nauseous.

He loved his wife and did not want to lose her but he believed that this bizarre obsession would pass once the act of coupling was complete.

He could no longer tolerate seeing her suffer as she did because of the sexual tension inside her.

His decision had been made for him when his wife spoke at dinner. He saw the far away look in her eyes which worried him so much.

It was a long way away from the house on the hill where Nora Barker lived with her husband and only daughter Melanie.

Melanie knew little about the love affairs of her parents but suspected enough to have some vague idea of what went on in their private lives.

It was obvious to anyone who had eyes that her mother had a certain disdain for the men who came to call on her.

There was not a father in the entire neighborhood who didn't secretly fear that it might be their boy who would be the recipient of the fair princess's cruel scorn.

And when the boys showed up at her doorstep there wasn't one man who could hide his look of disgust toward Mr. Barker as he took his leave from the home.

The most disturbing part of the relationship was the fact that the princess didn't even seem to care what her old man did anymore.

Even though she still lived there in her father's house, in a sense Melanie had left the nest. And no-one, especially her old man, knew where the fair princess spent her days, and even some of her nights.

Her father feared that she was slipping off somewhere with the men that called upon her. He even went to great lengths to spy on her but it seemed hopeless.

She gave him no indication as to what she really got up to in the daytime hours and sometimes into the dark nighttime hours.

Melanie knew that the dream had been calling to her. She realized that every since she had experienced it that the image had changed everything for her.

Now there was nothing else that mattered except that the dream had to be played out in her sleeping head. The problem was getting the courage to do something about it.

Melanie had always prided herself on being someone who took command of her own fate. It did not matter whether people said nice things about her or nasty things about her.

Her mother had always told her not to let the opinions of other people interfere with doing what was right for Melanie.

At first she wasn’t sure what it meant but now she was sure. No one had ever taught her that but now that her mother had passed away, the advice made perfect sense to her.

She just wished that there were others who shared her opinion about Lightning. He was so special to her that she often found herself talking about him as if he were a person instead of a horse.

In her father, Frank Barker, her wishes were never taken into account. He had grown very distrustful of her as her infatuation with her horse grew more intense.

Even though he never spoke about it to her or anyone else, secretly he felt that her attraction for Lightning was bordering on madness.

So, when his trip came up the next morning Melanie could scarcely contain her enthusiasm as she kissed him goodbye.

The thought of being able to do anything she wanted with her beloved horse almost overloaded her senses.

It would be three long days before her father returned from his business trip to Kansas City, leaving her with complete control over their vast land.

When she saw the buggy pull up she ran out to greet him and give him a big hug and kiss.

The sight of Lightning in harness nearly gave her heart failure. As she watched the strong stable boy lead him into the barn she was nearly swooning.

Her nipples protruded outward in a throbbing erection of uncontainable lust and a warm gush of juice soaked through the crotch of her panties.

Then they disappeared into the dim recesses of the barn and for an instant the thought came to her that she would never see Masterson again.

The next night at twenty minutes until eight a soft knock sounded on the heavy wooden door that fronted the back of the barn where all the animals were kept.

A sense of dread filled her heart for a moment but she quickly banished it and ran to the door.

When she opened it Masterson Mistler was standing before her with his hands folded against his belly and his cap tucked under his arm.

She stepped aside to allow him entrance into her home. When she closed the door he turned to her and handed her a brown paper sack.

It felt strange and warm.

There was no point in waiting. She had lived three years waiting and couldn't stand to live another moment if she delayed.

It was time to carry out the last wishes of her departed love. The love Frank Barker had given her was cold and lifeless and could not fill her deep need for passion.

Only the living force of another kind could ignite her soul with an ardor that would sustain her through life's ordeals.

As the black leather straps began to constrict themselves around Lightning's body he whinnied nervously.

Masterson tried his best to calm the beast. Melanie held him by his reigns and talked into his ears while rubbing his muzzle.

"Don't worry, my sweet boy, everything is all right. They're gonna make you feel very good."

Melanie couldn't resist bending down to kiss the snorting muzzle of her darling horse. It would be the last time she ever did so.

"Madam, come this way if you will please."

She followed him through a little doorway underneath the platform until she came to where she would stand.

In front of her was a silver bar, which she grasped firmly to keep her leveraged properly underneath the stallion's thrusting cock.

In back of her a padded white leather strap dangled over a pulley that would suspend her body beneath Lightning while he mated.

There were two holes cut into the wooden base that ran perpendicular to the main beam that ran through the length of the contraption.

The bottom of the saddle rested on those two cuts with its girth running down to each of them on opposite sides.

The straps went up through those two holes to support the girth and connect it to the pulley so the whole assembly could be raised to a horizontal position.

Masterson was forced to watch, but his sense of pride had prevented him from leaving without being told to leave.

Now he stood underneath the pulley wondering why he was there since Nora had been lowered to the ground already.

Franklin Barker had just left on his business trip and Nora Barker stood there looking at her watch while wearing nothing but black lingerie.

She wore high-heeled slippers. She looked very erotic, he thought. There was an aura about her that was more powerful than most women possessed.

He wanted to leave but felt compelled to stay because she kept insisting on telling him something else in addition to bringing a horse.

His fear for her sanity was getting worse with each passing moment. Finally she spoke up.

"There's something else I want you to do."

"What would that be, madam."

"I'm expecting a baby."

Her words shocked him deeply. Was she really mad as he supposed? It occurred to him that if she was then she would make good on her promise to keep his silence even in death.

"Who is the father, madam, might I ask."

She looked at him as though it were an insult for him to ask such a question. The question of paternity meant nothing to her. All that mattered was her fantasy.

Melanie sat up on the side of the bed and swung her long bare legs over so that they just dangled above the floor.

From below where she sat she could see through a mirror at her vanity table the naked form of her lovely body sitting erect.

It seemed to stare right back at her as though questioning her sanity. She began to talk out loud, almost as though there were another person present.

She had often heard her father speaking aloud when he was pondering some deep decision that affected him.

As far as she knew her father had only a very close circle of friends and his servants. But he could still be talking to himself without her knowledge.

The more she thought about the possibility the more she knew in her heart it couldn't be true. He wasn’t the type of person who liked to be alone.

There was someone else that was a regular visitor to her house although she could rarely catch sight of them when they were there.

The mystery person kept coming and going while staying within the bounds of secrecy so well that even her highly alert sense couldn't track it.

When her curiosity got the better of her, she decided to find out what secret visits her father was receiving and whom these visits were coming from.

At first she didn’t know how to go about it. She didn't have many female friends her own age. And the few she did have would not likely be seen in her father's house without him being present.

Her only close friend was Gwendolyn. The two women often played chess together while waiting for Franklin Barker to finish his business in order to be ready for whatever function he had planned for them.

Gwendolyn knew when he was expecting guests. She was a keen judge of character.

She often remarked to Melanie that she wondered why Franklin kept company with some of these people.

At least one person in a social circle should not belong there. And in Franklin Barker's case he should get rid of that slimy, weaselly guy that keeps asking after you, Gwen."

"That man gives me the shivers. It was all I could do not to tell him what I thought of him yesterday during tea."

"Good for you Gwen. If I had been there you can bet he would not have dared put a foot inside our house today."

Melanie loved Gwendolyn. She was her best friend. The two young women were so close they were like sisters.

Gwendolyn and Melanie's families knew each other since forever. Franklin Barker had built their mansion from the ground up when they first moved here.

Gwendolyn knew everything about Melanie. So there wasn't a lot that went on in Melanie's life that Gwendolyn wasn't aware of.

"How are things going with James?"

"James! You know very well things aren't going anywhere with him. He's sweet, don't get me wrong, but there's something about him I just can't understand."

"Maybe you are reading him incorrectly, Gwen."

"I don't think so. He has a hard time holding himself straight when we go out on our dates, especially if we've had a glass of wine at dinner."

"Then he's a lush, Gwen. It would be better if you let him down gently. If he gets really drunk on your dates it might get embarrassing for you. Besides, he's not my type."

"Who's your type Mel? Who's captured that heart of yours?"

"My Lightning. There's none other like him, Gwen. And the best thing about him is that he'll never desert me."

"He does have the most wonderful eyes. The first time we went out for tea he stared at me with those intense brown orbs until I couldn't think of anything else. After that I was his."

Melanie felt her friend's love for James but knew that Gwen could never be happy with him. He was weak in spirit and she could only tolerate men who had strong convictions of their own.

As they strolled along through the lush green field, Gwendolyn looked down from the high hill and watched the riders as they approached from far off. She could easily make out her fiancée.

"Look there. It's Franklin. He has Mr. Cummings with him. My heavens, they must be racing those horses."

"Lightning can outpace them both handily, Gwen. He was born to race horses."

"Then what are we doing walking when the men are riding?"

Melanie grinned at her friend and pulled her close. "Come along then, let us hasten to meet our beaus."

Gwendolyn laughed, took up Melanie's hands and rushed down the slope of the high hill together toward the approaching horsemen.

Franklin dismounted and handed his reins over to James Cummings. The three ladies walked forward, each of whom was being attended to by the young suitor.

"James, we have talked about this before. Please get rid of your mustache. It makes you look so common."

"But Gwendolyn, dear, don't you think it gives me a certain distinguished appearance."

"No, not at all."

Melanie leaned closer toward Gwendolyn and whispered in her ear. "She said she thought it was handsome when he first sported it but he will do anything she asks of him."

James was walking along the other side of Gwen and didn't catch what she whispered. He was more interested in watching his future wife. She was riding alongside him on another of her father's beautiful stallions.

Gwen leaned over to whisper something to her husband-to-be and Melanie could only hear a smidgen of the conversation. Something about how much fun they were going to have on their honeymoon. She wondered how it might feel to have Frankie Cummings plowing her soppy pussy with his rock hard prick. She had seen it once and he really did look impressive down there. It had been early in the day and he was just out of bed. She had peeked in through the half-open door to see if he wanted breakfast and there he stood naked brushing his teeth, his huge cock swinging freely between his legs. Melanie was fascinated at the sight. He was a big man and it showed in every part of his body.

Gwen continued talking about something in his ear and Melanie tried to concentrate on the subject Gwendolyn seemed to have picked up after she mentioned it to her. But she couldn't keep from stealing furtive glances at James' groin area as they rode along side by side. The bulge underneath his jodhpurs was substantial, but no way near Frankie Cummings size. But still quite a bulge and enough to make Melanie's mouth water. He hadn't made any overt moves on her yet which surprised her because she knew men, being animals and all, tended to try to get into your knickers whenever the opportunity arose. She was very sure that a few of those opportunities presented themselves on occasion but for some reason James was resisting temptation.

"Well, if you say so, honey," Frankie was saying. "I certainly wouldn't mind having a nightcap with these two beautiful ladies." He grinned, not caring that they could hear him or not. It never ceased to amaze him that women never complained about being called beautiful even when the context was laced with unseemly connotations.

Frankie Cumming looked like a man who enjoyed the fruits of life. At least, that was how he carried himself and it wasn't just his large physique or his full head of coal black hair. His face told the story, the crinkles in the corners of his dark eyes when he laughed, the wide smile with the perfect pearly whites and his dimples...dimples like you would not believe! When he smiled at her with that dazzling display of perfect white teeth, Melanie felt her pussy moistening right where she sat. And he was a gentleman as well, helping Gwen dismount while Melanie watched admiring his powerful physique and remembering the time she had caught him naked. And those dimples! He would be sleeping in her room tonight she decided then and there. The evening would end exactly where she wanted it to go...in bed. She would show Mr. Dimples that she knew what it was about!

And so it happened just as she planned it. While everyone retired, she made sure James saw her put out a bottle of wine, some fruit and cheese and crackers in her room for the occasion. Her own mother had explained to her years ago that all a man needed was a little encouragement to fuck anything in sight and with someone like Frankie that would mean two or three women at once. And he would be happy to oblige them if they were easy on their eyes.

As Gwen excused herself and went to her room, she whispered a few encouraging words in Melanie's ear. "Don't tire him out too soon. Save some for us!" That was what she hoped would happen but one could never tell. Some men weren't up to more than one session but Frankie looked like he was. In fact, he looked like he could go for hours. The thought excited Melanie immensely and she rushed around to straighten the bed and set everything else out for a seduction scene.

When she heard his knock, she rushed to the door and peeked out first, making sure that no one had seen him come into her room. Everyone was asleep or at least in bed and that was good.

He came through the door quickly and grinned at her in that cocky manner. He took one look at the wine and smiled. "I see we're ready for some fun! Good. So am I!"

He pulled off his shoes, dropped his jacket over a chair and pulled off his shirt revealing an incredibly muscled body with smooth hairless skin. It was obvious to Melanie that he was an experienced lover and she couldn't wait until she felt him inside her. She wanted to feel his smoothness, taste his delicious young skin and inhale his aroma as he fucked her brains out.

She was already beginning to ache as she saw the growing bulge in the front of his pants and he undid the buttons slowly, grinning at her as though reading her mind. He dropped them onto the floor, stood before her clad only in briefs, watching the look on her face and the way she bit her lower lip in anticipation. His hands went to the elastic band and began to peel the briefs away, sliding them down his thighs and letting his hard-on stand up as it was revealed. Then he bent over and let them slide down to his ankles, finally kicking them away and standing there naked.

"You like what you see?"

She couldn't help it but had to stare at the sight of him standing in front of her with his cock fully erect. "Uh huh," she replied breathlessly. Her breasts ached inside their flimsy casing.

His hand clasped the bottle of wine and he drank several mouthfuls, wiped his lips with the back of his hand and came across the floor toward where she was lying on the bed. He grinned. "Here honey, drink some of this," he offered her the wine, which she took quickly, drinking nearly half of the bottle's contents and then handing it back to him. She could feel her heart pounding against the cage of her ribcage as she tried desperately to hide her excitement as he sat down on the edge of the bed next to her. The scent of him flooded into her nostrils as he leaned toward her and planted a small kiss on her cheek. She blushed. As he kissed her again she turned slightly so that it caught the edge of her mouth and they pressed into one another for a long moment as his mouth opened slightly. His tongue parted her lips and darted inside and her body reacted with a quivering spasm, followed immediately by an explosion of fire deep inside the center of her being. His cock pulsed up strongly against his shorts as he lay down next to her on top of the sheets and put an arm around her waist, hugging her close and continuing to kiss her, probing the recesses of her mouth deeply. There were still the thin veils of clothing between them, though even the briefs he wore seemed almost nonexistent and the pressure from his hard cock against her thigh was driving her mad. She couldn't wait to see his big penis and reached a tentative hand down between their bodies and touched the fabric of his underwear near its head. A soft sigh escaped her lips as her fingers caressed the hard flesh beneath, feeling the moisture from his tip seep through onto the cloth as she stroked along his rigid shaft slowly. The kiss finally broke and he grinned down at her, reaching up and unbuttoning the top of her nightgown until the valley of her cleavage was visible and her nipples were protruding above the hem of the gown like small pink pebbles. "Honey, why don't you take this off? He murmured softly and she felt a surge of excitement rush through her as her hands slowly slipped up over her abdomen and started to slip the sleeves off her shoulders, lifting up off the bed slightly while he stared at her large full tits as they came into view and exposed the swollen areolae surrounding her thick pouting nipples. She lay there with her upper body totally naked before him and waited for what he would do next while a tiny whimper escaped her lips. She looked at his strong face as he lowered his head and let his hot mouth open onto the top of one boob, feeling the warmth surround her as he licked sensuously around her nipple, causing the sensitive flesh to swell further and throb heavily while his teeth gently teased it. His cock pulsed violently and she had to have it right away or explode! "Please," she cried, squirming on the bed in frustration, "take off your clothes..." He lifted up off her chest and gazed down at her beautiful blue eyes while raising himself up and slowly peeling his shirt over his head, revealing the powerful muscles of his back and arms as they rippled and shone in the candle light. After removing the shirt he leaned down again and whispered huskily, "What about your own panties? Why don't you go ahead and take them off too?" Oh shit, this was really it! Slowly Melanie slid her fingers under the white elastic of her panties and pulled down just far enough to expose the soft tuft of golden pubic hair covering her cunt and paused. He raised himself up off her and stared at the small triangle that peaked from her groin, watching with fascination as she slowly pulled her briefs past her pubis and down to reveal her pussy to him, completely shaven except for the short curls of blonde that framed her delicate slit and covered the folds of her cunt lips which were beginning to show signs of moisture glistening in the flickering light. "You're so beautiful," he breathed, slipping his jeans off quickly before returning to press his naked body against hers, feeling the warmth of their flesh together while a shudder passed through her body at his touch, knowing now there was no turning back! This is the story about two people who met at a party by the beachside during a summer festival. They shared an intimacy that neither could ever explain except that they needed each other more than life itself. They never spoke much because there wasn't anything to say: the love they shared went beyond words; it transcended everything except its intensity, which seemed almost overwhelming in its strength.

It is also about a girl who fell madly in love with her best friend but found out that she liked girls as well and would have to be able to cope with these feelings too. All three had a unique way of looking at things like life, death and sex.

Their perspectives on how these events were interwoven into each others lives made them think differently about how they should handle such problems and this led to some strange and unusual situations for all involved." It was then that he gently cupped his hand around the curve of her buttocks and slowly slid his palm over her warm mound until he reached her pussy whereupon he softly ran his fingertips across her exposed cunt, brushing lightly across the moist pink folds while causing her to moan and shiver uncontrollably underneath his touch. Suddenly he pressed himself harder against her so that she could feel the weight of his entire body bearing down on top of her while still keeping her legs spread wide apart for him to continue exploring between her thighs. His fingers continued to work their magic along her cunt lips until she was moaning loudly from the sensation he was creating within her most intimate parts, sending waves of intense pleasure coursing through every fiber of her being! "Ohhh god please don't stop doing what you're doing right now!" She gasped desperately while feeling another orgasm build within her belly as she begged him not stop pleasing her. Finally he stopped teasing and started fucking her again while fingering her clit at the same time, causing her orgasm to build exponentially until finally exploding into one massive climax after another that shook them both so violently they thought the earth was falling apart beneath their feet.

Her first two orgasms hit hard but then slowed down considerably, leaving her weak and shaking yet still craving more even though it felt good enough already! After another minute or so her final orgasm peaked sharply before subsiding completely and leaving her utterly exhausted without any energy left whatsoever. It wasn't until he rolled off her body and stood up beside the bed did he realize just how badly she needed this release since the last week had been so stressful due to everything going on at work plus dealing with getting ready for their trip away together... She was breathing heavily, trying her hardest not to move a muscle because any movement might cause another wave of ecstasy wash over her senses so strong she knew there'd never be enough strength left in her body ever again. All she wanted was rest now so she closed her eyes tight and let sleep take hold. Her breathing became steady again and soon afterwards soft snores could be heard coming from under those covers she loved so much... A smile crossed his lips as he watched his wife sleep peacefully; it brought him peace as well knowing she was happy and content. That's all anyone should ever hope for themselves really whether married or single everyone deserves happiness right? Even if sometimes it hurts to get there sometimes..."

"My husband died 6 months ago, after 20 years together I find it hard to understand how life has changed so radically when such a short time ago everything was perfect... But today feels like another day to live through as if I didn't already know every second that passes brings me closer to becoming an old spinster instead of just a widow who's seen too many things. So why exactly did I come here?"

"I'm looking forward to hearing your story, Mrs. Smith." He gave me one last kiss on my forehead then gently pushed me down onto the mattress. The soft pillows molded around my head perfectly as I adjusted them for comfort then closed my eyes tight once more waiting patiently. "You don't have any trouble being naked do you, Mrs. Smith? Because I love seeing bodies like yours..." He continued to stroke me tenderly across each breast with his fingers making me shudder slightly each time before finally pulling back altogether allowing me peace at last... My heart was beating wildly in anticipation when he climbed atop me placing one knee either side my chest then began moving slowly towards my head taking hold of himself ready to slip it past those lips without hesitation... "Now remember when I said earlier if you need help understanding anything just ask alright?" I nodded yes immediately.

But then his penis appeared suddenly filling my mouth fully causing a brief surge of panic shoot through me causing me flinch slightly before calming myself enough to accept it wholeheartedly sucking happily whilst trying my best not think about where exactly I was actually putting this object right now because honestly I couldn't care less! Instead choosing instead focus solely on providing maximum pleasure instead which worked extremely well considering how quickly it grew bigger between my teeth! We stayed locked together tightly sharing intimate moments together for what seemed forever before finally breaking apart long enough that neither could stand being separated from each other anymore. And as I felt his manhood pulse against my tongue sending hot spurts into throat causing me swallow reflexively I couldn't help remembering another time when we'd done similar activities before making love... How wonderful it felt having such a gorgeous man service me like this bringing me closer and closer until finally reaching climax again releasing everything he'd been holding back during our foreplay leaving both exhausted afterwards but satisfied nonetheless...

In fact we continued kissing deeply for several minutes afterwards enjoying ourselves thoroughly until eventually pulling apart breathlessly panting heavily while lying motionless besides one another resting momentarily recovering from exertion. "Well," He asked sounding almost winded himself despite hardly participating beyond giving direction throughout our entire session thus far making me giggle lightly realizing exactly who would've really benefitted most during previous romps between us anyway... It seemed fitting somehow. After all everyone needs a good blowjob once every so often otherwise they might become too big-headed otherwise right?! I smiled widely grinning playfully biting lower lip seductively hoping desperately I hadn't offended him in anyway since honestly I still wanted continue pleasing him regardless whether it turned out later I enjoyed pleasing other people equally much maybe more than originally thought possible earlier today! "I loved every single second!" I finally answered after carefully considering my answer fully before replying.

Finally finished taking inventory on various aspects about me, including measurements of every inch imaginable inside as well outside including private areas like nipples along with size length width circumference etcetera etcetera etcetera till finally finding what he desired above all else which happened to coincide exactly match requirements needed in order fulfill role effectively during scene currently unfolding presently happening live right here directly beneath him presently hovering high above ground directly over top off centre perfectly aligned allowing perfect unobstructed view into deepest darkest depths located deep inside bottom end currently experiencing rapid rhythmic spasms repeatedly occurring constantly causing intense ecstasy rush over body throughout entirety simultaneously filling entire frame throughout entirety making impossible hold back excited emotions any longer any longer resulting strong feelings coursing through veins forcing vocal chords begin vibrate involuntarily sending messages outwards throughout rest off parts signalling readiness commence stage 2 preparations required beforehand moving forward successfully completing ultimate goal originally set forth upon first entering establishment earlier tonight!

I felt myself go limp after orgasm finished running its course throughout system leaving behind faint residue evidence proving exactly how excited things got eventually turning extremely heated between us quickly enough culminating final climax followed by intense sense relief mixed along with slight twinge disappointment knowing unfortunately wouldn't've minded continuing forever regardless how badly exhausted eventually became afterwards afterwards nevertheless satisfied nonetheless contentedly smiling happily enjoying wonderful moment currently transpiring directly above my face underneath thick heavy clouds swirling around outside moon's brilliant white glow lighting up entire room illuminating everything perfectly clearly highlighting distinct features surrounding scenery making possible easily distinguish different objects scattered everywhere imaginable easily distinguished instantly immediately recognizable despite fact being virtually impossible seeing otherwise thanks completely surrounding darkness otherwise totally engulfing world surrounding us otherwise leaving us blind helpless unable move anywhere else whatsoever besides where exactly we currently situated together presently lying side each other waiting patiently impatiently patiently impatiently eagerly anticipating further instructions forthcoming soon thereafter arriving sooner rather than later hopefully eventually appearing soon enough allowing finally take things little bit farther than currently permitted allowed allow thus far already already thankfully already thankfully already thankfully already thankfully already thank God finally thankfully.

As long as I could remember there had been rumors floating around concerning my stepmother Nora Barker, and her unnatural lust for animals in particular horses. She was said to have indulged her cravings on numerous occasions since her husband died several years ago. It had come to a head one night when her secret desires had gotten so intense they led to an episode in our stable. She was caught trying to couple herself with our prize stallion, Lightening. We fired the groom who discovered her indiscretion but not before she offered him twice what he made working for us to keep quiet about the incident.

Nora was a good-looking woman of thirty-five whose marriage had been arranged by both sets of parents while their husbands did business overseas. The two never really shared much love or affection for each other after the wedding. Their relationship was more that of old friends than husband and wife, and neither saw much reason to change it after he returned from overseas. When Franklin died unexpectedly three years after returning home from his trip, leaving her alone without any children, Nora began having affairs with various young men. But they failed to satisfy her, for she secretly harbored strong feelings of sexual attraction towards animals in particular horses. After being exposed as an incurable nymphomaniac she was forced to live life under the veil of secrecy and shadow. It would be dangerous for her if any word leaked out into the public about her predilection.

I was twenty at the time of these events and very handsome, according to all who knew me. My dark hair matched perfectly well my deep blue eyes and sun kissed tan complexion making perfect complement combination looks adding unique style making quite difficult avoiding noticing whenever wherever happened glance pass nearby occasionally catch glimpses passing glimpse every now then causing people wonder exactly whose that guy always appears wearing jeans riding shirt always dressed head feet obviously belonging someone definitely rich powerful wealthy obviously born high society. That was me. A spoiled playboy used to getting everything handed over no questions asked. But there weren't many girls I wanted badly enough risk possible rejection knowing might turn down because always feared might never happen ever again possibly forever. Until one day fate intervened.

"Nora, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever laid eyes on," the young stud said. He was tall dark muscular built like Greek statue sculptured chiseled perfect proportioning features clearly displaying signs showing evidence physical training strength developed muscle tone body.

Her breath grew rapid upon hearing those words coming from the handsome hunk's sensuous mouth and then he leaned close kissing softly touching her face stroking cheek gently cupping jaw rubbing thumb up bottom lip slowly pushing it inside opening mouth pulling head toward him wrapping fingers around back neck caressing slowly bringing them forward toward mouth kissing full tongue lips smacking together sound filling room along with passionate moans groans heavy breathing gasps deep sighs sharp inhale exhalations loud sniffs grunts snorts growls whimpers whispers.

He began massaging her breasts squeezing lightly squeezing harder rubbing nipples between thumbs forefingers twisting turning pinching tugging pulling flicking twirling rubbing squeezing softly hard kneading firmly gently fast slow faster faster slower slower fastest fastest slower slowest. Her tits were sensitive very reactive to even slightest contact. The slightest touch from him was enough set off massive chain reaction through body forcing uncontrollable spasms shivering quaking jerking spasms writhing quivering pulsing vibrating shuddering shivers quivering pulsing shaking convulsions thrashing around. He pinched nipples again this time sending powerful surge pleasure coursing through out entire nervous system causing tremendous jolts shock waves tingling ripples running wild.

He reached hands down under skirt lifting cloth covering cunt exposing fully open revealing totally naked in full view letting see how dripping wet gushing flow streaming out drenching legs thighs soaking saturating sheets below. His strong rough fingers touched lightly rubbed across tiny bud of pink flesh poking through folds making wet squishy sound as juices trickled over fingertips entering slit sliding past opening finding way inside deeper further onward into her secret place beyond reach where no man ever ventured before reaching deepest recesses of insides far within touching inner walls spreading opening stretching apart exploring cavernous cavity fingering stroking teasing touching playing prodding poking fondling tickling tracing rubbing exploring touching fingering feeling caressing petting pressing pushing thrusting plunging penetrating driving stabbing prying probing inserting insinuating intruding invading impaling penetrating invading violating ripping rending tearing rupturing piercing stabbing skewering jabbing sticking impaling implanting inserting inserting fucking fisting fucking fucking finger-fucking fucking fuck!

He moved hand closer to his face breathing deeply inhaling smell of her pussy drinking in odors emanating from it then stuck index finger gently parted moist outer lips slipping between soft flesh finding way inside deeper towards center searching out clitoris massaging around spot carefully slowly easing tip finger onto tiny round mound pressing slightly rubbing gently flicking finger up and down along edge circling softly touching tracing line around clit feeling wetness ooze out juice coating fingertip smearing juices over head. She gasped when finger finally grazed tip making contact with sensitive flesh shooting spasm throughout whole body. She closed eyes tight shut clenching teeth grinding her teeth together gritting jaw tightly squeezing lips together mouthing breathlessly moaning sighing gasping panting whispering whimpering wincing groaning squealing whining shrieking wailing crying bawling sobbing weeping yelling screaming shouting hollering howling screeching wailing crying blubbering sobbing keening moaning mewling yowling bellowing booming roaring bellowing.

The room was alive with sound. The noises were so intense and loud they began to take on a life of their own and begin to echo back into the chamber.

It made hearing difficult because one sound would trigger another more distant sound that would bounce off walls creating a new resonance adding itself to the original source of the sound.

There was such an array of vibrations being set off by her screams, he couldn’t distinguish sounds anymore.

All he could do was concentrate on pleasuring her as she writhed in ecstasy underneath him.

It was their secret they shared, a sinful passion that would drive them both insane unless they could fulfill it together.

He thrust his massive cock deeper inside of her. She moaned and clawed at him to push still deeper inside of her.

She wrapped her legs around his strong body. His hands found her breasts and caressed their soft white skin until they grew redder from his attention.

Her nipples rose up out of the sea of pink flesh and stood stiff from the coldness of the air on them.

The feeling of his enormous penis being shoved all the way inside of her made her tremble. Her whole body shuddered when she reached orgasm.

It was better than ever before. She had never climaxed as hard in her life. Even while in the arms of Mr. Barker who always treated her so passionately, it could never compare to this.

She felt his cum shoot up inside of her with the power of his mighty organ and felt the sensation fill every cell of her body.

In the moment she came again but only slightly less violently as before. The pleasure of being rammed full of her favorite horse made her come more and harder than she had ever dreamed.

He was just standing on top of the platform with the harness around him. He had been waiting there since two-thirty that afternoon.

Now he had waited almost ten hours for the thing to start moving and taking him away.

When Nora Barker arrived she found a note pinned to the wall near where the door to the contraption hung open.

It read, I await your orders inside madam. Masterson Mistler. When she entered she couldn’t see him at first because he was concealed inside the small chamber under the platform.

The small, circular passageway under the wooden floorboards made a perfect little cubbyhole for hiding things and also hiding people.

In this case it hid a human being who awaited the entrance of another human being so that they could go away together.

For their separate destinations were unknown. There was only one thing known to them both, that they were running away together and into the unknown future where they would make their separate destinies.

Nora Barker watched anxiously from the window. The time of departure was drawing near.

She knew she had made all the necessary arrangements. She had packed up all her clothes.

Everything that mattered to her was in the suitcase and briefcase sitting next to her on the floor.

All she could do was wait, hope. Waiting was excruciating, but hopeful. This way her father would never know what happened.

Then at last she heard the unmistakable sound of hoofs clip-clopping down the road outside the gate.

A moment later she saw a horse pulling a small trailer come into view. Masterson was driving it.

They stopped outside the gate and he turned to get the suitcases from inside the wagon.

He handed them to her before opening the gate. Then they drove inside.

The first thing she did was give him the money again. She could tell by his look that he was surprised.

He opened one of the cases and there were more cashiers checks inside. He stared at her amazed.

Her beauty had a power over him like nothing he had ever known before. It was beyond his reckoning.

She put down the suitcase and stood directly in front of him. She reached out her hands and touched his face.

Then slowly, as though afraid, she moved forward to embrace him and held him tight in her arms.

It was not sexual in its intention. Instead it was an attempt to comfort and reassure, but its power over him was irresistible.

Slowly their passion heated up. As they embraced, Masterson could feel his cock throb as it hardened from his growing desire.

She was not immune either. She could feel her breasts becoming hard and erect while pressed against his chest.

It seemed natural for their lips to come together and kiss with all the pent-up force of two lovers who had finally found each other.

They did not stop kissing even as he lifted her up onto the large tool box. When they had stopped kissing only long enough to gaze lovingly into each other eyes.

They undressed in haste without being impatient and fell into the bed he used when working late on some odd job around the ranch.

When their naked bodies came together they moaned simultaneously with a pleasure both felt that was more than just bodily fulfillment.

After they climaxed, she slept, cradled within his arm while his thoughts kept him awake.

The money was great, but to him she was priceless beyond his wildest dreams. He could not believe a beautiful creature like Nora could be so devoted to him.

He remembered how nervous she was before. And he knew why she did not dare touch Lightning because of her fear.

Masterson would be able to help her overcome that and finally achieve the bliss she had wanted ever since she first met him.

This is where Nora Barker wanted to make love to him. Her eyes could feel the soft texture of the silken sheets upon her naked back while she gazed upon him.

The glass house was warm inside; although it was cool outside she could feel its coolness penetrate her warm moist gash as though his tongue was tickling the folds of her cunt lips.

Lightning lay atop her, the huge horse cock hovering precariously above the entrance to the mouth of her throbbing pussy.

The stallion breathed deeply like he had been running far and fast when they came through the opening to her magnificent home.

It did not seem strange to be lying underneath him naked in the dream as it did in reality.

Here everything seemed to make sense even though they were in a room made of glass. It didn’t matter. It felt right.

This was her fantasy come true and the knowledge filled her body with more warmth than the air in the shimmering bubble that held them encased from the rest of the world.

Her breathing became heavy in imitation of Lightning, even though she was not tired and did not want to close her eyes for fear that sleep would catch her unaware.

The platform beneath her pulsed up against her naked sex lips as it moved its slow, circular course and caressed them.

Her passion flowed over her lips and she began to move rhythmically up and down in time with the platform.

She watched as the great beast breathed deeply. Slowly his mouth opened to let out a soft snort of air that caused the warm air around them to pulse slightly.

In an instant it dawned upon her. His cock was fully erect and she stared at it with unblinking eyes.

Masterson had brought a huge brown draft horse which Nora was now straddled against its pulsing back.

His cock stood rock-hard pointing straight out into the cool morning mist. In that moment the only thing in life worth doing was touching his mammoth shaft.

Then Lightning snorted again and she awoke from her reverie. This was something that had to be accomplished quickly, for fear they might be spotted by a passerby or a neighbor.

Her gaze moved lower until she once again focused on Lightning's magnificent phallus.

This time, without a second thought, she grasped the thick shaft and held it gently in her palm.

She sighed and lost her breath in its immensity. Her cunt began to pulsate. A trickle of warm pussy juice made its way down her naked gash onto the ground.

Melanie knew what she had to do. She pulled herself off of his stomach. Without thinking about it, she lay down on the floor next to the big horse.

Slowly but determinedly, she brought her cunt up against his huge cock head. She held it with both hands while keeping her lips parted to admit its full passage inside of her throbbing box.

Her cunt spasmed involuntarily in anticipation of the moment when it would come within the fold of her silky smooth pussy walls.

It felt massive, as if nothing on this earth could possibly fit inside of her tiny opening. But her passion forced the thought aside.

When she felt the tip press between her lips she could feel the warmth it emanated.

As much as he hated to admit it, his heart pounded out of control the more he looked at the obscene mechanism which held such fascination for Nora Barker.

He realized it wasn't only that which fascinated her but its purpose, its sordid intention was what enthralled her most about it.

It was the instrument which allowed her to satisfy the burning lust of her darkest desire; the ability to lie underneath a large, muscular animal and let him use her like a plaything.

As he continued to stare at it he found himself slowly beginning to admire the craftsmanship he had exhibited in its construction.

Masterson Mistler became the engineer. Now his mind raced with the new possibilities he could devise. He could sense that there were further modifications he would make which would increase the pleasure.

When he met Nora Barker and watched her gaze hungrily at her dream come true he saw that there was no doubt she needed some way to satisfy the burning need in her loins.

He decided he would try and fulfill the unspoken request in her eyes so they wouldn't have to put the monstrosity into use.

At nine o'clock two mornings later as Nora Barker began to set the table for breakfast Melanie came down the stairs with a beautiful smile.

She kissed her father on the cheek. He noticed the difference immediately. It was good to see her happy again after having been sullen and brooding for the last week or so.

Nora smiled inwardly when she saw the glow on her daughter's face. She had never seen her happier or more serene. She was obviously in love.

Masterson Mistler sat back on his saddle after tying Lightning securely to a nearby tree. He had just watched Nora Barker climb into the contraption which he built out of wood and steel.

"Do you think it wise to proceed, madam. I could ride down into town and get a constable who would halt the proceeding."

"Then I'd tell my husband it was you who suggested I go off on horseback, leaving it up to him to decide the punishment he would mete out for your lack of cooperation."

Masterson shrugged his shoulders. Now all he could do was wait and see what transpired from here on in.

He could see her fiddling with the leather strap which would secure the stallion to the apparatus.

The large creature whinnied and stomped around the grassy field, seemingly oblivious to its presence.

But after a moment he stood perfectly still when she wrapped the leather belt around his midriff and then connected it to the silver bar on which her hands would find support.

Nora stepped inside the chamber underneath where Melanie would position herself atop her Lightning.

She saw the varnished wood and the soft white fur that covered it. In front of her was the silver bar Masterson Mistler had bolted so precisely against the floor of the chamber.

She reached out her hand and touched the wooden edge of the contraption. Her heart went to her throat while her mouth went dry.

This was it, the culmination of her life-long fantasy. This was her destiny. She knew she would never see another day in this life or the next after tomorrow.

She ran a finger along the polished wooden edge. Its slickness made her smile with satisfaction. A warm tingling ran through her and settled between her legs.

How often she had imagined herself strapped beneath the powerful thrusting body of a horse.

Now the very fact of its existence could not be denied. If the contraption wasn't there it wouldn't exist. But it did and she was about to experience the greatest sensation a woman could ever have, short of death.

"Oh my God!" She moaned aloud while running her hands over the glistening wood. "The next two days will be an eternity."

Melanie's restlessness and her unspoken desires were causing her mind to wander off to all sorts of strange places.

During the day her attention would slip at key times when she needed it most. While eating, conversing or concentrating on her studies she found herself daydreaming.

She tried desperately to regain some semblance of order to her thoughts but to no avail. The dreams kept coming in spastic flashes across her mental screen.

They were filled with images of Lightning and his massive erect member. It was useless to try to deny the existence of her desire for him anymore.

Her brain was sending her images of her stallion lover and nothing short of actual experience was going to abate the intensity of those images.

The mere thought of such a possibility caused her heart to race until she had to fight herself to slow its beating down to normalcy.

She paced the room up and down trying to find some relief in physical action but to no avail. She stopped, sat down on her bed, and closed her eyes to think more clearly.

It didn't help much. The pictures of Lightning's enormous prick would pop into her thoughts like little movies with their own sound track.

The whining of Lightning and the high-pitched moaning she heard from him at night pierced her head again, making her tingle all over.

But that was just a dream, she kept reminding herself. It isn't real. If you want to see reality go out there and let that huge stallion of yours ravish you.

Her father gave up trying to calm her down when he saw how stubborn she was being about his insistence to call a doctor.

Finally, he let her leave and get some air and exercise riding her beloved Lightning.

That thought calmed her even further. She knew the feel of the horse underneath her soft flesh. How powerful he felt straddled upon his powerful frame.

She felt safe on him. Safe in that nothing could harm her as long as she was enveloped within his protective warmth.

Melanie wanted nothing more than to experience this again after what happened in the barn last night.

The sight of his enormous cock kept coming back into view even during the day.

At first she tried to push the image out of her mind. But the harder she tried the faster it would come surging back.

When she awoke in the morning from her dream-filled sleep and remembered that dream, the memory of his huge erection came flooding back into her heated thoughts.

She could not control its return. No matter how hard she tried, the memory of Lightning and his fabulous prick kept intruding on her senses.

If this had been only a few weeks ago the mere remembrance of Lightning and his member would make Melanie feel guilty and disgusted.

But not anymore. Now it just made her tingle with desire every time she pictured it.

She realized the fact that her father was going away again for three days on business meant that Lightning would be locked up inside the barn.

For those three days she knew that neither she nor he would suffer the separation from the other because they would both be locked up.

This knowledge caused Melanie to get out of bed at once and dress herself quickly so that she could go see him before breakfast.

His stall had always been clean. The boys kept it like a show-place but since Lightning had been given extra food to keep him comfortable, the dirt accumulated.

Melanie had insisted that they not touch a thing for the four days that her father would be away so that when she entered the dark barn her nose was tickled by the dust of the hay lying on the ground.

She stood outside his stall. He sensed her presence immediately because he began to whinny softly and shake his mane in a display of affection.

The sight of his huge cock came flying into view as her mind began to play its favorite trick with her. She could feel the juices begin their long flowing path down to the gates of her steaming cunt.

Then another thought hit her. It seemed ridiculous and made no sense whatsoever because Lightning was not a stallion, yet the image of his huge member kept forcing its way into the forefront of her vision.

But she had to be sure. The mere thought that the fantastic prick she had witnessed last night might be gone by tomorrow night sent a tremor up her spine.

There would be no sleep for her this night. She must confirm with her own eyes. With slow steady movements she unlatched the door to his stall and went inside.

She tried desperately to hide her intentions from the big horse, but it was futile. From the first instant he knew exactly what was on her mind.

She crept behind him and let the fingers of both her hands slowly make their way down his back until they reached the crack of his rump.

At once she pushed his flanks apart and exposed his beautiful ass to the light of the full moon.

Then Melanie noticed it. It was the most thrilling thing that ever happened to her. His massive member did not shrink one bit after she gave birth to it into her view.

For a long time she just stood there staring at the beastly instrument while the blood pounded through her veins sending heated currents throughout her entire body.

Her brain reeled with lust at the fantastic vision. Without thinking she took hold of its huge shaft and began stroking it up and down.

Lightning seemed to love the attention because he began to whinny happily when his prick pulsed beneath her soft fingers.

The feel of Lightning caused her mind to reel. She could feel a rush of juices streaming down into her tight little box making her shiver in joy.

She kept rubbing until she thought she saw a spasm run up his long shaft. Melanie didn't really know much about horses so she was shocked to see him stiffen and ejaculate.

When she felt the thick white liquid gush out of him it made her heart beat rapidly with excitement.

"Oh god, it feels so good to feel you cum," Melanie moaned out loud to herself as the thick liquid oozed all over her fingers.

The thought came into her mind of how good it would feel to taste it but she instantly dismissed it because she knew that her dad might notice what she had done and it was out of the question to risk that happening.

So Melanie held off tasting Lightening's warm sperm while still stroking his large cock up and down until only a thin film remained.

She did not want her stallion to be aware of what she was doing since it might upset the horse enough for him to start kicking and bucking around.

This would make it impossible for her to do the thing which gave her the greatest pleasure and delight without causing any harm to her.

After giving her best friend another kiss on his forehead to show how much she loved and appreciated the animal for giving her so much enjoyment, Melanie began walking away.

Lightning, true to form, followed behind her.

Nora Barker could feel the passion well up inside her belly at the vision of Melanie kissing the top of Lightning's gray head while caressing her favorite horse affectionately with the soft palms of her hands.

She knew that Masterson Mistler was shocked at her indiscretion but he wasn't nearly as disturbed by it as he tried to pretend.

They had already had their discussion about how the matter should be handled. Nora believed that Mr. Mistler was just having cold feet.

Her thoughts turned inward as she considered all of the preparations that needed to be made in order to ready herself for what lay ahead.

For her daughter's fifteenth birthday she had arranged to take her on a cruise aboard the Sea Bird. She hoped to convince Mr. Barker that it was an adventure worthy of the expense.

Since they had lost Nora's mother in the accident, her husband had become a recluse when it came to travel, fearing that he would encounter some mishap during his absence.

Melanie had expressed no desire to see or experience anything outside of their little town, despite all of her friends' best efforts. She was content to ride Lightning, alone, throughout the countryside and nothing more.

Nora, however, insisted that this birthday celebration be worthy of a young woman entering into the threshold of womanhood. In doing so she might also be able to bring Mr. Barker out of his reclusive ways.

If he saw Melanie having fun on her own then surely he could take it upon himself to enjoy himself as well.

Nora Barker arranged for herself and Melanie to spend several weeks in Spain on a cruise ship, aboard the Sea Bird. Her husband would make the trip over, although only after being heavily persuaded, where they would be joined by several friends of Nora's, as well as the captain of the boat who was a great friend of hers.

It was a lovely day when the ship set out across the waves to its destination, and it had become even lovelier. Mr. Barker was having trouble adjusting to life at sea, although he found some solace in reading a book from his cabin and occasionally stepping up on deck for a breath of fresh air.

On this particular day he had been up on the deck earlier in the morning but since then his wife and daughter had come up and he retired back to his room to read some more. Nora was chatting happily with one of her female companions and Melanie decided that she felt like taking a little walk down below decks. She hadn't yet gone out on an excursion to see the rest of the boat so she wanted to check it out. The only place she'd been was the dining hall so far and while it was interesting, she thought that the rest of the ship should be worth a visit.

"Would you like someone to show you around?" the friendly waiter asked. "There are many places on this big boat."

He seemed nice enough. There were plenty of other people on board and several young men had shown a passing interest in her. Some of them were fairly cute. But there was something about the waiter that appealed to her as well. He seemed honest and caring and it didn't hurt that he was rather handsome and his hair fell in soft strands over his forehead.

"Sure," she said brightly. "I would really like that. My name is Melanie Barker."

"Pleased to make your acquaintance Ms. Barker. My name is James Parrish. Just let me get somebody to take my place and I will be back to lead you around. If you wouldn't mind waiting until the lunch rush is over, I'll be free shortly."

"Not at all."

She waited fifteen minutes and then James returned.

"Shall we," he said, "We'll go this way. We can cut through the kitchen if you don't mind."

Melanie followed him down a short corridor to an elevator which took them up two decks and let them out on a small promenade.

They continued down the passageway until they came to a double glass door entrance. It was the main entrance to the dining hall. They passed through the large swinging doors and into the dining room.

There were only a few people seated around the tables having drinks or desserts. Melanie recognized one man from their tour of the ship earlier that morning.

The head waiter smiled as they walked past his table on their way toward the galley doors behind his seat. He excused himself and rushed up to meet them.

"Can I get you anything, Mr. Barker? Can I offer the lady one of our complimentary drinks?"

Mr. Barker smiled at the tall man's eagerness to please. "That would be very nice, Jim. My name is Frank Barker, Melanie, this is James Parrish."

They shook hands and continued on their way down the corridor toward the galley doors.

When they were gone the young, smiling waiter turned toward the dining room and stared in the direction of their passing with a strange look upon his face. It was almost lustful.

Melanie followed closely behind the young waiter named James. She found him quite attractive. His soft hair fell in strands around his cheeks and made him look so cute.

When they stepped outside onto the promenade a sudden chill hit them that caused her to shiver.

He grabbed her arm and placed it underneath his elbow. As he walked he kept glancing over at her pretty face and her eyes met his stare each time.

In fact they both got lost in each other's eyes and bumped into an old couple who had come outside for some fresh air and were blocking their passage.

"Oh I'm sorry." Melanie said.

The couple just looked up at her with disgust and kept walking. They noticed that Frank Barker was standing just down the way talking to one of the employees.

"It's all right, madam, we will make sure not to embarrass ourselves again. This way." He took her arm and they passed by Mr. Barker who waved when he saw them pass.

They walked down the deck to where there was a secluded cove that offered a great view of the vast ocean ahead of them.

The waiter sat Melanie down in the white plastic chair and gave her the complimentary drink menu.

Melanie didn't look at the menu though but kept looking over at the tall blond-haired James.

Her eyes were practically boring holes into his skin. When he had enough he stopped looking at the ocean view and turned toward her.

"Can I get something special for you, miss?"

"Are you available tonight?"

He hesitated before replying. He did not want to lose the commission. "Ah yes."

"Good, my place, nine o'clock."

She turned back to look over her shoulder, the smile had disappeared completely and was replaced by an angry sneer.

"And remember, be discreet." She turned on her heel and exited the galley.

His eyes followed her exit and stayed fixed where they had last seen her standing outside the portal opening until she was gone.

A small bead of sweat had formed itself on his brow. His breathing was more rapid now and a soft tremor gripped his body.

The image of mounting Nora Barker under her husband's very own stable filled his thoughts to the exclusion of all other.

He shook the erotic image from his head. It would have been unbearable if he knew she was thinking about someone else while taking his massive cock.

She did not look like the sort who got sexually aroused by animals but she had surprised him before with some unusual actions.

This whole episode, when you really got down to it, was completely unbelievable. How could she possibly think up such things?

And why couldn't he think of anything but the erotic picture her body painted inside his mind's eye? He turned to go back inside the house.

When the fateful evening arrived Mr. Barker left Melanie behind in his absence, and Mrs. Barker retired early.

She made her way through the thick woods surrounding their estate and emerged into the open field that was bisected by the long dirt road leading to the barn.

Masterson Mistler was waiting for her at its entrance with a nervous twitch on his face.

Melanie entered first and looked around quickly to make sure they were alone. They were.

Nora walked in beside him and looked around. It was dark except for the small lantern hanging on the wooden post.

Nora Barker wore a light black gown whose hem came just above her knee. She pulled it up higher on her thigh for access while sitting down on the bench across from the contraption.

She reached under her and slipped off the panties. Then she spread her legs and waited.

Masterson Mistler stood before her ready to mount his huge cock deep inside her throbbing cunt.

She was breathing heavily in anticipation. Her fingers gripped the sides of the wooden bench as if to make sure they wouldn't get lost inside the soft, white fur underneath.

He pulled up behind her and bent over so that his cock was positioned at the level of her opening cunt.

She braced herself against the hard wood and pushed out her ass in preparation. He could feel the heat steaming off it.

"All right, boy, now we'll see who's the boss." She whispered, as she prepared to mount his massive cock.

She held down the lever on Lightning's mouth and slowly inserted his two-foot-long pole deep into the hole.

When he had gone as far as he could go, she pushed down against the hard wood and braced herself against his weight and pressure.

He took hold of both her hips and began to push his enormous, pulsing cock deeper inside her throbbing cunt.

Nora moaned from his massive weight bearing down on her pelvis. His massive member penetrated even deeper inside her steaming hole.

He felt so good inside her. As long as he did not buck too hard they would be all right.

He pushed her hard up against the leather strap that held her hands tight upon the bar. Her ass was jammed tight up against his thrusting groin.

Nora felt herself losing control. She knew the danger. This was not going to work as long as Lightning's wildness overtook him.

Lightning became anxious. He wanted his freedom but Nora held him back by pushing hard against his massive shaft.

Her hands strained against the leather bar that served as a lever for his enormous cock to fit into her hungry gash.

She braced herself and spread her legs wider to open up her pussy more. There was still no relief from her intense pressure and she started to crumble underneath him.

Her body weakened at this point and she began to lose sensation in her leg muscles.

Suddenly he let loose a loud high-pitched whinny and jerked up his head and reared violently.

Mistler had forgotten to tie his neck and Lightning had freed himself.

Lightning began to pull out from her and Nora realized that the end was near unless she did something quickly.

She reached her hand down and found the huge throbbing member that would be her undoing if she didn't do something drastic.

Grabbing onto his fleshy hardness as tight as she could manage, she dug her heels into the ground to brace herself so that he couldn’t push himself over her without her help.

Now he pulled harder trying to get himself free to bolt, but this only made it easier for her to stay clamped around his massive shaft.

There wasn't any other way. She braced herself firmly and squeezed her legs together tightly and thrust them out, sending the horse sprawling to the ground beneath her weight.

Lightning was momentarily disoriented. Before he could get up she jumped on him and straddled his stomach holding down his front hooves and wrapping a leather strap around his neck to pin down his head.

While this prevented further resistance she would have to keep a good eye on the stallion to make sure he didn't try to rear up underneath her.

Then she saw his magnificent cock start to grow more erect before her eyes. She began to tingle inside her throbbing cunt.

It took some of his power away and gave it to her. Now she had the control in this situation and knew exactly what she wanted.

She reached over to the leather harness Masterson had built according to her specifications and pulled off a small square cover from the side revealing the small, clear hole underneath.

The hole looked out toward the back of the house and through it could be seen the bedroom window.

In front of the hole was a small box attached to the contraption. Inside of the box were two levers: one marked ON and one marked OFF.

Nora stood up from the tool chest and approached the glass chamber to inspect the contraption she had so feverishly lusted after.

Masterson had followed behind her. Now he could see into the hole in front of him. Nora walked up next to him and stared down inside it.

He could feel his manhood grow erect inside his trousers at the sight of her ripe bosoms pushing out against the fabric of her blouse.

She didn't seem to notice. Her eyes were riveted upon the wooden contraption in front of them. She wanted to touch it.

Masterson couldn’t stand it any more and placed a strong hand over her right breast. She felt his warm fingers caress her erect nipple and responded by pressing her ass cheeks toward his crotch.

He bent down and kissed the top of her soft hair. His hand roamed through the cleavage between her breasts while the other gently brushed them together.

Nora groaned. She reached her arm back to grab the bulge in his trousers. He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled open its front so that both voluminous mounds came tumbling out.

Her nipples were large and pink. They had a distinct curve to them where they jutted out from the center of each heaving orb.

Masterson had to taste them. He bent down over the tool chest and wrapped his warm wet mouth around her right nipple and sucked hard on it.

She threw her head back as a stream of moans burst forth from her luscious mouth. He could see she was near climax just from her nipple being sucked.

He knew she would have to experience more sensation to go over the edge so he pulled her skirt up and placed his hot mouth on the exposed cuntal flesh.

Her eyes rolled as the heat of his breath warmed her cunt lips. It felt wonderful and she wished the moment could last forever.

But her lust-drenched mind wanted more and she began to push her cunt upward to his mouth trying to achieve the contact needed to orgasm.

Her thrusting movements caused Masterson to lose contact with the hot, pink, glistening petals. The heat had seeped away and was cooling fast.

She realized that she would need some help if she were to orgasm, and she began pulling at the zipper to release her straining breasts.

A look of surprise sprang over Masterson Mistler's face when Nora pulled her full mounds out into the open. The huge nipples jutted out from their massive bosoms erect and pink.

He watched them throb as the air conditioned room sent chilling vibrations through them. They were beautiful breasts, perfect in every respect. He had never seen any breasts quite as beautiful.

They jutted straight up on her chest like a pair of missiles. She was sweating and they quivered with each breath. The sweat glistened in the light creating tiny rivulets over their soft mounds. Her heart beat like a tom-tom. It reverberated throughout her body sending a flush through her voluminous bosom.

Nora smiled at his shocked look. His hand instinctively went forward to touch one of those mammoth orbs. She let him fondle one until he calmed down some. He cupped it with both hands in wonder at the sheer size of it. It seemed to overflow his hands although they were big hands. When he finally composed himself he spoke again.

"I've seen pictures in some of the books of your father's library," Masterson began, "but never did I think I'd see a woman with such monstrous breasts. You should be very proud, madam."

She let him fondle her for another minute. Her nipples were becoming stiff as his expert fingers caressed the massive orbs. This was beginning to excite him too, but Nora didn't have the time right now to play around. Later she would indulge herself in his young, handsome form, but she had things to accomplish tonight.

"My breasts are not what we have to discuss right now, Masterson. I need you to do something important for me and do it quickly, without questions."

Masterson nodded his agreement and prepared to receive her instructions. His hand reluctantly left the firm warm feeling of her breast to lend ear to her wishes.

Nora was quite certain that it wouldn't be long before she would get rid of him because she was about to ask him to do something so outrageous that even she felt somewhat embarrassed to suggest it.

But she was willing to go to any extreme to accomplish what she had set out to do. As far as she was concerned there was no way that she would balk at doing anything it took to get what she wanted.

"Have you ever heard of a woman called Margery Phelps? She has a reputation around here for having a very unique hobby."

"She keeps horses, madam."

"Yes, they are her only interest."

"That's nothing unusual around these parts, madam."

"Not just any horses; she is interested in a special breed: white stallions to be exact, especially young ones."

"And?"

"Do you get my point?"

"I think so madam. And where do I fit into all this."

"That should be obvious to you, Masterson. You will find the necessary materials in your drawer."

Nora Barker walked over to the machine and felt it. She could feel the sweat pour out of her hands and they trembled at their touch upon its form.

The thought of what was about to happen sent her into a trembling ecstatic shudder. Her whole body seemed to glow from the excitement pulsing through her.

After a long moment she gathered enough self-control to address him. When she looked up her eyes were blazing with fire.

Masterson could see the determination in her gaze and realized there was no way to stop her. She had made up her mind and nothing short of the death would prevent her.

He stood riveted in his tracks looking at her and finally realized there was no way around this madness.

With his shoulders drooped he looked down at the floor. If she wanted to destroy herself he supposed that the least he could do was assist her in fulfilling her desires.

As he stood before Nora Barker waiting for her next instruction he tried not to look at her. He was having some difficulty in carrying out his task because he could feel her presence radiating throughout the room.

Her lust had become something substantial. It wasn't just in the room, it seemed to fill up the space they were occupying.

The aura of sex pervaded him until it filled him up completely. Even though he couldn't see her it felt as though her eyes were boring into him.

It was making him extremely uncomfortable and he wanted to leave at once.

"Madam I must go."

"Look at me!" She commanded.

Reluctantly, he raised up his head and faced her. Her face was distorted from her lustful expression of the passion burning inside.

He had always thought she looked like a woman who could only find the kind of sexual excitement through the use of a stallion.

He did not blame her entirely for he had often dreamed himself in this predicament. The truth was she excited him very much.

Her body exuded beauty. But most importantly, her mind and spirit called to him like a beacon of light in the swirling black sea.

Nora Barker was a true leader of men, someone you followed wherever she would lead you to, no matter how dangerous the journey was.

If a horse was her ultimate desire than he would give her anything she asked for. He admired her courage.

After meeting with him Masterson Mistler returned to his room. A small bag sat by the doorway waiting to be packed.

His clothes were already strewn about on his bed while he busily packed his belongings into the small valise.

He was leaving that afternoon. The mistress had given him an additional month off due to his loyal service.

Although he admired her he could not abide to be a party to her depraved act and would therefore leave immediately.

He felt no need to pack any of the money. He didn't care how much it cost anymore, all that mattered was getting as far away from Nora Barker as he could.

When his packing was complete he threw on his jacket and walked out the front door without so much as looking behind him.

He made his way toward town for he was planning on taking the early afternoon bus to New York, then the train from there to Boston where he had some family and friends living.

When he got to the bus station he checked his baggage. There was still a few hours before the departure of the bus so he took off for the nearest bar for a much needed drink.

The night that Melanie heard Lightning's whinny outside her window came on a bright full moon. It was not unlike the dream she had had about Lightning's huge penis standing upright like a giant tree waiting to be climbed.

The sound of his neigh broke through her reverie. She got out of bed and went to the window and saw him out there. He had reared up on his back legs. He whined again in that high-pitched tone. His eyes focused right on hers as if beckoning her to come out.

Without thinking, as if sleepwalking, she threw on her clothes and rushed downstairs without making any noise lest she should awaken her father who slept directly across from her room down the hall.

She did not take a light but went straight to the stable where she knew he was kept at night. She opened the door. In the shadowy darkness she could see his outline, tall and powerful. As her eyes got used to the dim light she could make out his features quite clearly. She stepped closer to him, so close that his strong masculine odor assaulted her nostrils.

She stroked his strong, handsome head and his flaring nostrils blew hot breath against her arm. With the flat of her hand she caressed his strong, muscular flank. He shook his hind legs violently almost knocking her over. Melanie backed off until she reached the wooden partition that ran along one side of the stall. She was still not afraid even when Lightning shook his hind legs again at her. Slowly she approached him until their two bodies were only inches apart. Then she put her arms around him and leaned up against him as if seeking some kind of comfort from the powerful animal. It was obvious to her that he did not understand her needs; nevertheless, she continued to feel his warm hide pressed against hers, as she rested her pretty face on his strong neck. The fragrance of his manliness was stronger than ever, and it enveloped her like an aura. She hugged him all the more tightly, as though the very pressure of her body could somehow express her longing for him.

He stood as stiff and immobile as before. She wondered whether he cared about her at all or whether horses even possessed that capacity. For several minutes they stood thus, while the girl drew comfort from the physical contact with her beloved pet. Suddenly his nose twitched in what seemed like an excited gesture, as though he had detected a strange smell. His nostrils dilated as he whiffed the air. Was it possible that he had perceived her need for him, which even she could not fully define? But perhaps there was a more natural explanation. A thought occurred to her that set her blood on fire. She released the embrace and dropped slowly to her knees, taking care to avoid getting her stockings dirty. This way she found herself right at the level of the large penis that always fascinated her so much. As her gaze fastened itself upon that huge rod, a hot flush of excitement swept through her, bringing color into her cheeks and warmth between her thighs. At last she had a perfect opportunity to observe it in minute detail without arousing suspicion. Slowly but surely her hand crept towards Lightning's belly. With trembling fingers she parted the furry surface of his sheath. Now his large dick came completely into view, dangling like an obscene lily in front of her eyes. Her heartbeat sped up when she thought of what might happen next. The urge to fondle that monstrous thing became almost unbearable. But no! That would be too horrible. Surely he would knock her down, and perhaps hurt her badly. In her mind's eye she envisioned that tremendous pole pushing its way into her tender body, tearing her apart in its mad haste to get deeper and deeper within her flesh. If that happened, it would certainly cost her her life. There would be nothing anyone could do for her in her ruined state, except put her out of her misery. And even if she didn't die from the violent assault, she would be seriously maimed, probably confined to a wheelchair for the rest of her days. How then could she face her beloved father?

For a while longer she stared at the horse's organ, unable to look away. Finally she realized that such behavior was bound to arouse unwanted attention and made an effort to calm herself down.

"Lightning!" she called quietly but firmly. At once her obedient companion turned around and began making his way back to the stable. Slowly Melanie got to her feet, still weak and trembling in the afterglow of the tremendous thrill. Her pussy felt moist between her tightly pressed thighs; and although this embarrassed her beyond measure, she couldn't help but rub against it a few times before joining her precious stallion.

When Masterson Mistler returned to his shop and hung up the old worn brown leather jacket he wore to keep out the autumn cold. His apprentice, who always managed to find something better to do whenever a job for him came along. Came out of the wood working room that was adjacent to the store front and greeted him with the usual enthusiasm of one not doing the work himself.

He walked behind the counter to the small kitchen area that comprised his lunch area and poured himself a hot cup of coffee, black with six sugars. His hand trembled ever so slightly while he picked up the china mug and sipped at its scorching contents. He could feel it course through him and felt it enter his system when a jolt raced down his spine.

"I didn't get a chance to tell you where I went off to." his apprentice announced in his high nasally whine. "I'm sorry. I got involved with making repairs on a table and couldn't seem to disengage myself from the work."

Masterson could see this coming a mile away. Ever since his arrival, the little rodent has been doing everything possible to get out of his share of the work. It was beginning to wear his nerves thin.

"Oh, it was nothing really. A simple wood repair for the lady across the road. She gave me a large bonus for getting it done so quickly too."

At least something positive had come of the whole affair, Masterson reasoned. "Well, you must remember that tomorrow we begin installing the carpeting in the library of the Smith home. We only have today to get it ready for the big day."

"I know, I know," the squeaky voice continued. "There's a lot of work to do yet. I'm not going to let you down. Let me just have a cup of coffee first and then I'll be into it."

Masterson watched his assistant lope toward the little kitchen area in the shop front. When he got to the door he turned around and asked nonchalantly: "Say, Mully, what happened to your old jacket anyway? Thought you would wear that thing till it fell apart."

The old leather jacket! Now there's something else he almost forgot about. What had he done with that beat-up, smelly old relic of another time? Oh yes, he sold it for some needed cash. It was only later that he regretted making the sale. The coat reminded him of other days when life was simpler. Days before this crazy world they lived in now, when a man could make his mark without all these high tech gadgets.

He remembered the young boy who'd come to his shop looking for tools and hardware. The kid couldn't afford anything, but he sure seemed nice enough. And smart as hell too. He even offered to work off some of the purchase price with a little labor. He really liked working with his hands. That was probably why Mully agreed to sell the old, worn out jacket for practically nothing.

Yeah, that coat brought back lots of memories. There was one time when he'd gone on a camping trip with some friends and the weather turned awfully cold. No tents or sleeping bags though. Just a bunch of guys who wanted to rough it out in the wilderness for a while. So, what did he do? Took the coat from around his shoulders, spread it over them, and shared it around. Kept everyone warm until dawn. Then came the big freeze and the snow began to fall. By noon it was so cold outside they were all huddled together for warmth. But that old jacket kept them safe, kept them snug and toasty.

It didn't seem fair to give it up to some stranger. But times were tough and money was tight. Besides, it felt good to get rid of something so important and special to him. And if he hadn't known better he'd have sworn the kid said his uncle owned a tool store. So, who knows? Maybe someone would find his old leather jacket there someday...

"Masterson, I'm sorry to interrupt but would you mind putting this down for a moment," asked Nora Barker with more than a trace of impatience in her voice. "There's something else I want to talk about."

"Oh, yes of course. Excuse my rudeness."

"That's alright. Now..." She hesitated a second then cleared her throat. "You see, ever since I saw this...this apparatus," she said finally.

"Yes?"

"...Well, since I saw it actually completed I've thought about when the right time would be to use it. And well, there's something I want to do first and...well..."

"Is something wrong, Mrs. Barker?" Masterson interrupted. "If this is too difficult a topic to discuss...?"

"No, no. I appreciate your frankness in the matter and...and I suppose if I'm going to be just as frank then I shouldn't hold back," she said resolutely. "I wish to experience the apparatus before Mr. Barker comes back from his trip."

"What?"

"...Now, now please hear me out. When my husband returns he'll notice an extraordinary change in my sexual appetites."

"Your...your sexual appetites, madam?" Masterson said nervously.

"Yes, Masterson, we both know full well that you're not so naive. I believe my husband suspects too. There's been certain changes in my body. It's nothing obvious but he notices such things. He wants me to see his doctor for some tests..."

"...So it's come to this! You mean to have intercourse with Mr. Barker's prize stallion, that famous racehorse Lightning?"

The man gasped out the name incredulously. His eyebrows shot up. A stunned expression crossed his face.

"Hush! Don't call it by name!" She hissed in an effort to silence him. "But yes, Masterson, you guessed correctly."

"Please tell me, Mrs. Barker," Masterson implored, "what's brought about this sudden decision?"

Mrs. Barker sighed deeply before replying: "For the past few months there has been no satisfaction in Mr. Barker's bed, so I sought solace with another man."

"So, why do you risk everything...the life of your own child within you? Is it possible that you're really that bored?"

Nora Barker shrugged as if she could offer nothing further in explanation. For a time both people said nothing and only gazed at the object of Nora Barker's fantasies.

"Are you aware," Masterson Mistler broke the silence between them, "that Lightning is Mr. Barker's most valuable possession. He has placed much effort and money into developing him over the years. He might even kill you if he found out..."

Masterson's face froze the moment after saying this last phrase, for it was then that he noticed that Mrs. Barker did not have one trace of fear in her face, even though the possibility existed that Lightning could kill her in his frenzied lust.

"I assure you that I have my reasons and will brook no interference," Nora Barker announced, her tone of voice brooking no argument, which Masterson knew full well from long experience. "Tomorrow you will go to town and purchase all the necessary equipment for your undertaking."

She handed him a paper with what appeared to be a list of various articles written upon it. He took it and looked at it perfunctorily. When his eyes reached the bottom of the page and they beheld an extraordinary sum of money written next to the name of a store in town, he couldn't suppress his surprise. His eyebrows shot up. He gasped involuntarily.

"Mrs. Barker, this price seems far too high."

"It matters little. Just make sure you obtain all of it. Now listen carefully and don't bother asking questions until I am finished, for if you do you may miss something crucial that might be helpful in the completion of your task. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mrs. Barker."

"You will need the following articles. They will be necessary to the construction of my invention, which, as you are aware, will be the instrumentality used in mounting Lightning."

Nora handed Masterson a long piece of paper with her writing scrawled all over it. He perused the items list for some moments while he waited patiently for Nora's next words.

When she was satisfied that the old man understood what he needed to purchase she continued on.

"If I know my husband correctly he is about to embark on an out-of-town trip in the morning. As he is so wont to do when that occurs I know that he will be in his study late tonight, probably working late into the evening on those pesky details again."

"I'm not sure I follow your train of thought," Masterson interjected, his puzzled expression plainly readable upon his aged face.

Nora Barker took one more final glance about herself, just to ensure that she and her accomplice were absolutely alone before continuing their conversation.

"Listen carefully my friend because I am going to need your full cooperation on this little endeavor." She paused briefly to gather her thoughts. "Let's talk straight...this has to go exactly as I intend..."

He could tell that she was in deadly earnest. He knew something strange had been going on behind those large oak doors of their great mansion.

The only way he could help was to listen very attentively to what his employer was about to lay out as his next command.

The words came out slowly like she was choosing them with the greatest care. When she finally finished there wasn't the slightest shred of doubt as to whether or not he would do what was asked of him.

Melanie felt the warm wind caressing her face and the powerful thrust of the stallion's gait propelling them through space as they moved toward the heavens.

This ride was different from all the rest. The stallion sped through the countryside at a velocity greater than she could comprehend.

He seemed possessed by some supernatural force that goaded him on in this frantic flight. Where was he taking her?

She could see the sun begin to set in the distance. It began to sink faster and faster toward the horizon as if it were caught in a vortex whose center pulled it ever downward.

The light slowly changed from daylight yellow to fiery orange and finally to red as they galloped toward the setting star.

But the sky did not darken. The red faded slowly and it remained like dawn in its lavender hue.

Then the sky brightened to purple. She heard Lightning whinny again and she felt herself floating away into the stratosphere.

The ground left her and she soared up into space with her strong stallion beneath her. They shot away toward the moon as if propelled by a tremendous energy source.

Lightning snorted and snorted as they raced along ever faster through the heavens. The clouds became a blur, then everything disappeared as if sucked into some great vacuum and the black void of outer space enveloped them in a vast field.

Before her she saw the moon. It glowed a dazzling red. Then it seemed to come closer until she could almost touch its surface.

The light from it was intense, blinding even. As the full face of the lunar orb came upon them a tremendous burst of light exploded out of it.

Melanie heard an ungodly scream emanating from deep within her throat. When she awoke her father was standing over her.

She felt something warm run down the sides of her face. It was blood. She had apparently bitten down very hard on the tender flesh of her tongue when she screamed.

She lay naked on top of the bed. She looked around. Hadn't she put her robe on before? There was a strange look on her father's face.

"I'm sorry honey, but I thought it best to break the news this way."

He looked at her strangely again. The shock began to melt from her memory. Then her memory kicked in and she remembered everything.

"My baby..."

"Yes honey, I'm so sorry. Lightning was killed by a passing automobile."

The shock turned into sorrow and her eyes filled with tears.

She began to shake. Her daddy rushed to her side to comfort her.

She began to cry uncontrollably now. Her mind spun at the image of the lovely stallion that would never live up to its potential.

For a second she thought that this whole thing was only some horrible nightmare and that soon she would wake up out of it.

She opened her eyes wide, but still she was there staring at the beautiful form of Lightning. It really wasn't a nightmare; it was reality.

But it had taken on such proportions that the line between dream and reality had faded and now they became almost one.

Wasn't that how we see the world anyway? She wondered to herself. Do dreams and the things we desire so much ever become our real lives?

Lightning stood before her like some mythological beast out of the ancient past. Her father had bred him to make this day happen and he was unaware of what would follow.

The image of her precious horse, whose love and tenderness was greater than that of any man, turned her passion into fire.

His muscular frame exuded virility and masculinity. His long mane swayed in the wind and his magnificent body seemed to pulse with an overpowering heat.

Suddenly she felt the soft folds of her secret cave begin to grow moist. The vision of his massive cock had brought her pussy juices to their boiling point.

She could not stop it from happening so she just let it be. Her hands instinctively went between her thighs and began to rub the spot.

Soon she became frenzied. She plunged two fingers inside the pink flesh while the other hand continued rubbing the hot clit that would eventually send her over the edge.

She climaxed with a burst of cum sputtering out of her gash like water being spewed forth from a garden hose.

She lay there panting breathlessly and sweating profusely. When she finally regained her senses she looked down at her soaked bed covers.

A feeling of deep shame came over her. Never in all the years since her husband had been gone did she feel anything like that before.

At first it frightened her; then her curiosity forced her to look deeper into the reasons why.

This was an event, something that would shake the very core of her life and affect it forever, like the first time she had fucked a man.

All the men before she married had always talked about it but it turned out to be disappointing.

Her first night with Mr. Barker was nothing like that. That passion stayed with her even though he died not so many years ago.

She could remember the feelings now as they coursed through her young body the first time. How real the moment was!

But the feelings then were pale compared to what she felt now as she faced up to the prospect of coupling with an animal.

If the sex between her and Franklin Barker had been a bit disappointing then one could see why she would turn her affections to the horse.

With Lightning it had been different from the start. The mere sight of him when her father brought him home brought a tingle to her heart.

Franklin Barker loved animals, which was probably the reason he bought the beautiful horse, but his passion did not compare to hers.

When they met at the corral, they exchanged their feelings for each other and that bond had held to this day.

The more she rode Lightning the more she wanted him inside her body. When he mounted her she could feel his throbbing cock pulsing on top of her ass.

She often thought about riding him without the saddle and having the massive rod of flesh thrusting against her naked ass instead of the leather of the seat.

When Melanie sat down to breakfast with Franklin Barker two days later she noticed that something was upsetting him.

He wasn't his usual talkative self, which was not unusual considering he was leaving today on a business trip.

Her birthday celebration was scheduled for Saturday when he was returning home from his journey.

Franklin would not tell her where he was going. His excuse was that he didn’t want to ruin the surprise.

But there was something else that she sensed. It could be nothing, but a premonition of something awful about to happen gnawed away at her insides.

There had always been some tension between father and daughter since their mother died.

The fact was that Franklin Barker suspected that his step-daughter harbored an unnatural love for her stallion Lightning.

His obsession over what he thought he knew made him jealous of the creature. This did not help relations between himself and Melanie.

He had tried everything possible to discourage Melanie from spending so much time with her horse. He even tried locking up the stall so she couldn't get to him.

Nora tried reasoning with Melanie herself.

"Your father says it's unhealthy to spend so much time with your stallion," Nora said. "Have you given thought to this."

"It isn't fair what daddy does sometimes," Melanie said. "Why does he keep Lightning locked up all day?"

"Melanie, darling, you can't possibly love that animal the way you think you do," Nora said.

"What do you mean, mama?"

"Only a man can make you happy," Nora said. "Don't try to fool yourself otherwise."

"You don't understand, mama, you're not a horsewoman."

Melanie was sure her stepmother didn't approve of the way she loved her stallion. But Melanie couldn't stop herself.

Nora did her best to reason with her husband, but he was adamant.

"It's my daughter," he said. "It's time we separated them before Melanie becomes any more infatuated. Lightning's just an animal. It's unhealthy the way she feels about him."

The night before father was scheduled to leave for his business trip she could barely contain her excitement.

She could feel a tingling sensation deep within her secret gash that only Lightning was able to provoke.

Her beautiful body was on fire all day long. She could not sit still, pacing around her room until Nora noticed and asked what the matter was.

When the hour drew close that evening she lay naked upon her bed stroking her cunt vigorously. The image of Lightning's cock was burned into her brain and she needed a release from the lustful feeling consuming her.

"It has to be Lightning," she said. "It simply must be."

As darkness took hold of the early morning twilight she walked out across the field toward where her father kept her stallion tethered in the paddock.

The night sky was clear. The stars glittered above her in their full glory. But none of their brilliant illumination could match her beauty, which they could only hint at.

She arrived at the enclosure and slowly opened the gate. She approached Lightning quietly.

The great stallion was sleeping. She ran her hand through his shiny, black mane.

Lightning raised his head up off the ground and nuzzled against her hand. Her touch awoke something inside him.

Nora looked down at the massive cock growing underneath the animal. He was aroused just from her stroking him.

Now she would test herself whether she could really go through with it. She knew if she did not follow through now with this stage there was no hope for her ever getting it done later.

She lowered herself on one knee beside the massive stud. She leaned over the huge protruding rod.

She could smell his musky odor as she drew closer. She began to salivate and had to close her mouth to keep herself from drooling.

Her breathing became heavy again. With one hand she felt his hard, pulsating cock as it rose off of the horse-bedding.

She could not grasp its tremendous length with both hands; she had to hold him in two different places before she could get her hands around him.

In doing so, his mighty weight pulled her body closer toward him. With one hand she stroked her face with his throbbing member.

His thick, sticky pre-cum was oozing out of the tip of his colossal meat and she rubbed his silky glans across the whole expanse of her creamy cheek.

Then she opened her mouth. At first the monstrous cock only managed to make its way partially past her glistening, moist lips.

But with some effort she worked the fat tip further into her wet opening and the rest of it began to follow along.

Her jaws ached terribly and were beginning to hurt as they were stretched to their capacity. She almost lost her nerve and gave up trying to take in his enormously thick penis.

Then suddenly it went down her throat smoothly and she could feel herself engulfed in her new found ecstasy. The taste was like nothing she had ever known before. It was like the most delectable nectar she had ever had the pleasure of sampling.

She could hear the great beast groan in ecstatic gratitude above her as he felt the softness of her throat close over the sensitive head of his pulsating cock.

A rush of blood flowed through the member. There wasn't any pain. His huge organ was stretching her so wonderfully wide that the pain and ecstasy blurred into one fantastic sensation.

His cock throbbed mightily as he began to thrust hard against her mouth. She was almost knocked backwards by the tremendous force of it as its full weight bore upon her from behind the wall.

With one hand she grabbed the lever attached to the steel bar to steady herself from being thrown off balance by the force of the mighty animal fucking in and out of her tight passageway.

Nora was surprised at how easily Lightning's massive cock could fuck inside the small tunnel she had carved between the two wooden slabs.

When her husband Frank had been alive, he liked to put his cock through a hole in the toilet paper dispenser.

Sometimes when she wanted to please him sexually she would go down on him while his huge penis fucked through the round hole and into the toilet paper roll.

The image of his massive pole moving freely as it made the cylinder disappear with every stroke flashed in her mind.

She had the thought at the time that there was nothing else that could fit through that tight little opening.

As far as she knew there was nothing bigger than her husband's gigantic cock. The mere idea that such a monster could exist seemed to be impossible.

Suddenly her attention was drawn back to the monstrous member still protruding inches away from her open mouth. It called her to do her duty as a devoted wife.

Her hands were still wrapped around its thickness. With slow, careful strokes she moved them along its full length.

It amazed her how long his cock really was. Every time she saw it she realized how much it looked like a python.

As the thought went through her mind she began to imagine Lightning coming home to her with an entire trunk full of snakes.

The whole thought made her shiver. She tried to shake it out of her head, but it had already gotten its talon nails dug in.

With lightning-quick speed it would race through her mind leaving trails of horror images that she feared even to think about.

She pulled herself to her feet while trying not to think of the hideousness lurking inside her mind.

It was only nine in the morning and Nora did not feel like drinking yet. It took too much courage and strength.

Instead she went to her work table and busied herself with some papers in order to keep the thoughts of death away from her.

A sharp pain lashed across her back. When she felt its sting, she realized it was her own fingernails that were causing it.

Without realizing what she had done she had clawed at the flesh on her back and it was causing her intense pain.

At first she welcomed the pain because it took her mind off of what was going to happen and what would surely end up happening to her.

The pain subsided for a brief moment when she stopped moving. But almost instantaneously it flared back up again when another thought crashed into her brain like a freight train.

Suddenly everything got real still. The sound of the wind coming through the cracked window sounded like a roaring gale.

She could not make a move, not even breathe for fear of being sucked into the black hole that opened inside her mind.

When Nora was twelve years old her mother died. It came without warning.

Nora watched it happen. She watched her mother slip away from her as the last moments of life seeped out of her.

In the months after she watched it happening there was a change that came over her father, a sadness that ate into him with every breath he took.

The only joy he managed to salvage was in watching his daughter bloom into womanhood.

To see her blossom was like watching the sun rise again on his sad little world. Her beauty brought joy and pleasure to everyone that witnessed her rare gift to their eyes.

But the thought kept haunting her that sooner or later they were going to have to sell Lightning and she would not be able to bear the thought of ever being parted from him.

Her birthday approached and so did another decision she would have to make about her love life.

The most beautiful girl in the entire county has to choose the man who will become her husband. That choice also carries with it another choice: who will they sell her beautiful stallion Lightning to.

The boy that caught her fancy, although no young boy really had yet, was a distant cousin named David Farrington.

David lived several towns over. His family owned a prosperous farm. It was there that he and Melanie met when they were both children.

Their daddies were second cousins so when he came along with his family they became visiting friends.

From the first moment she laid eyes upon the gangly teenager, who was three years older than her, her heart began to beat faster than the regular human tempo.

They would sometimes spend long summer days together. At other times, David would only visit her during their Christmas break.

Then Melanie would go off to school for another year without seeing her handsome David again until the next family meeting.

Even though at age ten, when she first met him, Melanie already had a reputation for being extraordinarily beautiful, it did not impress David.

To him she was just another pretty girl; another cute kid he might play with. He never realized the loveliness that blossomed inside her tender breasts even while she was still so young.

By the time she reached high school graduation the bloom had burst open into full beauty. The word got around that she was the prettiest girl in town, or at least for a radius of five towns over.

And because of that fame her mother made sure to keep her isolated as much as possible from the local boys.

It wouldn't be appropriate for someone as lovely as herself to become involved romantically at this stage in her life, her mother thought.

At any rate they were not really equipped to handle one like her. No one in the whole world was really equipped to handle a beauty like hers.

Her mother was adamant about that. Melanie realized the truth of her mother's statement very quickly.

The boys came courting but they didn't seem to comprehend. They thought it was merely the matter of her shyness or reticence.

In any event, it all led up to her mother dying. Her mother died when she was only thirteen years old.

From that moment on something went out of Melanie. She became more silent than ever, but more serene.

After that Melanie took care of things at home for her daddy until it was time for her to go to college.

She majored in art history, but what interested her more were the painting classes which she devoured with relish.

The year before she was supposed to graduate she dropped out of college, telling everyone that the academic side had bored her.

When they asked her what she would do with her life, Melanie replied that it was none of their business.

Everyone knew the answer anyway, especially those who courted her when her beauty first bloomed.

They couldn't compete with the only love of her heart: that great stallion Lightning. When she finally turned twenty-two no one in town had seen her ride without a saddle.

Her daddy was still the local judge so money wasn't a problem and no one ever accused her of being cheap or extravagant in any way.

Except for those boys, who she was always turning down and some of whom left town vowing never to return, she was considered to be quite nice by most people.

Everyone said that she should start dating but Melanie felt that no man could compare to the love she felt for her stallion.

When it came to romance she could only respond to the strong feelings of sexual attraction she held for her steed and no one else.

In order to keep her secret and make sure no one found out about her passion for the animal she kept her emotions hidden inside her dreams.

Melanie began to have strange and wild visions. They always began with her standing at the edge of her bed looking down on something in front of it.

She would always see something glistening in front of her. It took a while before her eyes adjusted to focus on it properly. When they finally did, she saw Lightning's giant, erect cock pointing straight up into the air.

It throbbed, beating like the ticking of a heart in the steady flow of blood pumping through it. Her eyes followed the long vein running along the side and disappearing at the bottom. She looked past the balls resting gently beneath it until she came upon his wet anus hole. The pucker of it gleamed with moisture dripping from it.

Lightning always gave forth a high-pitched whine. At first Melanie wasn’t sure how to interpret this sound. The pitch of the whine seemed to indicate he was trying to say something important to her. But what?

This morning when she woke from her dreams of him she knew for certain the real meaning behind his cries. He wanted her. In her dream she felt like he had reached inside her body and squeezed her clit like it was a small rubber ball.

Every time he would come up to her with a soft whining call in his throat she could sense he was saying how much he loved her. Melanie would try to turn away but something kept pulling her back to face the horse.

The truth about herself finally made itself apparent. That night when she heard him crying out in his whinny call, she knew that he was calling her name and begging her to make love to him. She knew then that there would be no more sleep that night.

There wasn't another choice open to her. The image of his cock was burned into the vision of her memory and she knew there was no other way than to take matters into her own hands. She was going to fuck Lightning or die trying. Her passion was all consuming and drove everything else from her mind.

Her plan had to work, there wasn’t anything left to lose. If Lightning died she would commit suicide in front of his dead body and they both would end up in hell. If she died it didn't matter as long as she got one final moment of rapture before dying. This was the ultimate test and they were going to pass or fail together. It was fate and there could be no compromise.

The morning came soon enough. There were things to be done. The preparations must go forward despite her misgivings about them. The only other person who could know what was happening was Masterson Mistler who owned the hardware store and made the special harnessing equipment.

He knew something about her dark plans. Nora Barker suspected he guessed everything but was too ashamed to speak about it. She couldn’t bear anyone knowing what she was doing. They might try and stop her so she said nothing to anyone. It was the burden she had to carry alone without a shoulder to rest herself upon.

Masterson took care of most of the arrangements with his assistant handling the business of the shop. He knew this woman who was coming into the shop was a peculiar type but he didn’t suspect what she was getting ready to buy from him. She wasn't really beautiful and was rather short with a slight build but there was a sensual look in her eye which made Masterson stare when she first approached him.

She stood right before him looking very nervous and embarrassed. She asked in a very timid voice if she could see him privately in a back room where no one could interrupt their talk. Masterson immediately sensed something strange and became quite aroused himself. He ushered her into the little room he kept for emergencies like this one where he would go alone with a woman.

"What is it you wish?"

"Are you Mr. Mistler?

"Yes,"

"Do you have an unusual item I have heard about?"

"That depends what's your pleasure ma'am."

"I need something to fit a horse."

"I'm sorry I think you are in the wrong place. I can make things to fit people but horses are..."

"Wait I can explain. I've come for what others refer to as the horse saddle you created recently."

"That saddle! No no no no no, get that other idea out of your head. No sir not here!"

"It's not what you think. I'm looking for something special and the saddle you made was..."

"It was obscene. What is this all about? Are you planning to use it for...?"

"No! It was a gag gift."

"What?"

"Just a joke. Someone had given me a large toy horse and I thought it would be funny to present it with a saddle for the person who gave it to me. The person who gave it to me thought it was hysterical because they didn't know the intended recipient had bought me an identical horse."

"Then you really don't make saddles that fit horses?"

"I'm sorry miss. I make tools and toys. And now I think I need some time to get my head together. Good day Miss."

Melanie was shocked. She had been counting on this strange man. What was she supposed to do now?

The question lingered over her head throughout the rest of the day. That evening after dinner when her father retired for the night she decided to pay him a visit.

Masterson Mistler sat in a leather chair next to a burning fireplace nursing his third scotch and trying to figure out how he got himself into this situation.

It is funny how things work out sometimes. One little thing leads to another and pretty soon you can find yourself standing in the middle of your own personal inferno.

He should never have taken Nora Barkers money but she offered him so much more than he had ever seen before.

He could easily buy all the fine foods his stomach desired for quite a number of years with that kind of money.

The problem was he couldn't stop drinking. That, unfortunately, would have been worth considerably less than nothing.

His drinking bouts were legendary in this small community. He always seemed to end up at the saloons where the bar maids treated him like an old friend.

The problem was every time they saw him come through the doors they knew it was going to be one hell of a night.

It didn't matter how long it had been since their last visit from the drunk; he was always a happy customer, buying rounds of drinks and telling stories about himself.

Every so often they had to drag his half-naked body from the tavern when they closed. And each morning the sun would rise to find him in some obscure place nursing a hangover.

The thing with him was the only person who cared for him was his mother and she was long gone.

As soon as the opportunity arose, she ran off with a young man from another town. She could take care of herself.

He, unfortunately, could not. No one seemed to really care. The last time he got into trouble with the local sheriff; all they did was kick him out of the jail cell after his sentence expired.

He knew that no one really wanted him around but it was hard to convince himself otherwise. He felt sorry for himself most of the time and used alcohol to make himself forget.

Most people didn’t even speak to him. They ignored him or made fun of his drunkenness, usually behind his back.

It didn't matter to him how many times they called him a drunken bum. His life was empty of real accomplishment.

All he ever learned to do was build things with his hands. But it wasn't enough to keep a family; his wife left him three years ago taking the children along.

No one paid him enough attention to let him know which way was up anymore. It really didn’t matter one way or the other whether he was in this world or out.

The only problem was he had gotten tired of getting arrested and being kicked out of the jail every time they found his passed-out body on the street.

Nora Barker picked him up off the street where he was lying down in the alleyway of the saloon, half in the drunk and half unconscious.

She got her butler, who did just about everything around the house for Mr. Barker, to carry him home with her. She told her husband she had a project for this poor man who was down on his luck.

When he woke up the next morning all he remembered were bits and pieces of the dream. The dream was so sordid that when he tried to recall the images they quickly escaped from his memory.

There was only a tinge left of the experience which reminded him of something horrible but wonderful at the same time.

The first thing he wanted when he woke up that morning was a glass of wine. He knew the best place to find it was down at the barroom, although how he could have possibly known this after the condition he was in yesterday morning was still a mystery.

He stumbled over to the barroom feeling a slight headache pulsing in his head. It was the kind that comes with a hangover. He was glad that he never drank very heavily so he wasn't experiencing that kind of severe pain.

All he wanted to do right now was ease himself out of his trouble and that would require some wine. That's why he always drank wine, unlike other people who got drunk on liquor because wine doesn't give him those nasty headaches.

He walked into the barroom and sat down on a stool. When the bartender came over to ask him what he wanted the man stared hard at him, almost as if he thought he knew him. He didn’t remember meeting him before but perhaps they had worked together somewhere sometime before this.

The man poured him a glass of wine and he quickly tipped the drink up to his lips and began to slosh it down in two big gulps.

His throat was still thirsty so he asked the man to pour him another one. The man was eyeing him closely now, as though there was something familiar about his face but couldn't quite place it.

"So who are you?" the man finally asked.

"No one," came his mumbled answer.

He finished his second glass of wine. He had intended on finishing off his bottle of wine but just at that moment someone he recognized walked into the bar and started heading directly for him.

At first he wanted to run but knew that he shouldn't show fear around guys like that.

His name was Jack O'Leary. His family had moved into town three years ago. They were new money people.

Jack's father worked his way through the oil fields and made enough money to set himself up in his own ranch where he specialized in breeding horses.

Jack grew up along side Melanie and had long been obsessed with the idea that she was in love with a horse named Lightning.

The rumors swirled around school about how crazy her obsession for that animal had become and he would hear them whenever they came to pass within range of each other.

Jack was just as smart as Melanie although he hid his intelligence well. The only reason they didn't become close friends was because their class differences precluded the development of the bond between them that otherwise might have been possible.

Their social standings had been set long before they came to know one another and since Jack wasn’t willing to challenge that convention she went her separate way from him.

But deep inside he knew that he loved her and it pained him very much to see how others were treating her.

So the rumors that she was in love with an animal saddened him considerably, mostly because he thought he had read a kindred soul in her and wanted to help.

He wanted to tell her that he understood completely where her love lay. But the class separation they both felt bound them both to silence.

Then on the evening before her birthday, his father asked him to take Lightning into the stable to cool down.

They were expecting company so the stallion could not be allowed to remain standing there in plain view outside.

Jack was more than glad to oblige his father with the simple request but didn't know what effect the night would have on him and the life he was leading.

His family moved here two years ago when his father discovered a well head which turned out to be rich in natural gas.

He set himself up in the small town running several rigs until his fortune began to take shape. Then he purchased five acres of land.

The first year they spent planting oil seed trees, mostly in order to help control soil erosion and prevent it from leaching off and getting in the way of their crops.

They decided not to plant in alternate rows since their only intent was to provide fencing for their property.

So it was that Masterson Mistler acquired a large acreage on which to build his life and raise his family.

As much as it shamed him, Nora Barker never left his mind. Her image had become burned into his brain as did the recollection of her sordid fantasy.

He felt responsible for what would happen to her even though he was unable to fully participate.

Then two days later he stood behind the barn near Lightning and his mistress. When she mounted the horse from the stirrup she was wearing men's riding breeches.

The contraption she built was strapped over the stallion and she was fastening the bridle when Masterson arrived.

Once she had positioned herself in front of Lightning she gave the reins a quick toss and they began to make their way out of the stable area.

When they got near to the entranceway leading to the roadway where they planned on meeting with the stallion and Mrs. Barker, Masterson saw them.

A crowd of townsfolk were standing about the opening in a mass of anger. Most of them wore stern faces which did not look upon the pair with anything more than a passing indifference.

Masterson felt a chill pass up his spine and he grabbed hold of Melanie and yanked her off the horse just as Mr. Barker came toward her.

In the same motion, Masterson quickly whipped the leather straps over the back and flank of the horse, pulled him in close and threw a saddle blanket over his back.

With his mind racing in fear he tried to saddle the beautiful black animal when he heard an angry voice call out his name.

He turned in time to see Lightning being led over toward him with an angry face attached to the reins leading him along.

Then Nora barker spoke,

"This animal will do for our purpose. Now let me speak to him a moment alone."

Nora took Franklin Barker by the arm and walked him far enough away that she could have some privacy to explain her actions to her husband.

She said nothing, but simply handed him the document she had drawn up earlier giving Masterson Mistler possession of the stallion should anything unfortunate happen to her.

Her husband was a man of few words and he looked at her without the slightest emotion when he read the note.

He handed it back to her in silence and began to walk away. Nora felt a shiver pass over her spine. The note would be her last will and testament.

Lightning was the only horse capable of mounting Lightning. When Melanie came home from school she went straightaway into her bedroom.

The vision she had experienced that night was still with her now. She had been unable to sleep the previous night for her unquenchable desire.

Only if she dreamed about the stallion again would she be able to relax. That evening her father made his presence known at dinner by sitting down to eat with her.

It was not a regular occurrence although he did love his daughter very much. His busy schedule as owner of many local businesses made it difficult for him to spend quality time with her.

At first they exchanged idle pleasantries about the weather and other such inconsequential topics. But their conversation began to get serious when her father began talking about her future.

He seemed concerned because she had shown little interest lately in the social scene where young men were flocking to call upon her.

When he brought up the topic she became agitated and her pretty face flushed red from irritation. But she knew enough to keep her temper from flaring out of control and ruining the moment.

Instead, she tried to put her father off. She wanted no part of the life that he envisioned for her, which meant an inevitable marriage and children.

Her heart belonged only to Lightning. Her dreams were only satisfied when she was alone with him. No matter how handsome a boy or man may be her fantasies centered upon Lightning.

If only there was a way to be alone with him forever. If only her beloved stallion was a man then...

She smiled at her silliness, but nonetheless it would give her great pleasure to imagine such a thing.

There was one way to achieve her fondest dream. In her mind she could make it a reality. All she had to do was go and lie down beneath his heavy belly as he stood on top of her mating contraption.

Once in that position, all she had to do was wait till he thrust into her. Then the end would come for them both.

Her life was a drab existence, but to die so gloriously, in the throes of such passionate love! To merge with the love of her life in a moment of ecstasy! Could it be that a woman should die so beautifully?

Melanie went up to the stable to spend some quality time with her pet Lightning. He seemed excited when she entered his stall.

She brought him some apples. His strong white teeth crunched the red fruit. His beautiful blue eyes rolled upward while he chomped the treat down.

This was one of the highlights of Melanie Barker, this time she shared with her darling Lightning. The love between them pulsed with vitality.

She rubbed his long, thick, muscular neck. He turned his head around and nuzzled her neck. They were truly a bonded couple.

When he was done eating he snorted at her and tossed his head up in the air. He was eager to move about the country side.

He shook his huge body in a shiver of passion that set the two of them off into the wild blue yonder.

When they came back an hour later she was wind-blown and flushed with excitement. She felt so wonderfully alive!

But when she arrived home her mood soured considerably. Her father had arranged another evening social and invited more than half the eligible young men in town.

They were all lined up to dance with her, every last one of them.

This was her worst nightmare. Not even her dream about Lightning would be as awful as this ordeal.

She danced the entire evening but only because she could not turn anyone away without causing a scandal.

Finally she could take it no more and made up an excuse about needing air and walked outside by herself.

She went to the stable, went inside and took Lightning by the reins to lead him to the back door so that nobody would see her leaving with him.

Melanie had been so absorbed in watching her father perform that she didn't see her mother leave the house.

Nora was delighted by this turn of events because it provided a perfect opportunity for her plan to work out in secret.

If it all worked out the way she anticipated it would her fantasy would come true without being discovered and Melanie would be the beneficiary of all that wealth she was going to receive once Franklin Barker died.

He was an old man and his health was beginning to fail. She knew he would not last more than another two or three years if he was lucky.

Then Nora would become rich. But first she had to make sure that Melanie was securely married off, as she already planned to do on her birthday which was coming up in a couple months.

Melanie had her twenty-first birthday party that night and everything went well. The girl seemed oblivious to any plans Nora had regarding her future.

At dinner time that evening Franklin was absent. He had not showed up since early afternoon. Nobody knew where he was.

Nora waited until nine that evening before calling in the sheriff. She suspected foul play. The fact that Franklin hadn't even left town bothered her.

The following morning they found his body floating in the river three miles out of town. It was quite evident that he had been killed because his throat was slashed in two from ear to ear.

This set Nora's plans into high gear. Now she needed to see them carried out all the more. Her husband's murder could have been a warning from somebody.

As far as Nora knew, she might be next. There was no telling when the murderer might come knocking on her own door.

"Do you know who did it?" Melanie asked of her mother upon hearing about her father's death. "Was there anything missing? Was it robbery?"

Nora turned her staunch gaze away from her daughter for a long moment before facing her. Then she spoke in a tone she would normally use while addressing one of her servants.

"No, my dear, we don't think so."

"You don't think it was robbery!" She exclaimed, looking into the eyes of her mother.

The woman had to be hiding something. "How else could he have been murdered?"

"We still don't know. It may have been just some crazed lunatic passing through who was killed for his troubles. The sheriff still has some people working on it."

Melanie looked into the eyes of her mother. They were cold and distant. But there was something behind them that made Melanie nervous.

Nora knew something she wasn’t saying. It would seem she wouldn't let any living soul know unless forced to reveal the information under duress.

In all probability, only her closest friend, Sarah Jones, had any inkling of what her mother might be hiding.

But no matter how hard she stared directly at the hazel irises of her beautiful green-eyed daughter, Nora Barker refused to acknowledge what her conscience screamed out for her to reveal to her daughter.

"Momma, is anything wrong?"

"No, honey." Nora answered with an unconvincing tone. "Everything is fine."

There was a long pause while Melanie contemplated what to say next. Her mother's attitude had been most unusual lately and she couldn't help wondering what might be up with her.

But she realized that if her mother wanted to keep something from her she wouldn't reveal it without considerable prodding.

"You didn't like Lightning did you?"

"I can't stand the animal."

"You shouldn't have said that. Lightning's very sensitive."

Nora ignored the rebuke and continued on, "Now let us get back to your birthday party."

"Momma, there's something else. The dream, I keep having this strange dream."

"Don't be silly. Dreams aren't important. It is how you live your life that is important."

"Do you ever have any strange dreams, Momma?"

"Of course not dear, dreams are meaningless. There isn't anything significant about them at all. Don't trouble your head about it any longer."

Melanie had told her father that she was not feeling well. It had been easy enough to convince him. The bags were still underneath her eyes from lack of sleep.

As he drove his car down the dirt road toward town, he looked through his rear-view mirror back at the house and said, "Rest well my child, until I come home tomorrow."

He sped off and she knew he was thinking that this was an ideal opportunity to pay a visit to the fair Ms. Tremble. He had tried to conceal the fact from Melanie, but she was much too clever to let anything slip by her unnoticed.

Now she would be able to pursue what she knew she wanted all along. It was her birthday today and no one had told her it was wrong.

So she slipped on her silken riding habit and ran to her Lightning, which she had instructed to wait by the tree that she usually climbed to get out onto the dirt road.

When she got near enough to her stallion she called out to him as she often did, without knowing why. The sound of his hoof beats always filled her with longing.

The high-pitched whinny burst over the silent landscape sending vibrations down deep inside her. Her nipples hardened and her clitoris began to pulsate in time with the pounding beats of Lightning's mighty heart.

Her hand reached underneath the blue fabric that hung low around her hips while her other hand clung to the pommel on the front of the saddle. She stroked her throbbing gash with quickening strokes.

She felt something move within herself. A warmth flushed over her whole body, making the skin between her thighs flush like hot lava.

Her cunt was a volcano ready to explode. If only there were some way to channel its passion so that she would not become its victim.

There had to be an outlet, a way for her to vent her passion without dying in the process.

Then the realization of what she had to do came to her like the dawn rising on the horizon. She had to mount the great beast before he did it to her.

Once again Melanie lay underneath her warm covers and tried to sleep but she could not stop her mind from racing around in circles.

How many times had she had this conversation with herself? No matter what solution her mind gave to her problem, it could not quench her yearnings.

Her father had promised to have the saddle made by her birthday. That meant she wouldn’t be able to ride Lightning for at least two weeks.

She didn't know whether or not she could wait that long. The more she thought about it, the more her lust began to overcome her resolve not to act upon her feelings.

She wanted Lightning so bad she could taste him. The image of his huge member kept re-entering into her dreams where before she had pushed it aside as just that, a mere dream.

But how long would her self imposed repression last? And what if he were taken away from her; it would surely break her heart.

It was an unthinkable prospect. So Melanie went to bed hoping her dreams would assuage the ache growing in her loins.

She dreamed again, the same dream. But this time she took charge and when they came to the glass dome she ordered Lighting to stop.

He halted. She slid off his back and walked towards the shimmering structure. It glowed as before.

But this time something happened that had not occurred previously. A huge gape opened up in front of her and began to pulsate with a dazzling aura of white light.

The light began to change. Slowly the center of the glowing abyss changed into a new shape.

She saw the design begin to take form as if a brush were coloring it in. A shape began to appear within its celestial depth.

Its form was very long and tapered to an oval shape on both ends. This was the base.

At about three quarters from the end came another shape. It appeared to be shaped like a cone.

Now Melanie knew what she was seeing. The cone was the shape of a huge cock and its tapering had given the impression of a tapered shaft.

The next image had made her gasp the first time around. At the midway point in between the two shapes was another form.

It was a small opening surrounded by the thickest part of the wooden pole. The opening appeared to be shaped like a vagina.

It had been hollowed out until a perfect slit gaped into view. She began to comprehend how this magnificent structure would work.

All she would have to do was position herself underneath the opening facing outward. Masterson had told her that the opening would be low enough so she could comfortably lay down within it.

On her hands and knees she would brace herself against the silver bar that he assured her would be placed just high enough for her to grab on to when she felt her strength ebbing from her body.

From there her lust would drive her actions. When the horse mounted her the huge cock would ram into the opening in front of her face and she could finally grasp its massive hardness with her delicate fingers.

Once she grabbed it he warned her to hold fast because once the horse came inside her hot cunt it would begin to violently thrust against the leather strap binding it, driving its throbbing prick into her mouth.

There was only a small wooden gate standing between her and her death. Masterson had told her it might take all night to get it ready enough to break free from its bondage and ram into her waiting sexpot.

He warned her that there were no safeguards for her safety except his watchful eye, who could only hope to act in time to stop the beast should anything go wrong.

She was wearing nothing underneath her red velvet dress but a pair of lace-topped stockings that matched the bra and panties she threw off when she first entered the room.

The contraption was a large structure made mostly from the stoutest of wood Masterson Mistler could find around his shop.

Most of the work had been finished, except for the soft padding of the chamber below where the animal would be ridden.

It looked just like the drawing she gave him. She had taken a picture from her head that was so exact that he was sure it had been in her mind all along.

Just thinking about the plan made him nervous, although he loved animals and did not consider it wrong.

If she died he knew that he would go to prison. He didn't mind doing it because he owed her a debt he could never repay, nor did he know how to, anyway.

Masterson left early at the appointed morning before dawn lighted the sky. He drove his truck out of town so that the men who knew his face could see him and make no connection to what was to take place later that day.

Once on the road leading to Barker Estates his mind kept repeating the same question to himself over and over: Did the Mistress know what she was getting into? Would this experience really turn out to be the dream she had in her heart.

As he pulled up in front of the imposing gates guarding the grandiose estate his hands trembled with fear.

The huge ornate iron entrance swung open with a squeak, giving way to his nervous approach.

He was dressed in his finest, which wasn't much but better than the rough work clothes he normally wore.

Nora met him at the front door of the estate. She was wearing a long fur coat. Masterson had never seen her in anything but silk attire.

She looked nervous. Her eyes were wide and her breathing heavy. As she led him through the stately house they said not a word to each other.

When they stepped outside, her eyes roved the landscape until they fastened onto something standing just on the edge of the woods.

It was her husband's prized stallion. It was magnificent. A large charcoal gray beast, with an enormous cock.

At its feet stood a beautiful mare with a soft golden coat. The animal was harnessed to a two-horse wagon.

They approached Lightning, the gray stallion. Without looking at Masterson, she began giving instructions on the placement of the horse within the contraption.

Her whole bearing said that she would brook no contradiction, and so he simply complied. He led the gray through the trap door of the archway and watched it walk gracefully into the opening.

Masterson had to use considerable pressure in getting him to mount the soft platform that housed the leather strap holding his forelegs forward over Nora.

His breathing was heavy and labored but whether this was from anticipation or fear he couldn't be sure.

The only thing Masterson could tell was that it knew something big was about to happen and his brain wasn't going to try to understand what it meant.

The mare stood off to the side of the apparatus on the side opposite where she had positioned herself.

At first it looked nervously toward them as though they were some sort of threat. But after awhile the apprehensive look dissipated.

As he slowly pulled on the straps attached to the stallion's front legs he watched for the slightest hint that Lightning might become restless or start bucking.

He watched him lower his huge cock until he saw it brush against the upper section of Nora's naked cunt lips.

Then when her passion peaked she pushed forward with all the leverage she could muster and impaled herself onto it.

Masterson saw the blood come squirting out of her, a crimson tide of carnal joy and pain.

He had never seen a sight like that before and almost fainted at the terrible impact of its meaning.

But as he witnessed Nora's incredible feat he felt a wave of excitement wash over him.

He began to get an erection. It was strange how just the sight of the woman impaled on a massive equine cock brought about such an involuntary reaction in his groin.

The scene was so obscene it boggled the mind to even contemplate its very existence.

He could hear her breathing hard but steadily in rhythm to the massive prick penetrating deeper into her insides than seemed possible.

She had already cum twice while he helped her mount the animal. She had taken Lightning's two-foot-long, red hot cock up into her gaping cunt without the slightest whimper.

Now that she was secured in the harness she would begin working Lightning's enormous pole in and out of her wet pussy in long, drawn-out strokes.

At first she began slowly moving up and down his huge member, just enough to let herself get accustomed to its massive size.

When Masterson first looked at it he became frightened. There was no way anyone could survive such a violent pounding from an organ that big.

And Nora's tight hole had to be hurting after being stretched so obscenely to accommodate it.

Yet Nora's face betrayed no trace of the agony he was sure she must be in. If anything, her expression spoke only of desire.

He noticed that Nora's nipples had hardened under the thin cotton covering of her blouse and a light red flush had appeared on the milky white surface of her exposed cheeks.

As he continued watching, her left hand started trembling lightly, her fingers slowly curling up until they finally clutched at the material of her shirt right where her heart lay.

Nora was experiencing the onset of her orgasm, and although Masterson realized that, it was only later that he fully appreciated what a magnificent sight his mistress made during those last few minutes before she came.

He did not need to stimulate her further; simply watching her was more than enough. Her body became almost totally limp with pleasure as her legs pressed tightly against each other, the heels of her shoes scratching at the concrete floor of the shed while she began rubbing the palm of her right hand furiously against her breasts.

By that point, he could see beads of sweat forming along the lines of her forehead as she closed her eyes tight, her mind focused exclusively on what was happening between her legs, inside her clitoris which was now beating madly as waves upon waves of pleasure coursed throughout her entire being. He could hear her breathe heavily through her slightly opened lips as she bit down on her lower lip to stop herself from moaning and attracting someone's attention, and when she finally started shaking so violently that the bed began making loud creaking sounds, it took all her willpower to prevent herself from shouting out loud, her body becoming stiff, her back arched, her entire body rigid as the orgasm rushed through it in what seemed like an infinite loop, the intense sensation too much to bear as the world went blank and a final wave of pleasure exploded inside of her.

"There is not much left, Nora dear." Frank said with his deep voice.

She knew what he wanted. They were playing their game. It was always the same, it didn't matter where they were or who was around them, whenever Frank gave her one of these looks, Nora would know immediately what he had in mind and would begin acting out her role. She was a good actress and she loved every minute of it. "Can't we just have another cup of tea first?" She asked, feigning reluctance, which only made her husband want it even more. "Just one more cup of tea", Nora thought to herself as she saw his huge black eyes fix on hers. She knew that her husband could barely contain himself any longer. "Oh well, if it makes you happy", Nora whispered and pretended to go off in search of some tea, knowing full well that she wouldn't be coming back to the living room to serve the beverage. Instead, she headed toward the stairs, making sure her husband was following her like a dog following its master, which was exactly what she wanted. Nora smiled inwardly as she could already picture herself being taken by her husband; that animal cock pushing deep inside of her before ejaculating into her womb, filling her up until she felt warm juice pouring down her inner thighs.

As soon as she had stepped into the bedroom, Frank was on top of her again, roughly shoving her onto the bed and climbing on top of her. His strong hands forced her wrists against the mattress as he pushed his groin into hers and let her feel him become hard right away. Nora pretended to protest a bit at first, moving her lower body slightly so that Frank would really need to use all of his force to hold her down, but soon her resistance became more and more unbearable. She didn't resist the kisses that were showered upon her lips anymore; on the contrary, she began to kiss him back. His tongue invaded her mouth and caressed the roof of her oral cavern, exploring it as though it were virgin territory while his hips continued to press against hers in an attempt to push his penis even deeper between her legs. Nora began to moan softly, feeling the tip of her husband's enormous member slowly poking its way through her outer labia which was still wet with saliva from earlier when Frank had made her swallow him whole. Soon after that, she felt a finger sneak into her vaginal cavity followed shortly thereafter by two and three fingers simultaneously. They penetrated her easily enough but then he added another finger into the mix and tried to widen her entrance further. Nora screamed out in pleasure-pain as all six of Frank's thick digits were suddenly inserted into her pussy. The pain was nothing compared to how wonderful she felt, however, especially when the hand started thrusting inside of her, fingering her deeply while also massaging her G spot. She let out a scream of pure ecstasy and closed her eyes as an orgasm washed over her entire body...and they had not even begun properly fucking yet! As he took off her clothes, he said softly: "Now it's my turn to give you a surprise".

He picked up his trousers and fished something out of the pocket, holding it behind his back so that I could only imagine what was in store for me. When he produced an object from behind his back, my excitement was instantly replaced by uncertainty and some anxiety, because what lay there was no mere dildo, but rather a massive strap-on dildo! The thing had to be at least eight inches long and maybe four inches wide. The shape wasn't like that of normal penises either; instead it resembled an enormous torpedo. I was shocked by this discovery, especially considering that I hadn't given him permission to go buy one. Nevertheless, here it was now, right in front of me with Frank looking like a small child showing off a new toy, waiting for me to comment on its magnificence. He continued stroking me gently as he said: "Would you like us to use this together?" "W..What do you mean?" I asked hesitantly while continuing to eye the phallus in question skeptically. It was certainly large enough but would I really like using such a thing? My mind seemed to answer this question with an emphatic yes while my heart felt like it might jump out of my chest from sheer anticipation alone. Frank continued speaking, obviously noticing how nervous I felt about the idea, even though outwardly I appeared calm and collected (or at least I hoped so anyway). "I mean would you like us using this strap-on dildo." he suggested as if this was somehow normal talk between lovers...

As Frank spoke, the enormity of the situation started sinking into my head and suddenly everything fell into place. The reason why he had wanted me dressed up nicely, why he had chosen that restaurant, the flowers, the romantic music playing softly in the background – it all made sense now. Of course, we were going to fuck! Obviously this evening's proceedings had been carefully planned beforehand down to the last detail and although I felt flattered to be included in his plans without having done anything whatsoever to warrant it, I also felt slightly apprehensive too. Would I disappoint him? I knew how much effort he put into these things and now he'd gone and bought this huge fucking strap-on as well....

"You'll need to make me come first" I said nervously as if daring him to take me up on my offer. His eyes flashed lustfully in response to my challenge as he leant over to kiss me deeply and passionately again, before pulling away slightly and whispering huskily in my ear: "I already intend to fuck you tonight darling." His words sent a delicious shiver coursing through me as his hands went back to work undoing my blouse buttons so that soon the garment came away completely revealing my white lace bra underneath which contained my small pert breasts. He wasted no time removing the garment from around my shoulders leaving them bare save for the thin straps supporting each bra cup. With nimble fingers he undid my pants and within seconds those too had been removed exposing the matching white panties to match. Before I knew it his mouth was trailing kisses down between my breasts while his hands caressed my soft skin causing goosebumps to erupt where ever he touched. He took one of my hardened nipples into his mouth sucking gently causing my breath catch slightly as sparks of electricity seemed to travel straight towards my clit causing it to tingle intensely...

Nora Barker awoke on the morning of her birthday feeling restless and agitated. Her fantasy was finally becoming real. The wooden harness she had paid so much for was already erected inside the horse barn with Masterson Mistler making final adjustments to its position on top of the special platform. She didn't know quite why she'd chosen the horse barn or Lightning her daughter's favorite animal; perhaps because this way, if something went wrong, she'd be the only one who would die. Although she knew that she wanted Lightning to mount her there still remained an element of doubt. In her dreams it had always been easy; Lightning had mounted her willingly, without coercion but she knew that once he saw her in that contraption that wouldn't be the case. He'd have to be tied down securely in order for the fantasy to work. But what if something did go wrong. What if the leather straps snapped free of the wooden cross pieces when he began bucking beneath her. It was dangerous what she was doing even though it had not escaped her that some sort of perverse punishment lay hidden behind the dream; but whatever the reason was why she could not love like normal women it didn't matter now. All she really cared about was satisfying herself, fulfilling this need that was gnawing away inside of her. Her eyes went wide and her breathing became erratic when she thought of all the men that were going to use her later today; how she'd be passed around from one man to another with each of their thick cocks pistoning inside of her while they pumped themselves dry deep inside her hot, tight pussy...

Melanie awoke before dawn with the familiar dream fresh in her mind. She could tell by the sun just beginning to peek through the window blinds that she'd slept much longer than usual. Usually at this hour she was riding her beloved Lightning; galloping him across the plains with her hair flying and her legs wrapped tightly around his muscular body as her hands firmly clutched the reins...But today was her eighteenth birthday and although she'd never told anyone, she would no longer be a virgin. In fact she'd planned the whole thing out and made sure that all of the men came at once so that when the last of them pulled his cock free from her sopping gash she could immediately jump onto Lightning. She wanted them all to watch her mount the animal after taking the twelve cocks of some of the town's finest boys. She wasn't particularly picky when it came to who she let deflower her for the simple reason that none of the local boys had ever aroused any kind of sexual desire in her and truthfully she doubted whether a real live cock inside of her warm body would bring the feelings that fantasizing about Lightning's massive member brought her. That's why she had chosen to let the twelve best-endowed boys have her; because even though she didn't feel anything special for any of them individually she certainly was excited at the thought of having one enormous, rock-hard cock after another stretching her tiny hole over and over until finally all of the pent-up passions that filled her up for so long exploded into a fiery inferno that she knew was going to consume every inch of her. She loved Lightning desperately but now it was time for the real world to make itself felt. And that meant finding the one human being on earth who could give her what he couldn't. As she lay in her bed she felt a strong tingling sensation running through her body. She knew it was coming from her hungry love box that now burned for fulfillment.

She reached a hand between her creamy thighs and lightly brushed her hot pussy. It felt good but didn't seem to touch the source of her arousal. She pushed deeper and felt her middle finger brush against her burning clit. Now she was starting to feel better but something seemed to be missing. She wondered if a nice hot bath might make things feel better but decided to give it another try. She rubbed her little button furiously making sure to squeeze both her tits at the same time. Her eyes flew open in ecstasy as the intense feelings continued to build throughout her trembling body. Finally she could take it no more and shoved two fingers deep into her gushing hole.

"OOOOOOOOHHHHH FUUUCK YEESSSSSS!"

The instant she was inside she came with a fury that almost made her pass out. But it wasn't enough to satisfy her and before her orgasm had a chance to die down she began slamming in and out of herself as hard as she possibly could. The sound of her sticky, sopping gash sucking on her long thrusting fingers and her ragged breathing soon filled the room as she drove herself ever closer to oblivion. When it came, she came like nothing else that had ever happened in her entire life. It started deep within her soul and ripped through every fiber of her being as if she were going to explode from the intense pleasure that had built up within her overflowing soul. And the moment that explosive release came she screamed like nothing ever heard before and passed out on her bed while her legs shook spasmodically like a rabid animal.

Lightning trotted into the stables as he did every night for the evening feed. As Masterson walked up behind him his eyes widened in shock and fear at the sheer enormity of his cock. Nora's eyes widened as well when she saw the mammoth stallion in the flesh for the first time. She took in his magnificent cock, the way it pulsated with sexual excitement. The way his giant nutsack throbbed with each heartbeat. A thin layer of pre-cum leaked down onto the straw covered floor, making Lightning let out an impatient neigh. With each second that ticked by it became harder and harder to contain himself. He stomped his foot, ready to be taken out into the forest to mate, but Masterson held the reins tight. The young boy couldn't help but shiver as he imagined Lightning ramming his monstrous cock into a woman's pussy... Nora slowly backed away towards the door leading to her harness as she stared at the magnificent member throbbing before her very eyes. This was it, this is what she had been waiting for all this time. To finally experience the pleasure she only dared dream of before now, the feeling of having such a massive member inside her. The young boy looked on helplessly, unable to stop her.

"Miss Barker!" She glanced back and gasped, but before he could say any more she pulled down her pants and panties. Her pussy was soaking wet with anticipation and it glistened in the moonlight shining through the stable doors. Without hesitation, she bent over against one of the many beams holding up the roof of the barn, and spread her legs wide. In the position she was in, it was quite easy to reach her dripping wet cunt. While fingering herself furiously with her right hand, her left rubbed her clitoris. A small pool began forming underneath her from how wet she was. With a lustful grin she bit her lower lip, moaning loudly with pleasure and began yelling out, "fuck me! Fuck me with that huge horse cock of yours, fuck me Lightning! Give me your seed you majestic stud! FUCK ME HARD AND CUM DEEP INSIDE MY TIGHT PUSSY!! I NEED YOU SO BADLY IT HURTS!" All Masterson could do was stare helplessly at the scene before him. His jaw dropped as he watched her masturbating in front of his beloved stallion.

A sudden wave of emotion overcame Lightning. He couldn't take anymore! Not even thinking, he let out an aggressive neigh, stomping on the ground several times while thrashing wildly against his restraints. Nora giggled excitedly. This was it! He was about to take her!! Quickly she took off her shirt, exposing her breasts to the cold night air. It sent shivers throughout her body, especially in between her thighs where her pussy throbbed harder than ever. Masterson looked away embarrassed. Even though he was only 19 years old, he knew that what he was seeing wasn't right. And yet...something about it intrigued him; it aroused him. His own manhood started to stir as Nora continued to play with herself right in front of him! He tried ignoring it but found himself peeking every now again from under his eyelids, secretly watching the action unfold before him. "Please Lighting! Please give me your cum!!!" She yelled out in desperation; panting heavily now after having cum several times already. Lightning let out a final fierce neigh then came shooting his thick, white sticky seed all over her backside, covering both ass cheeks with semen before finally finishing.

As soon as Lightning came all over her skin, Nora immediately fell forwards onto the floor, landing face first inside her own mess with exhaustion. She rolled around inside of it for several seconds before crawling forward away from the goo. After managing to stand back up somehow, Nora wiped her eyes clean with one arm before turning around towards her lover. She stood there looking directly into Lightning's bright blue eyes, grinning like crazy at his beautiful image. "Oh thank you Lightning! Thank you so much!!" She told him happily while embracing him tightly around his neck, burying her nose into his shoulder and breathing deeply in his scent. Her nipples grazed against his fur as she pushed deeper against him until they felt wet against each other's skins from their sweat. She pressed her whole chest against him causing goose bumps to spread across both their bodies; sending waves of euphoric energy flowing through them. Neither one could speak during this time, only moan softly together while enjoying their moment together. When it ended, however, they both broke apart reluctantly before stepping apart again. Both pairs of eyes stared intensely at each other as the lovers said goodbye for now...until tomorrow. Finally breaking away completely, Nora picked her clothes up off the floor, put them back on, and walked past Masterson without a word being spoken between them. After leaving the room, she headed straight outside where she climbed into her car, drove home safely, took a hot shower, and went right to sleep that night dreaming only happy dreams filled with love for her beautiful horse lover.

The next morning when he arrived at the stables, Masterson couldn't help noticing something different about Lightning that made him feel slightly uncomfortable again; almost scared even. Not only did the stallion seem very alert today unlike yesterday afternoon, but also there appeared to be a noticeable glint of lust shining brightly within those familiar blue irises. As if sensing something nearby, Lightning slowly turned towards his owner/master as the two locked stares intensely once more, neither saying anything verbally at first. For several seconds they stared silently at each other, both thinking similar thoughts simultaneously regarding themselves...and sex. Finally speaking in an unsteady tone, Nora asked her companion questioningly, "Lightning? What is wrong?" At first not understanding what she meant, the animal cocked its head quizzically, still staring directly into his mistress' face. Then realizing what she must have meant by asking such a silly question like that, the horse suddenly gave a soft nicker while nodding enthusiastically while answering her back with another silent 'yes', indicating exactly how much he truly cared deeply about Nora since day one...ever since becoming acquainted. It made perfect sense why she'd think that he'd feel differently towards herself considering everything that has happened recently between them recently too during these last few days leading up towards today alone especially; making today's special occasion extra memorable besides as well! And yet, here now was Lightning acting extremely affectionate toward Nora in spite of recent events occurring prior which were entirely outside of their usual routines, showing that there had never been any hard feelings held on either part. Just pure love & compassion. This fact touched the girl dearly more than anything else possibly could've ever managed to accomplish, filling her heart with joy beyond compare. The feeling made her whole body shiver with delight instantly sending goose bumps racing across every inch of exposed flesh upon contact. She could literally feel herself melting inside because of such tenderness expressed through actions instead words spoken aloud verbally speaking out loud. Finally breaking eye contact for momentary relief momentarily granted allowing chance needed breathe deeply once again normally without fear returning unexpectedly again later unexpectedly appearing unexpectedly reappearing unexpectedly reappearing unexpectedly returning suddenly unexpectedly rearing up threateningly unexpectedly unexpectedly rising menacingly threateningly unexpectedly rising viciously violently angrily ferociously suddenly unexpectedly appearing unexpectedly threateningly suddenly viciously attacking viciously assaulting viciously lashing violently savagely viciously viciously maliciously violently maliciously savagely viciously maliciously suddenly striking unexpectedly attacking viciously wildly viciously aggressively viciously mercilessly cruelly viciously maliciously viciously malevolently savagely cruelly viciously fiercely viciously voraciously ferociously crazed uncontrollably wild insane frenzied mad crazy psychopathic maniacal animalistic fiendish insatiable hungry beast hungry monster ravenous beast feral devil incarnate demonic creature Satan himself! All four legs came crashing downwards directly smack dab onto unsuspecting targets laying helplessly immobile directly underneath awaiting death blows coming fast directly headed straight towards heads lying stationary motionless resting stationary prostrate prone supine prone submissively vulnerable ready prey waiting eagerly awaiting prey eagerly anticipating feeding time eagerly hungering desperately eager starving hungry frantic desperate voracious appetite growing voracious ravenously voraciously voracious voracity overwhelming voracity ravenousness voracity insatiability inexhaustibility gluttonousness endless appetite bottomless pits insatiable desire insatiable lust unquenchable thirst unsated desires unsatiated hungers unending needs constant cravings continual demands unceasing wants insatiable appetites unending starvation uncontrollable longing uncontainable longings uncontrollable urge uncontrollable urges uncontrollable compulsions insatiable desires constantly craving ceaseless appetites insatiable passions insatiable hunger unremitting famishing hunger unslakable thirsts forever thirsty forever wanting unappeasable lusts endless cravings never satisfied insatiable wants everlasting hungers perpetual hungriness eternal cravings infinite hunger boundless appetites unending cravings incessant yearnings uninterrupted pangs continuous gnawing at the stomach unintermittent yearnings endless wantoness insatiable rapaciousness unending cravings perpetual lusts interminable cravings constant hungers everlasting desires relentless needs boundless greed boundless covetousness infinite greed insatiable greed endlessly greedy greed-fiends voracity for human flesh voracity for blood incessant lust for blood never-ending love of blood. There was no denying her any longer and the moment was upon us. I would have to come face to face with what I had secretly always desired but dared not admit to myself or to anyone else. It was only in the deepest part of my dreams, when I was asleep, did I allow that secret desire into the center of my thinking. The other two men would know the truth soon enough about him. In a sense there was no choice in the matter; I would have to let those feelings flow freely. It was then when we entered the barn that something happened. The air was cool and fragrant, and I could feel all my senses heightening inside me. For a moment everything appeared sharper and more clear than I could ever remember it before. Something had just shifted itself inside me, opened itself up. That something began to glow. My body felt very warm as we made our way in that direction toward where he was. As we came closer I could feel something deep and mysterious awakening inside of me. We turned into the corridor and his stall came into view. When my eyes lit on him I got the shock of my life. Lightning was in full arousal, his mammoth member standing erect at least six inches out from its sheath. When he saw me his cock surged forward an extra inch. I was dumbfounded by what had just happened but I could feel myself reacting to it with my own sexual organ becoming taut and firm. There was something so magical about his aroused stance that it made my knees go weak as they became wet with my pussy juice. Never in my life did I experience a stronger sensation that was sexual. I had the feeling that we were going to enter into a pact together and there would be nothing that anyone could do about it. I never dreamed that my plan would reach such fulfillment as I now gazed upon him with a new understanding. It took all of my inner strength and courage to keep my legs from buckling beneath me as the sensations flooded through me. But I would have to take this further than just seeing the beast and admiring its beauty. The others might not like the idea. In fact they probably wouldn't. I could get them to do it though, I knew I could. What had just happened to me seemed so right and natural, but maybe to some others, particularly those who didn't understand these things, it might seem odd or wrong. But I understood and if they weren't open to my ways that was their problem, not mine. Lightning's lustful behavior had caused them both to look down toward his belly and stare at the massive throbbing organ hanging out of its sheath. A thick glob of precum juice welled up out of its bulbous head and dropped off onto the floor of the stall with a loud splat. This seemed to break them out of their spell of fascination with his giant erection. When Nora raised up her gaze she looked squarely into her daughter's face to see the same expression of awe and amazement there too. This made her wonder.

When we left the barn together and walked in silence for a bit she finally broke the ice. "Honey, can I ask you something." Melanie looked puzzled. "Sure mommy, you know I always love to talk with you. What is it?" "Your father is going to be away for several days on business beginning tomorrow evening. Since you've been gone for a month would you like to cook dinner for your mother and serve her by candle light as you have so often done for me before?" "Of course mommy," the girl replied, "I'll even draw your bath for you afterwards and give you a little back rub while you soak." The two girls held hands in their walk home as if this was an unusual request by her mother and needed more explaining to it, but that was only a ruse to distract the younger woman's thoughts. What Nora needed to know now was where Melanie's mind really was. For all she knew her daughter might not find her proposal at all unusual because of her strong connection to the stallion. She could almost swear by the intense look of lust she saw in Melanie's eyes while she stood petrified by the sight of the beast's immense phallus that it wasn't only desire for her stallion but also for herself and what she wanted to do for her mother that she found appealing. The older woman tried her best to sound as innocent as possible when she asked, "And I'd love if you could stay the night with me afterwards too, sweetheart, would that be okay?" "That would be lovely," Melanie assured her, "there are so many wonderful things about the estate that I've missed and one of them is sleeping next to mommy again in our big bed."

They had reached their bedroom wing at this point so Nora thought it best to drop her inquiry since Melanie seemed genuinely happy with the idea of doing some cooking, drawing a bath and giving her mother a backrub and then having dinner served by candlelight followed by snuggling in bed afterward. If she could get her into a sexually charged mood through this arrangement, her mother considered, the seduction would not only be that much easier but she'd already be lubricated in anticipation when she took Honey on top of her wooden stallion harness which Masterson Mistler constructed for her according to specifications. They both retired early that evening because both were exhausted and wanted to sleep for what remained of the day in order to enjoy each other's company that night.

Nora set her plan for the next evening into motion while Mr. Barker ate breakfast and Melanie was still upstairs asleep in bed. She wanted to put everything together without Melanie seeing the preparations so they wouldn't spoil the surprise she was planning for her later when Mr. Barker was on his way out of town for two days on business. Once the servants understood what she intended to do and began to help with the preparations they thought the idea very romantic and went along with it although many were concerned how young Miss Melanie was going to respond when the real motive behind this romantic setting became clear later. In order to have a good reason for asking her daughter to cook dinner for her this evening after Mr. Barker departed and also in case she was hungry after making love to Honey she decided to have her favorite lamb dish prepared for the evening. Nora sent the butcher into town that morning to select a choice lamb which she instructed him to have butchered by one o'clock when she could prepare it herself with special seasonings. Meanwhile Masterson Mistler built a fire in the stone hearth at the center of the kitchen where the spit stand had been erected and the wood placed in order for her to make an early start on cooking the lamb for dinner that evening. Mr. Barker spent most of the morning away from the house visiting friends in town and doing his banking business but promised to return home by one o'clock before he headed off again in his carriage towards the railroad station where his train was departing promptly at two o'clock bound for Chicago. When the butcher returned with the small choice lamb for the dinner she chose that afternoon she prepared it with a special blend of spices such as sage, marjoram, mint and oregano. Then she had Masterson set up a tray on the stone table for her where she could carve off portions of the lamb while standing beside the fire as it roasted over the burning coals of the flames that danced and crackled around the large spit that held the lamb as it slowly cooked until ready. She also instructed Masterson to arrange two silver trays for serving the meal with all the dishes, plates and eating utensils required in proper order on the table as well as another tray containing glasses, silverware, linen napkins folded and cups for serving tea later that afternoon or if Melanie wished she could have something stronger than tea after dinner perhaps even champagne or port wine depending upon how the evening's events unfolded from this point forward since at this time only she and Melanie knew about the real reason why they were having such an extravagant dinner together tonight without Mr. Barker present. The main part of the meal would be the roasted leg of lamb which could feed four people easily because it weighed several pounds after cooking time had finished plus there was also roast potatoes, turnips and sweet peas already cleaned with all items prepared except sliced tomatoes which Masterson would slice fresh just before serving while Nora checked on other preparations for later this evening including lighting candles throughout both kitchens including both hearths so when dusk began to fall outside windows lit brightly inside each room making visible everything around them including those involved in whatever activity took place during dinner or afterword if all went well according to plan so far which seemed positive based on events happening right now as these words are written down here while being spoken by myself while watching Nora Barker cook the lamb roast over open flame with fire coming out both sides between two wooden sticks supporting heavy metal rods holding meat up high above burning logs beneath roaring orange yellow blaze filling hot air swirling around inside room filled heat sweat dripping down forehead stinging eyes making tears flow faster than usual making face glow pink red colour flushed warm cheeks reddening bright shiny skin glistening wetness sticking hair clinging tightly soaked tight bodice clothing stuck damp sticky against body feeling uncomfortable wearing such clothing underneath burning heat pouring onto backside causing intense discomfort standing too long beside fireplace waiting patiently awaiting signal telling when time comes stop cooking finish meal serve table wait further instructions remain close nearby just in case call needed help carrying stuff back forth through narrow hallway connecting both ends rooms upstairs downstairs between basements larders pantries where food stored prepared kept cool dry safe locked securely protected always guarded constantly watched closely monitored continuously supervised diligently guarded kept locked away forever hidden hidden secrets known only certain individuals trusted implicitly fully committed totally dedicated utterly faithful absolutely reliable totally trustworthy honest sincere loyal devoted faithful trustworthy trustworthy trustworthy absolutely always completely absolutely totally utterly trustworthy 100% trustworthy never lie cheat steal break promises make false claims pretend deceive mislead hoodwink hoodwink dupe delude swindle scam con trick dupes gullible suckers chumps fools naive innocent unknowingly ignorant dumb stupid naive foolish nieve dumbshits stupid assdumbs stupid morons dummy-dumbs dummies brainless idiots dumbfucks dipshits moronic retards stupid imbecile morons nitwits dimwits dullards halfwits doofuses boneheads blockheads numbskulls dunces twits twats knuckleheads numbnuts goobers knuckle-draggers knuckle-scrapers headbangers skullfuckers skull-fucks skul fuck skull fuck skull fuck skull fuck skull fuck skull fuck 81733

Nora Barker had stripped herself of all garments and Masterson could see that her blond bush was saturated in her dripping desire.

Her skin glowed in perspiration. She was breathing heavily. She turned to the stallion and looked it squarely in the eye and commanded, "mount!"

Masterson brought Lightning up to the side of the contraption where he fitted Nora inside. The horse was very calm throughout this process.

Nora's pussy began to tingle as the stallion entered into her. At first nothing happened. It took time for her body to get used to the mammoth organ.

Then slowly she could feel Lightning's hot blood rush through his veins to its massive head. Its head began to swell in girth until it felt like a huge log inside her.

As Lightning grew erect so did Nora's lustful fantasies. It made her feverish with passion, thinking about the act that would soon come to pass.

Suddenly all her senses were alive. There was a scent of fear in the air. But it had a sexual odor to it which inflamed her desire all the more.

Lightning felt her body become even more inflamed in response to the tightening squeeze around his thick cock.

His thrust became slower and deeper. Nora couldn't contain herself. Her hips were rising in rhythm with each plunge.

Her orgasm exploded through her whole being as a huge wave. Then without warning, Nora Barker's heart jumped suddenly and gave one great beat.

But there was something about her smile that made him shudder as she died. Her death seemed to come almost as quickly as the massive orgasm.

Melanie had tried everything possible to make herself sleep. But since the night when Lightning had whinnied for the first time at his young mistress, she had not gotten a sound sleep.

When she finally gave up her attempts at slumber she pulled on her jeans and t-shirt, put on her riding boots and started to walk down the path toward Lightning's stall.

Her legs had no feeling in them as they moved automatically toward their goal. It was as if someone else were controlling her motions and she was just a helpless bystander.

Slowly her trancelike state melted away as she drew near her lover's quarters and she began to regain her sense of reality.

But a certain part of her fantasy persisted. She still was imagining herself reaching underneath him and grasping the massive cock and bringing it into position inside her hot little cunt.

This fantasy was an image she carried constantly about with her even while awake.

So when she approached Lightning's stall and the scent of his cologne filled her nostrils it sent her head into a feverish pitch of swooning desire.

"Lightning, my darling boy."

She spoke aloud so as to be overheard by anyone in the stables, if there was anyone left other than Masterson Mistler who had left several minutes earlier.

Masterson felt terrible about what he knew he would be required to do at that nightfall, but there was nothing else he could do.

As long as her father, and the other servants of the stable, had gone for the night he decided to pay a quick visit to his young mistress Melanie.

He walked over to the fence where she sat and took in the view of the beautiful girl while she leaned against the wooden barrier oblivious to her surroundings.

"Penny for your thoughts, honey?"

"Oh Masterson! Oh thank goodness it's you. I've been sitting here for two hours thinking about Lightning. And this terrible thing I'm being forced to do."

"Are you really going to do it?"

"I have to. I cannot explain it, except to tell you that it's my only chance to be happy, ever."

"Is it worth killing yourself for, Melanie."

"Yes it is. But it won't be easy. I love Lightning so much, Masterson. Why do they say things about us? It doesn't make sense. Do I seem evil to you?"

"Evil? No, of course not. If anything, your beauty seems angelic, divine even. My concern lies in whether you understand what you're doing. Your father's horse is dangerous, unpredictable, as everyone knows. He nearly killed his last two riders before he was brought here. That's why your father put him with Lightning, he hoped they would become friends."

"He does want me to ride Lightning, but not like this, never like this. He wants me to forget about my precious stallion. The only way to avoid that is through this sordid ritual. Believe me I thought long and hard about it, but my only choice is to do this. And if you don't help me I'll have to do it without you. If that's the case then I would die. It has to be Lightning, no other will do."

When Melanie said this Masterson sensed all her passion and need. Her devotion to Lightning had become a religion for her, he could see that plainly enough.

His own love for her was so powerful that he could not refuse to do this, however much he wanted to.

"I'm sorry, Melanie. It's just that..."

"Please, Masterson. Say you'll do this for me."

"I'll do it, of course I will."

Her body went limp and her breath came heavily and she looked at him with the face of pure gratitude.

A few months later when Masterson Mistler was lying in jail having been sentenced to fifteen years for assisting in the death of his mistress Melanie Barker, he would curse the day he first laid eyes upon her.

Melanie was excited at the prospect of a birthday gift that would surely surpass all others. When she returned home she ran inside and called for her father.

There was no answer. She went to the stable and found her father feeding the horses carrots from a small leather bag he carried around.

Lightning nuzzled over and bit Franklin in the shoulder as the stallion ate out the last of the tasty treats from his hand.

Franklin looked hurt for a moment from Lightning's playful bite and rubbed his arm and shoulder until he had massaged away the pain.

Melanie laughed out loud from her father's funny act with his favorite steed.

"Why do you treat him so, father. It almost looks like he's hurting you."

Franklin gave his daughter a wry smile. He loved the way Lightning and Melanie played their innocent game together. He also sensed the deeper truth underlying their antics.

"There is something about that horse. We were friends before I even laid eyes on him. He comes up to me in the morning when he's hungry and nudges me with his nose until I give him a treat."

"You're spoiling him again aren't you father. You do it with all your favorite horses."

She ran up and threw her arms around Lightning's neck. His tail swished through the air as they continued their game.

Suddenly the playful stallion bit Franklin squarely on the shoulder. There was an angry look in his eyes as he chewed.

Franklin laughed loudly and gave a little shout of mock pain. Melanie looked into Lightning's dark-gray eyes trying to see if she could read his thoughts.

His deep orbs told her nothing and yet they also said everything. She wanted so desperately to know what was on his mind.

There were so many times when he would look into her eyes. It was like he could see through them directly into her heart.

He always seemed to know how she felt. She wondered about that. Could a horse actually sense things in humans.

The more she thought about it the more sense it made. The bond between them had become something that was very strong.

He knew how she was feeling even before she did. That kind of understanding wasn't easily explainable.

She remembered riding him last Saturday near dusk. There had been no moon out and it had been quite dark.

It was during that time of day, when the heat from the sun had gone down and there was a hint of freshness in the air, that he liked to come nuzzle her window.

The soft neigh coming out of his open nostrils would penetrate through to her ears and pierce through her very soul.

Melanie would always leave a small gap between the window screen and the actual window so Lightning could peer in from his high vantage point.

She could tell that he wanted something more from her. What exactly it was she couldn't decide.

Perhaps it had something to do with their closeness when she would take him for a ride in the countryside or on the sandy beach.

When they were out alone together, in the open country without prying eyes, there were times when the passion he stirred in her would drive her mad with desire.

The feeling came upon her when the two of them would be racing at full gallop through the open fields. She would be holding fast to him.

His body would tense up under the power of his exertions. Every muscle would bulge into taut definition.

He was so big, strong and powerful. The mere thought of his magnificent stallion cock drove her wild.

She knew in her heart that she should not indulge in these fantasies but she couldn't help herself.

Even though she tried to explain them away as a mere whimsy she still felt compelled to satisfy this burning desire she had deep inside her loins.

When the dream overtook her once again, a vision that seemed to recur almost nightly ever since that first one, the glass bubble would materialize once more before her eyes.

The colors burst out with a sudden brilliance and the same gaping circular opening appeared again. This time, however, it seemed to call to her.

Her gaze was irresistibly drawn to its beckoning aura. It sucked her into the celestial orb with an almost magnetic force.

Lightning plodded through the gap that parted before their eyes. They entered into the dome but this time the image was different.

They were in the countryside and everything around them shimmered with the luster of precious stones.

She did not notice her nakedness this time or even consider how she arrived in this world. She only knew that something strange had taken over her consciousness and that she had been caught up in it.

Then the circular opening appeared in front of them. It was not as large as it was in the dream before.

But instead of spinning it began to slowly open into a large circular gap. A shape began to materialize in its center.

Gradually the edges of the apparition solidified into a definite form. Then she recognized it.

It was Lightning. She knew it had to be a duplicate of him. The image had formed itself out of the swirling mass of light in a perfect likeness of her wonderful stallion.

It had to be an optical illusion created by the dazzling effects of the rotating aura and the colorful bursts surrounding them.

How long she gazed at his magnificent beauty she never could recall. But she awoke with the realization that they were drawing closer to the apparition.

Lightning would not stop moving forward no matter how much Melanie pulled at his reins.

When the two of them were within three feet of the opening she could make out a strange design forming in it.

The form grew larger and finally took a definite shape. When Melanie realized what she was seeing it frightened her to the core.

There in front of her eyes stood a likeness of Lightning. It looked so real but something was different about it.

He looked just as good as the real thing, as though it had been made exactly for her fantasy needs.

She turned toward the real horse who stood still next to the mirage. How was it possible that a likeness of the animal could appear in its aura?

She was mesmerized by the vision until the sound of Masterson moving things about in order to fit the wooden construction outside brought her back from her trance.

How the man had constructed such a thing so fast and managed to get away with it astounded her.

But she didn’t dwell long on the matter before turning back to the marvel in front of her and touching it gingerly.

Nora could not tell whether she felt soft fur or a stiff leathery skin as her fingers stroked its flanks.

She couldn't be sure but she imagined that it was the soft skin of a horse. For the briefest of moments she feared it would move and start galloping through the countryside.

The feeling was quickly stifled as she regained control over her senses. There was too much at stake here for her to lose her resolve now.

The harness stood solid and firm, made of strong wood and covered with some kind of hide. In its shape she could make out its likeness as the figure of a stallion.

Its forelegs were tied in an erect position, its back bowed out and ready to take the weight of her body. She could clearly see its rump raised in the air by way of the wooden frame beneath the hide.

A pair of reins dangled from the sides of its head and she used these to steady herself as she crawled upon them toward the center of its back.

Her heart beat furiously. The anticipation that had built up over the past weeks finally reached a crescendo now that the thing was ready.

The platform underneath where the horse would straddle during the sordid act she noticed was filled with downy softness.

That would be important in the climax when the mighty thrusts would cause her whole body to bounce from side to side like a ragdoll.

Nora was not a stupid woman. She knew exactly what would happen once she mounted the beast.

She would get his raging cock, which Masterson Mistler measured in at two-foot long by three inches thick, lodged inside her cunt.

Then he would begin to plunge it in and out of her tight little hole. This would be accompanied by such powerful thrusts that her insides would get all bruised and battered.

And she was ready to let the massive stud animal fuck her to death. That was why she wanted to have an assistant there to help her out in the event that something unforeseen should happen.

If Lightning was so horny from pent-up frustration and sexual desire that he wouldn't stop even if the pain was too excruciating for her she would need a helping hand to pull her free.

That's where Masterson Mistler came in. He would be the saving grace during the climax of her sordid lovemaking.

Nora was very excited when she thought of this plan. It pleased her because now it could make sure that her fantasies were realized as she wished.

The following two days dragged on forever for Nora. She tried to fill her time with reading and various chores. But all of her efforts failed to stave off the longing anticipation growing within her.

This feeling would grow unbearably heavy upon her mind at certain points until her patience became severely taxed. Then the feeling would pass and her mood would brighten considerably.

When those two days finally passed she breathed a sigh of relief. Her fantasy was coming true at last.

It was a lovely cool morning when he made his way back into that shady part of the backyard, behind the tool shed, where the sun had never penetrated its rays.

There he made his way to the front door of the building while keeping watch for anyone who might be around.

When he got to the door he peered inside. For a moment his vision clouded up from the heat being generated by the furnace inside the windowless building.

Then his eyes cleared and he saw Nora Barker sitting atop of her wooden mount. She wore a black negligee that was cut very low and showed off her cleavage to full advantage.

Her feet were placed against the lever which moved the piston that would slowly thrust her toward the cock she so eagerly longed for.

The look of passion in her eyes was so overwhelmingly obvious that Masterson Mistler knew in his heart that he could do nothing to stop her from her lustful pursuits.

He closed the door slowly to leave the lady to her devotions undisturbed. There was still one small detail that needed ironing out.

There were three horses he was given to select from. The first he rejected instantly because the animal had been known for being wild and ungovernable.

Next, there was Lightning. He was ruled out of the choice immediately by Mr. Barker. Melanie would be heartbroken if she lost him, and so would her father.

Then there was the last horse. It was named Thunder. He was a beautiful jet-black stallion with a fine strong body.

He was only fourteen hands tall but his spirit was fierce and proud. When they walked together across the pasture he could feel the power of his muscles as the horse proudly pranced.

When the time came around the following day Nora told her daughter about her fantasy. She explained it to Melanie with the greatest of detail so that she would not be left in any doubt as to what it involved.

Melanie listened intently to the sordid tale without interruption or complaint. When she was done with her narration Nora waited for Melanie to make some kind of response, but when she didn't she finally asked Melanie a question.

"So tell me what you think about it. Don't you find it a bit strange."

Melanie pondered a moment before she answered.

"If I said no I would be lying. But you have given me much to think about. Perhaps I will come to a decision that is different from how I feel at first."

The following night Melanie lay in bed thinking about her mother's unusual story. Her mind raced in so many directions that it gave her a splitting headache.

She couldn't fall asleep so she rose out of her comfortable bed and padded barefoot downstairs to get herself something cold to drink.

When she went into the kitchen she poured a tall glass of cool water. It was a clear, starry night. There were only clouds to obscure the moon.

From where she stood in the middle of the huge kitchen the view from the windows allowed her a grand sight of the pasture behind their house.

On clear nights like this one she always kept an eye on Lightning as he grazed on the long blades of lush green grass.

Now he had his head down feeding but at that moment he suddenly raised his majestic head up to catch her eye.

It looked as if he was waiting for her signal. Was it possible? Did he know it was her? Did he know her so well that he sensed she would come outside to watch him that night?

When Melanie gazed into his deep, dark eyes it made her weak in the knees. She grabbed onto the ledge of the window frame to keep herself from falling.

Involuntarily she brought a hand up to her large bosom and rested it above her heart. The beating heart thumped beneath the surface of her fingertips.

At least Lightning had sensed her presence. It proved some kind of connection existed between them that extended beyond the normal realm of man and animal.

But that was an idea only expressed in dreams. There was no scientific basis to support this premise. Yet as sure as she stood there he sensed her.

It was almost as if he was trying to talk to her in their own, private way of communicating with each other.

Now the dream came back so fiercely that she thought her heart might explode inside of her breast.

He whinnied again, this time with such ferocity that his neigh seemed to pierce the thin skin between reality and her dream world.

She rushed to the window and peered down into the meadow to where her beloved Lightning was grazing.

There she stood in the pale white light of the full moon watching his beautiful body. She knew there was no turning back now.

Lightning did not just call out to her, he beckoned her to come to him. As sure as the night would fade into morning he wanted to be with her.

Now there was no room for doubt, not after Masterson had constructed the wooden apparatus to make her fantasy reality.

All doubt and shame was gone now. There were only two things left: the dream and her devotion to its fulfillment.

A feeling came over her, a warmness from somewhere far off she could not quite make out. A power came pulsing through her being.

Her eyes grew wide and her face became hot and flushed. Her heart pounded with a tremendous force that nearly took her breath away.

For the briefest moment she could see herself mounted and fucked by the mighty stallion as sure as it had happened already.

Masterson had no choice but to obey his mistress. His duty compelled him to comply. When he left he had agreed to meet her the next day to carry out her final instructions.

She would give him a list of provisions they needed to purchase and where to buy them at the exact moment of their departure.

Melanie could see by her father’s expression when she entered the room that night for dinner that he wasn't himself.

He was quiet, moody; she noticed that his brow furrowed even more than normal. He didn’t quite seem to be paying attention.

The food tasted good but she couldn't enjoy it. Something was bothering him and she sensed that it was up to her to find out.

"Daddy, what's wrong."

"I'm sorry, my dear, I guess I just don't feel very well tonight. I'm afraid my appetite is lost to me this evening."

"Perhaps if I got the doctor..."

"No, please don't, it would only disturb him for no reason. I'll be fine in the morning, I just need rest that's all."

Her eyes were filled with concern but it did not penetrate her father's gloom. He seemed lost in himself this night, more than ever before.

Lightning had tried several times through his high-pitched whinny to break through Melanie's consciousness that he wanted something badly from her.

There was an urgent nature to his whinny this night and she was beginning to take notice of it. There was nothing wrong with his body from what she could tell.

But there was an obvious fever raging through her horse's mind. He wouldn't settle down and that worried her.

She didn't want to make much noise or bother anyone but it was getting close to dawn and she was running out of time.

She walked into the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water. The coldness refreshed her a bit but still would not quench her exhaustion.

For some reason she could not figure out; she didn't want to climb into bed until her stallion had settled down for the night.

A movement out of the corner of her eye attracted her gaze toward the window over the sink.

There was nothing outside to be seen except the pitch darkness. But she continued to stare out of the window for a while just watching the sky.

She began to lose consciousness and felt as though she might pass out. She had not slept properly for several days.

When she felt herself coming back to the real world she heard a whinny. It was Lightning, and she became aroused at its plaintive cry.

Something in the dream began to come back to her, something about her stallion being mounted by another horse.

In all the years they had been together, there were no other horses with Lightning and certainly no other stallions.

But there was something there, buried deep in her subconscious that began to make itself known when she thought of the idea of Lightning being mounted by a stud.

The idea frightened her when it came into her mind full force. Her first impulse was to push the fantasy away from her conscious thoughts.

But the idea would not leave her alone. It had been hidden from view and only made its way through to her active consciousness because the dream triggered it.

As hard as she tried to drive it back down she couldn't seem to let go of it. She lay in bed tossing and turning from side to side as her thoughts kept rehashing the idea over and over.

She thought of herself tied to the strange apparatus that was to be bolted against Lightning. Would he understand? Could he comprehend what was happening to his mistress?

Of course he couldn't understand. How could one explain to an animal something like this? But would he sense the tension building up in his mistress' body.

She tried to push these thoughts aside but they wouldn't be banished, wouldn't leave her alone. Was there anything left to try except for going through with the deed, the fantasy?

When he entered the barn to find Melanie in the stables Lightning immediately recognized him and made a soft snorting sound at his intrusion.

It didn't bother her though; she was far too lost in her own private reverie to hear him come in. She continued with the feeding.

Lightning stood patiently while she went about giving him his feed and the other animals in the stable theirs as well. When she finished she looked around. Masterson had not gone yet.

He just stood staring at the two of them with a blank look on his face. The sight of Lightning had triggered something in his mind.

Melanie could feel him begin to leave because it was such a clear, clean sensation. But she needed him to stay for a moment longer.

So she held onto his hand, as a friend or as a child would hold the hand of an adult, and tried to focus her thoughts into his head.

It was a little harder when she was using someone who wasn't so close to her. Their mental bond had to be stronger and that meant their minds had to have already been linked.

When Lightning made his way toward her and she knew instinctively where he was at, she knew she was in some way able to reach into the animal's brain and make the connection.

It would have to be strong enough. She hoped that her ability to get him to come toward her was a sign that her power was strong enough to connect with him now.

If she lost this last chance she had no doubt that all the dreams, fantasies, lust, desire and longing would never come to pass, especially since her father was sending her far away to a finishing school on the east coast.

Melanie stood near Lightning waiting for him to make the final effort towards her. There were several obstacles blocking his progress towards her but they would be overcome without hesitation once she reached out and touched his mind.

For years she had dreamed of the horse being naked underneath her. But in her vision they would not be riding.

It would only be his beautiful gray coat that would glisten and pulse in the moonlight as they made their way together in a secretive union across the grassy knoll of the moonlit plain.

Only in her dreams would they ride side by side on Lightning across the moon-drenched country, freeing their wild passions to express themselves in a joyful dance in harmony with the night sky.

If Masterson Mistler did not follow her orders it would mean the destruction of all her hopes.

The first step was to get him to bring the horse into position underneath the structure her father had designed for this exact purpose.

Melanie could feel herself getting faint just standing there knowing that the dream so long envisioned was now about to come true.

She turned away from him while walking up the four steps leading toward the platform and took the cloth covering off it.

Now there it lay before her naked and glistening and throbbing in the bright light of the workshop.

She reached out toward it in order to touch it. Masterson could see the lust that burned through her soul and how difficult it was for her to control her passions.

She stroked the polished wood gently. In some ways the texture was the same as a real cock but with others it felt totally different.

But none of those qualities mattered in the slightest because it was the size that impressed her. Its enormous girth thrilled her as did its length.

If she had been thinking more rationally at this point she would have remembered her own husband, Franklin Barker.

Their wedding night had not turned out to be so hot. But when he entered into her all those years ago his prick felt like the biggest thing ever created.

Yet, somehow after three short minutes his love pole had shrunk considerably. He apologized for his lack of prowess.

Nora tried to comfort him by saying that she didn't notice anything wrong with him in the slightest.

It wasn't until she had been married several months before it dawned on her why her passion never ignited with her loving husband.

After that she could not rid herself of the burning desire to feel another's manhood throbbing within her once again.

As the years progressed her dream remained an unfulfilled yearning. When her daughter was born a spark of life came back into her existence.

From the moment her eyes fastened on her sweet little girl love filled up her heart.

But as Melanie grew older Nora began to notice that her husband was paying attention to their lovely daughter.

There was something creepy and unnatural about it. She thought to have him locked away but Franklin's love for her and his position as mayor held sway.

But the longer Melanie lived under the same roof as her father the more he felt compelled to seek out some sordid form of solace in his wife's arms.

Nora would turn away from his advances. This only added fuel to the fires of his passion. Finally she decided she had enough and asked him to leave the house.

This infuriated him and the next day he found an opportunity when Melanie went riding in Lightning. He crept into her bedroom and removed her sheets and pillow covers.

When he left her room he carried them back with him to his own and buried his nose in them inhaling her feminine fragrance while masturbating himself with furious intent.

Melanie awoke before dawn on the morning of her birthday. She threw off her bed sheets and jumped out of bed and began preparing herself for the day.

After slipping on a blue dress and stockings and matching shoes she skipped down to breakfast. As she expected Franklin was already waiting for her there.

A large gift-wrapped package lay at one end of the table. Melanie smiled widely and her heart beat fast with excitement. She was more interested in the big surprise that was waiting for her today than breakfast.

Franklin kissed her on the cheek as she sat down at the table.

As he poured coffee for her he wished her a happy birthday. His warm affection and kindness never failed to make his daughter glow inside. She really did love him.

Yet she knew that underneath his kind veneer was something lurking in the dark recesses of his soul. There was an oddness about his relationship with her, which she had noticed for some time.

There were times when he would become very excited around her and his breathing would increase significantly. He would make sure he sat next to her at the dinner table instead of across from her where he normally would.

She could also feel a hard protrusion in the pants he would wear that gave evidence to the fact that he was getting excited.

The thing frightened her although she pretended that it didn’t and never mentioned it to another soul.

The truth is she was attracted to him and enjoyed his company tremendously. The thing that bothered her about him most was his unnatural reaction to her presence.

This morning when they were discussing Melanie’s birthday present she realized that Masterson was having one of those erections again.

She felt terribly embarrassed about it. As he continued his discourse she felt herself becoming quite aroused but managed to keep control of herself.

It was then that she noticed that Melanie had bags underneath her eyes.

Franklin was concerned about his daughter. She looked like she hadn’t slept well all night. And today was her birthday.

He wanted the day to be perfect for her so he suggested they go into town that afternoon and she could buy herself whatever present she would like.

The ride into town in their carriage helped perk her up and her eyes were brighter by the time they had gone downtown.

They went window-shopping, mostly to please Franklin and finally after about half an hour Melanie found what she really wanted: A saddle.

It wasn’t just an ordinary saddle but one made for race horses. The color was royal blue to match Lightning. It would look perfect atop her strong stallion.

After dinner when she brought out Melanie’s birthday cake, Franklin Barker gave her his gift. He told his daughter to go into the living room and wait until he came in so that he could give it to her.

Melanie waited and before long he appeared with a large rectangular package carefully wrapped in tissue paper and ribbons tied about it.

He placed the present down on a small table they kept in the middle of the room. She stood next to it, eyes wide with wonderment.

She knew her daddy would get her something she had been pining for. And knowing his generosity this big surprise had all the indications of being especially nice.

When he sat himself down in front of her, with the present between them, she gave him a bright smile, waiting expectantly for him to tell her to open it.

His own face smiled in reply, but she noticed the sadness that seemed to hang around the corners of his eyes.

Her daddy didn't seem excited at all.

She was puzzled for a moment but then it suddenly dawned on her. His sad reaction reminded her of the way people responded whenever she mentioned her plans to ride Lightning.

They would become upset at the mention of her beloved horse's name. But this was different. It was the only present she asked for and he did not even seem to care much.

Melanie tried to think of another tack she could take to make it less of a threat for him, to let him know that her life would be miserable without the beautiful horse she had grown up with.

After several hours of mulling it over inside her head, she came up with something that might work.

Melanie would try to get Lightning out of the picture altogether. If he believed that she didn't love her stallion any more he might relent.

When breakfast ended she asked if it was all right if they had some privacy for a little while so that she could talk to him about something very important.

Franklin was eager to please his daughter so he took her up on her offer.

Once they were alone in the drawing room he smiled at her and patiently waited for her to speak.

She knew she could expect nothing from her father concerning Lightning.

She wanted desperately to share her secret with him but the love for the horse was much too strong to keep in reserve for later discussion.

She decided it would be better for everyone if she just kept her own counsel.

So instead of the real reason that brought them into the private sanctum of the drawing room, Melanie started speaking of something totally unrelated.

She went on at length concerning her plans to enter an art competition being held in the capital.

Franklin thought that maybe now would be a good time to broach his own idea but he realized that it was much too close to her birthday party.

His plan was to get Lightning sold off during that time. The buyers had been already chosen but it was important for Melanie not to know until the actual deed was done.

This way the two week period between then and her birthday would soften the blow so that when the news finally became public she would just simply sigh in agreement, without anger.

He hoped that all his planning would pay off. But one thing he learned long ago was that in a family there are always secrets.

There was a little house of glass that Franklin did not even know existed until much later in his life.

But Nora knew about the little house of glass although the house only appeared to her in dreams.

At least she knew about it in those days. Later, however, with the arrival of Melanie she dreamed it no longer and began to believe that it had never existed.

The house of glass was her dream home in which she could live out the remainder of her fantasies in secret, private communion with the object of her desire.

When the time came for the consummation of her plan she was nervous, agitated, even sick to her stomach. But she couldn't stop herself from continuing.

Her whole being ached for the fulfillment of the sordid task so that at long last her life would make sense in its entirety.

Her head was swimming with vertigo when Masterson escorted her up to Lightning's stall. Her knees were almost useless so that she had trouble keeping balance.

Franklin Barker was away on business for three days. It was now day two. There wasn't anything that could stop her now except for the frailty of her own body.

Franklin didn't leave her in the lurch by not leaving instructions for Melanie while he was away. He asked his most trusted manservant to stand in while he was gone.

Her father knew that there wasn't anyone alive that his daughter trusted more than old Herman Granger.

The two of them went all the way back to the time when Melanie's mother was still alive and she used to ride over on weekends to stay with the young girl when her father was out on business.

Mr. Granger had the run of the estate and was always treated with respect because he treated everyone else in the same manner.

His greatest concern at this time was that Miss Melanie seemed different today than he had seen her during any other visitation with him before.

They were both in her living room enjoying tea and coffee before she excused herself to dress for her ride on Lightning.

She came back wearing a simple pair of white jodhpurs and an oversized blue pullover jersey. She did not want to go out riding with Lightning.

When Granger asked her why she replied:

"Oh, I think that Lightning wants to rest. He seems to be tired every since I last rode him."

Granger sensed something unusual behind her remark but made no comment on it. He simply said goodbye and left to perform his household duties.

After he left Melanie went upstairs and sat on her bed and let the tears roll down her face as she thought about Lightning and her forbidden love for him.

In her waking thoughts she had to conceal her desire for him from the rest of the world.

She felt trapped. Her only respite was when she slept because when asleep her conscience would let her dream the impossible dream that kept haunting her.

The next morning when Granger saw her she seemed more cheerful than she had been in weeks. But she also seemed restless, even nervous, and she kept pacing around the room while he served their breakfast.

Granger knew it wasn't good for her to fret so much, especially so close to her birthday, so he tried his best to get her out of the house on some errand that would relax her.

"Miss Melanie, what about the book shop?"

"No."

"I don't know if that's a good idea either."

"What did you have in mind Miss Melanie."

"Why Lightning? Why of course."

Her eyes lit up like two beautiful diamonds. It would be her birthday present to herself.

He could not understand how anyone could make a request like that and still keep their sanity intact.

Nora was very nervous but also excited. It was going to happen, her long sought desire for the love of a horse.

It didn't matter whether Lightning reciprocated her desires or not. All she knew was that they had to fulfill her wish to be with him so closely in intimacy that they would become one being.

She stood inside the shed wearing only her riding pants, vest and boots. She felt chilly and hugged her arms about herself to keep warm.

Suddenly Masterson arrived driving a horse trailer. Nora heard its loud wheels crunching over the gravel outside.

The door opened slowly and Masterson entered pulling the trailer behind him. Inside was a beautiful gray stallion that whinnied at the sight of her.

His hooves clattered against the wood floorboards as he pranced before her in a display of pure delight.

Her heart pounded in her chest when she realized that this was the beast that would fulfill her deepest desire.

She held her hand out to calm his enthusiasm and waited patiently for Masterson to finish unhitching the trailer from the back of the pickup.

When he finished he jumped down from the truck and walked toward her carrying a bridle in his hands.

Nora took the bridle from him and approached Lightning as she held up her hand to stay his progress.

He became still and waited for her command as she came nearer and knelt down before him.

She reached out and slowly slipped the bridle over his head being careful not to excite his enthusiasm again as she strapped it around his neck.

Masterson felt a tinge of relief now that the horse was harnessed and Nora got back safely to the ground.

Now that it was safe he went to her and gently escorted her to the front of the shed where they both said their farewells.

Masterson had the distinct feeling that it would be the last time he saw Nora Barker alive.

Melanie sat astride Lightning racing along the country road, whipping through the early morning mists.

The soft rays of the golden sun were shining down upon them turning the white puffs of the mist into beautiful billowing clouds of cotton candy pink and purple.

Her face glowed red from the rush of the ride, her blue eyes blazed with the lust for speed, and the excitement of flight.

Lightning knew his mistress. He was her most trusted partner and felt the desire for freedom as much as she did.

Together they rode free like angels upon a wave of pure adrenaline. They flew across the open pasture, the wind whipped their clothes around them, and together they felt the rapture of unconfined space.

It was a special treat for both of them because Mr. Barker was always so afraid that something would happen to his beloved daughter while out in the wilds.

He had no reason to be concerned because Melanie was a fine rider and Lightning was her best friend who would never allow her to fall off him.

Mr. Barker could see his daughter and the beast fly around the yard at a frantic pace like two beautiful hawks in flight.

Lightning seemed to feel Melanie inside him, as if their hearts beat as one. Mr. Barker had no idea why he should think such an absurd thing.

Melanie loved to ride, especially Lightning, so today they were given the morning to themselves so long as she took extra care and returned early for lunch.

There was more than a hint of irony to his decision, although he knew not what. But deep inside the sense of foreboding made itself felt even if it was suppressed from conscious thought.

Melanie rode as hard as ever across the fields of her father's farm. There was little that compared with the feeling of the wind whipping through her beautiful dirty-blond hair.

As always Lightning would race ahead and Melanie could hardly keep up. She felt free, like a bird on the wing as she raced toward the crest of the next hill.

This day she had to admit to herself that she was being overly daring because she wanted the day to go as fast as possible.

The truth was she couldn't wait until the next night so that she might see the dream again, or at least the same type of dream she had been having for so many nights now.

It made her feel hot to think about what that special dream would conjure up when it came on the following night.

Lightning suddenly began to whinny as if he were crying out to the heavens. Then she heard his high pitched shriek and knew he was trying to get her attention.

She looked up in front of them and there stood Nora Barker leaning against a small tree as if awaiting their arrival.

She knew she was asleep now because that scene had transpired many weeks ago when Nora Barker was still alive.

Nora Barker lifted up from the tree and made her way over toward them as they approached. It made Melanie wonder how a dead woman could be walking without help.

She pulled her reigns sharply and brought Lightning to a complete stop. Lightning snorted out a plume of snot as she held him from advancing further.

The apparition came up beside them now with an inscrutable smile that frightened Melanie.

She stared straight ahead trying desperately to keep the fear from rising into her head. She swallowed hard and was glad at that moment that she couldn't turn and look behind her.

Now a thought crossed her mind. Why were they being stopped? Did this horrible looking specter actually feel threatened by the sight of her riding Lightning.

Melanie suddenly began to laugh. She realized the absurdity of her own thinking. If that woman actually did die under those circumstances, who could blame her for the feeling of terror she must be experiencing upon seeing the horse again.

The apparition seemed perturbed when Melanie broke into a fit of laughter. It was as if she couldn’t help herself anymore. The absurdity of the moment became more than she could control.

Melanie tried her best to control herself and calm down, but even in her mind the whole scene took on an hysterical tone.

When she had finally managed to catch hold of herself once again she looked back toward the spectral figure who appeared even more livid at the outburst than she had been before.

Even in death Nora Barker possessed an aura of tremendous pride which Melanie found almost hilarious, since she could not believe that anything would stand in this apparition's way.

Yet the look of anger still remained on Nora's ghostly face. She came up closer to Melanie while the younger woman watched the ghost warily as her curiosity began to override her mirthful emotions.

Now Nora's hand lifted up and her index finger moved itself in the universal sign of quieting. In the dream world the sound of silence suddenly came down like a blanket smothering all other sounds out of existence.

Then something else happened. Her vision suddenly went black and a strange sense of calmness settled upon her consciousness.

She did not feel the slightest bit alarmed nor did she attempt to shake herself from the sudden sleepiness which overcame her mind.

Slowly the black void disappeared from her vision and gave way to colors forming in its place. A moment later her brain took shape inside her head.

The vision that filled her was so beautiful and bright that Melanie stood there gasping with wonderment.

Suddenly she felt something strange pressing up against the center of her back. It wasn't solid but instead had an odd squishy sensation to it.

Whatever it was seemed to be pushing her forward but she was not falling. She remained fixed to her spot while whatever it was moved behind her and pressed itself between her legs.

She started slightly when she felt the object begin to move slowly up between her soft thighs until it reached the folds of her delicate womanhood.

Now it started to pulsate as it rubbed up against the moist entrance to her pussy and began to press harder against it until its firm shaft pierced through the opening into her throbbing wet cunt.

Inch by inch she could feel it being pushed deeper and deeper into her. At first she was afraid because it hurt so bad but then a new sensation overtook her fears as wave upon wave of passion seared through her body and soul.

Slowly and agonizingly the hard cock began to push even further inside of her. By now it was moving up through her cervix and toward the wall separating her womb.

For the first time in her life Melanie had forgotten about Lightning as another force took hold of her conscious mind and possessed it completely.

In fact, there wasn't a single thought remaining in Melanie's beautiful blond head except that she loved Lightning more than she had ever loved anyone else on earth.

There would never be another human or animal who would hold a place in her heart quite like he did. There was no end to her desire for him, not only physically but emotionally.

She wanted to feel his powerful stallion rod piercing deep into the center of her core. She couldn't think of anything else and didn't want to think of anything else except his mammoth cock pounding furiously into the very depth of her being.

She stood transfixed inside her own bedroom with the most sordid images flashing through her brain when all of a sudden she heard his familiar whinny pierce the hot air that permeated the outside area of her ranch home.

She snapped out of her reverie and felt her blood racing through her body, sending the passion that was surging through her up another notch.

Her head began to swim from its heightened state, almost drowning in a delirious fever from her yearning for Lightning's enormous rod.

She rushed out of the room toward the main entrance of the house and flung open the door in desperate haste to find out where the noise was emanating from.

Her head tilted to the left and then turned back quickly to the right until her eyes found the spot he was calling from.

There in the field next to the small lake in front of the house she spotted his handsome head.

The sunlight flashed in blinding streaks off his shiny black coat. The sight made her heart beat fast.

He would call to her several times during the day. He knew she had something special in store for him, because that was the only reason she kept her distance.

His cock grew hard whenever he heard her soft voice coming across the fields at him and saw her beautiful blond hair shimmering in the morning sunlight or sparkling with gold fire against the setting sun.

Every day after school she would ride with him and run around in wild glee across the open fields with him. They became very close friends.

The summer would come soon and she would be going away to a riding camp near New York City. She was very sad about leaving Lightning.

Every day when she came home she made sure to pay him a visit and lavish affection on him. Even though she had only known him for six months she felt that he would always be her friend.

He knew that their friendship was an illusion. It was not like his human friendships with his male peers at school. He knew that he did not belong in her world and he could not help the yearning he felt whenever he saw her or heard her voice.

He wished every day that things were different. But the fact remained that he was a horse and she was a beautiful woman. No matter how close he could feel toward her they could never share more than the love of a devoted relationship.

She felt his loneliness but attributed it to his natural instincts. They lived together side by side in ignorance.

One thing that bothered her though. She remembered having a dream once when she was younger about Lightning being able to speak in a perfect tone to communicate with her.

The reason she found it difficult to deal with the situation was because she secretly wished for something that couldn't ever happen.

She realized at that point that she wanted them to be closer than just master and beast and so had to fight down the urge to seek a way to fulfill it.

As much as her desire was real, she could not help seeing him as an animal. She needed someone to talk to about the situation but she dared not reveal to anyone how she really felt.

But deep inside herself she knew that she would settle for anything rather than having nothing. Even the possibility of death if it should come from her quest was not enough to turn her away from it.

All her life she had lived out her fantasies through dreams where the boundaries were free from inhibitions, so free that even her conscience refused to recognize her desires.

They were merely a fleeting image during sleep, a shadowy glimpse in the waking world until now, when they have been brought into existence and become solid and palpable before her very eyes.

She gazed once again upon the spectacle before her and drank in its presence with the greed of a starving man who has just seen food for the first time.

A feeling came over her that she had never known. Her mind was clear; she was surer than she had ever been before. There was nothing else to life except the quest she had set upon, and she was sure now of the consequences.

She knew in her heart that there was only one reason for living: fulfillment of the desire she was experiencing now in this room, and so was willing to pay any price and risk everything, even death itself, if it did not turn out exactly as planned.

This was her destiny, to ride upon the huge cock of Lightning and die happy with the satisfaction of having attained her final goal.

Her mind was set and could not be swayed. She looked forward to the next two days until Mr. Barker would leave for his business trip.

Nora Barker watched from the window as her husband left. His secretary had called late last night and told him he would have to make a quick trip down south in the morning.

He wouldn’t be returning until early Tuesday afternoon which gave Nora a good portion of Monday afternoon to work her devilish deed.

When his car cleared out of sight she closed the curtains. The plan she had cooked up inside her head since she first conceived of it nearly two weeks ago was about to be realized.

Franklin Barker had agreed to go away on this sudden business trip reluctantly because the timing seemed so inconvenient.

But his love for his wife compelled him to be a gentleman and honor her wish to do just what she requested.

But he could not help but sense the strange manner of request was a bit unseemly, even for Nora who usually was quite reserved in her demands.

He also knew that their daughter, Melanie, was having a party that evening and he did not want to miss it, although he wasn't very keen about her getting all dressed up and inviting people. He felt that his wife shouldn’t go either, because she was becoming too old for such frivolity. She had grown children and should start acting like an elderly matron instead of a young girl.

But no matter how much he insisted she would have none of it. He finally decided he wouldn't let anything get between himself and his desire to spend as much time with his lovely daughter as he could, so he told Nora that he would make arrangements to attend and leave immediately after the festivities ended.

They both knew that Nora would use their absence to realize her fantasy. Masterson kept protesting.

"There is still some time until your husband's departure."

"It is a very short amount of time and my mind is made up. What will it be? Are you going to help me or not?"

Masterson sighed, knowing full well that her plan would inevitably lead to her death. "I suppose I've come this far; I'll follow it through, come hell or high water."

Melanie had no appetite when she sat down for breakfast with her father. Franklin Barker took one look at his lovely daughter and saw that something was obviously troubling her.

He watched in concern while she picked at the food on her plate. After a few moments had passed, he broke the uncomfortable silence with a simple question:

"Are you all right, Melanie?"

She looked up and smiled faintly. "Yes, daddy, I'm just a little bit tired, that's all."

"Maybe we should just cancel this party today, I don't want you exhausting yourself so close to the festivities."

"Now, dad," she laughed, "you know as well as I do how much work has gone into planning this party. And besides," she said with an ironic grin, "you still haven't bought me my birthday present yet."

His face lit up instantly, and a smile broke out across it like a ray of sunshine cutting through a wall of clouds.

"Honey, you're right! Why didn't I think of it before? That's what's been missing from our lives. What about that new horse we were talking about?"

She gasped in delight. A new horse for her birthday would be just wonderful. "Oh daddy," she gushed, "that would be lovely!"

His mind was made up, he would get her that horse.

In truth it might have been a bad idea, the way she doted over it, especially when his back was turned. But he figured that she was finally settling down and becoming an adult, and this horse would mark the transition to womanhood.

So they set out early the next day for the farm where he had agreed to buy the animal from the farmer who claimed that he needed some money to pay his taxes with.

They got there about one p.m., Franklin Barker went inside to make the purchase while Melanie wandered around the place in awe looking at all the animals.

One thing caught her attention very quickly. It was a beautiful gray stallion standing majestically in his corral. He was a magnificent animal.

Melanie fell in love with him almost instantly. She wanted him more than anything she had ever seen in her young life.

There were several other horses running around in their small corrals and some fencing around them where the grass was lush and green.

Masterson Mistler stood at the fence watching his young mistress and knew that something might have happened but he had no idea how serious it would become.

He followed them home in his car but not before he caught the look in the young girl’s face when Lightning was led out of his corral and made ready for the trip to their place.

Her eyes were full of stars. She could not stop staring at the magnificent animal while he pranced his way excitedly into the bed of the horse trailer.

Once Lightning was safely on board Mistler drove to their ranch and made the horse comfortable in a large white stall next to the barn.

Nora Barker told him how they had decided on this horse because Melanie would never think it odd if he was in her stables for a day or two.

She gave him strict instructions on what he was supposed to do tomorrow and the following evening, then dismissed him until she sent for him again.

After he left Melanie went about getting everything ready for Lightning. The barn she chose had all the accoutrements he would need.

Melanie groomed her lover well for two hours straight. After his bath she let him go free in a small pasture behind the barn to get some exercise.

During this time she cleaned his stall and changed the straw in the manger for fresh hay.

The evening meal came in an hour. When she brought it out Lightning came prancing over to her at a quick gait when he heard the feeding trough rattling against the gate.

Melanie could not believe that the love of this magnificent animal could consume so much of her waking thoughts.

Lightning would always look up at her and make eye contact when he knew his young mistress was around.

It was almost like he was communicating something special to her that only the two of them could understand.

This particular evening Melanie went into the corral because Lightning kept pushing at the gate.

He wanted to come into the barnyard. She fed him there and petted him while they talked in their special way.

As usual it became uncomfortable when he began sniffing down into her hair which covered a part of the lower region of her body.

She would get excited and tingle between her legs. There was a feeling inside of her that wanted him to keep doing it and maybe touch her there.

The more she let herself think about it the wetter the crotch of her panties got until they were soaked.

When she saw how wet they were from Lightning lapping at her scent through her clothes she had to leave.

She had only felt that wetness on occasions when she played with herself at night in bed. She was not ready to associate it with Lightning.

Her mother had died of natural causes. She was not even around during the event because she was sent to a private school up north.

When she returned home after a short holiday it seemed to her like nothing had changed except that she missed her mom terribly.

The men of the ranch would go into town for an evening out once or twice a week. After a hard day of work a good man needed some R and R.

So her father decided not to be a stickler about her going out and enjoying herself. It was okay by him.

He could always tell if his daughter had been having fun or if her face would betray the sadness that plagued her at times since the death of her mother three years ago.

That is why he did not feel the least bit awkward about going into town himself once in a while to enjoy his male friend camaraderie.

As it turned out Mr. Barker was leaving the next day for a two week period on a trip out of town to check up on a mining operation he owned in Texas.

So when Nora requested an hour or so away from the house to get some air, Melanie was more than happy to keep the house to herself.

When Masterson drove up to the front of the mansion with Lightning trotting beside the carriage as cool as the breeze blowing softly on this bright summer evening, it was with a heavy heart.

The idea of a pretty young girl risking her life just to fulfill the whims of some depraved rich widow left a sour taste in his mouth.

There had been others who died for much less he knew of, but they were strangers. This girl lived down the road from where he grew up.

She would go about her usual business tomorrow, oblivious to the danger lurking beneath her. She would not live out the week.

Yet even he could not fully understand why she would willingly place herself in such a dangerous position.

As Nora had specified he did not use Lightning to carry the harness over his back, fearing the animal might become distraught from the strange contrivance strapped upon it.

Instead he loaded the heavy burden into the back of his cart and took another route across the wide pasture lands.

His mind was cloudy with concern for the fate of this rich young widow, and how stupidly foolish men like her husband were in making sure their own needs came before the welfare of their wives.

When he had left Mr. Barker on that bright sunny morning just two days ago, there wasn't a hint that he knew how much danger his lovely wife was placing herself in.

As Masterson approached the back of Melanie's beautiful stables and heard the clattering sounds of the horses within the walls, he wondered whether she too could make a rational assessment of her life choices.

He hoped she was different. He did not wish the fate of dying in the clutches of her own unbridled passion to befall the lovely youth of this spirited girl.

When Nora Barker rode up behind him in her carriage she could see the concerned frown wrinkling his forehead.

It told her what she already knew about him: he had a kind heart. This kindness made him a rare gem in these modern times.

He came walking toward her when he spotted her driving through the gate leading into the estate of Mr. Barker and his daughter.

"Madam, you must reconsider."

"I will hear no more, Masterson; we are not going to argue again over the question of my sanity, now are we."

"You are putting me in a position to be an accessory to your suicide."

"You exaggerate, but you must help me see it through to completion; no matter what happens I must have your help. Will you give it to me."

The poor man stared hard at her beautiful eyes which gazed back at him unflinchingly. His heart went out to her because he knew he was helpless to refuse her anything.

"As you wish, madam.' He said with great sadness. 'But you must promise me that I will not bear responsibility for anything you have chosen to do."

She smiled and took his hands in hers and squeezed them tightly. The passion of her purpose made her shake with happiness.

"Masterson Mistler," she exclaimed with fervor "you are my true savior. I thank you so much from the bottom of my heart. Now listen carefully and pay close attention..."

Melanie Barker tossed in the silken folds of her soft bed. Her body throbbed with the desire she had been nursing ever since she had awakened from the erotic dream two nights ago.

There was only one cure for the fever raging in her hot, fevered body: Lightning. She knew it but would not admit it to herself.

In a sense she was lucky. She lived on a large farm whose perimeter was vast enough that she could roam freely and safely without running into a neighbor.

If Mr. Barker came upon her in her tryst with Lightning he would undoubtedly put an end to it. He just didn't understand.

It was not the love between a girl and her horse; it went far deeper than that. The sexual relationship they had fostered between them over these years was a natural outgrowth of their mutual respect and admiration.

She did not know any other boys like Lightning. It was just that she could relate more easily to him. And it went both ways.

They were meant for each other, it seemed, and nobody could tell her otherwise. Even though no one spoke openly to her about it.

When her father made a crack about boys she knew exactly what he meant and where it came from.

It was an insinuation. If only her daddy could understand their mutual love, it wasn’t something dirty or sinful.

They had been very close ever since his first foaling and through to this point where they had reached an intimate understanding of their own private language.

There were words between them and meanings hidden within those words that nobody could fathom because they did not participate in the communication process.

Her father tried once before to sever this relationship between his beloved daughter and his beloved animal.

But his efforts had proven too ineffectual to carry through effectively. And even though he continued to try and forbid their association to no avail, it had continued.

And although her father could not comprehend the relationship that existed between Lightning and Melanie he knew that it existed.

He would walk out to the barn occasionally and watch the girl and stallion talking to each other with some unheard communicative speech.

If only he knew that she was speaking a tongue understood by very few, maybe then he could come to terms with their mutual love affair.

But he couldn't and therefore refused to acknowledge their secret language. So he watched his daughter riding her beloved stallion around the farm and felt sad because of it.

There had been an incident several years ago where the boy who mucked the stables had caught Melanie bathing in the lake and tried to rape her.

She didn’t think about it often, the attempted rape, because it was Lightning who prevented the brutal man from assaulting her.

If Lightning hadn't run at lightning speed toward them with angry fury on his mind that awful boy would surely have forced himself onto her unwilling body.

They were only twelve years old when it happened. Her father always wondered why she was so infatuated with that young stallion.

Even though he disapproved of his daughter's relationship with the animal he could not prevent her from riding him because no one knew why the stallion had attached itself to her so deeply.

Her father assumed the relationship had something to do with her mother dying three years earlier, just around that time.

After her death Lightning came to her room almost every night for several days. Melanie told her dad about it and he told her not to worry.

For a while that helped until the young horse grew so attached to her that even when he would go away on business trips for several weeks he was uneasy about it.

He had tried to forbid her from riding him once, but without telling her about the reason for his prohibition he would not risk alienating her from him altogether.

When he got home that evening she met him out in the drive with Lightning following closely behind her.

Franklin Barker dismounted his carriage. He looked at Lightning who trotted along beside the lovely girl he married.

The stallion stopped a few feet behind her and snorted as if he knew there was some kind of confrontation coming up.

Melanie spoke first.

She came down to the carriage after he pulled in front of it and greeted him.

He noticed a look of defiance burning in her brilliant blue eyes. The softness he loved about her face seemed to harden.

Her cheeks had always possessed a light hue of red on them, but that day they looked angry.

It was the day of her father's departure on business and she did not have the opportunity to be with Lightning so early as usual.

He knew he was the target of her ire, but what could he do.

His master was off on business. His boss would tell him when his duties were over. He waited patiently for her words.

"Lightning's gone." Melanie was close to tears. "Oh my God, what will we do? Lightning is gone and he took the saddle too."

They didn't find him for nearly two hours after he ran off. At first she thought maybe he might come back but deep down she feared she had lost him for good.

The whole household, including the stable boy, joined in the hunt but to no avail. It was late afternoon before they gave up looking for him.

The sun was already halfway into its westerly trek and it would be nightfall before long. The air grew cold and the wind became bitterly crisp as evening approached.

Nora Barker knew in her heart that the deed could not proceed unless Masterson was there to help her. No one else in the house could know about it, that she had specifically instructed him when she hired him.

So now here she stood, alone in the darkness next to her monstrous creation which throbbed inside her passionately yearning loins.

There was nothing left for her but to call the entire project off. She did not wish to do that. This was going to happen or the world would know the truth about her.

She made up her mind that even though it pained her to do it, that she would go forward with it as planned. She had waited for this moment too long, and so had the stallion she had selected for the deed.

But just the knowledge that something extraordinary would take place in that shed at eight o'clock on Saturday evening made her weak in the knees.

It was nearly impossible for her to walk around without having a dizzy spell overtake her every once in awhile.

This had not escaped the notice of Franklin Barker, although he pretended not to know about the cause of his daughter's ailment.

For many weeks his curiosity had been aroused about Melanie's state of health. But after awhile his attention waned when he got involved with his own affairs of state.

On the other hand there was no way Melanie could ignore the obvious signs of Lightning's increasing interest in her body.

She had always prided herself on her animal instincts so that whenever he gave off even the slightest hint of his desire, she would always recognize it immediately.

Now it seemed every day that the attraction between the two lovers became more passionate and unrelenting.

There was also something else growing inside her breast, something she feared to reveal, even to her horse lover, for fear the truth might destroy their love.

She was carrying his foal, the proof of their passion and undeniable consummation of their mutual feelings for each other.

When the day came Melanie felt an intense nervousness about her father's leaving on business. But as the hour drew closer her anxiety began to fade into oblivion.

Then all her doubts and fears left when the carriage arrived with its team of white horses.

As the driver dismounted he opened up the compartment doors for Franklin Barker to climb aboard.

Before long the wagon was rolling along toward town on its way to catch the train bound for New York City.

Melanie waved at her father as he sped out of sight. Her smile hid her true feelings underneath.

She went upstairs into her room. Her stomach churned over at the thought of what she wanted to do before returning downstairs.

There were her panties. The pair she wore yesterday when Lightning mounted her after riding in the hills and fields around their estate.

For awhile she simply held them to her nostrils so that she could breathe deeply and fill herself with his smell.

Then she brought it down to her thighs where the soft white flesh was most sensitive. She began to stroke it up and down, up and down.

The musky odor filled her brain with a desire so overwhelming it overrode the guilt she felt from rubbing the stained cunt garment.

After awhile her fingers would not stay outside her moist cunt as she stroked it with the cotton fabric.

Inch by inch she drove it deep inside herself as her fingers moved toward their natural goal.

All the while the fragrance of her mate permeated through her being. Her eyes glazed in passion with its potent spell.

Her body ached for his touch. Her nipples stiffened like small cones in a blizzard. She stroked her erect nipples and the soft cotton caressed them further in delight.

When the two pink mounds were rigid on her breasts like hard spires she pulled at them and twisted them around with her fingernails.

Then her hand crept down to her hot vagina again where she resumed the stroke inside the saturated opening.

Finally she could bear it no longer. When the pain was too great, when the passion had become unbearable, she reached back for Lightning.

She stroked him hard up and down until his cock became full-fledged erect. Its massive pole was as stiff and thick as a young sapling.

Now she felt her juices rise within. A river of love burst forth from deep within the confines of her being.

She moved forward a bit so that he would enter inside her from behind and positioned herself so that it would hit the spot.

But still she would have to force herself to receive it. Even while hot and wet she couldn't take something so enormous all at once without working it up inside her.

Then she got another idea. She turned around completely so that they were face to face and straddled his hips.

She raised up her ass and grabbed his cock between her hands and guided it gently inside her throbbing cunt.

But she could only go so far until it met resistance and then she could only lower her pelvis halfway down the shaft before stopping again.

There was more than two thirds of Lightning's cock left outside of her but she couldn't push anymore of its length into herself without great effort.

It did not escape either of their notice that there was still a significant portion of the horse-cock left outside her wet sheath.

Her face twisted into a contortion of passion while she rode Lighting's cock up and down in a slow deliberate way.

Then Melanie began to buck against him as she had seen him do when he bred with one of the mares in the stable.

It brought about the most intense feeling. She would move forward with his cock buried deep inside her cunt then slide back all the way.

The feel of his cock sliding along inside of her hot cunt made her body shiver with ecstasy.

Now she picked up the pace as she bounced up and down on the rock-hard pole. Lightning was getting frisky.

She wanted his sperm to fill up her burning belly until it oozed out around the seal of her throbbing vagina and seeped into her crack.

Melanie wanted it so much that she knew it must have shown in the crazed look in her eyes and her heavy breathing.

The cock inside her would not stand still for an instant. It pulsed hard against the insides of her love nest causing her pain but she did not care.

Lightning was so anxious he kept moving beneath her while her hips pumped the huge rod up and down in a passionate frenzy.

Her heart beat furiously and she felt herself about to climax. Lightning was just behind her and gave three deep thrusts into her hungry snatch.

With one final grunt he exploded into her like a dam that had suddenly broken open and flooded its surroundings with a tidal wave of boiling cum.

The first blast caught her unaware. It almost knocked the breath out of her body. Its force was tremendous.

She gripped the bars in front of her even tighter to maintain her balance as the forceful thrust came pounding into her body.

His member sprayed again and this time she braced herself and managed to stay erect and receive it as it surged through her hot hole.

When he blasted for the third and final time his powerful seed filled up the interior chamber beneath her and oozed out along its sides.

He gave his cock a few more forceful thrusts to extract the last drops of his semen before pulling out from between the soft leather strap that bound his hips together.

Now, Nora Barker waited until the horse had calmed down somewhat from its passion before easing herself down from atop the wooden platform.

He had chosen the stallion because it was the most docile beast on her husband’s farm and was the perfect choice for her sordid act.

They stood on the porch outside the tool shed looking over the property while waiting for the mare and the stallion to become calm enough so he could lead them into the shed.

Nora Barker gave out a sigh of anticipation at the realization that all she had worked for these past weeks was finally about to be realized.

But she had to go inside before Mr. Barker returned or he would question why the door to the tool shed was unlocked.

The last thing she needed was his nose sniffing around in her private affairs.

Then she turned and went back inside closing the door behind her. The rest of the house servants who did not know of the secret chamber within the tool shed all assumed she had been rummaging through her husband’s tools, which he often forbade.

Franklin Barker left for business at seven-fifteen sharp the next morning. Melanie kissed her daddy good bye and said she hoped he wouldn’t be too long away from home.

But he did not heed her wishful thinking and boarded the train at eight-twenty-five. At five past the hour Masterson Mistler arrived by car with his young nephew.

He had promised to make the boy his legal heir if he agreed to do as instructed. The boy was nervous and anxious at what his uncle had brought him along for.

Mrs. Barker had insisted on using only Lightning for her nefarious undertaking. There was no horse on the estate quite as fast and strong.

Nora Barker met them out by the stable and directed them in getting Lightning ready. She gave some instructions to Masterson about tying the stallion to the harness.

When the last rope was adjusted, Mrs. Barker told him to mount his horse and follow behind her.

Melanie was out riding on the other side of the ranch and would not be home for another two hours. When they reached the shed, Mrs. Barker dismounted and led Masterson inside.

Masterson gasped in surprise when he laid eyes on the wooden contraption Nora had demanded of him.

He stared at the marvel he had created without really realizing he was the architect until he got up close.

They stood staring at the beautiful beast, each lost in their own fevered reverie.

After several moments passed, Masterson Mistler spoke first, almost breaking Nora Barker out of her ecstatic swoon.

Finally after taking in some fresh air into her lungs she could talk again.

When he led the mare over to where she waited, Nora looked the horse over with great care.

This mare was known for two things: she gave birth to many colts who were fast runners and her size, which exceeded those of her kind.

She would serve the purpose very nicely. The stallion stood seven feet high and weighed more than five-hundred pounds.

If Mrs. Barker wasn't a strong woman she may never have been able to handle such an imposing stud.

Nora walked around the tall horse and ran her small fingers over the coat of the beautiful creature.

When her finger caught against the hard muscle of his flank it sent a shock of passion up her arm and made her hot gash soak through.

She could barely control her raging desires but had to hold them in check lest her plan come undone too early.

Her head was still spinning when she turned from the stallion to face her servant Masterson Mistler.

She knew that he held great feelings for her but they were just friends and never became intimate because she would not allow it.

Masterson admired his mistress very much. She had inherited the Barker Ranch along with its huge fortune.

In his eyes she was a goddess, pure and incorruptible. Yet she was obsessed with this sordid act of mating with animals and had asked him to help her.

Nora had met Masterson while she and her brother Frank, Franklin Barker, were visiting relatives in Boston ten years ago.

She was eighteen at the time and had become smitten with him immediately. It was love at first sight. But the relationship soon became platonic when she found out that he was only fourteen.

They were constantly together during the whole month they had spent with their relatives in Massachusetts. When it was time to return to their home in Texas she made him promise to write to her often.

After all that happened, Nora felt as though they were closer than ever. And there was never even the hint of impropriety between them until now.

They did write each other frequently for a number of years but over time the correspondence slowed and eventually stopped.

The day after tomorrow came quickly. She had already seen to the grooming of her favorite stallion just that morning.

She looked into his large brown eyes and ran her fingers through his glossy mane. The passion rose up inside her as she remembered her plan and her dream of the night before.

This would be the only moment of doubt she would allow herself. She thought of every single detail from all angles.

If anything went wrong and it ended badly, she wanted it to be worth it. She had everything to lose. But there was nothing she could do about it.

Masterson watched her closely and observed the emotions she expressed so freely while her passions rose up from deep inside.

There was more than just desire in her eyes, there was an indomitable streak of courage that made his fear subside, at least temporarily.

Perhaps she would be lucky after all. Her mind was made up and he knew he could not sway her. It was time for him to leave.

He did as she instructed and found himself walking around the back of the stables at precisely eight o clock.

He carried Lightning on a lead rope into the tool shed where she was already positioned beneath the stallion contraption.

The leather harness attached to the magnificent beast kept the mammoth horse balanced and in a comfortable position while Nora masturbated herself furiously.

She watched Lightning carefully and saw that the harness was doing its job well. Her passion had reached such a fevered pitch that she was nearly out of control.

She saw that Masterson Mistler looked away with a look of revulsion as she began to position her sopping wet cunt over the massive shaft sticking up from between Lightning’s legs.

When she first got down on all fours her hands were shaking with fear. But as she felt her soft, warm folds wrap around the pulsing pole that fear became lustful confidence.

She knew that she could do it, but only for a few seconds before it would either rip her apart or cause the weight behind the thrust to pull her underneath his powerful body.

That was when Masterson came into action. She had timed herself carefully and gave him an exact signal to tighten the harness so that his huge cock would remain erect with the tip inside her dripping snatch.

But she was losing patience with him. The longer he hesitated the less likely he would catch the moment correctly to pull back the leather strap that bound her stallion to the post.

Nora Barker was losing consciousness as a feeling of blackness overtook her. At least she was not fainting.

She could still see what was happening although it did seem like everything was far away and out of focus.

She made a mental note about how her husband would handle a similar situation in the board room at work.

That thought amused her and brought her back to her senses for a short while.

The first thing she noticed was that her dress had been loosened to give easy access to her massive tits which were now standing high and hard in the air.

There was another detail that stood out, more pressing than the one she mentioned to herself just seconds ago.

There was an incredible weight against her soft cunt. The flesh-and-blood member pulsed through her as waves of pain and ecstasy surged through her brain.

The next thing she felt was the pressure behind her loins begin to subside. As the intense thrusts ended and the member retreated from her saturated opening.

She could hear heavy breathing as a sweaty body plopped down beside her and began to calm itself into relaxation.

They did not exchange words for a long while as the after glow of their mutual lust took them on a ride in its euphoric embrace.

Masterson thought at first that she had lost consciousness or possibly had been killed.

When he moved himself off his position on top of the post that supported the base of the leather strap around the neck of the stallion they had just mated, he turned over and saw that Nora had rolled over on her belly.

She began to come out of her ecstatic trance and felt herself being brought back into reality by the movement of Masterson sliding off her and onto the platform on which Lightning still stood.

Lightning whinnied softly. The sound was high-pitched and carried its message all the way through to Nora.

The message told her everything. It confirmed what she had always secretly suspected since the first day she had laid eyes upon him.

She knew then beyond doubt that Melanie and Lightning were lovers, soul mates. In the short while that she and the horse had shared this most passionate of intimate experiences together a bond was created between them that transcended human understanding.

It was then, deep down in her heart, she knew that it was impossible that the mating ceremony between her and Lightning would ever be consummated.

In those few seconds when his massive shaft was inside her for the only time that they would ever share together a pact was made.

Their love could not be expressed because a greater passion would consume their very beings should they be given the opportunity to fulfill their desires.

That one moment, lasting such a small fraction of a second, bound their souls together for eternity.

It was that pact that brought Lightning, at nightfall on a hot July day, from the field into the stallion training facility.

There were ten men present for the mating ritual. Melanie Barker stood apart from the crowd as she held onto the bridle of her Lightning.

At some point she was supposed to let go of the reins. There was a plan involved that involved her releasing it but it seemed impossible.

As long as she held onto its leather straps nothing terrible would happen. If she let go of those straps she had to trust blindly in fate to work out things so that neither she nor her beloved Lightning would be injured.

She looked across the field toward Nora Barker. She stood by herself, too, in front of an enclosure where there was a horse inside.

The enclosure was closed in and formed a square around it with an opening into it. The opening had a wooden harness strapped to it.

When she heard Nora call to her, she took a deep breath and began walking through the tall grass in the direction of the enclosure.

She knew Lightning was there because of his high-pitched whine earlier but the fact that he wasn’t outside the fenced area made her apprehensive.

They didn't have many encounters together when Melanie Barker went to see him. She knew that she was going to go into heat just seeing him again.

The first thing she noticed was Nora Barker standing very erect. The second was that Lightning was not outside his cage.

When they met up to each other Nora reached over and embraced the young woman in her arms.

The act surprised Melanie so much that for a moment she could only stand stiffly erect inside the older woman's hug.

"Nora, what is it?"

Nora let her go and stood back.

"Melanie, there's something I must tell you."

Melanie became apprehensive. "What is it?"

"My darling, I'm leaving Franklin tomorrow. He is going away on business so it will be safe. Then afterward we shall be married. Can you do that for me my love."

"I can Nora, but are you sure he'll leave."

"He has told me as much. Do not doubt me now dear. I need your full support from now on."

Melanie embraced her tightly. Her passion surged at the thought that soon they would no longer have to sneak around clandestinely anymore.

As she hugged the older woman's form to hers, her nipples swelled into rock hard cones.

They kissed each other in a soft, gentle embrace. It lasted a long moment until both of their passions could stand the suspense no longer and they broke free.

Their eyes met. They could not disguise their excitement at the thought that in two days their love would be consummated for all to see.

They were so close that they didn't notice when Melanie's father walked past the tool shed. He paused for a moment thinking he heard someone in there.

Then he saw Lightning standing at the gate leading to the stables nearby.

"Well boy," Franklin Barker said aloud to the horse. "I'm beginning to believe we have made some headway with your little mistress."

Lightning raised his long neck into the air and whinnied loudly in the moonlit night.

Nora Barker was beside herself in the swoon of anticipation and terror as the day grew near when she would enact her obscene act.

There were butterflies flitting inside her tummy all morning. She could hardly contain the nervous energy she had been storing up over the last couple of days.

Even Melanie noticed how skittish her mother seemed lately.

Her daughter came to her one afternoon when her father left the house and found her in her bedroom.

She sat down beside her on the bed and hugged her very tightly. She kissed the older woman tenderly on the lips.

After the embrace Nora said, "Oh, my darling, I love you so much."

"What's wrong, mother? What is troubling you?"

Nora held back for a short moment trying to think of something plausible to say but only the truth came out. "Melanie, I'm leaving your father tomorrow. We are getting a divorce."

The words shocked Melanie. She couldn't believe what her mother had told her. The news was devastating and almost incomprehensible.

She tried to say something but found no words. Inwardly she cried out but nothing would come out her lips.

Nora took pity on her forlorn daughter and placed a hand tenderly against her face. She rubbed her daughter's cheek softly until Melanie regained some composure.

"My poor girl, I didn't want to tell you this way."

Melanie found her voice although she spoke in a low whisper. "But why?"

Nora understood. "There are things between husband and wife that cannot be explained."

Melanie thought to herself that at least father has been away so he wouldn't know anything yet. But there will be plenty of time for that when he gets home tomorrow.

Her mind raced around her brain trying to figure out a solution, something that would save her parents from this impending disaster.

She began to tear up thinking that nothing short of divine intervention would help. And it was only ten o'clock in the morning.

The clock had just rung nine o'clock when she heard the neigh of Lightning announcing the fact that he needed tending to.

He always made that sound when his morning feeding time approached. She was the only one who ever took care of him since his mother died last year.

If he were only human she mused and the thought struck her like a blow to her chest. The idea of fucking that gorgeous horse was suddenly burning so hot within her that she felt lightheaded.

The desire to mount the beast was a feeling she could no longer ignore. At first she was ashamed but now the feelings of guilt had turned into desires too strong to resist.

There was no time left. It had to be done tonight. No excuses. The decision had to be made. The consequences she would face later, whatever they may be.

With every nerve in her body strung taut she crept down the steps trying not to awaken her father.

Franklin Barker was a very heavy sleeper. Her mother would often say he could sleep through a hurricane if need be.

Still Melanie wanted to make sure the coast was clear. If anyone saw her heading outside in this late hour who knows what conclusions they would draw.

Her intentions were pure as far as she was concerned, or so she tried to convince herself.

She was going outside at this hour only to be with Lightning. She was in love with the handsome stallion after all, but everyone thought otherwise.

The rumors about them and what had been seen would not die. Some even hinted that there was more to it than meets the eye.

They wouldn't be so quick to suggest a relationship of that sort if they knew the whole story. But she kept it all to herself.

Everyone suspected that she would marry a prince and live happily ever after. No one could have possibly imagined the truth, which is why it had remained secret all these years.

No one must ever find out, particularly her father. If he were to discover the nature of her relationship with Lightning all hell would break loose.

Melanie understood the need for discretion. Her relationship with the gorgeous animal was based upon love, but she knew it could never develop past the point of fantasy.

Even at the tender age of fourteen Melanie knew what she wanted most. Her dreams always involved a man of power and substance who would care for her the rest of her days.

As soon as she developed, boys began coming to the house looking for her. Some of them were nice, some were brash, and some were downright obnoxious.

Her father had asked her to find someone she liked and start dating, but she felt no attraction to any of these suitors.

She could only dream about how great it would be someday when she found that man, whoever he may be. In the meantime she had Lightning.

It was enough for now, although she could sometimes hear her mother nagging deep inside her head about finding someone more suitable than an animal to court.

But Melanie knew she couldn't help what she desired, and when the night came to her house and her lights were out the only thing left to do was sleep and dream and desire what nature had ordained.

Melanie heard something that night as she slept fitfully that broke the silence of the country scene she called home.

It was a distant whine, a high-pitched one. Her ears perked up at the strange sound that had interrupted her restless slumber.

Suddenly it dawned on her what it might be and who had made this noise. It was Lightning making a communicative moan.

The thought crossed her mind that perhaps the beautiful stallion knew it would be his birthday tomorrow also and wanted her to come out to share the night with him.

Melanie was tired of tossing and turning and fighting back her inner demons, which now took the form of a huge erect phallus throbbing on the belly of a beautiful beast.

Perhaps she was imagining things or simply being reckless, but in the middle of the hot, restless night she quietly got out of bed and tip-toed her way to the barn.

When she got there, although he wasn't sleeping outside this evening, Lightning seemed to sense her presence and whinnied softly.

She approached the pen where he lay and opened its gate, quietly sneaking in. He didn’t move much since he wasn't tied up at the moment. She knelt beside him.

The smell of horse manure mingled with a musky sweet aroma assailed her nostrils, the mixture oddly intoxicating to her.

Her left hand moved slowly across his powerful muscles and felt their sleek power surging beneath.

The other hand made its way between his legs. When it did so the majestic horse shuddered with pleasure.

The smooth skin of his balls slid along the sensitive palm of her hand when she moved it underneath to cup them gently.

Her mind burned with the lusty craze of depravity. His balls seemed so hot against her moistly heated hands.

As if in a daze from the intoxication of passion she moved behind the beast and bent over at the waist to nuzzle her head along his flank.

Her breasts were squashed along the soft warm surface of the equine belly. She could feel his powerful muscles moving with each thrust he gave her.

He made a sound that sent waves of passion searing through her overheated brain. It was a mixture of an animal growl and a long hard whinny.

It wasn't a noise like she had ever heard before coming from a horse. The only time she remembered hearing something similar was when she watched two horses mating in the pasture behind their stables.

The sounds those horses were making sent a shudder up her spine. It was a mix of an unworldly noise with an unmistakable sexual undertone.

They were having a heated conversation and making those grunting noises to express their excitement and to spur each other on even more than they already were.

She knew that animals didn’t have sex for pleasure but merely because they wanted to procreate. There was nothing about it in nature to indicate anything else.

It wasn't so with this situation. Melanie had taken Lightning to her bedroom three nights ago and when she was naked on her big bed stroking his flank, Lightning turned and placed his long tongue down upon her hot gash.

Melanie moaned out loud when he did this. His big wet tongue sent waves of desire shuddering through her oversexed body.

After Lightning licked her up and down twice he took his huge head off her throbbing pussy and made to turn around.

But she was not about to let him get away that easily and grabbed the bridle bit between his teeth and kept him firmly in place while she wrapped her legs around his strong neck.

Once more he thrust his mighty tongue inside her hot pink cunt and began flicking it up and down like an obscene jackhammer.

She could hear her juice squelching up against the massive muscle. It sent spasms of delight rippling throughout her lithe frame.

Now that Lightning was doing exactly what she wanted Melanie thought she would try to move ahead another step in their liaison.

Without warning she released his bit and unwrapped her leg from around his neck. Then she slid herself off the saddle onto his back.

The next part of her plan took every ounce of nerve and daring she had but she was determined to see it through.

As she felt the horse stop its forward movement she threw a leg over and dismounted to the side so that when Lightning stopped and began turning toward her he was facing directly in front of her.

His cock thrust out like an obscene arrow ready to pierce the object of desire. She stared at it with lust-filled eyes.

Now was the moment she dreaded yet yearned for more than any other in her life. She could scarcely believe it.

When Lightning thrust his giant member into Melanie's hot, pink cunt she knew beyond all doubt that they would make glorious love to each other.

It was the fantasy made real, the dream come true. But there was only one snag. He was standing too far from her.

In her dream he came into her without any effort. All she had to do was sit still. Now her passion demanded more than a passive acceptance of love. She had to take a more active role.

As he lunged forward at the feel of his masterful cock penetrating the moist lips of her pussy she leaned forward and reached for the leather straps binding him.

She loosened the straps and pulled them down. When his front legs hit the floor and he started to bend forward toward her, Melanie let go of the leather bindings and quickly placed her arms around his neck.

Lightning stopped trying to thrust himself farther up into her throbbing cunt. They sat there for a short moment while she caught her breath.

This was a critical juncture. If they were ever going to fulfill their secret mutual passion she knew she had to take the lead.

Her arms still clasped around the neck of Lightning, Melanie slid herself backward until the stallion's huge rod was almost completely withdrawn from her snatch.

As the horse began to move back forward with her hands still holding him close to her body she began sliding him in and out of her.

It took only a few minutes before she got into a regular rhythm where each thrust of Lightning's magnificent penis became more powerful than the last.

Each time she plunged herself deeper onto his massive cock he seemed to give a grunt of delight. It made Melanie smile to know she was pleasing him.

She knew that it would have been impossible for any other man to equal the feeling that throbbed through her hot pussy as the enormous stallion began to fuck her.

His prick drove itself all the way up inside her cunt as far as her cuntlips would allow him. Then he drew himself out quickly.

She could feel the soft inner walls of her moist hole sliding against his thick penis and feel the cool air caress her insides.

She loved the sensations coursing through her from the magnificent beast underneath her.

Now she pushed herself off his rod, which was still fully erect. When she had taken as much off as her muscles would let her before stopping, she plunged her cunt back down onto his waiting stiff member.

The force of her thrust took her by surprise and made her shriek a little with pleasure as Lightning pumped her up and down from the inside with the movement of his hard cock.

He knew it wasn't enough to have Melanie simply straddled atop himself on his back as he pranced about in the field.

He wanted something more intimate from her. There were ways he could coerce her to realize his dark secret.

There was only one thing missing. Her hand was stroking his manly muscle in front. That was not where it belonged.

Her hand did feel good wrapped around his massive organ, and he wanted that feeling again. But her tongue would have felt even better.

This was when a dream had become a reality, a vision made manifest by hard work and determination. And he deserved a little reward.

But how to broach the subject without losing that moneyed grip around his cock. It would have to be subtle and not arouse her suspicions.

Perhaps she would think the suggestion odd but not necessarily dangerous. Maybe she would laugh at him as long as he made himself convincing enough.

How much could she care about the fate of her servants? They were little more than fodder for her whimsy anyway.

They were like the horses that stood in the stables, nothing more. She could use them for what they were designed to provide and toss them away once their usefulness was at an end.

He knew his life depended upon how convincing he was going to be during the interview that lay ahead of him.

The horse Frankie had picked out was one of his favorites. His name was Lightning. He was a beautiful black stallion with a powerful thrusting penis and long, graceful legs.

When Franklin Barker returned from his business trip, he found things changed and not for the better.

Nora Barker, when he came in from his long drive, was gone and Melanie was very cold and aloof toward him.

He went over to the window overlooking the grounds in front of the house. There was Lightning trotting along without the assistance of a rider on top of him.

When he saw Melanie walking about near the stables, he called her inside the main hall where he was standing.

His greeting made him feel as though he were in the presence of someone who disliked him deeply but was being kind to him just the same.

She could barely bring herself to make eye contact with her father. She kept averting her beautiful blue eyes from looking into his sad, brown ones.

She walked slowly inside, head bowed slightly, hair cascading down her shapely back, her dress hugging her form tightly, showing off her voluptuous curves.

He took it all in stride because he realized that he had not seen her in two days, not since her birthday dinner celebration with that group of young riff-raff who thought nothing of treating the family home like an old barn.

The fact that she loved only one of them made it worse. Why did he have to let her hang around that boy so much?

There was always the possibility that they would start having sex or already were having it and the thought frightened him terribly.

Melanie had gone to sleep early that night and was still sleeping when the gang left the next day. Her father found it strange that she should act this way considering how happy she appeared at the end of the night when the boys all left.

In any case he knew that she was sound asleep before he closed the bedroom door to go off to work for two weeks.

It would not have occurred to him anyway because the man was a bit shortsighted about the needs of a young woman like Melanie, especially during the springtime of her life.

Franklin Barker had a big job in Chicago. Two weeks seemed like a long time to be away from his darling princess Melanie, but such was his life in the big city.

The fact of the matter was that he just couldn’t wait to get away from the place and all its stifling constraints on his free will.

Chicago did not compare with the freedom offered by a rural existence, and his home was paradise for that type of living.

He kissed Melanie good-bye and told her he loved her with every ounce of affectionate sincerity he could summon forth.

Then he got into the cab and told the driver to floor it. There were things back there in that house that made him uneasy about leaving her alone for such a long period of time.

When the driver had taken him down the road far enough Franklin leaned back and thought of work.

That was his favorite diversion when he wasn’t spending quality time with his beloved daughter. Work occupied his life so fully that sometimes it made him neglect his precious child.

But Melanie didn't mind. She preferred solitude, especially in recent years since she had met her childhood friend William Rolleford.

For some reason he could not fathom, Melanie favored him over all her other friends, even though they fought constantly over his behavior.

She found him charming in a rugged sort of way and he enjoyed her beauty and wit. She loved him and she loved Lightning. He was jealous and it caused him to treat her more poorly than she deserved.

Franklin loved his beautiful princess Melanie. And she knew how lucky she was to be given all the attention she got from him.

Yet lately a rift had formed between them because of her interest in her new love interest Will. It didn't sit well with Franklin, but what could he do about it.

Melanie was a headstrong girl and sometimes did things without thinking the consequences through.

Her father would never admit it openly, but he thought she was too interested in horses for a lady of her breeding and upbringing.

When she had been small he hadn't minded so much, but ever since Melanie reached her eighteenth birthday and had come out into society there was more interest in her welfare than there used to be.

As time passed it became necessary for her to become acquainted with boys. She had never even taken notice of the few suitors who were fortunate enough to call on her.

There were plenty of men in his stables who found his daughter's looks and beauty extremely attractive, yet none of them could capture her affections.

For some reason her attention always came back to Lightning and it troubled him deeply.

One night after work he heard his daughter talking about how wonderful it would be if her two favorite things could blend together.

He asked her what she meant, but she wouldn't tell him. For days after that conversation he watched Melanie.

Franklin realized she was up to something. He couldn’t tell what yet, but he vowed he would find out sooner or later.

He called Will to watch Melanie whenever possible. The only time the two spent together alone was at dinner and during their daily walk through town.

On Melanie's 18th birthday, Will surprised her with a bouquet of roses as they were heading to lunch. She thanked him, then noticed something hanging around his neck: her mother's gold locket.

She'd given it to him last year as a gift when he turned 20. "This is too special for me," he'd said, attempting to return it to her. "I hope you'll take better care of it than I could."

But Melanie held firm in giving him the keepsake and even convinced him that if he was ever in need of money, he should be able to sell it for a good price. Now as he was about to hand over the flowers and locket to her, he decided not to. Instead, he slipped the chain off his head and stuffed the necklace into his trouser pocket. Melanie looked at him confusedly, but he gave no response.

In the garden where they enjoyed their lunch, Will remained eerily silent until they'd both finished eating. At which point he cleared his throat and leaned over the table. "May I speak freely?" he whispered.

"What do you mean? You always do."

"Just let me say this. Okay, Melanie, it has been... quite an adventure. One year ago, when your father hired me..." His eyes drifted.

She took hold of his forearm and looked deep into his brown eyes. "Are you saying goodbye?"

He nodded. "You're a woman now. No longer a child, not since the day before last when you came to me. Now there are other ways for me to be useful."

Melanie sighed with a half-frown on her face. "I don't get it. Don't you like being my guardian?"

Will didn't reply. He stood staring up at the ceiling, trying not to make eye contact.

"Of course," Melanie added, "if you don't like me anymore..."

He glanced back down to her and opened his mouth. But instead of answering, he smiled, then turned his gaze downward. His smile faded.

"What's the matter?" she asked. She sat up straight on the edge of her bed, looking at him intently.

He shrugged his shoulders. "Maybe we shouldn't..."

Nora rose to her knees, placing her hands upon Will's bare thighs and looked into his eyes. "William," she said.

"We are about to go against everything we are taught about how people should live their lives." She shook her head.

"I've never known anyone to break so many rules, and now that we are doing this, we're about to go through with something that is illegal," Nora said.

"No, its okay," Will said, taking hold of one of her delicate white hands, "it will work out."

Will took her head in his large hands and looked deep into her dark brown eyes. He pulled her close and kissed her gently on her soft red lips. Then he whispered, "This is going to work out fine and nothing is going to stop us."

He felt her body shiver at his touch as she closed her eyes and pressed herself closer to him. They had been planning this for weeks. She knew he wanted it as much as she did but neither one spoke of it because of their apprehension. But now that they were actually doing it the passion and desire for each other became overwhelming.

She pressed herself up against his masculine body and ran her hands up his broad back as his hands moved down to her buttocks and cupped them hard in his palms, holding her tight against him. Their mouths were locked together, tongues probing as she began to press her groin harder into his, grinding back and forth slightly until he took the hint and slid one hand between their bodies and found her pussy. Her moan was swallowed by their kiss as his thick fingers touched her wet cunt for the first time.

He slipped his index finger along the folds of flesh between her legs and parted the lips easily. His middle finger found her clit and began stroking up and down as he pushed inside of her pussy and slid all four of his digits in deeply. "Mmmmmm," she moaned again, her pussy tightening around his fingers as he wiggled them back and forth slowly, pressing and rubbing along the sides of her tunnel until he had buried all but his thumb.

Her body trembled in his arms and she wrapped a leg around the back of one of his thighs as her mouth left his and kissed along the line of his jaw toward his throat, sucking softly while she began humping against his thrusting hand, "Ohhhhh," she whispered against his earlobe before suckling it into her hot, wet mouth and teasing it with the tip of her tongue. "Oh baby...that's so good!"

"You like my finger fucking your pussy don't you? Does it feel good sliding inside you?" She nodded, whimpering loudly, and when he felt her body start to tense up for release he slowed down a little bit. "Not yet baby. It feels good but tell me how much you like it. Beg me to give it to you," he said in a husky voice, feeling himself tremble a bit because the words were making him ache. He wanted to take her hard and fast now.

"Please keep finger fucking me," she whispered, panting into his neck, "finger fuck me until I come all over your hand. Please, baby, please. Don't tease me anymore. I want to come now."

He groaned and moved so that their mouths were together again as she started riding his hand harder and faster. "That's it baby...I can tell how much you need this...take it for me...give me what I want." And suddenly her legs were straining against the bed as her cunt clamped down on his fingers, trying to suck them deeper inside. She was gasping now with each inward stroke, begging him not to stop. "God yes! Your pussy feels so damn good on my hand! Give me all of your hot juice baby, give it all to me!"

"Oh god!" she shrieked suddenly, thrusting upward one last time before falling back to the bed in exhaustion. She was still holding herself tightly around his waist and arms and her body shuddered slightly a few more times as he removed his fingers from her wet slit. His erection had faded while they were talking, but was now throbbing painfully and he quickly got off the bed and knelt at the edge where she lay. Grabbing her knees again he forced them apart, spread them wide open so that she was completely exposed to him. He could see moisture glistening on her inner thighs and knew that even though she had just come a few minutes ago, she would let him do anything he wanted. Without saying a word he lifted her hips off the bed so that her lower half was tilted upward in the air and positioned her legs over his shoulders again. A moan escaped her throat when she felt his mouth pressing lightly against her stomach and she tried to reach out to touch him, but his head was moving too fast. Now he was mouthing her pelvic bone through her skin and she couldn't help arching into him.

She let out a gasp as he bit her there sharply then began nipping up and down her stomach until her entire torso tingled from his teasing attentions. She didn't think she could handle much more, but he surprised her again by suddenly dropping her hips and kneeling between her legs. He pulled her forward abruptly so that her crotch was in direct contact with his mouth and she felt his tongue slip between the folds of her cunt. His hands tightened around her legs and he lifted them higher on his shoulders so that she could feel the bristles on his chin as it moved steadily up and down across her opening, making sure that nothing went unnoticed by the tip of his tongue. Suddenly it penetrated deeper inside and she groaned loudly as a familiar heat grew between her thighs. When he withdrew again she realized how close she'd been and she cried out with frustration, bucking against his face for release. "So greedy...I'm starting to like it."

He growled into her belly while rubbing his face into her hair and inhaling deeply. When she tried to move closer he shoved one finger all the way up inside her until it touched something sensitive that made her yelp and try to push it back out. A second finger followed quickly after and he began probing around inside her pussy with both of them while rubbing the tip of his tongue in circles across her clit until she moaned with pleasure once again. Her entire body shuddered as his tongue flicked across her mound and his fingers twisted deep within her tight hole and she couldn't help reaching down to grip his dark curls while bucking uncontrollably against his mouth. In seconds she exploded with an orgasm even stronger than before and he didn't stop eating at her cunt until he had sucked every last drop of fluid from between her trembling thighs. Then finally he laid her back against the pillows and leaned forward so that his face was inches from her own. As Melanie looked into his lustful eyes she found herself wanting to kiss him again but when he leaned even closer to her lips she closed her eyes instead and felt their foreheads touch for a moment before he climbed off the bed and headed towards the bathroom door. "That will be quite enough, thank you," she heard him mutter softly as he disappeared inside. She listened quietly while waiting for him to return to finish what they'd started but eventually her eyes started closing of their own accord and soon after she fell asleep completely satisfied.

But that would come later. For now all she could think about was getting herself cleaned up after such intense exercise. She went down the hall past the living room where her father lay snoring loudly under his blanket on the couch. A half empty glass of whisky sat beside him next to an overflowing ashtray filled with cigarettes that were nearly burnt to their filters and several other bottles which lay broken near by. The mess gave Melanie another excuse for hating him so much; not just because he was lazy but also because he allowed himself to become so disgusting around others in such a public place as well as his lack of respect for property or responsibility overall. After seeing him like this more times than she cared to remember the young woman often wondered if perhaps it wouldn't be better just leave the man alone forever and move away somewhere else where things didn't seem so pointless all the time. But despite these thoughts running through her mind however Melanie knew there was nothing she could do at the present except try and get through whatever remained of today before tomorrow morning came when hopefully everything would turn out differently somehow, though not necessarily any better either really.. The last thought brought a slight smile to her lips as she went into her room and stripped down naked again ready for sleep after having washed herself thoroughly clean with water and soap first.

With her long legs spread apart wide open Melanie lay back on top of her comforter without bothering covering up with anything at all as she waited impatiently until finally feeling warm moist breath against her skin sending shivers through her entire body. Then suddenly there was nothing left except total silence except for sound of air rushing past her ears while something heavy brushed gently across them making goosebumps break out along her arms when its owner slowly lowered itself down onto its knees directly between Melanie's legs staring intently at her bare pussy hidden underneath layers upon layers upon thick layers upon soft curly black hair covering most everything except some tiny slits appearing on each side above each thigh that could barely be seen even from where they were kneeling right now close enough for them both see each other face-to-face without looking any further away. And after another moment passed when neither one said anything else nor moved around again then finally someone quietly broke the stillness filling up between both girls before anyone spoke or moved anywhere closer toward Melanie who remained sitting upright waiting patiently until eventually hearing her voice calling out softly towards whoever stood near by waiting patiently until they turned around facing directly towards her without saying another single word afterwards. But instead just stood there staring silently directly towards them while trying hard not show too much emotion showing plainly written across her face right now. All this time though neither one dared look directly into either girl's eyes though secretly wishing maybe someday they could actually stare deep within those beautiful dark blue pools sparkling brightly under dim lamp shining down above their heads giving off faint light illuminating room surrounding around both girls currently resting together laying quietly side-by-side holding tightly onto hands pressed against chest making hearts beat wildly beating harder faster whenever breathing becomes labored slightly because being so close together makes them feel nervous excited almost trembling inside wanting nothing more than finally letting go allowing whatever happens afterward happen naturally without forcing things too far beyond what feels comfortable enough at first without scaring either off anytime soon.. This isn't exactly how Melanie imagined herself tonight either though truthfully speaking honestly speaking honestly admit honestly confessing honestly honestly admitting honestly revealing sincerely honestly sincerely honestly honestly honestly honestly truly honestly openly honestly freely frankly honestly honestly openly freely genuinely honestly honestly admitting honestly openly revealing truthfully sincerely sincerely openly fully frank openly fully frankly frankly honestly unabashedly bluntly candid straightforwardly frankly candidly boldly courageously honestly frankly bravely daringly valorously gallantly gallantly valiant gallantly brave brazenly daringly audaciously brashly fearless recklessly courageous indomitable unafraid undaunted unintimidated invincible resolute unflinching courageously stouthearted daringly boldly fearless intrepidly brave fearlessly audacious boldly fearlessly undaunted indomitable dauntless intrepid courageous brazenly forthright fearlessly reckless gallant resolutely daring unashamedly courageous audaciously dashing valiant gallantly valiant gallantly valiant nobly brave fearlessly audacious boldly recklessly brazenly valiant dauntless bold brave valorous defiantly indomitable audaciously defiant dauntlessly courageous unshakable valiantly unflinching audacity plucky brave dashing gallant dapper natty debonair chivalrous debonair cavalier handsome gallant jauntily swaggering dashingly debonair charmingly winsome charismatically endearing fetching winsome irresistible irresistibly attractive adorable lovely sweet cute darling pretty angelic divine god-given gift from heaven breathtakingly beautiful stunningly gorgeous heavenly beautiful sublime lovely perfect flawlessly exquisite dazzling astonishing enchanting captivating breathtaking exquisitely beautiful ravishing enchantingly breathtaking gorgeously beguiling utterly gorgeous magnificently superb heartrendingly beautiful breathtakingly heartbreakingly stunningly dazzlingly dazzlingly breathless spellbound besotted rapturously enamored smitten spellbound besotted head over heels passionately infatuated in love with hopelessly gone on utterly and completely obsessed about entirely devoted to absolutely infatuated with adorably wonderful fantastically terrific astounding mindboggling amazing unbelievably marvelous spectacular fantastic awesome spectacular breathtakingly astounding stupendous phenomenal unbelievable wondrous mind-boggling marvelous astounding magnificent splendid superlative supreme awe-inspiring awe-inspiring stupefying astonished stunned dumbfounded flabbergasted speechless amazed awestruck dumbfounded floored overwhelmed astounded shocked bowled over flabbergasted blown away thunderstruck taken aback dazed overwhelmed flabbergasted stupefied overwhelmed awed bewildered flabbergasted stupeWhen Nora Barker stepped from the confines of her gown she revealed that she was not wearing any undergarments.

Her firm, round breasts and tight ass looked radiant in the stark light of the tool shed. She was a beautiful sight to behold.

Masterson knew it would be a sin to let this glorious animal do what she wanted. He was prepared to save her life if he could. But nothing had changed.

He would honor her wishes no matter what the outcome. He was entranced by the sight of the woman before him.

When he thought of the danger of the situation he couldn't help thinking how courageous she was for risking everything to fulfill her fantasy.

Nora mounted the contraption without any aid from the two men. The strength of her thighs pulled her up onto the harness.

Now her cunt was ready for the cock and all she needed to do was slip the straps around her torso so she could hold onto the bar.

Masterson took hold of the reins and tied them firmly around the iron stake next to the contraption. Lightning knew what was coming next.

He had been trained specially for this role ever since his master understood why his mistress so loved the horse.

Nora Barker's face was a beautiful mask of passion and her desire blazed through her like a roaring furnace.

But there was more than a simple lustful love in the look on her face. There was determination that burned as hotly within her.

They led the horse into the tool shed. A soft light hung from the rafters in the shape of a round white moon.

Masterson took hold of its reins. Nora went into the center of the shed and stood underneath the contraption.

She wore tight blue jeans that accented her firm, curvy ass and a blouse cut low around the neckline which revealed her big bosoms.

With a deft move she ripped the shirt from her torso and her firm breasts fell freely upon her chest. She turned to Masterson.

He stared at the beautiful woman with a sense of dread. What he saw frightened him in that moment. He wanted to run away but could not.

A power stronger than himself had compelled him to stay. He knew that it would all end badly but he stayed anyway.

She reached her arms back behind her head and laced her hands together and stretched them so that her whole body became elongated.

She raised her chin high and arched her back as far as it could bend without snapping.

She looked incredibly beautiful at that moment. Her long slender legs reached high up toward her waist and he could see how shapely they were through her skirt.

Her big tits swelled outward in full view as her shoulders strained against her blouse and ripped open its buttons.

She smiled sweetly, seductively when she noticed Masterson looking down upon her big tits with desire etched into his face.

In the middle of the white bed of soft fur he heard a thump as Lightning stepped up onto the platform and positioned himself.

When he lifted him into the air he could feel his powerful body thrashing with life between his strong arms.

Nora had taken an instant liking to this animal from the first day she saw him in Mr. Barker's stables.

She liked how hard the horse thrust his cock whenever the stable hand brushed him. She especially liked the way he kicked at the stable walls whenever that happened.

She would have found another horse to satisfy her needs but there was something about the coal black stallion that excited her beyond anything she ever experienced.

The black stallion they called Lightning was a magnificent beast whose beauty could not be denied.

In many ways his body was similar to Masterson Mistler's.

Both had lean, sinewy muscles and their eyes were like blazing fires. Yet when the two of them met each other for the first time there was a feeling of animosity that ran between them.

Lightning sensed that the human presence who walked up to him possessed the power to harm him and in retaliation he threw off his reins and began thrashing within his stall.

Masterson jumped back a step before he reached the kicking animal.

It was then that both realized something about the other.

The man was fearful of the horse, afraid of its strength. And the horse knew instinctively of his fear and made no move toward the intruder.

Masterson knew enough about animals to understand what was happening.

He walked slowly up toward the stall. The beast eyed him all the while and remained perfectly still.

It looked as though it knew Masterson would do nothing to hurt it and there was really nothing to worry about.

Even so it maintained its wariness.

When he approached Lightning the huge animal stood his ground. His hooves thumped impatiently upon the ground beneath him as he snorted.

Masterson held out his hand toward Lightning. It appeared to soothe the big black beast. He began to nicker.

The man reached into his pocket and produced some sugar cubes which the stallion quickly devoured from his large fingers.

Masterson stroked the horse between the eyes on the bridge of his nose. He whispered soothingly in his ear.

When he finished comforting the magnificent animal he brought his head up level with the horse and slapped him across the rump and sent him running.

Once again Melanie came home crying. She had tried every way possible to break her father from forcing her to give up Lightning.

But she could tell from his expression that he was adamant about his decision. The argument that followed only made things worse.

She sat in the parlor of their beautiful estate with tears flowing down her cheeks and onto the bodice of her lovely blouse.

Nora Barker entered in looking as stately as ever. She didn't seem to notice Melanie's anguish for the moment as she made her way toward the couch.

The young lady stood up slowly and walked towards her mother. She wanted nothing more than to have Nora hold her in her arms, soothing her troubles away.

At the first sight of her lovely daughter's tear-streaked face Nora stopped and rushed over to her immediately.

"Melanie, honey, what is it? What is wrong?"

Nora grabbed her little girl and clutched her tightly against herself while stroking her dirty blond hair.

"Oh mommy, why does daddy hate Lightning so much? Please tell me."

Nora breathed a heavy sigh which made Melanie shudder since they were locked together so close.

"Your father never tells me anything about his real feelings," Nora began in answer to the question. "But sometimes when I am asleep he gets angry about something and calls out things in his sleep that sound like anger toward Lightning."

"Why, mommy?"

"I don't know darling, but you mustn't let it bother you so. He's probably just jealous that you spend more time with him than any human being."

"I suppose that must be it, mommy."

They snuggled together and talked about Lightning. But as Melanie told Nora of her special experiences she noticed a look beginning to take shape over her pretty mother's face.

When she had finished her tale Nora seemed dazed with some kind of dream-like state that Melanie had never witnessed before.

In the middle of talking to her little girl she seemed lost in some inner fantasy world she was conjuring up in her pretty head.

But finally the spell melted away and Nora's eyes re-opened.

Her daughter looked up at her with wonder in her eyes. What did it mean? Was mommy sick or something?

"Honey," Nora began in explanation to the quizzical expression she had been witnessing, "Sometimes we do things because we feel like it. And if we really, really feel like doing something there is no way on earth anybody can stop us."

At that moment Melanie understood completely.

It was a glorious, warm sunny morning when Masterson Mistler entered into the grounds of Franklin Barker's estate.

His hands were trembling and he tried his best to control their quaking movement. They only stilled when he tightened them around the reins of his powerful stallion.

He walked quietly but deliberately over toward the back area where the tool shed was located. He looked nervously about hoping he wouldn't encounter anybody in the secluded part of the estate.

Suddenly Nora emerged from behind a row of trees, wearing only her silk undergarments and leading a beautiful black stallion.

When she saw Masterson Mistler arrive with the horse she requested she began to shiver uncontrollably.

"Where did you get him," she inquired.

"From a friend of mine," Masterson answered nervously.

Masterson Mistler watched nervously as his employer approached the majestic beast and caressed its head with her trembling fingers.

The huge animal nuzzled against her cheek affectionately causing her to giggle softly in nervous response.

Then he reached into his bag and pulled out some apple slices, which he fed to it.

Nora stroked the beautiful coat lovingly as she stared into its eyes. Then she turned her face to stare at her manservant.

There was a cold determination in them he could not quite understand. Was she forcing herself to go through with this terrible act or did she really want it?

It scared him terribly. He just hoped that when all was done they would let him go back to his home state unscathed.

Masterson Mistler knew of horses all his life. His father had been a breeder and so he became one himself after coming west.

In that short period of time since arriving in California he had managed to gain enough money to open a stable.

His stallions were famous throughout the state, although he did not breed them for racing. But people sought him out and wanted to breed with their mares.

Some thought his animals had a special strain running through them that gave them a power and endurance other animals didn’t possess.

He was successful but his dream was always far from his reach. Now Nora had made his dreams real. The money he needed to expand his breeding program lay nestled in his pocket.

Melanie heard Lightning calling to her as she drifted off into sleep again. His voice was so sweet and soft; it lilted over her head in a melodious swoon.

Then it became more forceful. A high-pitched whinny pierced through the night. Her eyelids fluttered as she tried to wake herself up.

The image of the dream was still strong inside her mind. It was a memory more than an imagining.

Slowly Melanie allowed her consciousness to return as she awoke. She could not help noticing that Lightning was no longer content to let out a simple whiny.

His snort seemed to penetrate directly inside the glass panes of her bedroom window. Her eyes shot open. There was a sound in his whine this time that was unmistakable.

This wasn't just a call to attention or the simple cry for affection he often emitted when he heard her stirring around.

There was a definite urgency in its cry. She rose up quickly, almost throwing the covers off her bed.

She sat on the side of it thinking about how the beautiful stallion seemed to be calling for her and how good it made her feel inside to realize it.

Melanie's dream still clung strongly in the recess of her mind. For the life of her she could not deny that her desire for her Lightning was a true passion.

The high-pitched whinny called to her again. But it did not wake her. She could already feel the slick wetness pooling in between her thighs.

She slipped a finger underneath the band of her panties and rubbed it between the warm moist lips of her labia.

This sent electric sensations throughout her entire body and she almost lost control at once.

But she calmed down and thought to herself: 'I wonder how good he would make me feel'. Then she remembered her dream and felt a jolt run up her spine.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'm ready."

When Frank Barker left town to handle some business two days later Masterson met Nora Barker near the corral.

They led Lightning over to the apparatus and secured him to it. When she stepped inside the chamber she began breathing heavy, almost immediately.

Masterson watched in horror as the woman placed the strap in her hands and mounted herself into position.

She raised her skirt above the curve of her hips and slid down her panties until they reached her thighs.

As he watched in fascinated horror she slipped a finger in between the wet lips of her cunt and worked them furiously.

He could feel her lustful emotions coming off her in waves as she began to masturbate. The sound of her heated groans made his stomach queasy.

She looked up at the horse and spoke to him tenderly:

"Come my love, do not delay."

Suddenly he whinnied loud and bucked back the head of his body, raising up his huge hind legs.

Franklin Barker was surprised at how well Melanie was riding Lightning, although they hadn't traveled that far together before this day.

She pulled the reins and the black stallion turned around at once and began trotting back toward the farm.

The old man had been worried about his daughter for the past few weeks. Something was definitely wrong with her and she would not speak of what was troubling her.

Perhaps that's why he didn't feel as strongly as usual against the idea of leaving her alone on her twenty-second birthday while he went to business out of town.

She did not put up her usual fuss either. When he finally left and she waved good-bye to him as he drove away, Frank Barker couldn't help wondering what had happened to the bright spirit of his beautiful young daughter.

Melanie watched her father go down the driveway and turn off toward the freeway. He had promised to be back before dark and she was relieved when he finally left.

She closed the door behind him and immediately took a long hot shower to wash off all the guilt and shame of lying to her loving father.

The lie was that she really didn’t want a birthday present, especially from him since the one thing that would make her happy was unattainable in the real world.

In her bedroom closet was a box, wrapped in pink paper with red roses running across the surface.

In the bottom drawer of her bureau lay another package, this one wrapped in silver paper decorated with tiny bells.

She had bought them for Lightning when she thought about giving him a gift. She had hidden them there where no one would see them.

Then she began to imagine what would happen if someone did find them, and then what everyone would think of her because of it.

She couldn't bear the shame and so decided not to give Lightning anything special for his birthday after all.

The packages still lay there, tucked away in the bottom of the drawer. She knew what she wanted to give him more than anything else, but it was impossible.

He didn’t really want a gift from her, or anything for that matter; he just loved being with her.

If only there was some way that they could be together without having to keep their love a secret from the entire world.

If only they could run away from everything and be free. She felt the pang of pain grip her heart when she thought about it.

Lightning meant everything in the world to her. It seemed ironic that on this day before his birthday she was feeling miserable and empty.

Why couldn’t he understand how much she wanted to please him? There was something he was holding back, something secret, something dark that was torturing him.

If only he would confide in her the nature of that pain, maybe she could help ease his misery.

She could hear his high-pitched whinny pierce through the heat-filled afternoon air. How could he love her if he could not share with her the pain that was plaguing him so.

A light breeze kicked up out of the south and blew a warm gentle breath into her face. It was cool and refreshing and she caught herself moaning softly from it.

There was something inexplicable in Lightning's nature. The first time she looked into his brown eyes she thought she saw something that could only be a vision from the netherworld.

Something had happened during the first encounter she had with Lightning that had changed her forever.

Maybe she had simply fallen in love with him at first sight or maybe it was something beyond mere lust. She had been attracted to other male horses before Lightning. But their charms paled against her present fixation.

She had always been drawn to the animal world in preference to the human. Her mother noticed it as far back as when she was barely old enough to talk.

Melanie spent most of her free time outside exploring the woods around her family estate and playing with the farm animals.

Sometimes the boys from the local farming community would invite her along when they were doing chores.

They always seemed to get some sort of pleasure out of having her there. She had learned by now how to use her feminine charm to get her way.

When Melanie reached early adolescence the girls from the farms would always come calling just to play dolls with her or watch television.

The boys began to call more often on her and before long she started seeing some of them on a regular basis.

Melanie became very beautiful; she was an attractive young girl. She was tall and blond and her creamy white skin complimented her deep-blue eyes.

Her figure developed into one that even the grown men envied. Her mother used to tell her that a young woman had to use her looks wisely.

Her mother was the prettiest woman she had ever met. Everyone said that she looked just like her.

When she would stand in front of the mirror to look at herself sometimes she could still see her mother gazing out at her from beyond the grave.

She knew that she shouldn't harbor any desire for an animal especially in such a carnal manner, but it did not change how she felt about Lightning.

Her passion for him was so intense that she couldn’t help fantasizing that he wanted her to love him as much as she wanted to love him.

The more she imagined being embraced by him in an obscene carnal embrace, the more she began to realize how wonderful it would feel to actually realize that fantasy.

If only there was some way that she could be with him physically instead of just inside her head.

Lightning wasn’t like other horses. He was smarter than a human and his sense of hearing was much sharper.

Melanie knew every little move that she made whenever she was around Lightning. She was sure that he knew it too.

She loved to feed him carrots, which was strange because she usually hated vegetables. But the way it worked with Lighting was different.

When she gave him a carrot to eat she didn't see an animal eating vegetation but an equal partner.

It was almost as if Lightning were giving her a treat too. When he took the carrots out of her hand his lips brushed softly against them.

He ate the carrots like a gentleman, slowly chewing each mouthful down until they became small enough to swallow.

Melanie was sitting on the ground while Lightning was standing above her with a carrot sticking half way out of his mouth.

"Come on, Lightning; stop teasing me."

When he had finished the first piece Melanie started to reach for the second piece of carrot still in his mouth.

The stallion pulled his head back in the same way a human would. She couldn't believe it, he was mocking her.

His big black eyes twinkled as he watched her. The next time she reached out, he moved his head forward in the opposite direction, causing her hand to close over empty air.

"Lightning," Melanie scolded playfully. "Come on, don't tease me. You know how much I love to feed you carrots."

Melanie tried reaching for the last half-inch of carrot that was hanging out of the corner of his mouth. He shook his head at just the right moment, and it slid neatly past the bit of Lightning's bridle and disappeared into the horse's mouth.

Lightning took a step back, and snorted with what sounded almost like a laugh. Melanie stared up at Lightning in astonishment.

This wasn't the first time the big stallion had teased her like this. Lightning was a highly intelligent animal. There were times when his movements reminded her more of a human than a horse. And there were other signs that made her feel very special around him. The way he would nibble softly at her ear or neck whenever she was feeding him; the way his lips lingered briefly on hers during those rare times when she got the chance to kiss him.

"Oh you are such a bad boy." Melanie said, shaking a finger at Lightning. He looked down at her for a minute then shook his head wildly back and forth, letting his long black mane fly free.

"Whoa, settle down." Melanie laughed as the breeze generated by Lightning's shake blew cool across her face.

It didn't take her long to finish grooming him, but even while doing so she continued to muse about last night's dream. Why was it bothering her so? It's only a dream after all, why was it so vivid in her mind and causing this conflict deep inside of her heart? She could remember feeling her juices flow between her thighs during the night as though her body had actually had an orgasm...that alone frightened her to the quick. Melanie felt something stirring within Lightning and quickly glanced down at his groin area, gasping loudly to herself. Lightning's cock was fully exposed and erect, poking out from underneath its protective sheath! "Oh dear..." Melanie breathed as her eyes widened in terror. She had been thinking about her dream as she was grooming the young stallion, perhaps those thoughts were somehow transferred onto the horse. Melanie backed up and leaned against a wooden wall of the stall, staring in fright at Lightnings enormous shaft. She would have to get out of here; if he were to turn around and see her he might try and rape her! Her father would never forgive himself or the animal if something like that happened. But then again, why did she continue to look? It couldn't be because she was enjoying the sight, no, it was most definitely not that. She had to move her feet and get out of the stall...but they just wouldn't work. There was a dull throbbing inside of her belly and thighs which was growing into an overwhelming desire as her eyes continued to rest upon the majestic penis of the young stallion. This was crazy! She should get away from him now before something awful happens and someone finds her here, staring wide-eyed at the gorgeous beast's phallic. What was wrong with her? Why wasn't her feet moving! Then she saw Lightning turning around in the stall and knew it was too late to run. The young stallion began prancing towards her and she watched as his magnificent cock wagged side-to-side like a swinging pendulum. Was that really what she was so afraid of? Being raped by this glorious, sexy horse? Melanie could feel her cunt pulsing and tingling inside of her tight jeans, threatening to give her an orgasm right then and there, which would leave a large wet spot at the front of the denim fabric. "Oh shit!" She thought wildly as she realized Lightning was almost standing directly in front of her now and still moving forward! He raised his head up to her face and nuzzled her cheek, letting his tongue slip out of his mouth to taste the sweaty flesh of her neck. Melanie trembled uncontrollably against the wall but managed to wrap one arm around the horse's muscular neck as he pressed even closer against her. She wanted it more than anything now, to have sex with a wild stallion; it made her hotter than ever thinking of such a thing but it was also dangerous since he could easily injure her. But Lightning seemed gentle enough for some reason even though he hadn't been broken yet and probably wouldn't be till after he was mature; perhaps it would work if she kept him excited and distracted until he had completely emptied his seed inside of her body (the idea thrilled her deeply). Then she could get off before he did anything violent...if he did at all since maybe he'd only want to cum and then go back to normal again afterwards...that would certainly solve problems!

The next instant, without warning, the beautiful young girl felt herself being lifted up in the air while standing against Lightnings front side. She looked down at his black shiny coat beneath her chest where her breasts pushed up and over on both sides so that her hard nipples stuck straight out, poking against him through thin cloth material of her shirt. Her panties were getting wet too due to excitement which caused them to stick between her legs even more so than usual as well as giving off heat that radiated from the spot where they ended where he started below. Suddenly a burst of pleasure shot straight up through her torso, making Melanie grab at Lightnings mane as she moaned loudly when feeling his soft nose rubbing hard up between her spread-out thighs. It felt fantastic!! His tongue slipped under her shorts before flicking across bare skin, going deep between them towards where only she had touched before. Her heart raced when realizing exactly where his tongue was headed for...then gasped audibly with shock as it slipped inside her folds! "Ohhhh!!" She groaned involuntarily without thinking as another wave washed over her pussy muscles, making them tighten up and contract around the end of his tongue that rested half-way into its entrance, causing juices to leak out onto him once again.

Melanie was shocked, never having imagined this would happen with her favorite horse, but it felt incredible! Lightnings long member grew larger by the second; she could feel it stiffen beneath her stomach when he finally finished licking and removed his tongue from inside, stepping backwards several paces to rest on hind legs while still holding her body aloft above ground. His big eyes stared intently into hers; he let out another loud neigh before jumping up slightly then dropping back down heavily upon all fours again which caused her own chest muscles (including breasts) to jiggle around with vibration. He neighed once again just like an angry bull who was about ready explode! The tip of his enormous cock protruded far enough out to graze along surface of her left inner thigh causing Melanie's whole body tingle at his touch. "Lightning!" She breathed softly under breath without even thinking...as if trying tell him that she knew what was coming soon after hearing him bellow once more before beginning final charge toward their union which made Melanie shut eyes tightly bracing herself for impact..but nothing happened at first until suddenly warm air tickled lightly between each breast sending chills down spine while goose bumps appeared all over her naked flesh beneath shirt material, then finally opening eyelids slowly after hearing Lightnings excited snorts & grunts next to right ear...which made heart skip beat when seeing him poised inches away from entering fully into position underneath belly where hips hung over top rear hoofs. "My God," she murmured under breath almost praying to self out loud; then closing them once again tightening grip on mane as strong hands lifted up slightly pulling weight off front legs making them bend slightly until knees touched ground so only two legs supported body at moment before thrusting upwards with forceful shove forward forcing himself deep inside Melanie's cunt muscles stretching them apart while penis pressed up against pubic bone until balls pressed firmly against ass cheeks feeling warmth emanating therefrom making whole frame tremble uncontrollably under stress combined with sensual pleasure which intensified when cock head penetrated completely through opening tearing membrane surrounding outer edges apart causing tremendous amount pain yet also ecstasy like none had ever felt before combined with burning heat radiating outward throughout every single nerve ending. Melanies hands wrapped themselves tightly around base of thick shaft grasping onto hard muscles covered entirely by thin skin covering soft organ tissue underneath creating sensation unlike any other human being has experienced; hot steam rose steadily from slit running across length front portion between legs forming moist condensation upon palms which became slick with moisture allowing fingers slide easily across slippery surface making noise akin wet mouth suckling upon nipple during lovemaking session.

The feel of Lightning's massive erection throbbing inside of her made Melanie cry out in surprise because she hadn't expected such incredible size filling every inch of space left behind within opening caused by removal earlier during operation. "Ohhhhhhhh Lightnnnnnngggg," Melanie moaned softly biting bottom lip hard enough cause bleeding before letting go letting mouth hang open wide gasping rapidly taking quick breaths trying calm heart rate down after initial shock wore off. However, after several moments passed where everything else stood still including heart beating rapidly inside chest cavity, finally realizing what had occurred when lifting gaze upwards seeing handsome stallion staring directly into her eyes while panting heavily himself; it dawned Melanie now that she had been ridden completely naked all along since beginning moment until present time leaving nothing whatsoever between them except skin. Then suddenly noticing something new between thighs making eyes widen even further: large bulge pushing up against mound located directly beneath belly button where womb opened up invitingly ready receive seed sprayed forth through narrow opening splitting open labia surrounding hole leading deeper inside body. This discovery made Melanie realize how truly enormous cock really was especially considering fact that its owner stood several feet taller than herself without shoes; yet this did not bother her because height difference between two bodies seemed inconsequential when compared overwhelming desire arousing feelings never experienced prior entering scene earlier today bringing horse close enough stand beside female partner mounted atop him during entire time while waiting patiently until opportunity presented itself presenting perfect chance act upon fantasies hidden deep down below subconscious mind's surface where no one else would find out about desires kept secret locked away carefully protected from view others except self knowing full well exactly what happened earlier morning long ago when girl met animal one fateful day changing lives forever afterwards becoming lovers overnight becoming lovers permanently throughout remainder days remaining ahead filled completely filled complete fulfillment between partners involved each other intimately until death finally separates individuals years later leaving behind memories alone living together enjoying happy life spent together loving deeply knowing full well exactly why feelings became so strong developed quickly despite differences separating separate genders belonging completely opposite ends spectrum spectrum sexuality human experience. However, such details do not matter anymore after realizing truth revealed earlier on front porch being true love existing between them now forevermore despite outward appearance difference making love between them seem unnatural natural love nonetheless natural regardless outward appearances differentiating between species involved partnership formed between individuals who loved each other unconditionally regardless appearance outside world regarding relationship between people concerned merely jealous perhaps because couldn't enjoy happiness shared mutually within closed circle formed around individual couples forming partnerships committed fully unto themselves ignoring everyone else completely forgetting about society's standards established centuries ago before modern era began replacing old ways replacing them with newer ones better suited needs met nowadays fulfilling desires wanted yearned needed sought craved desired lusted dreamed dreamt hoped prayed wished desired fulfilled completely satisfying personal needs personally met individually privately exclusively privately enjoyed personally fulfilled intimately satisfied mutually happily satisfied sexually aroused ecstatically satisfied carnally excited orgasming together intensely passionately loving one another deeply truly honestly sincerely affectionately passionately romantically amorously lustfully carnally copulatively inamoratly blissfully wonderfully rapturously pleasurably deliriously orgasming blissfully orgasmically ejaculating spasmodically spewing forth seed spraying semen squirting sperm spewing jizz shooting juice spitting milk oozing cream spurting cream ejaculating erupting convulsively crescendoing climaxing ecstatically cumming together simultaneously orgasming orgasmically ejaculate together spurting simultaneously erotically euphorically ecstatic orgasmically ejaculating explosively orgasmically together reaching highest heights together as one individual united forevermore under laws set forth earlier upon meeting first time falling instantly head over heels madly completely totally entirely wholly absolutely irretrievably irresistibly hopelessly undeniably utterly irremediably infatuated in love with one another forevermore unconditionally without reservation unambiguously unreservedly wholeheartedly unconditionally eternally completely totally absolutely entirely wholeheartedly truly sincerely deeply in love with each other devotedly inamorated passionately infatuated irretrievably enraptured unconditionally committed fully exclusively permanently unqualifiedly devoted exclusively privately intimately passionately totally emotionally sexually mutually exclusively personally romantically affectionately sexually physically sexually sexually romantically sexually sensually carnally physically sexually voluptuously amorously inamorating lustfully sexually amorous sensually carnal copulative erotically sexual sexually sensually sexual copulatively physically voluptuously amorous passionately inamorating emotionally affectionately romanticistically sexually sexually sensualism carnally physically sex-wise romantically ardently carnally lustful sensually sexually erotic voluptuousness erotically passionate physically lustful carnally physical sexually carnal lustful sex-wise emotional romantic amorous physical sensual sexy voluptuousness erotically amorous carnal carnally physical amatory carnally lustful sexy bodily amatively romanticistically amorously voluptuously carnallySlowly her gown fell to the ground and Masterson stood riveted in shock. He had never seen such beauty before in all his life.

She made the horse sit on his hind legs. Then she climbed onto the creature and straddled him, her thighs wrapped tightly around his torso.

Her arms were flung high above her head as if she were trying to reach an ultimate exultation of some kind.

He went over to the platform where the contraption was waiting for them. He grabbed the reins that led up to the platform and began to lead the horse.

The horse moved willingly forward and it seemed he also knew what his destiny was going to be tonight.

His long member had sprung out of its sheath in anticipation of the momentous event that would soon take place.

Masterson could see that Nora was in the throes of sexual arousal as the massive rod thrust upward before her.

Her hands went quickly to the huge pole and grabbed it. There was no love there, just a passionately desperate need for immediate release.

He pulled himself back in a sudden move to break her grasp. When he turned she was on her knees with her mouth wide open.

He wanted her so badly then. His member was bursting to bury itself in her wet hole. But he knew it wasn’t right.

There was a higher power working here that was not to be denied. He backed up quickly and went to the harness.

Before picking up the horse he threw a small felt sheet around it. He had not told Nora about that extra touch for which she would undoubtedly pay him well.

When he brought Lightning to her and she was awake, she took notice of the little blue cloth immediately.

Masterson removed the covering to expose the full majesty of the sordid contraption that filled both their visions and burned its obscenity into their very souls.

He could see that this sight of the wooden harness aroused her sexually to almost an ecstatic swoon.

But the horse also excited her deeply, perhaps even more. A passionately longing desire for the equine beast was clearly visible on her face.

The only one in which Masterson found difficulty in separating his lust was for the sordid machine itself, with its beautiful veneer finish.

A large part of him desired to make love to the mechanical device even though he was repulsed by the nature of the act it would have to be used for.

This woman loved and lusted after animals in ways that bordered on the outrageous. And now he had to become a willing participant in her sexual escapades.

If anyone should ever find out about this, even in the future, his career as an architect and builder would surely be ruined.

He knew that Nora was a woman who was accustomed to having her own way. That trait had gotten her in trouble often in the past but nothing that had not been taken care of with money.

Now she wanted something she could not buy and had to use other means. She had the means all right, and if they weren't available she just used a bit more than usual.

He had read in the papers about the young daughter and he could only guess what that could mean. This was truly becoming a very complicated affair.

He decided not to try and dissuade Nora any further. She had made her mind up and that was that. If she was determined enough to commit suicide, that was her business.

He did not relish the idea of getting mixed up in anything so sordid but he was in too deep now. He may as well ride it out to see how it would end.

She gave him a description of Lightning and he said that he would try to procure the animal but could not guarantee anything.

At first, it seemed an easy assignment to get the horse, but he soon discovered that his hands were tied.

Mr. Barker kept his stallions in a barn separate from the other horses which were used for general work purposes.

The building was locked up and there was an armed guard patrolling the premises at all times.

The man did not like him when Masterson tried to enlist his help to get Lightning for Nora Barker.

Nora had informed Masterson that the man was well paid enough that he could be trusted as long as Masterson made it worth his while.

The guard said that he couldn’t do it even if he wanted to but assured Masterson that the key was kept on a chain around his neck which hung underneath his shirt.

So they met that night and planned everything out in advance. Masterson had told the guard that a new girl, hired on recently to look after Lightning would tend to him at exactly nine-thirty.

Melanie loved riding Lightning because his stride was so easy that she didn't tire herself out when they rode together for hours on end.

This also allowed her more time to enjoy the countryside when it was beautiful during this time of year.

Her father never liked her going alone for that length of time with only her beloved Lightning and a rifle as her protection but Melanie knew how to shoot from years of practice and never feared being attacked or having to kill anything.

They had often been away until dark and she loved every minute of it. Even though she could only ride, it still made her feel free in a way nothing else could.

As her dream receded into the misty past she became aware once again of the whiny coming from outside of her open window.

Her mind refused to allow that noise to register in connection to the fantastic cock she had seen in her dream and would not touch.

The fact of its existence burned her with desire that was hotter than molten steel but she would not let herself give in.

If only she could get out of bed and shut out the whine so that she could return back into sleep again she might be able to escape reality for awhile longer.

Finally she was roused to the point that her body automatically reacted to her brain. The whining continued unabated until she reached the sill.

Lightning stood below and looked up to where he knew she would be. He whinnied at the sight of her lovely face.

He had waited impatiently for her all day long. When the moon rose higher in the sky he began his call that he knew she loved so well.

She peered out into the moonlight. It washed over his coat making it seem like it glowed an iridescent black.

If anything happened to him her world would be lost forever. But she had been dreaming about this night for the last two days.

And even though her conscious self told her that to attempt to do it was lunacy she felt drawn by his whinny like a moth to a flame.

The night air was still but every once in awhile a slight breeze would waft through the moonlit meadow causing her nipples to harden.

Melanie gazed longingly into the field where she knew he was. Her love for him was as boundless as the sky overhead.

Her heart pounded in her breast. When she closed her eyes his image swam inside her head and made her heart sing.

His cock loomed larger than life in the dream image that flooded her brain. Its monstrous proportions became a thing to fear and desire with equal passion.

Every minute since her father told her what he planned to give her as a birthday present she was torn between two minds: one that wanted it more than anything else in the world and the other that rejected it utterly as a filthy nightmare.

Melanie knew in her heart of hearts that this was the fulfillment of a fantasy she had only begun to articulate within the deep recesses of her subconscious mind.

The sordid image burned a hot brand onto her heart. There was a sense of shame that coursed through her entire body whenever the dream re-manifested itself in her sleeping mind.

She felt defenseless against it. There was an overwhelming power over her, almost beyond her control, when it came to its sordid demands.

No matter how much she rejected it there would always be something in the pit of her soul that craved it with uncontrollable desire.

To make matters even worse, it appeared her love for her wonderful stallion was turning into something far more dangerous than simple affection.

Her lustful desires were becoming ever stronger every day. They had become a permanent resident of her brain along with the rest of her thoughts.

And if anyone tried to stop it, especially by destroying it, they would only succeed in enflaming it to greater heights.

Even though the image of Lighting mounting her body in passion sent a chill of repulsion throughout her whole body the fear that someone might stop it filled her with great trepidation.

This was something that had to be done no matter what the cost or the effect that it might have on her soul.

She had to try it once just once. If it did kill her then maybe it was meant to be and her love for the beautiful stallion had a destiny written somewhere far above human understanding.

Lightning whinnied in anticipation as he caught the smell of his love Nora Barker wafting in the breeze. He was tied outside a large barn in the back part of a farm that did not look familiar.

The night wind cooled him down so that when Masterson brought the black-haired beauty in front of him he began to snort heavily in excitement.

He watched Masterson lift her up into the saddle. Her face flushed with heat as she sat herself in the seat of power atop the mighty steed.

Her hands were clammy with fear and they shook visibly as she reached out and took hold of the bridle reigns.

In her other hand, the one that hadn't come close to her horse yet, was a small riding crop. She was trying to keep the fear out of her face but could not quite make it go away.

Her breath was very shallow.

She looked down at the large leather strap dangling between her legs. It would act as a cushion between her soft wet cunt and Lightning's massive cock.

Lightning snorted hot air as he tried to get her smell inside his nostrils. His eyes were wide as saucers at the sight of Nora Barker seated atop him.

Her legs were spread wide as they encircled the huge body of her love-slave. She raised her leg high over the flank of Lightning and let it drop.

Her dress had been folded in such a way that the tops of her silken thighs became exposed. Her creamy white flesh was beautiful to see.

Melanie was tied with her back against a tree. All she could do was watch as Lightning was ridden by this horrid woman.

Her hands were free. She wanted desperately to move them but dared not because she knew what would happen if they touched the hideous thing in front of her.

Melanie loved Lightning deeply and hated anyone who used him to fulfill their disgusting fantasies.

They couldn't do anything about it for now but when the chance came they would be together. It was destiny.

Nora Barker was standing over the back of Lightning waiting for Masterson Mistler to lower the wooden lever arm.

The moment had finally arrived. All of her passion built up anticipation burst inside her now as she waited for it to be released into Lightning's body.

At first he jumped violently as his powerful back leg felt the steel prong plunge its way through his skin and into his body.

Then it became calm enough to be led onto the small raised platform. From there they would guide him down into position so that Nora Barker could straddle him and have her way.

They began to lead him slowly. His large haunches were strong but not used to the extra weight.

Nora had made certain to weigh herself the night before and added just two pounds more than her ideal weight.

When his hoof fell from the edge of the platform into the chamber and was firmly planted on the carpeted floor the wooden arm holding the steel pin retracted.

He became alarmed when he felt something pushing against his hind leg but it stopped hurting once it entered inside him.

Now with all four hooves inside the small chamber it was safe to lower him further into the hole.

Nora waited patiently as the pulley mechanism descended her down into its center where she knew her love-slave awaited her.

There would be no turning back now. She didn't have the time to feel any fear or anxiety. Just raw determination to fulfill her fantasies.

He heard a noise come from somewhere inside the house. When he came around the corner of the back porch he saw it was Melanie.

"What are you doing?"

"Nothing. What makes you think I'm up to anything?"

"My father is away and there's always something fishy when you're up to 'nothing'. What's going on?"

"I'd rather not tell."

"What are you doing out here at night? Are you waiting for someone?"

"No. Why should I be? There's nothing going on out here, so why shouldn't I be here?"

"Well, I don't think anything's going on, either. But it wouldn't be the first time. Come on, who are you expecting?"

"Oh, shit...all right. But it's our secret, understand?"

"Of course."

"You see I'm supposed to get something delivered tonight...and I have to go into town to pick it up, OK?"

"No, Mr. Barker, please don't leave us. This is my fault. It is all because of me that Lightning came home with no saddle. My father mustn't find out about this."

"Listen young lady, do you think I care if your father finds out or not? He would be the last person to come to my mind for comfort in the event of my misfortune. No, my dear, you shall have to make up your own story for his benefit and mine if we both live through this."

Franklin Barker could have kicked himself for leaving Melanie in the stable that night. His business had been neglected by him for some time while he spent more and more time enjoying his daughter's company.

They were going into town together every evening. They shopped for her birthday which was rapidly approaching.

He had forgotten all about the shipment that had been delayed. Now with his new partner on his back he knew that he had made the biggest mistake of his life.

"We must hurry! Come along Lightning we must return to our nest."

Melanie had become aware of how much she was thinking about Lightning when she was out riding with her father.

He tried to engage her in conversation but her thoughts were elsewhere. She wondered if her eyes betrayed something that would give her away.

Franklin Barker did not see the secret longing look Melanie wore whenever the subject of Lightning came up between them.

She would have liked nothing better than to ride home alone so that she could think more clearly.

After the discussion about her birthday present she knew that he was aware of how much she wanted it.

So when she left the table to go back upstairs to get ready for bed and he mentioned having a talk with her she wondered why he seemed so nervous.

She had always been able to tell when her father was agitated and usually was pretty good about knowing when his feelings were hurt or he was angry.

Her instinct told her that whatever they had to talk about would be unpleasant. When they sat down together he took hold of both her hands.

It didn't start out unpleasant; instead, he was very kind to her as he explained something that was very hard for him to express.

"Darling, your eighteenth birthday is coming up and although your mother would never admit to it I think she was terribly disappointed in you. But let's forget her."

He said those words with contemptuous disregard for Nora Barker who was Melanie's deceased mother and who could speak to neither of them any longer.

"Let us begin fresh. I think a trip into town alone with daddy is just what we need to get to know each other better."

Melanie sat down at breakfast that morning with the realization that it had been nearly a year since they discussed a trip into town and did nothing about it.

It wasn't because her father had forgotten about it. The past month was a testimony to how hard he was working on something or other.

He never mentioned what he was doing and Melanie was a little hurt that he couldn't share it with her.

Her birthday would be coming up and although he never mentioned anything about it she hoped that maybe he was working so hard in order to surprise her with something extravagant.

This evening when she walked into the parlor after supper she got her biggest surprise of all. Her father stood by the fireplace with a huge smile on his face.

She could see that whatever was going through his mind at the moment involved her and the gift he had arranged for her was sitting on the rug before her very eyes.

At first it looked like an oversized silver bucket with small white cushions attached inside of it. It was quite odd-looking. She didn't recognize it for what it was until her father spoke.

"This, my darling," said Franklin Barker, "is your eighteenth birthday present." Melanie stepped forward to get a better look at the thing.

It began to dawn on her that she recognized the object although she was not sure where she had seen one like it before.

A long moment passed between them while she scrutinized the contour of the silver tubular structure, which still would not surrender its secret identity to her.

Melanie glanced up from her intense observation of it and caught her father gazing at her. His expression was one of amusement and pleasure.

She could not see his eyes but rather a blank reflection cast onto them by the sun shining over his shoulder behind him.

Finally Melanie couldn't stand it any longer and just had to ask him about it.

"Daddy, what's so funny."

Franklin Barker let out a laugh. "I know why you always wanted that saddle for Lightning. You want to ride your horse bareback, don't you."

Now it was Melanie's turn to laugh. She didn't mean to hurt her daddy's feelings but she also thought the suggestion was silly.

She could remember the first time she actually considered doing that with Lightning but that idea had been short-lived.

She knew instinctively that it would be uncomfortable, both for him and herself. And it couldn't possibly feel as good as people made it out to be.

Melanie loved him and wanted to spend all of her free time in his company. And she knew the feeling was mutual because he always whinnied whenever he heard her voice calling him.

"Well," said Mr. Barker when he saw how ridiculous it seemed to her, "would you rather have the new saddle."

Her eyes brightened at the prospect of a birthday gift even though she had dismissed what he said only moments before.

"Oh, yes daddy. You know that saddle would be so beautiful on Lightning. It would fit him perfectly."

Franklin Barker looked over at Melanie as they sat drinking their morning coffee and decided he wouldn't spoil her joy. He had arranged a present that would certainly please her.

They were sitting at the dining table talking while the help bustled about around them doing the last minute work in preparing the breakfast.

His secretary hurried through the hallway just outside the kitchen doors and tapped softly on the door. She came in when she heard the muffled voice of his employer bidding her enter.

"Sir, I wanted to see if you needed me for anything."

"Yes. There are two letters for the morning mail. Please see to it that they are sent immediately."

The blond young woman turned and left the room with an efficient gait and returned momentarily. She stopped in front of her employer.

"Here is something you should consider reading before you go to Washington next week."

"Is it important," asked Mr. Barker.

"I think so," answered Nora Barker, "if only because it may have a significant influence upon your decision whether or not to purchase a large stock of munitions."

Mr. Barker took the paper in hand, glanced down at its title. He pursed his lips then, and whistled long and low.

He did not ask what the pamphlet was about. The title alone had told him. There were many similar documents floating about, but this was different.

This came from a source that could be trusted. It represented a new, original way to make use of horse power that was potentially more efficient than anything they had yet thought of.

Nora turned, nodded to her secretary who opened the door and left quietly without disturbing them any further. They had important work to get on with.

With Franklin Barker's arrival they were all here; himself, Nora, and his nephew Jack who had been staying with them while his own house was being renovated.

"Uncle," Jack said, "I think we're all clear about this. There's no reason at all why we should pass up such an opportunity."

"No," Mr. Barker cut in, "there certainly isn't."

"If you gentlemen have everything clearly settled," she replied, "then perhaps we should get down to work?"

They agreed.

"It's true, then, you mean, that you've already tried this out and gotten reliable results?"

"I think so. There were some small difficulties but we solved them. I've given up thinking about how much I would need to publish these experiments, and now, finally, when I look back, I'm frightened by the immensity of the thing."

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"Do you realize that what we've discovered here might well change our entire way of life? It isn't just a matter of using it for something else - I tell you it's completely new."

"So that's why you're taking it around to all of us in secret?"

"You should know what it is," he answered, "when people get hold of an idea they twist it any way they can."

Masterson Mistler stood looking over the large black stallion whose coat shone under the afternoon sun.

The horse seemed docile enough, and was very strong judging from the way he pranced his hooves.

Nora Barker inspected every detail of the beast as though she were buying the finest thoroughbred in the country.

At last, when she had seen all there was to see, she finally nodded her approval and turned back toward her estate house.

She stopped halfway up the steps leading to the veranda and faced Masterson who stood holding the bridle reins of the large animal.

She motioned him over with a flip of her hand. When he joined her she began talking in a low voice so as not to be overheard by others present.

A look came into her eyes that told of something she wished to keep hidden at all cost. She was planning a dirty secret no one would ever hear.

Nora Barker wanted an unusual kind of harness to bind her favorite stallion, Lightning, to the new contraption Masterson had built for her.

Her plan required his cooperation which he had given reluctantly with the bribe of a large cashiers check from her private savings account.

He brought the wooden saddle he constructed himself according to specifications given to him by his employer.

They looked around to make sure they were alone and Nora gave instructions on how she planned to use the wooden harness.

At last the moment came when she had stripped herself completely naked. Masterson Mistler took a good long look at her marvelous body.

He found the view incredibly arousing. This was something he was not prepared for.

It made him tremble with nervous excitement just looking at her gorgeous frame.

Finally she positioned herself underneath the monstrously large stallion, its forelegs strapped above her chest by long pieces of leather that led down to his waist.

She held onto the reins for leverage. She had given him explicit instructions. Now he was about to perform them.

Nora Barker lay in the soft chamber underneath the magnificent animal. The huge penis stood out in front of his massive body pulsing with sexual power.

Masterson took up two ropes each one leading to Lightning’s hind legs and bound him to two separate posts he had prepared for such an occasion.

He took a small metal loop and fastened it around the tip of Lightning cock while it was still standing straight out in front of the stallion.

It gave a strong leverage so that Nora Barker would not need to strain herself by having to reach forward to touch it.

She could just let it come to her as she lay on the soft bed. The thought of being mated by a horse excited Nora in ways she never dreamed possible.

The sight of his massive erection caused her mouth to open and her tongue to come forth in anticipation.

Now she lay under the mammoth stallion who pranced nervously because he felt something about to happen to him he did not understand.

But it would soon come clear enough for him when his cock came alive with the feel of the silky moistness underneath him.

The leather strap on the contraption had been fashioned so that when it was released Lightning would lower himself directly into the space under his belly.

The bar in front of her held tight to keep her safe during the impending rape. But no matter how tightly the bar was fastened she would still be in danger from the horse.

The massive penis began to grow out of his body and throbbed with the lifeblood pulsing through its thick vein.

Nora Barker became hypnotized by the sight of it. She felt her eyes becoming larger, rounder to better behold its awesome power.

The head began to flare up in size even as the shaft elongated itself into the monster it had grown.

She was amazed at its unbelievable size. How could something so small enter her vaginal cavity without killing her?

He knew from experience that it was a question that had haunted every woman who had ever had the dubious pleasure to feel him deep inside them.

It never failed to mystify them as his monstrous rod penetrated deeply into their warm wet cunt.

Her legs spread wider. Now the full weight of the stallion bore down upon her as it lowered himself toward her throbbing, sopping gash.

She felt Lightning press himself against her opening slit until it finally began to separate her labia and slowly begin to penetrate the silky sheath.

As the cock began to force its way inside her she moaned with unadulterated lust. The feel of his massive meat as it opened up her tender flesh was an intoxicating thrill.

Nora was almost mindless in the wake of this most wondrous rape. She could hardly breathe in the swooning heat that swept through her body from the sordid coupling.

The bar kept her safe and prevented her being squashed under the massive weight of Lightning as he slowly mounted the willing girl.

Slowly she began to feel herself opening up to his massive prick as it made its way past the point of resistance within her tight opening.

The feeling was indescribable as she felt her inner flesh beginning to yield itself to the enormous mass forcing its way inside her womb.

She had never dreamed such a thing would be possible to accomplish without destroying her from the sheer weight of his gigantic cock.

It was almost as though a living force was pushing against her tight slit until it burst open to let him through.

Her vaginal orifice did just that. It spread apart and gave birth to his long shaft until finally it pushed past the point of no return and entered inside her warm cavity.

It was as though all of the strength was being drained from her body to make way for the intruding monster.

In reality, he had mounted himself over her and positioned his huge penis near the entryway of her slit and slowly began to make his way inside.

This was a position he had assumed many times before when taking the mares in the field. Now he was mounting a two-legged mare.

At first it didn't seem possible for him to penetrate the tiny aperture of her cunt. But he knew how hard he could thrust and kept probing insistently against her moistening slit.

After several strokes she finally yielded to him and the large shaft eased its way through her vaginal opening.

He kept pushing until he buried his rod as deep as he could, only stopping short of impaling her completely because of the barricade of the silver bar.

His big, brown member felt like it was being suffocated inside the hot sheath of her tight twat.

A sense of vertigo was beginning to pass through him, making him feel very woozy and a bit lightheaded.

She was lying beneath him on the soft white fur lining, writhing around and moaning softly in her passionate pleasure.

This was something she had waited many years for, even though she denied that fact to herself most of the time.

It was as though she was born to receive this special present at this unique time, almost like being born on a holy birthday.

The thought excited her so. Now, in the throes of her ecstasy, she could admit her true feelings to herself.

Yes, she had given up everything for this moment. But then again, maybe it was worth it.

The silver bar kept her steady as she received the pounding of the stallion upon her willing body.

Lightning seemed a little apprehensive when she led him to the shed where the wooden harness was erected.

He kept making high-pitched whinnies as she coaxed him through the door. She knew he had seen the contraption before, at least in some dim fashion.

But his sense memory told him that this thing would threaten his existence so that it caused him fear whenever it came into sight.

Masterson Mistler looked pale when she got there. It was as though she had taken his spirit along with the sizable amount of cash she bestowed upon him.

When she opened up the door she was hit with the powerful aroma of varnish. Her nose cringed from it and made her swoon just slightly.

At least Masterson was true to his word. She had been very specific about the make-up of her contraption and he did it all exactly as she had specified.

When they walked into the shed and the light went on, she almost passed out from the vision of it that sprang into her eyes.

The apparatus gleamed from the varnish that Masterson Mistler had lavished upon it.

He watched her reaction as she stood before the platform looking up at the monstrous device.

Her breathing was labored. She had never dreamed that when she finally saw the reality of her fantasy she would react with such emotion.

But now there was no doubt. This contraption was going to make her fantasies real. Even though it might kill her, it must be done.

For many years she had repressed her desire for this obscenity. Many times she had convinced herself that she had forgotten all about it.

Then the desire would spring up out of her dreams and haunt her while awake. Now the image came again.

When she awoke in a cold sweat and realized that the dream was still plaguing her life after so long, she finally gave in to her need.

It was when she saw Frank Barker on his way that the next step came into form inside her mind.

She decided to do it right. If she was ever going to do it, which she realized would mean giving up her life in order to live it, then it must be done perfectly.

If Masterson Mistler proved recalcitrant she would find someone who would be more compliant in seeing through the construction of her sordid wooden harness to its ultimate conclusion.

Frank Barker did not know how important this trip was going to be for Melanie. That poor man had no idea what he was missing, but it was best that he left before he found out.

When Frank came down to breakfast he noticed how pallid Melanie looked. He immediately offered to get a doctor for her.

But she turned him down and insisted she was fine. There was a birthday saddle she wanted and nothing would do but for her father to bring it to her from the local saddler.

He had no reason to disagree. In fact, he was so relieved to see his daughter take an interest in a young man that he rushed to bring it home as fast as he could.

Melanie waited until eight o clock sharp that night. She had not heard a thing about Masterson Mistler since their meeting three nights ago.

But she knew she could count on him, and right at that moment he came into view. He entered the barn leading Lightning behind him by a rope around his neck.

He turned the beast loose once inside. She watched the stallion sniffing the air and recognized that she was in the vicinity.

It was amazing how smart these animals were and even more astonishing how smart they were when it came to her.

When she stepped from out of her hiding place Lightning snorted twice and whinnied softly. Melanie smiled. It was nice to be loved by someone or something for who and what you really are.

She went over to her precious Lightning and began to stroke his nose, which caused the huge stallion to bob his head up and down in excitement.

She was excited too, even though it had been a long time since she had been excited enough to let her feelings show.

Melanie could feel that it wasn’t just her hands touching Lightnings beautiful face that caused him to whinny with glee. She began to tremble and her breathing became deeper and faster.

Her hands roved away from the beast's face to its chest where her fingers played in a circle.

Lightning began to prance in place. Then he lifted his front hoofs off the ground and reared back in the air, kicking his legs out.

He came down hard and fast on the soft earth and then whinnied loudly into the moonlit sky.

She knew that something was happening to her. The excitement of their meeting was beginning to affect her body with its intense pulsing of hot passion.

All she had wanted to do was see Lightning one last time, to touch his soft skin with her delicate hands and make some sort of connection.

To look at him in his stall in the barn was not enough. He must sense something, or feel that he has an ally outside of the stable.

She didn't know exactly why she had felt that urge, but once she made up her mind about doing it it couldn’t be stopped.

When he trotted happily out to where she was standing it seemed he recognized her. Her eyes filled up with tears from joy and delight.

The fact that this great beast knew her and was responding so positively to her presence almost made her giddy with love.

Lightning nudged his head into her hands, which were hanging limply by her sides, as if she were a rag doll.

Her legs began to shake as they had that momentous day in front of the machine Masterson built for her.

Melanie thought nothing of the effect her stallion was having upon her. She only cared about seeing him again.

Now that he stood in front of her, the joy he radiated flowed through her body like warm champagne.

His long wet tongue caressed her face. She could taste his passion and let out a small gasp as the sensuous feeling ran though her.

She grabbed hold of his muzzle with both hands and brought his head close to hers. Lightning began to whinny when their two faces were nearly touching.

Her nose began to fill with the scent of the horse. It was a clean earthy smell and filled her nostrils with a strange excitement.

But there was something more to it. The air between them seemed alive with sexual charge. There was something else permeating the air around them, another scent mixed within Lightnings odor.

She breathed deeply and took it in until her lungs felt like they would burst and her body tingled from its intoxicating aroma.

It was the smell of lust. His cock had begun to respond to her nearness, which excited her more than she wanted to admit.

For a fleeting moment she wondered what it would feel like to be touched by such a thing but quickly rejected the thought in horror.

She pulled away and turned her face so he wouldn't see her burning blush and waited for it to subside.

Masterson realized that she was right about the check and that there was little alternative in accepting her conditions.

He couldn’t fathom why she felt the need to risk her life over this perverse desire to copulate with an animal.

Her voice was stern and insistent. It did not give the impression that she had any other intentions but to have it carried out as planned.

If he refused she could tell everyone of his perversity and destroy his career in an instant. But she would not do such a thing because he would also go down in flames along with her.

His dilemma was how to keep her secret while complying with her wishes. There seemed to be no solution.

After a few moments he finally relented, as if being forced by his hand.

The next two days passed like they were in another world, like molasses in winter.

Nora was in her sixties but her husband didn’t seem to care anymore whether she was young or not.

She only had herself left to love. So that when her lust got out of control the first thing she did was to indulge it fully, consequences be damned.

When Franklin Barker came home at suppertime that evening he seemed excited. He kept talking about a big deal he had brokered with a major industrialist.

He would have to leave on a trip the very next day but when he returned he expected that he could put his children through Harvard.

When supper was over Nora went into the living room and sat on the couch in front of a roaring fire.

She tried her best to keep the memory of what lay in the tool shed far from her mind but the images seemed to float in front of her eyes like the dancing flames.

There was something else too. The dream kept coming back to her. She knew there was some meaning to the dream but she couldn’t remember all of it.

Melanie was sitting in front of her window listening to music, her feet up on the sill and the curtains half open.

The light that was thrown inside from outside played across her beautiful legs as the breeze blew through the window bringing in the scents of hay and clover.

She was deep in thought. Her eyes were closed but instead of seeing blackness they were seeing a rainbow image in brilliant color.

And in the middle of the swirling rainbow she saw her beloved Lightning. He was galloping through the field, his coat glistening with a diamond gleam.

A sudden thought struck her, shocking even herself when the meaning came to her. She could only admit that it had been lying dormant inside her brain.

In the background somewhere she could hear the far-off sound of Lightning whinnying at the crack of dawn, his cry resounding through the air and piercing her soul.

Finally she answered. It was so bizarre that Masterson could not grasp the import of it until later.

When he heard the words come out of her mouth and they became clear to him he knew that there was nothing he would be able to say to change her mind.

The whole thing was a setup from the beginning. When Nora Barker approached Mr. Mistler about his engineering abilities, she made sure to include mention of his reputation for discretion.

She also included a sizable sum of money for an initial retainment fee, with the promise of more to come when he had finished the job.

He accepted without hesitation. He built the machine in secret, far from the eyes and ears of those who could possibly recognize it for what it was.

He spent weeks laboring on the intricacies of its design, even adding an aesthetic flourish by varnishing it with a glistening wax.

The small chamber underneath where Mrs. Nora Barker would lie he had padded in soft, white fur.

There was a silver bar that stretched in front her so that the frantic hands could lever themselves properly during the mating intercourse.

The strap that bound Lightning to the contraption was sure to allow him just enough room with the harness to thrust his massive cock into its holder.

Masterson didn’t know what she wanted him to do with the horse that she would have him bring for her to ride.

It didn’t really matter anyway, because he knew without any doubt that when he saw her being taken by the beautiful animal he would try everything to stop it.

Melanie didn't sleep much either the next night, as was apparent when her father noticed the heavy bags underneath her eyes at breakfast again the next morning.

He was still worried about her condition but she pleaded with him and he let up on pressing the point of calling a doctor.

The rest of the day went by uneventfully. She rode Lightning around the grounds and felt his muscles ripple underneath her touch as they galloped through the countryside.

As they rounded the edge of their property toward home she heard the far-off cry of the stallion that had made the noise the previous evening.

This time the cry was a little closer than the last. A warm feeling coursed through her as she pondered that idea.

Then it came back to her why she had not slept well the previous night. It was the image of the magnificent cock of the beautiful young stallion she was riding.

Every time she closed her eyes the sight of it filled her entire vision. She tried in vain to shut her mind against it.

But every time she thought she succeeded the object of her passion would spring itself up and taunt her once again.

When she finally realized that she could not close her eyes against it for fear of having the dream return she began to pace about her room incessantly.

Finally around midnight she became tired enough to sleep. After drifting off to slumber the scene returned as soon as she fell asleep.

Once again she was riding her beloved Lightning through the countryside toward the glass house.

As they rode closer and closer toward the sparkling entrance she noticed a change. A huge phallus had appeared on the front of Lightning and was thrusting out from his groin area.

When they galloped into the mirrored dome Melanie noticed the enormous cock in greater detail. It looked like it was going to spear straight into her pussy when they stopped.

That made her excited beyond imagination and it caused her already hot cunt to become flooded with juices of passion.

Melanie didn't want their dream to stop here; she wanted Lightning to make love to her like never before. Her mind would only allow her to think of one thing.

His thick, hard penis that she so desperately craved. She felt that she needed Lightning's massive organ deep in her vagina more than anything in the world right now.

"Lightning," she cried, "I need you!" The horse didn't make any sound as he stopped just a few feet from the rotating bed.

As Melanie rose to her feet and took off her clothes, the big stallion watched her intently. She had already pulled her gown down leaving nothing on except for a sheer pair of white panties and bra.

Then the young princess sat down in front of the animal and took the beautiful cock in both of her hands. Slowly Melanie began to stroke his swollen manhood while looking into his eyes.

As her two soft, delicate hands stroked his member the young man felt that he could feel her love emanating from every pore of his body. It was as if an aura of ecstasy surrounded them. He didn't understand exactly why she was being so gentle with him but he was enjoying it more than he could ever imagine.

He knew that he loved this woman and wanted to make love to her in every way imaginable but right now it seemed that she had other ideas. When he looked down between his legs at his swollen erection he saw a drop of pre-cum form at his tip and dangle before hitting the ground. This drove her into further frenzy as she quickened her stroking. She began to squeeze his cock tighter as she neared the base.

The handsome young lad continued to gaze at her lovely face trying desperately to read some kind of clue there. At first Melanie's head was bowed forward staring directly at his pulsating organ, but now she looked up straight into his eyes without ever breaking pace. Her expression changed slowly into a knowing smile. A feeling of warmth shot through his body, almost like he was having an orgasm. And then she stopped stroking and released her grip on him, which caused his cum to gush forth spewing out his semen all over her face.

Then she did the strangest thing; she opened her mouth and let her tongue roll out allowing several drops to splash across it. There was enough cum dripping off her chin to form a tiny pool of sperm, which eventually made its way to the edge. When the tiny pool spilled over the edge and hit the floor the sound could be heard throughout the house. As soon as Melanie swallowed what had landed in her mouth, her head went back down and her lips encircled his thick purple mushroom cap. Again her warm lips caressed his cock causing it to twitch. Her moist tongue licked around the smooth head before traveling down the entire shaft as far as her tongue would reach.

Melanie's hand reached down again and took hold of the rest of his cock while her mouth returned to cover the engorged head. She pushed her face forward taking as much of his cock into her hot little mouth as she could manage without gagging. He thought about pushing her off of him, but there was something he liked about this beautiful woman kneeling before him sucking his cock with great passion. His only disappointment was that he hadn't had sex in some time so it would not be long before he blew another load. If she didn't release his cock soon, it wouldn't matter because he'd probably cum in her throat anyway. But she did relent and slid her face off his throbbing member.

She took a deep breath and then leaned back in kissing the tip of his pulsing cock sending shivers through his spine. "Is that the reason you were crying?"

"Yes." She managed to blurt out between breaths, "My father has promised Lightning to the stud farm. It broke my heart because I'm very fond of him."

"You've got quite a mouth for such a sweet little girl."

"It feels so good to have your dick in my mouth."

"I bet you say that to all the guys."

"Only you!" She replied. Melanie gave the tip a kiss, before standing up and slipping off the top of her nightgown. He gazed at her perky tits for a few seconds, but then she was bending down once more. She gripped his member around its girth, and opened wide to get her tongue around the head. It was a challenge. The first time they fucked Melanie had managed to get him completely down her throat, something almost all of the girls who had gone down on him struggled to do. That's why Melanie was such an incredible lover. He watched as she bobbed her head up and down on his member, her hands stroking his shaft in unison with her suckling motions. Every so often she'd stop to focus on the head, getting him back into her throat with each gulp. She had really learned how to deepthroat well over the months they had been dating. After a few more seconds she was stroking him off into her mouth with wild abandon, her head thrusting up and down on the full length of his cock. "Come on baby, make daddy cum," She encouraged between bobs, knowing how that always made him excited. Sure enough he reached his peak soon after. His hands clutched at the bed sheets as his entire body tightened. Then he spurted into her open mouth. His semen shot down her throat, coating the passage with white, sticky fluid. Once the eruption stopped, Melanie continued to slowly stroke his pulsing shaft. He laid back in the bed feeling exhausted from his orgasm. They weren't married, yet sometimes it felt like they were. He couldn't imagine another girl making love to him anymore. Just then his cell phone rang. Reaching over to answer it, he saw his dad's name appear on screen. With a sigh he answered and brought the phone to his ear. "Dad? What's up?" He asked. There was only silence on the other end. After a moment there came a faint whimper and the line went dead. Melanie stared at him curiously, but he shook his head dismissively. Probably just butt-dialed. "Who was it?" She asked when he hung up. "It was nothing." He shrugged, reaching over to turn the light out. "Are you going to sleep?" He asked. "Not yet..." she said, leaning in to kiss his neck.

The horse whinnied excitedly and stepped forward. He had the scent of a female mare, a bitch in heat. Masterson Mistler had no choice but to pull the horse up close to the opening in the haystack.

Nora Barker stood inside the large pile of hay with her arms around the horse as if it were a lover. It could smell the perfume that was wafting from the crack and its excitement made it buck slightly. Nora did not want the stallion to hurt her accidentally in the course of mating so Masterson held tightly onto his reigns. The horse reared up when Nora stroked her hand along its belly and began to lick his thick penis. He whinnied again excitedly and Masterson struggled to hold on. Suddenly the animal lunged forward toward the crack in the hay and thrust it's mighty prick deep into Nora's open mouth. In seconds the massive cock filled her throat, pushing so hard against the side of her face that she worried it might rip through her skin. Nora choked and gagged as the throbbing flesh pummeled her gullet, her tongue flicking up and down as fast as she could to stimulate the stallion. The more he neighed the faster she licked. His dick slid out of her mouth until just the tip rested between her lips. Immediately she plunged him deep into her esophagus again and resumed her vigorous licks. Her entire body shivered and vibrated; her head throbbed with excitement. Finally the horse reared up for the last time and shot it's seed down her throat. Nora swallowed every drop. When she removed her hands from the beast he immediately started to walk away, pulling Masterson along. Masterson stared at her as if she'd grown two heads, wondering what she was thinking when she suddenly began to remove her clothes. Masterson thought she had lost her mind. He wanted desperately to leave, but Nora insisted that he stay. Once undressed she climbed onto the haystack and lay down flat on her stomach facing away from the entrance where Masterson stood next to Lightning. Then without warning she spread her legs wide open revealing her puckered pink anus to Masterson. "Fuck me," she breathed. "Hurry! Put your cock inside me. Make it hard, fuck me good!" As the words escaped her mouth her breathing quickened again. She grabbed a handful of hay in each hand and squeezed tightly, clenching her buttocks together. Masterson felt his dick begin to swell, and realized he couldn't refuse her anymore. He pulled down his pants and knelt beside the strawberry blonde woman who lay motionless with her face pressed to the floor of the barn. She raised her rear end high into the air giving Masterson easier access to her pussy which by now was dripping wet. When he plunged himself deep inside her cunt he gasped, amazed at how warm and slippery her vagina felt wrapped around his shaft. A small sigh escaped Nora's lips as Masterson slowly fucked her, increasing his pace every so often until finally she moaned loudly, cumming hard. By this point she was panting heavily and sweat trickled off her chin in long strands, running along her breastbone and dripping onto the hay-strewn ground beneath them. Eventually she rolled over onto her back. As Masterson continued pumping into her body, she grasped him behind the neck pulling him downwards, kissing passionately. "Oh yes," Nora moaned, digging her fingernails into Masterson's back, raking him across his shoulders as they moved together in sync. She threw her head back letting out a loud gasp as her orgasm began to peak inside of her belly. With one final thrust he emptied himself into her womb sending waves through Nora's core forcing her body rigid for a brief moment before finally relaxing, falling limp. Masterson pulled his dick out of her pussy and stood up straight, staring at her naked form lying there spent beneath him. When she looked back up at him, smiling lazily, she motioned towards the pile of straw where Lightning was grazing contently on the leftovers from breakfast that morning. "Well? Are you going to mount me or not?" Nora asked. Masterson swallowed hard but nodded quickly. Before long both mounts were saddled up awaiting their riders who were ready and waiting to go riding off into the sunset together. They rode side by side as if dancing to music only they could hear; dancing in harmony across the countryside enjoying themselves thoroughly...but something seemed amiss about it all somehow...something was missing, although neither rider nor animal noticed until much later that night once everything had calmed down again...and even then neither said anything about it because both were too afraid of hurting the other's feelings by broaching a topic neither had experience dealing with before." The young horse breeder stared incredulously at Melanie Barker. His mouth hung open for a long time as he considered what he thought the stunning woman had just revealed to him. She waited patiently for his response wondering why he took such a long while processing it...before finally speaking softly in reply: "Melanie," he began, looking deep into her eyes, "would you like to have sex with me right here tonight?" Melanie blushed slightly but quickly regained her composure. Her eyes locked onto his as well; she reached forward placing a hand gently upon his shoulder as if to steady herself from toppling over onto the ground below them. She paused momentarily before nodding eagerly at him. Then she smiled brightly causing his heart rate to accelerate slightly at seeing such radiance aimed solely at himself alone. "Yes please," Melanie responded quietly. And within seconds she was kissing him deeply while pulling off his shirt exposing his smooth muscular chest underneath. He removed her blouse quickly followed by her jeans leaving nothing between their bare skin except thin silk panties covering her mound; this proved effective enough though since no matter how hard she pressed against him no way was getting past those thin layers separating their genitals from each other. He pulled back slightly breaking contact briefly glancing down to admire her large full breasts resting freely atop her rib cage, which were beginning to turn red from rubbing against his rock solid pecs everytime she leaned forward rubbing up against him during their passionate exchange. After allowing them both to catch their breaths he dove back into another lip-lock immediately following closely behind with gropes and caresses along every inch of exposed flesh available, making sure to give extra attention anywhere sensitive enough for his hands to linger over longingly. The young girl moaned loudly letting herself be engulfed completely by this man she barely knew who'd made love to her so expertly yet tenderly...making it evident just how important pleasing others was to him, regardless of whether or not it benefited himself in any manner whatsoever! She continued letting herself melt under his touch until eventually she began grinding against him uncontrollably desperate for release after being brought so close already without climaxing once today. Once he sensed she would give in easily enough he rolled them over lying flat on top of Melanie using one arm propped beneath his body as support while using the other to stroke between her legs directly above where her crotch remained hidden beneath cotton fabric. It felt incredibly wet causing him shudder slightly involuntarily before reaching upwards again sliding fingers across soft satin material covering swollen lips soaked through thoroughly drenching both underwear & jeans simultaneously making them nearly impossible to peel off due partially due simply because they clung together sticky like glue due mostly due partially because there really wasn't any space left between these two bodies currently touching everywhere simultaneously all over. However somehow manage somehow manage anyway eventually removing clothing successfully albeit somewhat awkwardly managing eventually succeed regardless nonetheless. After struggling with clothing awhile longer finally succeeded fully undressing themselves entirely naked laying back comfortably lying side-by-side enjoying peaceful moment relaxing savoring intimate connection taking place between themselves right now within present setting without having worry anymore about anything else besides one another's company."Her beautiful hands began to feel over the whole surface area of the large animal until they landed on its massive cock.

For the first time since the dream Nora felt the power of her fantasy become an actual event. A wave of heat coursed through her naked flesh from the throbbing member.

It made her dizzy and her legs wobbled underneath her, giving away a sense of vertigo to her that was reminiscent of her dream.

She had dreamed about this moment almost every night since the day the apparition of the glass dome first showed itself in the clearing.

And the more she pursued the fantasy the closer the dream became to reality. Now the fantasy was so close to coming true it was difficult to grasp.

Nora had only a few days left before Frank Barker would be away on a trip he was going to take to his sister who had fallen ill.

The house would be free of anyone who might interfere or even understand the madness she was engaged in doing.

The two-day delay until her sordid act with Lightning would take place had given her ample time to prepare mentally for what she was going to do.

Melanie didn't seem to mind the fact that she hadn't seen her friend Nora in such a long while. That would make things so much easier for everyone concerned.

Masterson Mistler sat down on the steps outside the shed. It was already dark. But inside the shed a bright light burned through the cracks in the wooden doors.

He knew he had done the most terrible thing a man could ever do to a human being. He had assisted another mortal in committing an act of suicide.

Now he just wanted to block out any thoughts about what was transpiring in the shed from his consciousness.

In front of him, on the soft green grass, lay Lightning. Masterson's brother owned one of the biggest stable operations in New York State.

When Masterson said the name, 'Lightning', the word carried a certain weight of power.

This animal had won many a prize race during its long career. Its lineage could be traced back to the great Thunder, one of the best Thoroughbred stallions of all time.

Masterson knew nothing about horses. But he did know that this one was very valuable, far above the worth of the money in his pocket.

The owner would do anything to get it back safe and sound. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable doing this but he had no choice, after taking the check.

There was also something else weighing heavily on his mind. He wondered how much more money it would cost to build another contraption for the madam.

The money wasn't so important. It was just that he liked building things and thought another commission might keep him interested and out of trouble.

Melanie was restless as she paced about the house that afternoon. She couldn't shake her feelings from last night.

The dream had made her horny. She needed to be taken care of but she still refused to use a boy as an outlet.

Her mind kept wandering over to the beautiful horse she loved and wanted so much. But she could never think of him sexually.

It was her favorite horse. She loved riding on his beautiful back. The feeling of his body underneath her gave her shivers of excitement.

Even her thoughts about him made her heart beat faster. It was true; she really did love the beast.

His muscular flanks tautened and swelled as she would pull on his reins or slap him gently on his hindquarters.

His skin was the color of charcoal. His name was Lightning. There was nothing more wonderful on this earth than to ride fast through the countryside atop her dear stallion.

Now, as the thought of their forthcoming rendezvous came into her consciousness, she knew how strong her passion truly ran for this animal.

The mere sight of his enormous dangling cock hanging over the side of the fence she was now leaning against brought about her current feelings of vertigo.

In all honesty, she wasn't sure whether the horse recognized her feelings. She doubted whether a horse even understood love.

Yet he seemed to sense when she wanted him badly. He whinnied a soft cry that was high pitched and sweet like an elfin horn.

When he was mounting her she would turn around in bed and look out at the night sky thinking it came from heaven itself.

She would lay down and imagine those whinnies as they echoed throughout her sleeping brain were calling to her.

There was never any other human male who made her feel the way he did when she rode hard into the sunset on her precious stallion.

But now there were new thoughts coursing through her mind. Last nights dream had planted the first seed in her fertile imagination.

At first she dismissed it, although her body would not allow her mind to escape its memory for a full twenty-four hours.

But finally she convinced herself that she would put the experience out of her mind for good and it was just a fantasy she had been nursing over the last couple of years.

It had taken her a month before she even considered riding her Lightning again after having the dream.

It took a long time for her to forget what the horseman had tried to do to her that fateful night in the field.

When she realized her feelings were genuine toward Lighting all those negative feelings faded from her consciousness.

She began riding again only the feeling of vertigo persisted along with the vision of Lighting mounting her on the spinning platform bed inside the glass house.

She thought about calling her horseman friend but knew it could never work out between them.

It would have to be someone more anonymous like the men who had gang raped her that night in the pasture.

Her body began to pulse at the thoughts of having four or five large cocks thrust in and out of her hot mouth, wet ass and sopping cunt.

There was no doubt she was a whore. That was clear to her since childhood when she was being taken care of by those two young hands.

It took all her fortitude not to give into her natural desires for these boys. She was afraid that her step father would find out and they would both be fired.

She managed to remain strong until she heard how her older sister had lost her virginity to the town drunk and she felt like she had to keep up.

Now she was straddled across a magnificent stallion getting ready for the moment when she could feel the throbbing member begin its penetration.

He had the biggest cock she had ever seen. Even if it was going to kill her it was something she knew she had to experience or die trying.

She positioned herself across his neck and gently grasped the reins that Masterson Mistler had strapped onto him.

Her other hand slowly moved across the backside of his massive flanks until it arrived at his quivering ass.

There it came to a rest in between his taut cheeks to feel the hard pulsing muscle beneath.

The soft fur underneath her body was luxurious, although at this point in her mounting frenzy it was more a hindrance than a comfort.

The silver bar in front of her head glimmered with a dull luster whose sheen only served to remind her of her present situation.

Masterson had lifted her into position over the great horse. Before he stepped aside she whispered to him:

"When we start, make sure to keep yourself at the ready until it has been spent."

He could do nothing but obey her wish. Although he had grave doubts about the outcome of all this he nevertheless had committed himself to her wishes.

His hands ached from the heavy lifting. She was no featherweight and even though his powerful arms were used to hard work there was no denying the fact that her substantial mass did tax him.

The horse started bucking. As its massive member began thrusting into her moist hot cunt it shook and shimmied beneath her in a mighty attempt to rid itself of the human pestilence riding upon its back.

It was an incredible spectacle. For Masterson Mistler it was so repulsive it took his breath away. He was transfixed and yet horrified at the same time.

Yet as he gazed with morbid fascination at the unbelievable scene unfolding before him the truth was made clear to him in an instant.

He could see now where some humans get their kicks from. In this instance it was obvious: Nora Barker was in seventh heaven.

Her fingers clutched onto the silver bar as Lightning fucked into her cunt in long thrusts, filling her womb full of the white hot horse meat.

His enormous balls slapped against her legs, causing a burning sensation that was deliciously painful.

Lightning would thrust in, and his cock would enter her body until she thought for sure it would pierce her chest.

The feel of his massive member was more exquisite than anything she had ever imagined. And the smell of the musky secretion from his cock wafting up into her face was heady with excitement.

For Lightning, being free to fuck his own kind made the experience doubly pleasurable and Nora Barker, in the soft fur under his belly was more enticing a fuck than any mare he had ever known.

At first when Nora had stepped onto the platform she did not know if Lightning would mount it.

As a matter of fact, her only fear at that point was that he might be so enraged at the sight of the contraption that he would try to kill her.

Luckily this was not the case and after some hesitation he decided that it was either something good to eat or another mare ready for fucking, because he moved forward toward the opening between the wooden arms.

When he did she backed off onto the soft white fur and pulled down her panties. The sight of his massive cock was breathtakingly wonderful as it sprung into view inside its nest of dark pubic curls.

Nora wasted no time in placing her pussy in the line of fire of the approaching beast and his beautiful cock.

Her heart jumped in her chest when she felt Lightning slide up close behind her and press his massive cockhead against her burning hole.

Masterson Mistler could barely breathe. It was an incredibly decadent sight seeing Nora Barker standing naked on the platform with that huge horse looming over her backside.

At first the idea had been repugnant to him. But now that he saw what the woman looked like in person it began to make sense to him.

He was becoming more intrigued by the moment and watched the scene with breathless fascination.

The leather strap held Lightning in place and would hold even against his powerful thrusting lunges as the animal fucked his mistress.

As Masterson had guided the charcoal stallion toward the hole between the arms of the wooden contraption the beast did not seem frightened.

Once he stepped into the open space and was guided along by Masterson into the position necessary to mount Nora he became cooperative enough.

Nora had instructed that she be led onto the platform with her back toward the horse before he was blindfolded.

The feel of his large cock prodding her pussy almost made her come.

As they had planned, the horse would remain blindfolded until it was time to enter the house through the rear entrance and begin mounting Nora.

Her own husband did not suspect a thing. When he left on business she kissed him goodbye. She felt sorry for him.

She never really loved her husband, but she was fond enough of him and thought it best he didn't know the real reason for his wife's madness.

Masterson drove her in his beat-up pickup truck. He did not like horses except as an occasional mode of transportation, although he found them beautiful creatures.

Nora looked out the window and gazed at the countryside passing by and remembered that first time when she and Lightning ran off into the woods.

At her request he made the trip very leisurely, so she could savor each moment they sped along.

When the farmhouse came into view, Nora's heart nearly stopped. It had been over three years since she was here last.

But this is where her destiny would be met. When Lightning finally came to a halt and she alit from him she felt weak all over.

As much as she tried to steady herself with her usual resolve she felt a sense of terror wash through her for the first time.

"What's the matter, madam."

Masterson asked when he saw the terror-stricken expression in her eyes.

"It's nothing really, just my nerves acting up. I guess I'm a little overwrought."

"Can I get you something, perhaps a glass of water?"

"No. Thank you, Masterson."

There were butterflies dancing around in her stomach now. She wondered if they had anything to do with the dream.

She knew what was wrong with her. Ever since she'd had that damn dream she'd felt strange.

Whenever she thought about it the butterflies began doing their dance inside her tummy. It made her feel funny inside.

Her fingers would begin to quiver and a warm, damp sensation would ooze through her body until she got herself under control.

But the feeling only got worse during the evening. Sometimes when the servants weren't looking she would finger herself and cum violently.

"Do you like the saddle."

Nora Barker asked Melanie on her 18th birthday.

Melanie was pleased with the fine gift but for some reason her mother seemed more concerned with the present than the giver.

This saddened Melanie. Her father always had something better to do than spend time with her on her birthday.

She always had hoped that things would change since her mother passed away. But Nora Barker never showed anything but a detached interest in her daughter.

Franklin Barker knew that Lightning meant more to his beloved daughter than he ever could. And this hurt him more than he cared to admit.

Melanie loved her father but the animal that possessed her heart was something she never wanted to share with anyone other than her dream lover.

She had often suspected her mother of trying to kill her stallion so as to separate her from the only person in the world she felt anything for.

This thought did not make her sad because Melanie knew how foolish and wrong it was. After all, why would anyone want to harm Lightning?

So it came as a happy surprise when the gift arrived from her dear mother. It was indeed a beautiful saddle that matched exactly the color of Lightning's coat.

It was the best thing anyone had ever given her. Melanie loved her mother more than words could express. And this gesture showed how much they really cared for each other.

Melanie would always remember her for this and love her with even greater devotion because she didn't have to do such a lovely thing for her.

The day dawned when her father left her home alone while he was away on business. That evening at seven-thirty a large van pulled up in front of the mansion.

Masterson got out and opened the back of it so as to take out his prize. Melanie ran down the steps from inside the house toward him.

In her eagerness she nearly toppled onto him from behind. She grabbed him by the arm and gave it a firm shake in her gratitude for what he was doing for her.

It shocked him so that for a long moment he could not turn around and face her. But finally, having steeled himself, he looked her full in the face.

They were both silent as they stared at each other. Then something happened that even he did not expect: she kissed him.

He lost all self-control the moment she planted her beautiful lips on his mouth. His tongue was in her mouth and hers was in his.

They fell into an embrace so passionate that Masterson feared he would tear off her blouse with his frenzied grasping hands.

When she pulled away from him the only sound she made was a gasp as she began to recover her breath.

His eyes widened in horror when he realized what had happened. He feared for his job if Mr. Barker ever found out about their sudden liaison.

In her own quiet way Nora was making him complicit in the act. Now that he had received the money for building it he would be implicated no matter what happened.

Nora had given him the key to the gate that led to the stables. It was up to him to put the key inside the lock and open the gate.

He had no choice. She would surely tell her husband and get him fired. But the fact of the matter was that Masterson could not say no.

All the while during their conversation she had been gently caressing her upper breasts, one by one, as they spoke.

At long last it was clear to him why men became enraptured by strong-willed, dominant women. They were beautiful and graceful and made you willing to risk all for them.

After Nora had gone back home he took the key and unlocked the gate leading to the stables.

When he got there he looked at the keys on their hook next to the door that led inside the stables proper.

One key stood out: its size was so large that it made the others look small by comparison. That had to be it, he thought to himself.

He tried it and it fit the lock perfectly. Now he knew where it belonged. He returned it and locked the gate behind him when he left.

Nora Barker waited for Masterson at the tool shed at eight o'clock sharp the day following her husband's departure.

Masterson arrived promptly with the chosen horse. After getting her to position herself in front of Lightning while straddling over the wood harness, he helped her lower her naked form down into its leather strap.

There was a small window in front of her head so that she could look into the stallion's face as the act unfolded.

Before long they were all three ready for the main event and Masterson was just about to turn Lightning loose when she stopped him.

"Wait," she said. "Don't you have to help me lower this onto it."

At that moment Masterson realized that he had neglected to place the phallus over the cock hole.

He had made it into an exact replica of Lightning's mighty organ. The difference being that his member did not reach a total length of two feet nor did it have to accommodate the size of Mrs. Barker's pussy.

She reached up and took the soft plastic shaft out of his trembling hands. In her excitement she almost dropped it.

Slowly, gently she eased the thing down inside the chamber where Nora Barker would place herself in front of the stallion.

Then, very carefully she lined the end of the rubber dick into position inside the leather harness so that it matched the exact length of the horse dong.

The feel of the warm flesh of the soft-rubber piece was making her crazy with excitement.

At least half a dozen times her hands stopped their manipulation of the two prongs as they were being manipulated in their union.

She closed her eyes and rubbed her body against it like a cat would when seeking pleasure from the contact with its owner.

Masterson Mistler watched with horrified fascination as she humped against the plastic monster of her own devising.

But more than anything else his curiosity was piqued and he couldn’t tear himself away from the sight that unfolded before his disbelieving eyes.

For two long weeks Melanie Barker had been unable to rid herself of her lustful dreams for Lightning.

They returned every night and tormented her until finally she had to relieve herself from their unremitting heat.

As she would wake up after every occurrence of these sordid delusions she could not help but feel shame.

Even while she did the lewd act her hands kept insisting upon, she was wracked with guilt about it.

Finally she found herself having to leave home and go off into the countryside.

There were so many horses in the stables around the house and the sight of them made her crazy with desire.

One night she actually tried to ride Lightning, naked and on bareback. And it nearly killed her.

After several tries she got her lithe form mounted atop his huge body, the soft hair brushing against her pussy sent tremors through her entire system.

She rode him hard. Her firm ass rose and fell as her thighs gripped the flanks of her favorite horse tightly.

Her whole body seemed to melt into his as he began to gallop around the corral. All she could see was black hair and the sweat gleaming on his back.

But what excited her most was the feel of his great, strong cock. Its mass pressed between her inner legs, causing a feeling of exquisite pressure on her gushing pussy.

When Lightning became tired he stopped running. They were in the far end of the field and no one had seen them.

It was their secret place where they could be together without anyone knowing about it.

The stallion lay down in the grass next to a large oak tree. Nora took hold of Lightning and swung herself atop him.

In their many trips there they had devised an easy way for her to mount atop him. But now something was wrong.

Even while lying on the ground she could tell that the thing would not be able to support her weight.

When the stallion stood up she almost fell off its side. She dismounted from his back and led him over to Masterson who waited by the contraption.

Masterson Mistler was shocked beyond belief. He never expected anything like this. All she wanted him to do now was to bring the horse into the chamber.

He led the powerful beast past Nora Barker and into the wooden enclosure. There was enough room for him to open up the stallions hindquarters to her so she could position herself underneath them.

He saw her remove the leather strap from the harness contraption and affix it around the beasts massive penis.

It was the largest thing he had ever seen before in his life. And yet there sat this beautiful woman about to subject herself to it.

How could she have developed such a sick, twisted desire to put herself in such mortal peril. It made absolutely no sense to him at all.

Her passion ruled her head and she was determined to make her fantasy an actual reality no matter how hard it might kill her.

There he stood outside the stall where he kept Nora Barker's horse until it would be needed.

It was the day Mr. Barker left on his business trip and he was waiting for Nora Barker to return so they could set her insane plan into motion.

But she didn't arrive until much later. She came running up to the pen almost breathless when she arrived.

She seemed very excited although there were a great many qualms behind the bright face of determination that she wore on her lovely countenance.

Masterson helped her mount Lightning. Her eyes sparkled brightly with wild anticipation. They shone from some secret joy inside her that was unknown to him.

When they reached the shed she had instructed him to place the large black stallion in the chamber so she would be more comfortable underneath him.

He positioned the magnificent beast atop her so that his hind legs lay directly behind the wooden bars she was straddling with her upper torso.

As the horse hung over her naked form he could see her eyes grow large and wild. She gasped in pleasure from just being this close to the powerful creature.

Masterson Mistler left her there. The sound of the door slamming shut echoed loudly throughout the cavernous interior of the shed.

Her excitement made the huge animal begin to become agitated. He reared up and the suddenness of his movement threw Nora Barker off balance.

She struggled to hang onto the steel bar while trying to find her equilibrium once more.

The stallion became very nervous from her sudden movement and began to whinny nervously, his voice reverberating loudly in the tight quarters.

He pawed the floor with his front feet, the sound echoing with the hard thump in the cramped space.

Masterson Mistler tried to stay calm even though every instinct told him to flee from this mad, mad situation.

It wasn't his imagination, his heart pounded like a jack hammer in his chest as he tried to keep the nervous stallion quiet enough for its rider to remount.

After several moments Nora Barker felt comfortable enough with the motion of her steed to try getting atop him again.

He handed her the reins of the great beast who stood impatiently, stomping his feet with an irritated whinny escaping from between his bared teeth.

He could see that she was determined to get atop the powerful beast even though her whole body screamed out with the panic she was feeling inside herself.

He held onto the leather strap tightly around his hand as he assisted Nora into mounting Lightning.

Her fear and desire seemed to blend into a surreal combination of emotions as she mounted atop her favorite mount.

The huge stallion became very anxious with his mistress being underneath him and pawed the soft earth beneath him with his massive hooves.

Nora looked down and noticed how enormous Lightning's prick had grown, throbbing incessantly and becoming bigger and bigger still.

Masterson helped Nora position herself comfortably underneath her steed's magnificent belly so that only her upper torso was visible to him.

"Don't let go of the harness until I'm securely on top of the animal." she said, breathing heavily and with nervous anticipation.

When his penis slipped into Nora's warm lips he felt something happen to him inside his head that he never felt before.

The pleasure she felt was transmitted to Lightning's senses through his shaft, giving him a kind of sexual experience he didn't expect.

At first, lightning wanted to pull away because of its foreignness, but as the minutes ticked off he slowly began to relax and get into the act.

As much as he would have liked to watch it happen, Nora refused to allow him to remain present while her dark deed occurred.

There was too great a chance that Masterson might be compromised if Lightening spotted him and raised an alarm.

No one must know what they were doing. It must stay their secret forever. And no one was safe unless Masterson Mistler remained anonymous to Lightning's inquisitive gaze.

The day had finally come. Nora Barker paced around the inside of the shed waiting anxiously for Masterson Mistler to arrive.

She couldn't sit still. Her heart pounded like a war drum inside her chest. All she could think about was when her eyes would catch sight of her stallion cock.

A knock came at the door and Nora turned sharply toward it. It opened slowly and in walked Masterson Mistler with Thunder following close behind him.

"Where did you get that horse." Nora whispered harshly through clenched teeth.

She looked at him accusingly thinking he may have broken his promise to keep his plans secret.

"I've been keeping this stallion a secret, madam." Masterson said defensively. "And since Mr. Barker was not planning to make use of him..."

"All right then." she conceded as she turned around to the horse's magnificent body towering over her.

Her eyes roved greedily up and down its huge body trying to see where her first taste would land.

She saw the huge organ between Lightning's rear legs begin to lengthen and stiffen.

It swelled and swelled until it stood almost fully erect before her eyes.

The long shaft of Lightning's massive penis was becoming thicker and thicker as she watched breathlessly from below his huge form.

His cock rose toward the ceiling like a proud flagpole flaunting the country of which it represented.

The head of his mighty cock was becoming red and blood engorged and the veins on it bulged out angrily as she waited anxiously below its powerful thrust.

She could feel her cunt lips becoming slippery as she prepared for the attack she knew would surely come.

Her hands ached to grab hold of his beautiful organ but she knew she would be denied the pleasure until he had released himself inside her willing hole.

Her mouth drooled when she thought of tasting his juices. They were sure to explode forth in great quantities from the force of his first blast.

In a matter of moments she knew her whole body would be covered with Lightning. Her eyes drank in the sight of this mighty creature about to plunder her waiting body.

Lightning lowered himself down on top of her naked body as Nora lay pinned underneath his colossal frame.

She could feel the weight of his enormous cock lying against the left side of her belly. She could feel its pulsing heat through her skin.

When he lowered himself on top of her she felt the warmth of his belly pressing against her thighs and crotch. It felt like heaven.

She waited for it to begin. She didn’t know how long she had to wait because the feeling of his immense body crushing her was so divine she lost all sense of time.

The sensation of the heavy stallion pinning her under his huge mass nearly caused her to faint. It felt as if he were making love to her, penetrating her with his massive weapon.

His cock pressed against her left breast through the fabric of her dress. The warm pulsing meat made it flop slightly up and down causing ripples to cascade through her soft skin.

Nora knew the danger, yet there was nothing in the world that could stop her from reaching her goal, to know passion and be fulfilled in the arms of her beloved Lightning.

Her breath had sped up to an insanely fast level. She was breathing heavily and beginning to hyperventilate. Her breasts were heaving like two great white birds gliding through a vast blue sea.

Masterson Mistler knew his cock wanted so badly to be released from its prison and be engulfed inside those mammoth mountains she was forcing him to watch sway back and forth in front of him.

At first he resisted the urge, then began to let his will slip into neutral allowing his carnal need to take over. He allowed his mind to flow along with Nora Barker without letting his rational thinking get in the way.

They sat together on the tool chest as she breathed in her heavy panting manner for some minutes until her excitement had reached its peak. Then she stopped her panting abruptly and looked up.

Masterson had not realized he had started to run a finger gently along the soft skin of her neck but he continued to caress it nonetheless.

Finally she spoke.

Nora walked around the large stallion while slowly stroking his coat. The animal seemed to respond with a certain amount of affection towards her gentle caressing.

Then she took hold of the huge swinging cock hanging from the stallion. It felt very heavy and warm, throbbing beneath her tender touch.

Lightning whined as her hand touched the sensitive head of his cock. When she held it firmly within her grip the huge member hardened and its veins began to pulse with life.

Her eyes glistened in awe as the sight before her came into sharp relief. The enormous cock was more magnificent than anything she could ever have imagined.

She squeezed harder on the massive pole. It continued to thicken until it became even more gigantic, throbbing and hot and full.

She took one of his large balls in each hand and gently kneaded them inside her small fingers. They were big as basketballs and full of precious juice.

He threw his head up and his mouth opened wide. A long low moan issued forth as his penis hardened to a stiffness she had never seen.

A thin coat of moisture began to bead on the bulbous red crown. She took some pre-cum on her fingers and slowly licked them clean.

Nora Barker did not stop there, however. While continuing to squeeze his balls until he almost screamed from the pain-pleasure sensation, she grabbed the massive root of his dick with her other hand.

His member jerked violently as she slowly masturbated him while sucking him off at the same time.

His body spasmed uncontrollably as cum shot forth like a fountain that spouted for five full minutes.

When Masterson Mistler caught his breath the whole scene replayed itself over again before his mind in quick succession.

But he still couldn't figure out how she had made the beast rise up underneath her without putting herself into a vulnerable situation.

The sordid act that she asked of him went against nature in every sense of the word. Even though he had constructed her fantasy machine for her he had never intended to assist her with its enactment.

It was true, Nora had given him a handsome check, but that didn’t make up for the risk she would be taking.

Now, because of a simple oath to perform his duty faithfully, he was an accessory to murder, or worse.

There was nothing he could do. The deed was done and signed in the blood of the check in his possession.

The next evening before Franklin Barker left on his trip he called Nora into his study. She had just finished packing for the trip and walked into his study wearing a simple peach-colored night gown.

Her body shone through the satiny material; its soft curves clearly delineated against its smooth surface.

Masterson Mistler was there helping Mr. Barker gather his suitcase and papers. He couldn't help noticing how the night gown clung to every line and crevice of her beautiful young body.

The image burned a deep impression inside his brain and he could not banish it for the life of him. His cock stirred from the image of her nakedly voluptuous form even as she stood there prim and proper in the presence of her husband.

"Well, my darling, we're ready to depart."

"Have a safe trip. And don't worry about Melanie, she'll be taken care of while you are gone."

They embraced and kissed deeply. Frank Barker turned and looked at Masterson Mistler over Nora's shoulder. He was the look of an accusing judge.

He knew what Masterson was thinking every moment he was near Nora and it made him hate the servant boy with a fierce passion.

Melanie awoke with a start. She was dripping in sweat again. As she wiped herself off she had a thought that perhaps she might be coming down with the flu.

Yet she felt better than she had ever felt in her whole life. It was as if something new and wonderful was stirring up inside her.

She could hear the distant sound of her favorite stallion neigh in a high pitch whine. The sound startled her for she heard the plaintive call even through closed doors and windows.

A feeling of elation washed over her but she still could not understand it. A moment ago she felt sickly but now she felt wonderful.

Her heart pounded a beat she had never experienced before. It throbbed with an intensity of purpose and meaning that she had not felt since her mother died.

There was no use debating this matter with him. She knew the only thing he feared was being seen as an accomplice to murder.

If he did his duty there would be no fear of that. If he did his duty all would go smoothly.

But if she lost her life trying to quench a passion-driven thirst the blame would lie on her head. And that fact alone should reassure him of his safety in any future legal difficulties he might face.

Besides, she knew how to handle the young boy. He had served her many years now. She was sure he would serve her one last time.

Franklin Barker arrived back from his trip three weeks later, exhausted and worn.

His body had suffered many indignities but he was satisfied that his company would prosper once more from the fruitful deal he had just made.

He walked through the front door and Melanie came running down the staircase to greet him with open arms.

Her blond hair flowed behind her as she made her way over to him. He caught her as she jumped into his waiting arms and they embraced each other and kissed passionately.

There was nothing like seeing his beautiful daughter first thing upon arriving home to lighten his heart.

When Melanie finally drew away from him she gave him a curious look that he couldn’t quite understand.

It was the same type of look he saw on his wife a short while ago and wondered what was up between the two of them.

After kissing him goodnight and turning in for bed, Franklin Barker sat in the parlor with Nora to go over the plans of his imminent business trip.

Nora did not like hearing about it but realized that he could not help himself. It was important.

The trip would only take a few days he promised, and when he came back they would celebrate her birthday.

Melanie looked so sweet sleeping in her small bed. The moon shone its full light into the window illuminating her peaceful face.

It had been a long time since Nora had seen her daughter sleep so serenely and peacefully. She was glad to see it again.

It had been an especially hard night. Lightning was whining loudly from his stall down in the barn and Melanie had tossed and turned in her sleep all night long.

Melanie woke up on the morning of her eighteenth birthday as usual just at the crack of dawn.

But this morning something was different. A strange thought kept nagging at her. She could not place what it was and gave it no more heed.

She jumped out of bed, washed up quickly in her private bathroom, and dressed herself in the clothes she kept prepared every morning on the footstool at the end of her bed.

Her daddy was leaving for another one of his business trips. She loved to see him go off. She always got a little thrill when she heard the car doors slam and his voice booming across the lawn bidding her farewell.

After he drove away she would spend some quiet time with the other horses in her father’s stables. And later she would visit her favorite one.

It was Lightning, her dappled gray stallion with the soft velvety snout. His black eyes were gentle and kind and she felt no fear when she went into his stable to brush his beautiful hair.

He was hers and they would always be together. Whenever she stroked him in her favorite spots she could feel him quivering with pleasure at her touch.

His powerful body made her feel so small but safe and secure. He belonged to her, and it made her proud that he should stand like a king while she lovingly brushed his mane.

If she were ever in danger he would defend her and attack the source of harm like an angry tiger.

No living soul could hurt her or take her away from him and all who gazed upon them together knew how beautiful that sight really was.

He was special in that way because he had something many other horses didn't, a tremendous member between his legs, which she would not let go unnoticed whenever she saw it.

He loved her with all his heart and wanted to see her smile in every moment of life's passage, and when she did that it made him very happy too.

Their lives were meant for each other from the first day they met, and nothing on earth could take them apart.

And so the next day passed by slowly without even an inkling of the passion that was to ensue the next evening.

Her father bade her goodbye that morning after he kissed her sweet lips. "Happy birthday," he said and drove off to another business trip.

After he drove off she took her usual walk around the property down to the stables where she loved to see Lightning's shining face and stroke his mane.

As usual he knew the moment she arrived there, as if by some kind of animal telepathy, and turned his head toward her and wagged his tail excitedly.

When she entered through the small door next to the entrance, a wave of love for the mighty beast overcame her. She wanted to ride him today for the first time in many weeks.

He loved her too but didn't show his affection quite so eagerly. He was not used to her daily presence anymore since she had been taking courses at the state university, four towns away.

It had been more than three months since the last time they had galloped across the countryside together.

Now she approached him slowly, her arms outstretched toward him in a friendly gesture. He did not run to her at first.

Instead he turned away and pretended to ignore her as if he resented her prolonged absence from him.

But he did not really mean it. When she persisted in walking toward him until she stroked his warm, soft body he finally broke into a smile.

Her loving hand found the special spot on his nose she knew he liked to be touched in.

As usual, she had been right. The huge stallion raised up onto his hind legs and came down and rubbed against her.

Melanie loved the feeling of her precious friend caressing the length of her body. Her love for Lightning grew stronger every moment she spent with him.

She was still feeling strange from the dream that plagued her the night before. But she felt that there was something between them that kept her bound to him.

There was something mystical about him that she could feel emanating off him and into her. The closer they became the more she felt it.

Now they were rubbing against one another and Lightning had begun nuzzling up to her as he would when he wanted something from her.

It happened again yesterday, as it often did, at almost the same moment he had whined to get out of his stable.

He did it again as they stood caressing each other in front of his stable stall door. Then she knew what he wanted.

She reached down and unzipped her jeans and kicked them off. Then she slowly took her panties off and stood naked in front of Lightning.

He moved toward her as though reading her mind. As Melanie lay down on the bedding she saw Lightning sniffing the air excitedly.

His huge cock sprung to attention when his sensitive nostrils were greeted by the fragrance of a young woman in heat.

Slowly and deliberately, like the majestic beast he was, Lightning raised his head from the floor and came down upon the supine girl.

For a moment Melanie became frightened when the mighty stallion reared up and moved toward her, but she was quickly reassured when Lightning touched her cheek with his velvety soft nose.

Lightning was a big horse but still not strong enough to support his massive weight atop hers as she lay flat on her back.

As soon as he began to lick her pretty face with his thick wet tongue Melanie felt herself overcome by ecstasy and she threw her arms around him and kissed him passionately on the snout.

She knew how wrong it was what she was doing but somehow all the laws and rules governing man made love lost their meaning under the touch of his silky soft coat against her naked flesh.

Slowly she turned herself onto her belly so that the length of her body could more closely conform to the shape of the beast upon which she lay.

The feel of the earth underneath her knees and hands only heightened the sensation of her closeness with him. Her face was rubbing into his neck and she felt him raise himself up above her in readiness.

There was nothing to stop him now. He raised his huge cock up over the cleft of her smooth, beautiful bottom and pushed it hard into her virginal ass.

His thrusting manhood found the entrance he sought and began the long slow descent into its burning hole.

The incredible shaft speared deep inside her. It pierced the center of her and kept going. The weight behind it made every move an agony of delight.

The pain mixed with pleasure almost unbearable. Then she felt something explode within her. A white blast of light exploded into a million pieces in front of her eyes.

Then the world went black. The last sound she heard was her beloved stallion scream a cry of love that would never reach another soul.

When Frank Barker returned from his trip Nora was laid out on his bed looking more beautiful than ever in death.

Melanie wept openly at the funeral while many wondered why no tears flowed from her husband.

It wasn't till after Melanie turned 18 and the horse Lightning was killed under her when she was thrown one day and the great stallion fractured his leg, that all became clear.

Masterson Mistler stood with her at the burial of the big horse in their backyard. It seemed sacrilegious somehow to bury the beast so close to where they lived but there was little choice in the matter.

Masterson did not believe that her father was so stoic at his wife's funeral for he had never loved her that much in life. No, Frank Barker was mourning for another beloved creature that was lost.

When Melanie first learned of her mother's strange death a month before her 18th birthday she began to cry. Not for her mother but for her poor Lightening.

She kept the tears to herself until the following morning. When she met her father for breakfast he could see the effects of her silent weeping on her beautiful face.

He sat down opposite her at their small table in the sun room. The bright rays of the morning sun made them squint as they looked into each other's faces.

Her father knew she was hurting even more than when she found out about her mother's passing and it was time for him to give her something that would ease her suffering.

"Melanie, my darling."

"Yes daddy."

"Have I ever told you about what really happened to your mother?"

"Yes. She died of pneumonia."

"There is much more to it than that. You see, Melanie, your mother, was an adventurous lady. We got together because of our mutual love of horses."

"And then she passed away from pneumonia."

"That was true Melanie. But the death she suffered came about because of another illness, a fatal illness."

"But she died of pneumonia."

"Your mother became addicted to sex with the stallion Lightning. He gave her something no man ever could. She loved him. Her body responded to his touch."

"I didn't know my mother like that."

"Yes she did. Your mother had a strong desire to be a stallion's pleasure whore. The act filled her with great happiness."

"My mother..."

"That is how she contracted the disease that killed her. A venereal infection that led to cancer."

Melanie knew about sexual diseases of course, having been taught by the nuns. She understood that they were something one had to guard against.

The fact that her father chose to speak of such things was a big surprise to her. It also brought home the reality of what had happened to her mother.

"Is there anything you want to ask me about, Melanie."

"Yes daddy. About this horse named Lightning."

"Ask away."

"Are you sure he had been gelded?"

"Oh yes. We had it done three years ago right after your mother died."

"Are you sure, Daddy? Because I'm in love with him and if he still had his thingy he would make a splendid stud."

"Darling, the answer is no. The gelding procedure was done as soon as possible and everything went well."

"Ok, Dad, just so long as I know."

Franklin Barker felt his daughter's embrace tighten around his waist and knew she would do anything for him. He would do the same for her if they were in similar circumstances.

It took a month before Nora finally decided which horse to choose from Mr. Barker's stable. A week before, she selected the horse with the thickest member.

The night before Mr. Barker's business trip, Masterson Mistler waited behind the tool shed as instructed by Mrs. Barker.

He had arrived early but made himself scarce until it was time to reveal himself. The chosen horse was the stallion Lightening.

He was an animal known throughout the neighborhood for its speed and powerful sexual nature. Some of the locals thought that Mr. Barker should put the horse down.

Mrs. Barker did not wait long after he revealed himself. She came dressed in white satin shorts and matching bra.

She carried a riding saddle with her that was designed to fit around the belly of the horse.

Her passion could barely keep herself together as she watched Masterson Mistler gently lift the strap up over Lightning.

She could sense the excitement inside him as he brought the two parts of the strap under the horse to buckle them securely behind him.

Afterwards he fastened another similar strap above the first one. This would secure Mrs. Barker when the time came for the final step.

When it was all done they stood looking at Lightning. He stamped his hooves on the soft dirt floor in anticipation of what was about to occur.

His nostrils flared from the heavy breathing he did as if he were waiting for something very important to happen.

He was very sensitive to the feelings and emotions emanating from her. As strange as it might have appeared, Lightning loved Melanie more than his life itself.

Even if this human creature did not understand that, he could feel her heart and soul in his body. He had heard of her distress during the night, even while grazing in the pasture.

In an unexplainable fashion, he knew what had troubled his love. The high-pitched whine emitting out of him into the darkness of the country night made clear that something was troubling her.

When he heard her call his name that morning during breakfast, Lightning responded and walked over to where she was standing.

Melanie reached up and scratched her favorite horse behind his ears. Lightning whinnied from pleasure at her affectionate touch.

After she finished breakfast Melanie led Lightning back outside to their usual meeting place. She needed to express some of the thoughts running through her head.

Something had come over her since last night. The memory of the dream of her favorite horse brought feelings of tenderness and love that was difficult for her to suppress.

And when she went outside to say hello to him, it wasn't long before the two were galloping over the fields at breakneck speed.

She was sitting upon him comfortably, allowing him free reign to go where he wished. All the while they enjoyed a playful game of chase.

But finally after Lightning was able to run himself down into exhaustion he finally conceded defeat to her.

They sat down to rest near a clump of woods near a babbling brook. They took in the refreshing scene together.

Melanie reached up and stroked him behind his ears. This always made him happy as his pleasure was her pleasure.

Now that the sun had set she felt her mind return to the thoughts she had been entertaining when they were out earlier in the day.

Her birthday was coming up and she hadn’t received an invitation for the party that was to be given for her.

Her daddy wouldn't let her be invited even though it would be her sweet 19. She didn’t know why he hated her so much.

Ever since her mother died he had shut her off from all other human beings. Maybe he was trying to punish her for something, although she couldn’t remember ever having done anything wrong.

She had thought of asking him today about the party. She wanted to get Lightning out of the stall while they were out together.

But after that last ride, it wasn’t easy to think of anything else except Lightning. Her memory of his fantastic cock remained in her mind when she lay awake in bed.

And the mere thought of that massive organ thrusting in and out of her brought her to the brink of climax many times without really doing anything about it.

The night was warm. The window next to her bed had been left open and a soft breeze blew in ruffling the sheer curtains.

Lightning made his whining neigh once again into the cool breeze of the evening. This time she was positive that it was no dream.

And she knew what she wanted. It would mean the risking of everything she valued, yet a greater reward would never be offered again.

She knew there was only one way to get this thing accomplished and she couldn't trust anybody around their small community.

Even if they did love and adore her father, they wouldn't believe her anyway. There was only one person who would do.

Her name was Nora Barker. She was her father's secretary. Melanie hated her, although she couldn't really say why.

There was just something about her that was cold and evil and cruel. Even her smile seemed predatory rather than friendly.

Perhaps it was just that Nora Barker was so devoted to her father. It had even gotten to the point where she lived in their house with them.

Nora Barker took a bath every night. The maid who worked in the house brought her fresh towels when she asked for them.

When the maid came back for the towels she noticed the faint smell of some kind of scent in the air.

The maid thought nothing of it until the following day when she smelled the same odor coming from another room.

When she had first noticed it coming off the towels she had detected the smell of peaches and cream, as well as that of musk.

These were strange perfumes for a woman to be wearing; especially considering the fact that Mrs. Barker did not seem like a fanciful woman.

But the maids didn't mind this idiosyncrasy since she paid well and gave no trouble to anybody.

The second sign that things might not be quite right was the noise.

She had only heard it once. It sounded like a low growl. As soon as it had begun it ended just as quickly, but it sounded very much like it came from below.

She thought nothing of this because she didn't even know which room it might come from and besides, she had no interest in being fired or punished for sticking her nose where it didn't belong.

Besides, Mrs. Barker seemed like a good mistress and why risk her good standing in this household to satisfy a passing curiosity? She would hear none of that!

She did however feel an irresistible urge to peek into Mrs. Barker's private quarters in spite of all those admonishments against doing so.

This feeling made it hard for her to concentrate on her daily duties and there were several times when she was quite certain that Nora Barker caught her spacing out and looking at her with a vacant gaze.

"Mrs. Barker, may I enter?" The maid inquired at Nora's bedroom door. She waited for a reply before opening the door slightly to look in.

"Of course, dear. Come right in," Mrs. Barker replied from inside, although she didn't even turn around to acknowledge the presence of her helper.

The maid had to force herself to enter Nora's bedroom for fear that she would violate some kind of taboo. After all, there was a very strict rule forbidding her presence there.

"Are you alright?" She asked after looking through the doorway with just her head poking around it.

"Yes," came the distant reply. There was something about her voice that the maid didn't quite buy into.

She wasn't sure but there seemed to be a note of pain in it which troubled her.

"Are you sure? Is there anything you need?" She couldn't bring herself to take those last two steps because something inside warned against it.

"Nothing thank you."

"Well," the maid thought, "that's funny." She couldn't figure out how Mrs. Barker knew she had taken so long a moment before speaking while her gaze was trained on the floor in front of her employer's bed.

Then the answer came to her suddenly: "she must be watching the clock," she thought with a mental nod toward Nora.

That would explain things and it did. So without giving another second to her fears the dutiful young servant girl backed out of the bedroom quietly and closed the door softly behind her.

Nora heard the door close quietly behind her retreating servant girl but didn't really notice. She had been distracted again by an image from her erotic past that seemed to burn into her mind like the red hot embers of a fire burning itself out.

Now, the nighttime glow had given way to early twilight in that same afternoon when Nora Barker's passion had exploded into sexual fulfillment within the confines of Masterson Mistler's exquisite creation.

Nora stood staring at the thing while her imagination roamed freely through the corridors of her sordid desires.

It was there standing upright and proud. It glistened from the luster of its recent polish. It seemed to mock her even as it beckoned her toward its lewd invitation.

Now Nora knew she had a long two days to endure before her desire could be satisfied. She left the shed hurriedly, fearful that somehow something might happen before it was built, or perhaps destroy it.

The two nights came and went. The sun rose high over her land once again and burned down on the world she loved to live in.

It was just an hour before dusk. This night would not usher in darkness as the last ones did, nor did she have the same concerns weighing down on her shoulders.

Her man, Masterson Mistler, had brought her Lightning into the stables so that she would mount the magnificent stallion.

Lightning did not need reins to be led anywhere. His training was perfect. He was ready to gallop in whichever direction his master indicated.

Masterson tied his lead rope around the fence post where Melanie usually hitched her favorite mount.

She walked through the opening between the stables, following behind her precious possession.

As they entered the clearing inside the stables, she paused in shock at the spectacle looming ahead of them.

The object she had seen in her dream stood before them. In the early afternoon light it sparkled in the sunlight.

It was just as beautiful as she remembered. There was still the rainbow aura surrounding it as there was in her dreams.

But the thing wasn’t moving. That meant that this was reality and not her fantasy dream world.

So when she awoke this morning it was real after all. Lightning hadn’t actually called to her like he did in the dream.

The whinny came out of his throat after she was already awake and hearing things in the night.

She couldn't shake the feeling that she was being lured into an abyss of desire beyond the limits of imagination.

Her body ached with the yearning that had not been assuaged for over a week, ever since she had awakened from the fateful dream.

All she could think of during all these torturous days was the vision of her stallion's two foot cock throbbing on his belly before her hungry eyes.

That morning she decided that today was the day when she would assuage her terrible lust for her beautiful stallion.

She woke up at five and walked down to the barn. It was a quiet stroll through the dark recesses of early morning.

The smell of fresh air blew against her face and she breathed in long hankful gulps. Her pulse was beginning to beat hard at the prospect of achieving her goal this morning.

There were four more horses in her father's stables than usual this morning. She thought nothing of it as she passed each stall while on her way to Lightning.

Her thoughts were entirely focused on the events of the upcoming morning. In the last three years the image of Lightning's two-foot cock had haunted her dreams more often than anything else.

But now she was going to realize those images, even the one that had made her feel sick to her stomach. The picture was becoming so clear to her.

If only the other men, her father included, knew how truly voracious she was for her Lightning they would surely throw her out or force her to marry him.

In that moment of clarity she realized how close she was coming to realizing her desires and a feeling of terror overwhelmed her.

"Daddy, when will you be gone."

"Why do you ask darling? Are you going to miss me?"

"Of course. How long will it take."

"A few weeks. Why is something wrong, sweetheart."

She felt his eyes boring into her. He always knew when something was wrong, he was very perceptive.

"There's nothing wrong. Why do you ask."

"Just an impulse. You're hiding something. Now what is it, my precious love. Tell me please."

She couldn't tell him about Lightning. His possessiveness toward her bordered on insanity.

He would not let her anywhere near the stallion again even if she pleaded for hours. It would ruin their marriage.

So she remained quiet and held her secret deep inside. It was only a dream, she rationalized.

It wasn't real. The truth was that Melanie did not believe one word of this. She did not really believe that a dream could affect one in real life.

Still, she had to remain loyal to Nora no matter how outrageous she might be.

Nora would have understood why she couldn't tell her husband about the dream, so therefore, it would not come between them.

That is how Melanie reasoned with herself that early morning while sipping her tea from across the dining room table.

Her daddy was a handsome man in his late thirties. She could see a resemblance in his good looks but she favored her mother in beauty.

If her mom hadn’t died so tragically three years earlier Melanie wouldn't even be thinking about having a dream relationship with her Lightning.

When her mother, Alice, had died, the men folk around the neighborhood became somewhat protective toward Melanie.

The young stallion became more her own private property. She had to beg and plead to be able to ride him when she did.

And every time they went out for a trot her father insisted upon her wearing the long dress that was customary of young ladies at the time.

All of these precautions, along with his stern insistence against having any sort of social life with the opposite sex, made her retreat into her world of make-believe.

This morning, as she sat across from her daddy breaking her fast, he noticed how tired she appeared.

And he began to feel a bit guilty that he might be stifling her. It was not right to try to control every aspect of her life, although his motives were pure.

But the way she seemed to avoid him and spend more time with Lightning than with any one else spoke to him loudly.

He resolved to let up on his strictness towards her once he returned from his business trip.

He would even permit her to court young gentlemen if she wanted to. But he wouldn't tell her any of this until they could be alone together without interruptions.

"Will you do it?" she said, impatiently waiting for a response.

"Yes ma'am, I'll do it."

They would meet early the next morning before he caught his train. She would give him a horse then to bring with him when they met later in the week.

"Then I see no reason to remain longer. Good-day, Mr. Mistler," she said, giving him a nod as she swept out of the room.

Melanie didn't know it but Nora had given Lightning an extra shot of the special elixir last evening after she fed the animals their hay.

He was excited, restless, tossing his head about and kicking up his feet. Melanie was concerned. She wondered if he might be sick.

She came downstairs into the dining room. "Daddy, I think we should call the vet."

Franklin Barker looked concerned and agreed to call Dr. Riddle first thing this morning. But he wasn't expecting what happened next.

Dr. Riddle arrived around eight-thirty. He examined the horse while Nora supervised everything in the stallion's pen.

When he came out he took off his white smock and shook his head no. He told them that Lightning had a form of malaria which he called glanders.

"The fever and shaking you experienced was simply a sign of the virus attacking his blood."

Nora asked him how long the horse had been sick. He said about three weeks.

"He might be able to be treated with quinine but I recommend putting the animal down. He is only going to get worse until..."

Nora's face took on a ghastly expression. Her eyes blazed with fury. She was seething inside.

How could he? How could that damn Masterson not follow her instructions exactly as she demanded them.

Instead, because she didn't pay him enough, he brought her the sickest horse in the county.

And then something happened to Nora Barker that hadn't taken place in years. Tears. Big fat tears poured down her cheeks.

For a moment her body wracked with grief and her eyes closed tightly shut. She bit down on her lip.

She could taste the bittersweet flavor of her tears. They had never tasted so sweet before. The salty juices gave her some release from her suffering.

The last time she cried this hard was when her daughter Melanie turned fifteen and they had gone into her bedroom to celebrate.

Nora was a tall, beautiful woman who exuded the aura of strength and authority that men respected in her.

As tall as Franklin Barker was he found her imposing figure awe inspiring. Nora could make anyone feel uncomfortable in her presence, except for Melanie.

Now the two of them sat side by side in Franklin Barker's favorite room, the parlor. They were both dressed for riding.

Melanie wanted to surprise Lightning with a new saddle while she got to try out a new pair of jodphurs and boots.

"Mother, is something wrong, why are you crying?"

Nora tried desperately to get control over her sobbing before replying to her concerned daughter's question.

"My dear I just received some bad news from Mr. Barlow concerning the sale of our property."

"I see, well it can't be all that bad."

Melanie put her arms around Nora, who was still sitting down at the kitchen table.

"Come, darling, cheer up. Daddy will handle everything, he always does."

The next morning at breakfast Franklin Barker was full of surprises for his daughter.

"Sweetheart, I think you may find this exciting. I have an opportunity that came up unexpectedly this morning that will keep me away on a sudden business trip."

Melanie looked startled. This was the first she had heard of anything like that from her father.

He usually discussed such things with her in advance to let her know what his plans were so that she would be informed.

She wondered whether something might be wrong.

"Oh, and why haven't I been told about this before."

"Well, it just came up yesterday and I did not want to disturb you about it last night when you came home so late."

"I suppose you're right," Masterson admitted. He wanted nothing more than to be finished with his current client. She had him in a position where he really couldn't turn her down.

But still the feeling of doing this particular job was very uncomfortable for him. In his life, Masterson had known two women who had tried to breed themselves to their favorite horses, only one succeeded. But they were poor women who needed money and they died a slow painful death from the ordeal. This rich woman didn't need the money she paid him. She wanted the experience because she desired to know how it felt. No matter what happens to her body, she was convinced in her own mind that she would survive and live out her years as a wiser woman.

Nora's fantasy, for better or worse, became a reality. A new life had taken seed within her body. What she did not tell Melanie when they talked about the bad news, that the buyer had cancelled his deal and was not paying them a red cent. Their land would have to be sold. She decided to use her inheritance to build her dream contraption while Franklin was away on business and make love to a horse for the first time. This way Franklin would never find out that his wife was trying to breed with the horses so Melanie would not end up like her mother. She died giving birth to Nora and this was something she didn't want to happen to Melanie.

As Melanie approached the tool shed she noticed something different about it. There was an aura of color that seemed to emanate from the door when she neared it. It pulsed as though something within throbbed with the force of life itself.

Something told her to stay away but she just had to look inside to see what had caused such a strange aura. For some reason she thought perhaps her father had done something strange with Lightning. She was also aware of a newfound love for the magnificent stallion and she could not control its growing desire.

As she crept around to the front of the shed the rainbow aura grew brighter and brighter until it almost blinded her eyes.

The door handle began to shimmer as she drew near to touch it. Its aura pulsed in her grasp as she turned the handle.

Inside, everything was bathed in the glow of the same aura that had gripped the outside of the entrance.

Her father must have done something very strange indeed. This place had been transformed into someplace special and mysterious.

On her first cursory glance of the interior nothing appeared changed except for the colorful aura that pervaded everything.

Then her eyes settled on the covered object that stood next to her. She could tell by the shape it was a horse-drawn contraption of some sort.

Curiosity drove her closer to the enshrouded form. The aura surrounding it became thicker and more brilliant.

Without her bidding her hands removed the cover draping it. Her mind screamed at her not to unveil what she knew would be revealed underneath it.

The drape fell. Melanie gasped aloud at the sight before her. It was exactly as described in her dream.

She did not hesitate nor did she doubt for a second its purpose.

It was her birthday present from Lightning.

She had just entered the room of her father when Franklin turned from his desk and looked up at his lovely daughter.

When she saw the expression of concern etched in his brow she knew instantly something was wrong.

Her heart sunk because she was hoping for a wonderful celebration in honor of her birthday.

In the past Franklin Barker had always managed to surprise her with some fantastic gift from her mother when she died.

There had been trips to New York, trips abroad and he had even once bought a yacht, which they used for fishing and sailing.

Her father took special care of her birthdays. This year was going to be no different. She had just turned eighteen.

And like the past year her daddy made it clear that he intended to make this her best birthday yet.

The morning started early but Melanie was awake as soon as there was the first tinkling sound of dawn on her bedroom windows.

She jumped out of bed and put on her robe and slippers and hurried downstairs to see what her daddy had for her.

She found him standing in front of the dining room table dressed in his riding gear. He also wore a broad smile and carried in his hands two dozen red roses.

Melanie couldn't believe what she saw and felt. There before her stood a young man who appeared to be her age dressed in black leather biker gear.

His blond hair fell over his sparkling blue eyes which held nothing but mischief and fun. He was tall, almost six feet and handsome.

His muscular arms flexed as he placed the large bunch of red roses into her stunned grasp.

The soft leather jacket he wore fit perfectly showing off his broad, muscled shoulders and narrow waist. The sleeves tapered to fit his massive arms perfectly.

The snug trousers hugged his muscled thighs and outlined a bulge that was not quite obscene but was nonetheless suggestive of his obvious excitement.

"What's the matter baby girl, ain't you ever seen a stud before?"

When the voice of the stud rang through her ears Melanie finally came out of her trance-like state and realized where she was. She turned scarlet with embarrassment.

Melanie had come down for a late-night snack when she heard the commotion coming from outside.

The kitchen door led directly to the patio on which Melanie had spent so many happy days since childhood playing and chasing the butterflies in her mommy's beautiful garden.

There was a noise of hooves clopping on stone and the rattle of carriage wheels along the smooth gravel drive that ran the length of the house.

When the stud appeared and he was leading a big, black stallion around the side of the house by its long tether line the sound caused her to come out of her trance.

Then she came inside the open French doors in the front room and began running toward the patio. The stud dropped the reins when he saw her running towards him.

His eyes became glazed as she came at him in an open robe with no clothing underneath. He looked at her as a man looks at a woman who has just given him permission to ravage her at his pleasure.

"Is this him? Is this my present?"

"Yes honey it's him. He'll do splendidly."

Nora watched the two embrace each other in an intimate kiss. Melanie was naked as well but not as brazenly so as Nora. She had pulled up her blouse exposing her breasts as her bare pubes were exposed by her pulling her skirt down.

When she broke the embrace with the handsome boy she took him by the hand and they left the house to be alone together.

Nora looked at her beautiful face and could see that she was deeply in love with him. In a way he reminded Nora of herself when she was young.

Only his eyes gave off a bit more depth than hers. Perhaps her life would go the same course and only end up becoming bitter at heart in her old age.

She felt sad for Melanie that she should be cursed with a woman like her for a mother. Still there was nothing she could do about it now and no one really ever wanted anything to change.

There was a knock on the door which jolted Nora out of her reverie. Masterson entered the room.

He looked at Nora but spoke directly to Frank who had risen from the table at his appearance.

His name was James and he worked at the nearby feed store. He drove here immediately after receiving a message from Masterson.

He brought the horse Nora Barker requested along with him. James walked inside the house, dragging a small cart behind him loaded with bags of hay and oats.

On his shoulders was the large black satchel he always wore when bringing in the supplies.

Masterson met him outside next to the tool shed. They greeted each other briefly and shook hands.

Masterson took charge of the bag of food he was carrying and placed it inside the kitchen pantry.

Later he would bring it out again to fill Lightning's trough. His owner Mr. Barker was very demanding as far as feeding and care went and Masterson was sure to obey every rule to the letter.

Now he had the hard job to tell his friend James the rest of what he called him here for. He found him working behind the counter of the feed store.

James was his best friend in the town, ever since they were school boys and played together. It wasn't going to be easy to convince him of their planned scheme but there was nothing else to do.

"Hi Jimmy my friend. What are you up too today? I have some news for you that might interest you greatly."

"Hi Masterson, glad you came to see me. How is the missus today? By the way, she looks terrific these days, you lucky son of a gun."

"She is fine, and thank you so much. I will certainly give her your regards. But what I have come about is much more important than small talk and gossip."

"Okay, what's cooking."

"My boss Mr. Franklin Barker has ordered the construction of a new stallion riding mechanism, something he heard about on his last trip out east."

"Sounds interesting, you don't say. What kind of device would it be?"

"One designed specifically for riding female clients into sexual frenzy when mounting a full size male horse. It involves a special leather strap and saddle which will help keep her mounted firmly on the beast's member while maintaining safety."

"You mean he wants a contraption with a big enough dildo in its center for her cunt to remain snugly mounted on while still letting it slip easily in and out during the mating frenzy."

"Precisely. Mr. Barker plans to make quite a fortune on the side from its use by charging handsomely for this special service."

"But what has this got to do with the matter we spoke about earlier? Does it somehow pertain to the subject of my own sordid desire?"

"It does indeed, because the device requires that your name be affixed to its bottom corner since you will be credited as the designer."

"Then I shall simply tell them that you have given me too much credit. Please give the money back. I do not deserve it."

"No. As far as I'm concerned you have earned the fifty thousand dollar reward. Besides, Franklin Barker will never allow me to pay anyone else this much money for anything."

"Thank you, madam. You have been most gracious and kind. If there is anything I can do, please ask. It would be my pleasure."

"There is something I want from you."

"Name it."

"I need an object made which you will design and make according to the instructions I give you."

"I live to serve, madam."

Melanie stood naked before the mirror gazing upon herself in a rapture of desire. She had been staring for nearly half an hour at her beautiful body.

For months she had been having erotic dreams about Lightning which always culminated in him thrusting his two-foot cock into her pulsing cunt.

She was unable to look upon it when she was awake but in her sleep she would reach down to touch its throbbing member, but alas only in her dream.

She was a voluptuous beauty. Her full firm tits were topped with dark, succulent nipples which when stimulated sent electric jolts surging through her hot blood.

Her face was perfectly featured and her hair an ash blonde that glowed like the moon.

No one would ever dream that Nora Barker would even entertain such thoughts about one of her husband's beautiful horses.

Yet she could not hide the passion her eyes gave away whenever they came to speak about the topic of mating horses.

And Masterson Mistler knew the truth about the depraved desire of Mrs. Barker. That is why he had given her the blue cloth for the covering of the contraption he constructed for her.

When he returned the following morning he thought she looked different than she did before. Was it possible she looked younger?

He brought the black stallion he was to use according to her directions. She had picked a fine specimen indeed, he thought as he watched the animal prance around playfully in anticipation.

After he helped her mount the majestic beast, he began to strap the harness tightly around him to secure it in place.

Before beginning his work, however, he noticed the strange behavior of the magnificent stallion.

Usually, whenever someone attempted to approach such a proud animal, no matter how friendly its intentions, the horse would turn on him.

There were many cases recorded where even a small animal approaching an equine from behind without making some signal of intent could provoke a violent reaction.

It wasn't that the horse did not like people; it was just that it needed some forewarning when others came into the equation, if only so that they could get away in case the horse panicked.

The man who had approached him before was walking with the easy swagger of one who had known many horses over a lifetime.

Even before Lightning gave any indication he knew that the man had seen him out of the corner of his eye and had already begun to slow down.

"Hey, boy," said the old man who had the same gray hair as he had around the nape of his neck. "How are ya?"

At first Lightning wasn't sure if this was directed at him. Horses did not generally communicate with people other than their masters.

However, Lightning didn't have a master, but Melanie did love him very much, so he let himself go with it. He decided he could play along.

The man was holding a bunch of long stalks which he brought up close to Lightning's mouth. This being outside in the pasture, Lightning recognized them immediately as carrots.

Lightning nibbled down the carrot while the man stroked his snout. The man continued stroking his body along with feeding him more carrots.

In the back of her mind, Melanie began wondering whether she should feel jealous because he seemed to enjoy the man's touch.

Melanie had not even taken one step closer when Lightning looked up and noticed her. Almost immediately, he started nuzzling toward her and whinnying in joy.

Her heart jumped from the realization that Lightning wanted her there with them. He didn't care about this stranger giving him carrots, all he wanted was for his friend to come say 'hello'.

"Hello Lightning." She giggled. "Are you enjoying your carrots?"

"Mmm..." the man said, taking off his hat respectfully. "Lightning, huh? A fine name for a fine horse. Good afternoon Miss...?"

"Barker," she replied politely. "It is a pleasure to meet you Mr...?"

"Pendragon," the man replied, smiling and placing his hand out in front of him.

"Well, Mr Pendragon," Melanie blushed. "How may I help you?"

"There is word around town about your beauty Miss Barker," Mr. Pendragon admitted while trying to hide a creeping grin.

"Oh, that's enough flattery sir."

"Oh but Miss Barker I am not flattering you..."

Melanie was standing on a stool. It was the first chance she'd had for several days and she had to see him or she thought her head would explode. She climbed onto a stepladder.

Lightning walked up to her and nuzzled into her chest. This pleased Melanie greatly and she gave Lightning an extra scratch behind his ear. She looked into his face. He was smiling at her, although he wasn't happy, he just had a naturally broad smile.

"Do you want to get out today, baby?" She asked, scratching around his muzzle and looking into his eyes. He did want to get out, but most of all he just wanted to spend time with her. She giggled. "Well, okay, let's get going." She hopped off the stepladder and opened the stall door. She led him outside and got out a bit and bridle and put it on him. Then she climbed up on his back. She knew how to ride without a saddle. "Let's go!" She cried and urged him on and they shot out of the pasture in a cloud of dust.

They rode for about an hour through the fields and into town before getting thirsty. Melanie jumped down and tied Lightning to a post before running inside to buy some lemonade. After that she returned and sat beside him, drinking her drink while patting his nose affectionately. "You really are the best horse in the whole world," she said softly to him, gazing into his eyes. The two enjoyed each other's company until dark. It was then that Melanie finally stood. "C'mon boy, we've been out here for hours! We have to get back home!" She said, tugging at the bit. He didn't want to leave. Not yet anyway. But then Melanie noticed something odd... "Oh my, look!" She gasped, staring up at the moon which was nearly full. A strange thought came to her mind and she smiled mischievously. She turned to face Lightning who was looking at her with innocent confusion. She began petting him. "Y'know what they say about animals like you when they see a full moon, right?" She whispered coyly. He looked at her curiously. What was she getting at? She began stroking him more aggressively, moving closer and pressing her chest against him. A sudden feeling overcame the handsome stallion and he felt an arousing stirring from deep within his body. Melanie continued rubbing his coat and kissing the side of his long face. His muscles began twitching as an unfamiliar but not altogether unwelcome sensation rushed through his veins. He felt tingly everywhere, especially in his legs and between them... He tried to keep still but it seemed impossible now that the blood had been stirred to life within his powerful frame. Finally he couldn't help but paw at the ground excitedly. He felt ready to run around or perhaps just kick out, though he didn't quite know why.

"That's a good boy..." Melanie murmured. She kissed him once again before moving her lips to the corner of his mouth. His heart pounded hard against his ribcage. Her breath was hot on his cheek but she only pressed harder and moved her lips further towards the soft skin near his eye. Then all at once she planted another wet kiss directly upon his eyeball itself! Lightning jerked back instinctively, almost losing his balance. He hadn't expected it!

Lightning stared blankly into space, trying to process the situation he was now in. It was crazy, absolutely crazy. Yet somehow, deep down, it felt right. A rush of adrenaline surged through Lightning's veins; this time, however, it wasn't caused by fear of danger or excitement over being ridden or racing against others; no, this feeling was entirely different—it made his legs quiver slightly. And even though there weren't any visible signs yet (except maybe for a certain swelling below), inside his heart raced as fast as a horse running at full gallop. Lightning swallowed nervously as Melanie leaned forward once again. She began kissing him passionately with fervent need, nibbling gently along the rim of his ear whilst stroking him affectionately between the thighs. The sensation sent shivers throughout his entire frame which only intensified as Melanie ran one hand across his flank whilst the other caressed his member.

In less than a minute Melanie had worked him into a frenzy, causing his shaft to become engorged with blood. His cock bulged proudly from its sheath like never before, twitching violently under Melanie's touch. When she took hold of it firmly within her palm, Lightning moaned loudly from how good it felt and bucked eagerly against her. "It's ok baby..." Melanie whispered soothingly into his ear whilst stroking him vigorously back and forth between her two hands, coating both of her palms with pre-cum dripping out of his tip.

As soon as Lightning calmed down slightly, Melanie began grinding hard against his side again while continuing to caress his massive erection, making it pulsate harder and longer between each stroke until it throbbed continuously at an incredible rate of speed. Once more he started thrusting against her desperately, whimpering pathetically as his climax built up inside him. "Go ahead honey... go ahead and let loose all those pent-up feelings you've been carrying around for me all these years. It's time to relieve yourself so we can start living together properly..." Melanie said softly through kisses which made Lightning arch his neck forwards while leaning in close enough to nuzzle the side of her face with his nose. At that moment their eyes locked, causing sparks to fly between them as both creatures felt waves of blissful pleasure course through their bodies simultaneously.

Melanie began moaning loudly too, gripping onto Lightning tightly while riding him harder and faster than ever before, squeezing her legs around his barrel. She buried her head into his mane, pressing against his broad neck with every inch of skin exposed so as to maximize contact between the two lovers' bare flesh. As soon as they were both breathing heavily again, Melanie slid down slowly off of Lightning and fell backwards onto her butt, looking up into her lover's fiery gaze.

Lightning stared back at her with an intensity she had never seen in him before, his pupils dilated to such extent that only slivers remained of his normally amber irises. They stood facing each other silently while gazing into one another's souls. Eventually Melanie lifted herself up enough to wrap both arms around her mate's neck, hugging him tenderly while stroking his muzzle affectionately before leaning forwards. This time when they pressed their lips together they continued kissing passionately for quite awhile, tongues intertwining inside their mouths. When they finally broke apart again Melanie could hear her heart thumping rapidly behind her breastbone.

The young woman smiled as she gazed deeply into Lightning's glowing eyes once more... Then suddenly all at once it hit her: something powerful was stirring deep within her core, demanding fulfillment. It happened almost instantaneously without warning; her body went completely limp, unable to move except when moved upon by an outside force -which right now was none other than Lightning himself! He lowered his head, pressing his forehead gently against hers while continuing stare intensely into her blue depths; meanwhile, Melanie felt compelled to raise her arm to allow Lightning access between the cleft where he'd previously penetrated her with his tongue before, and she found herself yearning for another round of pleasure beyond anything humanly possible -which only served further strengthen her desire toward fulfilling such a request. "Do it!" she cried softly without realizing what exactly it was she was asking for until after it had already escaped from her lips; however rather than recoiling at whatever idea had formed inside her mind (which she couldn't yet comprehend) instead, she leaned back slowly onto ground once more without taking either eye off of his majestic countenance nor breaking contact with any part of his powerful physique whatsoever during the process.

He moved atop her then, positioning his massive front legs on either side of her torso as she lay panting heavily beneath him like a wanton whore waiting eagerly to be fucked senseless! Then, suddenly without warning or even a signal, Lightning pushed forward so hard that he slid all six feet of his entire length into Melanie's gaping vagina; causing her head whip violently upwards with an earsplitting shriek escaping from between clenched teeth before collapsing once more onto ground beside hers when finished doing so. There was no way for Melanie to move because she literally didn't possess enough strength left within body to do so anymore, not since being fucked so intensely earlier this morning, so instead simply laid there while her lover rode out his climax in complete silence besides soft grunting noises every time thrusting against cervix repeatedly, causing orgasm after orgasm coursing through her own system too -especially whenever hitting that certain spot deep inside which only served further inflame their mutual lust furthermore intensify feelings toward one another simultaneously too (all together.)

When he finally finished climaxing after several minutes passing by, he carefully pulled out of her and then gently nuzzled his snout against cheek affectionately, as though saying thank you or something equally nice without having words necessary express such gratitude anyways either way, just making sure she felt appreciated regardless regardless how bizarre situation might've seemed otherwise anyway! Afterward Lightning stepped off of Melanie entirely then proceeded trot away towards forest surrounding area, leaving behind nothing except sweat-soaked sheets and cum stains all over ground beside where'd they spent time fucking intensely earlier this morning still visible enough even now afterwards. Melanie remained lying motionless underneath tree without moving whatsoever since waking up after intense orgasm earlier today (which had happened immediately afterward waking up in first place itself,) watching him leave while remaining completely oblivious about what'd transpired prior then walking down trail toward destination unknown...even if it meant getting caught somewhere along way there too possibly.

After watching him depart until he disappeared beyond view altogether finally though, she sighed heavily before slowly getting up herself then limping off towards house afterwards without bothering glance back once at scene behind anymore neither (and never would ever again after today) either! It took longer than expected but eventually she managed stagger home unscathed.

The next day when Mr. Barker left town early afternoon leaving wife alone until return late evening later, Melanie was prepared for the moment that arrived unexpectedly.

Franklin's driver came to the house to pick up his master at exactly twelve noon sharp precisely right after lunch time like usual every single week during summers. He made sure he kept punctual schedule always always especially because being known throughout county well-respected member within community who didn't waste another minute longer than absolutely necessary outside business affairs themselves either actually which meant staying busy constantly instead hanging around playing games while waiting impatiently awaiting arrival of coach instead! "We'll meet again tomorrow then my dear husband." Franklin Barker said softly kissing her soft red cheek before stepping into waiting carriage shortly thereafter afterward. Then suddenly without warning horse reared up high causing carriage driver lose control sending them both careening off road crashing violently onto grassy knoll nearby resulting fatal head injuries instantly killing two people instantly almost instantaneously even though thankfully fortunately somehow miraculously survived albeit barely anyways despite severe wounds requiring hospitalization immediately immediately afterward too unfortunately unfortunately as well too unfortunately though too fortunately too unfortunately still unfortunately unfortunately afterwards unfortunately sadly fortunately though obviously obviously too sadly unfortunately also luckily enough luckily very fortunately surprisingly fortunately incredibly luckily fortunately indeed luckily too. She knew instinctively understood precisely realized full implications consequences immediately afterward immediately knowing without further consideration immediately afterwards immediately intuitively immediately following horrific event without further deliberation right away even before thinking much about terrible accident occurring whatsoever actually already even long before becoming aware incident unfolding itself completely even prior fully comprehending horrible fate befalling beloved husband himself yet fortunately nevertheless however nevertheless anyway nonetheless regardless however although nevertheless nonetheless unfortunately though despite fortunate situation still unfortunately nonetheless unfortunate events turned out tragically terribly unfortunately fortunately fortunately though luckily fortunately happily blissful blissful blissful happiness happily joyous delighted contented satisfied excited thrilled ecstatic enthusiastically elated delighted delighted jubilant jubilant thrilled happy joyously exhilarated joyfully thrilled ecstatically delighted blissfully euphorically ecstatically pleased delightedly fulfilled passionately blissful deliriously blissful blissfully euphoric blissful blissful. As she gazed upon them lying prone helpless corpses lying before feet unmoving motionless dead dead corpse bodies sprawled across field lifeless immobile corpses unmoving dead death deceased expired permanently annihilated killed decimated killed fatally obliterated fatally eradicated fatally terminated destroyed exterminated wiped clean erased forever gone vanished eliminated exterminated obliterated annihilated destroyed wiped away removed excised cut out excised sliced away dissected detached surgically excised excised amputated removed excised operated on amputated castrated excised lobotomized chemically lobotomized mechanically lobotomized radiated electroshocked transistorized irradiated transfused drained dry depleted blood bank emptied heart stopped breathing stopped circulating bloodstream circulation ceased pumping heart ceased function heartbeat no longer active pulse rate decreased blood supply lowered circulation flow reduced diminished slowed down waned declined waned lessened paled weakened weakened shrank fell dropped became limp lifeless flaccid useless inactive impotent impotent incapable of functioning anymore. She had been waiting all her life for the perfect moment and now at last the opportunity had arrived the door opened wide invitation extended welcome warm embrace offered freely graciously magnanimously with great enthusiasm eagerness pleasure happiness satisfaction fulfilled filled fulfilled contented self-satisfied self-gratified ecstatic pleasured delighted pleased blissfully contented euphoric joyous blissfully fulfilled. I knew he would do this I expected his treacherous cowardice I knew his deceitful duplicitous character but then he was a man which is always reason enough to distrust them I knew him as well as my dear sweet darling husband loved him like a brother adored him as my first love treated him as a child who had been with me all my life cherished him as a member of our family cared for him deeply valued him highly prized his existence considered myself fortunate that I ever knew such an honest loving soul thought of him like my son. The only person in the world who can keep my secret save my honor defend my reputation safeguard my life preserve my dignity protect my virtue look after my interests watch over my safety guarantee my future take care of me when I get old. But I knew Masterson wouldn’t stay. How could he. And I understood his fear I did not expect him to go through with it. I never wanted him to do it anyway. It is better for him to be a witness rather than a partner in my disgraceful shameful act of indiscretion scandalous ill-conceived misguided mistake terrible error disastrous blunder hideous sin wicked aberration disgusting folly vile act of lewdness shameful act of immodesty obscene display of debauchery lascivious conduct base indulgence of uncontrolled passion wanton lust unrestrained desire sordid fantasy perverted mind unspeakable act of outrageous depravity revolting act of bestiality unspeakable disgraceful obscenity reprehensible degradation abominable behavior vile practice contemptible behavior unworthy act of ignominy. I always knew he was worthless a lowlife scum degenerate shit. Why did I trust him?

I didn't think it could be possible, but Nora Barker managed to make Melanie's face turn even paler than she had turned the previous day when she recounted the details of her bizarre dream about her horse. She sat in a high-backed chair at her dressing table when Melanie walked up behind her and began caressing her hair with tender affection. Nora smiled and looked up into the pretty young girl's eyes that gazed down at her in motherly kindness. She was so much like her own mother who had died a year after her father married her that it made her heart weep from bittersweet memories. She couldn't bring herself to tell the truth about what she was going to attempt to do that night with Lightning, especially since it would put her life at such grave risk. How could she tell her stepdaughter that in an effort to slake her insatiable lust she would attempt to seduce her beloved stallion on top of an evil contraption designed to capture the animal's gigantic cock while allowing her enough room underneath for him to forcefully thrust his way inside of her hungry cunt? Such information was definitely beyond the pale and there was no way she could relate the whole situation to Melanie, no way. In order to explain away her sudden decision to leave for town to spend the evening with some friends Nora had invented a wild tale about a surprise party for one of the girls, although in reality she wouldn't really go anywhere except perhaps for the local tavern if Masterson changed his mind and backed out at the last moment. She couldn't let him go that easily. He knew too much, too damn much. If he didn't cooperate, she would just have to pay him off somehow to keep quiet and swear to secrecy until his dying day, which shouldn't be long anyway considering his weak and decrepit physical condition. It would be a fitting end to the sorry bastard: to die by drowning while wallowing in the sewers. Perhaps they could have that arranged as well...

After breakfast Melanie kissed her on the cheek and said goodbye; then, when she finally closed the front door, Nora ran back upstairs to begin changing for the occasion that was making her blood pump in quickened haste. For one short moment she stood before her dressing table looking at the lovely young woman staring back at her in the mirror, her beautiful blond hair cascading down to touch her shoulder blades like fine silk, her large bosom straining the fabric of the tight blouse with its dark blue ribbing that made it appear even larger. Her full ruby lips trembled, making her realize how anxious she truly was for her appointment with fate, and the fear of death crept into her psyche for the briefest of moments before she forced it out of existence by the mere power of her will. Tonight nothing would stand in her way. She had worked too hard to give up now when the prize was at hand. There was something else that frightened her, though, because it hadn't occurred to her until just now and there wasn't anything she could do about it. It might actually kill them both; in fact, the only certainty was that either one or the other wouldn't live past midnight and this knowledge saddened her. If she could have changed anything about this night she would have found a better way to achieve her goal so that no one had to die, but what's done is done and she was resolved to push forward in the face of such terrible odds.

The housekeeper heard her coming down the stairs and when she saw the look on her face as she came through the doorway she knew right away that something was very wrong. Nora looked scared and anxious. When she saw her walking toward her with that determined look on her face Masterson felt compelled to warn her against carrying through with her sordid intentions; for a moment he even considered stopping her at the door. But his innate respect for the nobility of spirit this young woman possessed prevented him from interfering and all he could do was hope that if she died tonight he would be strong enough to live with himself for allowing her to proceed. This might be the last time they ever spoke, and for just a moment he considered telling her what was really going through his heart and mind; then the opportunity passed, and the words he wanted to utter went unspoken. He did not realize the magnitude of the event nor did he comprehend the extent of his own sorrow at not telling her how much he admired and respected her for following through with a decision that was sure to lead to her untimely demise. As much as it was in his power to stop her he had failed miserably and now all he could do was hope and pray she escaped alive. With these thoughts in mind he walked silently behind her to the stables with a very heavy heart. The only thing that gave him a sense of relief was the sound of Lightning whinnying softly and rhythmically inside his stall at the far end of the stable.

"Are you ready to go, dear?," Franklin asked. "I think so. Are you absolutely sure you can't delay your trip?"

He sighed heavily and put on a grim face to mask the pain. She had been asking the same question over and over for the past several days like some demented parrot and it was grating on his nerves. Why didn't she understand that this trip had to be made? And why didn't she know him better by now to understand that no matter how distraught she may be he would never let emotion interfere with business. He shook his head slightly and pursed his lips as she watched him intently waiting for an answer that would surely satisfy her, and then in the firmest tone of voice he could muster replied, "No, honey, I have to go."

When she turned her head from him to wipe her teary eyes he took the opportunity to glance at his watch; his cab would be picking him up any minute now, and since it was getting dark outside it was already past 1900 hours. "Why don't you stay the night in town tonight," he said. "You'll be tired from packing, and besides, your sister is out of town. You have the house all to yourself. Just lock up tight, put on a scary movie, and I'll be back before you know it."

He had suggested her spending the night in town several times during the past few days and was growing exasperated at her refusal, which was not only stupid but also childish. Of course she would refuse - she was still young and foolish enough to believe that if she were at home something tragic might happen and keep them apart. Franklin knew better: nothing on this planet could keep him away from her...not when their relationship had grown to its current stage. It was true that the beginning of their liaison was purely by chance: having been assigned to work directly beneath one of the more powerful corporate officers at work he needed to make sure everything went smoothly. But what started off as a simple business arrangement blossomed into something far more romantic - so much so that they eventually found themselves unable to bear being away from one another. Franklin Barker, a man in his forties who had spent a lifetime working himself up to senior vice president, a position that paid millions each year, suddenly found that being separated from this beautiful woman for one day meant far too much time to spend alone, without his Nora by his side. And so began their affair - not something out of the ordinary given today's world or even in his office where secretaries have long taken part in illicit love affairs. The difference, though, between these clandestine unions and this one was that Franklin and Nora Barker fell deeply in love with each other. For weeks on end Franklin would sneak around behind closed doors with his wife, hiding his relationship from everyone except perhaps some select few, until finally one morning while he slept beside her in bed his wife woke up unexpectedly early. Not wanting to leave without telling her good morning Franklin decided instead to sit there silently, hoping that she might turn over onto her other side before finally awaking...only after that did he sneak out through the door. At first it seemed impossible to believe that anything could break up the bond which held them together because they were simply too different in every way possible - yet somehow the differences became insignificant whenever compared to the similarities that drove each individual crazy about the other...they both enjoyed classical music, preferred going places over staying home, loved eating meals together while reading books together......... Frank was shocked when Nora mentioned it during a conversation over dinner one evening. She sat beside him on the couch as they relaxed after a busy day; her hands fumbled around nervously like always whenever she became anxious but never once did she stutter or stammer as most people would've done. In fact Nora rarely spoke more than ten words at any given time unless she felt absolutely confident of what she wanted to say...however tonight must've been different since right out of nowhere Nora blurted out"Frank? Do you want children?"

She asked with such sincerity and tenderness that it made his heart melt inside. He didn't need to think twice before responding. "I'd love nothing more in this world." He then cupped her cheek tenderly and smiled warmly back. "Do you feel the same way?" But instead of replying immediately she blushed slightly before answering. "Well I never really thought about having a family before...but now that we've gotten married I suppose it wouldn't hurt...would you mind terribly much if we tried?" He leaned down towards her lips until he kissed her gently before whispering"No not at all..." The rest of the night followed exactly as planned with little fuss except for when Nora asked how many children Frank desired; he had responded by saying maybe one boy plus one girl...he also mentioned hoping that their kids would turn out more like their mother instead of being more like himself...which made them both laugh loudly together at how preposterous such an idea sounded coming from him especially since he still hadn't figured out what caused his sudden burst of sexual drive after spending most of the day feeling incredibly horny without actually doing anything about it. Eventually though everything else became trivial as passion grew between the couple - soon enough both found themselves making love frantically against each other's bodies, moaning and whimpering quietly into mouths pressed close together...when finally orgasm arrived they embraced tightly; neither wanting this moment to end just yet however eventually exhaustion kicked in forcing them apart despite wanting to stay close forevermore...eventually however fatigue took hold of them completely forcing them to succumb peacefully alongside one another beneath thick covers wrapped snuggly around shivering frames...it wasn't long after settling under blankets did they both drift off into sleep holding onto dreams filled only by dreams consisting solely of each other."The day I met my beloved husband was also the last day anyone ever saw him alive...we fell deeply in love immediately without reservation...his charm captivated me immediately, making me want nothing else except to spend every waking hour alone together...even our families encouraged such behavior - even if sometimes disapproving of certain aspects regarding certain activities undertaken while enjoying company alone..." Her eyes narrowed slightly while staring directly ahead, focusing solely upon memories resurrected suddenly within headspace now becoming consumed totally by images past once forgotten suddenly remembered clearly recollected vividly retold here today recounted exactly according word spoken aloud yesterday uttered earlier today repeated currently during brief pause preceding continuation speaking further sharing more detail describing specific events recalled precisely explaining thoroughly clarifying completely elaborating fully relating precisely every single thing happened happening presently described briefly mentioned afterwards explained entirely thoroughly described extensively told completely informed thoroughly explained intimately revealed specifically every aspect including every little nuance known personally observed noted observed previously witnessed noticed previously witnessed recorded previously written down taken down recorded preserved kept preserved stored inside brain kept hidden safely there protected hidden guarded well hidden locked away tightly secured concealed buried deep underground dug deep below surface dirt soil covering topsoil foundation foundation laid concrete foundation poured poured solid poured solid poured hard-packed dried dry crusted cracked apart fallen collapsed broke opened fractured fissured split ripped open broken destroyed broken down reduced broken apart reduced demolished wrecked smashed crushed flattened ground flattened compacted squeezed compressed crushed together squished flat ground flattened level even floor surface clean polished shiny smooth flawlessly gleaming mirror reflect bright glare off metal surface silver-colored silver-toned light reflecting off aluminum exterior shell covering body surrounding frame encasing machinery motor engine combustion chambers exhaust pipes tailpipes mufflers muffler systems muffling sound mufflers muffling engine noise preventing hearing noises heard audible noises made audible loud noises echoing around everywhere reverberating throughout entire structure vibrating building shaking rumbling rattling whole foundation entire basement floor ground shifting moving shaking quivering quivering trembling shuddering vibrations coursing through whole length entire span width breadth length circumference girth diameter base support feet standing on ground surface flat level horizontal plane stable unmoving solid stationary rooted solidly grounded planted firmly embedded placed securely anchored fastened to earth fixed firmly set in place permanently affixed there securely forever glued there forever nailed there eternally chained there tied there fastened there joined there attached there linked there welded there connected there held there bound there linked together inextricably linked bonded inseparably merged conjoined united joined together indivisible unbreakable unshakable irresistible undeniable inexcusable irrefutable irreducible irreversible irresolvable unquestionable incontrovertible unanswerable unassailable unexceptionable imperishable impossible insupportable incomprehensible insoluble intransigent irremediable irrepressible irresistible unbearable unconquerable unconceivable uncommensurable undeniably unavoidable inevitable predestined foreordained already ordained predetermined before creation existedBut before he could react she turned to him and said:

“I must admit, Masterson, this is turning me on tremendously. And I think you know what to do about that, don’t you, servant boy? My body is ripe and it is your duty to serve it properly."

In the next minute Masterson had pulled her white gown off her back. She looked more beautiful than ever naked in her full splendor.

She bent down before him and quickly untied his pants. In one swift movement she slipped them down and his massive cock shot up for her to suckle.

He moaned loudly from the pleasure as she expertly worked him into a frenzy with her sucking lips.

When she felt that he had been sufficiently primed for their main event she stepped away and positioned herself beneath Lightning.

Masterson helped her mount him. She took hold of the metal bar and braced her self for what was coming next.

The horse sensed her presence underneath and could feel the gentle pulsations of her body calling out to it.

The scent of her vagina aroused the stallion and made him want to hump into position so that he could insert his member deep into her hungry pussy.

He tried to rear up his head and position himself with her, but Masterson held him back. He kept trying to fight free of the man.

Suddenly there was a sharp clap of lightning followed by a roar of thunder. The noise made the animal jerk loose and try to buck Nora off his back.

Masterson grabbed the rope harness around his neck and held on tightly. His eyes were wide with fear and fright from the explosion of the skies.

Then all of a sudden another sharp blast of lightning ripped through the sky and lit up everything around them. It was very bright and lasted for about a half minute.

After the light faded away another loud burst of thunder tore through the blackness and made Lightning almost jump out of his skin.

In the dark space that separated the two flashes Masterson managed to regain control of the wild animal.

Masterson began leading him around in large circles hoping to calm him down so he wouldn't buck again.

When his eyes became used to the dark once more he could make out the shape of Nora's naked body hanging off the edge of the hayloft.

"She's still unconscious. Thank goodness."

He kept walking Lightning around in tight circles until he noticed she was regaining consciousness.

Her groaning moan filled the loft. She felt the rough boards biting into her naked skin. Her whole body seemed to be one sore throb.

There were tiny grains of dust lodged deep inside the cuts on her arms and legs that would not come out. It bothered her terribly.

The smell of straw hung heavy in the air. Her eyes burned because of it. They began to water uncontrollably.

She wiped her eyelids with her hand trying to cool off the sting. When she looked up again, through her stinging tears, she saw Lightning standing next to her.

It made her jerk loose from her daze when she realized what was happening. How did he get here? What had happened to her?

Then it came home to her like a bolt of lightning what had just happened. Her fantasy had been playing out inside her head while her body was being manipulated into place.

A sense of wonderment filled her heart at the thought of someone having taken charge of her limp form and putting it in position to realize her fantasy dream.

As soon as she knew where she was she began to run down her instructions so Masterson would remember what to do.

When they had finished hashing out the details, Masterson turned his gaze upon Lightning and saw he had grown tired and was beginning to walk away.

He whistled and the stallion came trotting back to them.

Nora Barker watched transfixed while the horse pranced over to them. She could feel herself heating up with lust the closer he approached them.

Melanie was straddled atop her favorite charger once more. They were speeding through the countryside at break-neck speed.

They were coming to the clearing, and inside it stood the house of glass glinting in rainbow colors.

But her eyesight did not have enough time to register that fact because Lightning had jumped off a steep drop and began soaring toward the archway entrance.

The wind gushed into her face making it hard for her to open her eyes wide enough to make out the sparkling colors.

By the time she managed to do that they were already plodding up the slope and into the mirage.

As they moved along on the platform, slowly circling around on the rotating wheel, the image began to fade from her conscious mind.

Now all she could see was a blinding circle of dazzling color. She wanted to keep seeing the vision, but even the slightest flicker of eye movement would destroy it.

A strange lightness overtook her. It took a moment for her to realize that she was being lifted off the bed by an invisible force.

When she turned her eyes from the glowing colors before her, everything went black and she lost consciousness.

When Melanie finally regained her senses she realized she was standing on a raised platform inside the glass dome.

There was no longer a house of glass before her. Her Lightning lay prone beneath her. She sat upright atop her beloved stallion.

Slowly they rose from the soft cushioned bed in unison. They were levitating off the ground, the stallion and his rider together.

They moved out from underneath the platform toward the entrance in the dome where they had first come upon the place.

Before them was the archway that led outside to the fields beyond. A white mist began to encircle them the closer they approached the gateway exit.

Melanie wanted to leave this magical place that had been her secret fantasy since she had first come across its path.

There was nothing here that would help her solve the riddle of her dream. The answers must lie somewhere else.

In the field beyond the misty archway she knew she would find what she needed to clear up the mystery of the strange house of glass.

The stallion plodded forward while she rode him bareback and the mists continued to engulf them.

When they came into view again she saw the small platform where it lay in its nest of high grass.

Once more Lightning jumped into the air and leaped upon the raised disk in one graceful bound.

Melanie fell off. He landed next to her and gently nuzzled her. She lay sprawled out on her side atop the platform with her legs spread apart.

Lightning had gotten down on his front legs and began to paw at her with his snout. She slowly regained consciousness.

She looked up groggily and found herself being examined by her beautiful stallion. His big head was inches away from her exposed mound.

For some reason this situation did not shock her. It seemed quite natural, perhaps even something she should welcome with open arms.

But there was nothing to be afraid of. All that happened was that he nosed around the crook of her thighs before standing back up again on his rear legs.

It had taken over an hour for her to work herself free enough to get out of the thicket.

When she finally did extricate herself she looked about frantically for a glimpse of her stallion.

He was grazing nearby looking perfectly normal. She ran to him and threw her arms around his neck in gratitude.

She thanked the Lord for having protected her stallion from having hurt himself while attempting to pleasure her.

They started their journey home together. It was a long way to go so they walked at a comfortable gait to get them back to their estate.

After they had walked for fifteen minutes Melanie began to think. She wanted to know how Lightning had come into his injury.

When they neared the estate she saw her daddy, Mr. Barker, waiting out front for her return.

There were two saddled horses nearby. Her daddy looked perturbed to say the least.

Melanie thought that he would surely yell at her for riding her beloved Lightning.

She was very frightened of being punished because she feared losing her stallion.

Her daddy had many other wonderful horses and sometimes talked of selling Lighting.

Melanie didn't have any friends because she was so shy. All her schoolmates were intimidated by her beauty.

Only Melanie loved Lightning, who let her ride him even though he was a stallion.

One day, Melanie was so excited she forgot to saddle her favorite horse before taking him out for their evening ride.

Lightning jumped up and down until the young girl climbed on him bareback, which had never happened before.

At first Melanie was unsure but Lightning took her on his own special path and soon the beautiful teenager was enjoying their new freedom.

The wind whipped through her silken hair as they rode free together. It felt marvelous to Melanie and she wondered why she had never done it this way before.

Lightning took them both toward their favorite hilltop. He loved to see his mare-lady from its summit.

He also enjoyed rolling on the soft grass with Melanie. He always waited till she lay exhausted after their long rides before pouncing on her.

He didn’t hurt her. His forelegs came across her torso and pressed gently across her chest with his head nuzzling in her face.

She never resisted this show of affection. He knew that she loved to snuggle up to him, even though it was an unspoken gesture.

But Lightning sensed the bond between them growing stronger every day.

For a moment he almost got excited when his cock rubbed against her leg and he could feel the pressure mounting in him.

Then she pulled him away with a laugh and a few light slaps, which she would never use too forcefully for fear of hurting her darling stallion.

They went along together until the heat began to wear down some and they returned home without incident.

Everywhere Melanie walked men threw their admiring eyes on her and some women too.

Her beauty was truly a sight to behold and anyone who did so couldn’t help but become intoxicated with its grace and majesty.

It took her daddy forever to coax her out of her room and get ready to go to dinner.

Mr. Barker had just come home from an extended business trip to California and was taking the family to dinner to celebrate his return.

The entire city had turned out to see Melanie parade her fabulous beauty before them. Her reputation had become world famous.

They knew when she would pass on the street or walk through the park just because a mob formed around her instantly as she approached.

But tonight would be a special treat. Everyone was talking about the celebration the Barker family was to attend in their honor at the finest restaurant in town.

She wore a gown whose style and elegance put the crowning touch on her gorgeous looks and figure.

Her breasts pushed up and out at the silk bodice which only made her beauty seem all the more majestic.

The long flowing sleeves and high hemline gave her appearance an air of regal bearing that made the crowd gawk at her passing presence.

But even they would have to wait until morning before finding out just what she looked like and who she was.

This night was for the chosen few. Only her family and her closest friends were invited to the small private party her father had thrown together in celebration of her birthday.

Franklin Barker stood up proudly as he called for the guests to drink their toasts to his sweet angel. His words brought smiles from all present and Melanie blushed furiously.

But secretly inside herself, behind her shy reserve, she wished her father wouldn't refer to her as his 'sweet angel.' She was after all twenty-four years old and more than ready for marriage.

The truth is she had found herself falling desperately in love with Lightning but knew that there was little chance of his reciprocation.

So she sat down and sulked most of the evening. Her behavior surprised Mr. Barker who was shocked to see his darling girl acting in such a rude fashion.

He asked her what was wrong but she would not say anything about it to him except that it was a matter of the heart which was troubling her.

He decided to let her be until the time when they could spend some private moments together.

After supper had been finished and the coffee and brandy served, the couples started moving outside toward the dance floor.

This had always been his favorite moment.

The dancing platform, a wooden square raised up high to give it prominence over the other outdoor decorations, was ablaze with lantern light.

A large, full moon made its way through the cloudless sky above them, casting its bright, eerie glow across the dark landscape of night.

Everyone loved those special times. For most folks it was their only chance to let loose and enjoy themselves.

But when everyone looked to Melanie to see whether or not she would come out to play like the others they were met with a blank stare.

Her father, Franklin, knew better than to press her, so he left her alone on this night too. She wanted to be left alone with her Lightning.

Melanie knew he wanted to stay near her but he would respect her wishes. That made him a wonderful man. He loved his daughter and she loved him dearly.

She waited in bed until she was sure that no one would see her coming outside dressed in her flimsiest nightgown.

Its white sheerness outlined the shape of her lovely body beneath it. It did little to conceal her dark-red nipples peeking through them.

When Melanie came down the long stone path leading up to Lightning's stall she felt shivers pass through her like bolts of lightning.

This was the night, it must be so. She could hear him call to her from far away as if his voice were a siren beckoning her toward him.

The moment she saw her lover the moon shone through him and cast its shimmering light on her body and made them one.

The sound of his high-pitched whiny broke the silence of the warm night and echoed through the empty pasture.

In its wake came an unearthly glow, which covered their bodies like an invisible cloak. It was the aura they shared and would not let it go.

Lightning was agitated this night. Melanie sensed he knew something and was anxious to make her privy to it.

She stroked his flank and caressed the soft fur underneath her gentle hand. She was filled with love for him and did not mind stroking him.

Suddenly she stopped dead. She had felt something stiffen beneath his skin. She stroked it again, carefully so as to avoid pricking herself.

Slowly she realized the sensation building inside her when she first glimpsed at Lightning and had fallen instantly in love with him.

It was a hot, searing emotion that made her dizzy to experience it. Her whole body was tingling with passion, which seemed to emanate from the hard object she felt growing under her caress.

Then he spoke in a low voice. His head hung down because the shame of his lustful craving was too much to bear.

His long hair hung over his eyes, and he said, "Do not be afraid. My secret has been discovered. Do you really desire me?"

Nora could no longer restrain herself; it seemed that he was speaking to her very soul. Nora's mind wandered, her thoughts were chaotic and she could not form words. Her lips trembled.

"Ah! This silence assents... It is your consent!" exclaimed Richard. "Adieu, madame," he added, kissing her hand warmly, but restrainedly. "Au revoir! Be easy—I shall soon claim my rights." And he quitted the room.

The memory of the words he had written long ago burned into his brain. They now haunted his senses like specters out of hell. The words burned into his soul because they reflected something very deep inside himself.

"Yes, this is madness," cried Monsieur Richard, laughing bitterly. "The mad folly of an imbecile, whose ideas become so concentrated on a single idea that it appears to him reasonable and necessary to adopt such and such means to attain it!"

Richard began to doubt whether he was dreaming, or if he was really standing face-to-face with the most sublime woman whom he had ever known in the flesh. "It is the law of fatality," said he to himself.

Her passion had blinded her to the truth about herself.

She had lost her self-control. There was no one on this planet that could reach through her obsession.

It would certainly kill her.

"No, Mr. Masterson, I don't think it will. But if it does at least I will have died with my life unfulfilled."

"And I will be hanged for it."

"Not if you go along with it willingly. It will be all my own doing, mine alone."

"Are you sure that I will not be held accountable? Because otherwise..."

"That's how I have planned it. You have my word on it. Just bring me Lightning. I can count on you."

Nora left the shed and walked slowly back to her estate, savoring each step. Masterson followed behind.

Her thoughts were concentrated on the image she had seen before her inside of the shed.

She thought about that image a hundred times while walking back home. And that was only that morning.

The rest of the afternoon and evening it plagued her memory, making her hot and moist with desire.

Nora went into the room where the apparatus was displayed in its naked glory. It took her breath away again as it did when she first saw it.

It was exactly as she remembered in the dream. The colors sparkled off its varnished wood finish.

Every time her eyes moved over the surface she saw something new that she didn't remember.

A tiny knot in the oak wood winked at her as the sun rays streamed in through the open window, causing the polished surfaces to glisten brightly.

She felt a sudden urge to touch the apparatus. She wondered how cold it would be since it was so shiny in the daylight.

But her mind would not let her move her feet to obey the command of her hand, which was groping for contact.

Nora could stand it no longer. She moved her leg forward toward the machine that would take her virginity from her forever.

When her hand came within six inches she stopped short of touching it. But she couldn’t wait any longer.

She took another step closer to the machine. The cool breeze that had swept in through the open window brushed across her face gently and eased some of the tension.

She reached up again and touched it. It was softer than silk, smooth as glass, warm as an oven.

The touch of it set fire to the passions which were just dying out. Her fingers began to caress the varnished wood.

Then she grabbed onto it and placed the side of her cheek against its surface. The warmth soothed her and she felt a rush of pleasure sweep over her entire body.

Nora Barker was standing in front of Lightning stroking his massive pole with both hands. She could feel the heat coming from it.

She closed her eyes and let the feelings surge through her, feeling them burn in her face.

She began to rub more frantically and heard the heavy breathing of the great stallion.

She opened her eyes. He had his head thrown back. His flaring nostrils sucked in the hot air with a rasping sound.

The great, pulsating member lay between her open legs now. The weight of it pressed down against the small of her back as it dangled between her spread legs.

She looked up at the majestic equine towering above her. He was standing so close she could smell his fetid breath. It made her gash drip and pulse even more than before.

She couldn't see the penis from where she was positioned below the belly of the great stallion. She knew how monstrously huge it was and that gave her a feeling of pride and terror at the same time.

Nora reached back underneath her skirt and hiked it up as high as she could reach without being able to get any further because of the position she was lying in.

She had to bend over at an extreme angle while maintaining contact with the wooden saddle beneath her so that the strap holding Lightning's member would allow it to rub against her burning bush.

If only she were not wearing underwear she thought, how lovely it would be. And as soon as the thought crossed her mind, she pulled apart the flaps on the sides of her panties and ripped them off.

"Madam, this is madness!"

She couldn't pay attention to anything other than the task at hand. She reached for the monstrous appendage that was beginning to slide forward underneath Lightning.

She managed to slip two fingers into its already widening hole. Then she used both hands and slid them up inside of him to grab hold of it and try to move it into the proper position.

"Madam, do you realize that you are endangering yourself. The horse's massive member could come out at any moment. If it did and made its way through your vagina and impaled your uterus you would surely perish?"

Nora felt her juices flowing hot and wet. "Are you certain?"

The horse reared back his head. Nora grabbed hold of the saddle and tried to stay aboard her mount.

"Of course it could, madam. And the weight of the gigantic cock would cause it to plunge deeply within your body and cause unimaginable pain. It's so large I'm sure that just touching the edges of your vulva would cause agony."

Then Lightning did something he never did before. He raised himself onto his two hind legs and started walking with Nora hanging from his side.

Nora thought she was going to fall off, but he kept lifting her up while he balanced his huge bulk on two legs.

As if in slow motion the monster cock slid out from underneath Nora's skirt until it stood fully exposed and erect with its throbbing power.

It swung between Lightning's powerful front legs as Nora was lifted higher up in the air while being held onto the saddle by the two straps binding her in position.

The horse continued his high-strung walk into the tool shed until finally they came into contact with the monstrous creation Nora had been fantasizing about for so many years.

He lowered his head down in front of the apparatus so that she would not come into contact with the contraption until she was prepared mentally to see it.

When she felt the hard wooden edge brush against her leg she let out a shriek that reverberated throughout the barn.

Masterson had placed some white fur inside the opening where he knew she would be positioned.

The light filtering into the chamber came from four separate vents he had made sure were clear during construction.

When Nora Barker got up onto the platform and situated herself, Masterson was sure she had lost her senses entirely.

He stood back and waited to see whether his construction would actually be used for its intended purpose.

She positioned herself facing forward under the belly of the wooden horse. Her back bent over in a bow and her fingers gripping two silver bars.

She spread her legs apart exposing the pink gash between her firm thighs. She was ready now for the stallion who was led into the shed.

When he got close enough to smell her sweet musk Masterson could feel him becoming highly agitated. He knew that it was only a matter of seconds before he reared up his head and tried to kick with his hind legs.

Sure enough the powerful hind quarters drew themselves backwards and raised up to their highest point.

The muscular stallion made an attempt to lift both front hoofs off the ground at once but they slipped when he couldn't gain purchase.

In that instant Melanie realized she was not safe with this powerful stallion who she so adored. She saw the whites of his eyes bulging in rage.

Suddenly the massive hoofs began flailing about in a maniacal fit. The huge hind quarters swung back and forth as the animal tried to knock down anything within its range.

His two front legs had begun to rise high into the air trying to land on anything in their way.

She lost her grip on the leather reins she held. She could see the whites of his eyes begin to bulge in fright. He was becoming increasingly agitated by the second.

This was something she did not expect to happen. As soon as the horse had gotten wind of where she wanted to ride he seemed to come unglued.

When he got the smell of her sex the powerful stallion went berserk. It was as if some terrible nightmare was being revealed to him.

Melanie couldn't understand why the animal had taken to bucking this way. The scent of her wet pussy was not something new to his senses.

She loved nothing more than to let him sniff her pheromone-drenched quim after she had taken her daily morning shower.

Even a blind man would be able to detect the heavy scent of musk in the air when he came into contact with that delicate flower.

But now his whole body convulsed violently and spasmodically as if possessed with a force he could not contain inside.

Suddenly she lost control of the reins. The huge beast bolted out of her control and she realized that she had just made a terrible mistake.

The stallion became so agitated by the smell emanating from between the beautiful princesses long white legs that he became uncontrollably aroused.

He rose up onto his two hind legs and reared up in a maniacal state. His eyes bulged and his front hoofs began flailing through the air.

She realized how precarious her position was and let go of the reins, letting the stallion break free from its leather tether.

His body lunged forward, galloping at full speed as his long muscular legs pumped rhythmically beneath his massive weight.

She could still see him running at full force although he had gotten a considerable head start before she managed to release the reins.

By then he was already more than halfway out into the horizon as she tried to figure what her next step would be.

The thought struck her just at the instant she saw the horse disappear from sight. She remembered hearing somewhere that Lightning liked to roam near the wooded area east of town.

It might take her all morning but she didn't mind, anything was worth finding her favorite horse again.

She turned on the bike and started down the trail. She knew the way; Lightning had taken her there once when he was running wild and wanted to get her alone.

There was something about the smell of the air there that brought out a special scent in his nostrils and made him aroused with desire.

She remembered how they spent most of the day rolling around on the soft green grass until finally it became too dark to see anything.

Melanie felt so guilty after she realized the reason why Lightning took her out to this place so often.

She didn't quite admit the whole thing to herself then although the signs were all around her.

Even if she did not understand it or admit it, in her heart of hearts she knew exactly what he wanted and why he came out here to get her alone.

It wasn't until she returned home and lay in bed for hours afterward did the awful truth hit her hard between the eyes.

They talked for a while. Melanie was very intelligent, which is another reason she liked the company of Lightning over that of men.

Most men couldn't keep up with her conversation, which she often found boring and trite.

With Lightning it was different. She never had to say more than one syllable before the intelligent horse got what she meant.

His answers weren't usually verbal although his moans were unmistakable and made her body tingle from the sheer force behind them.

"Come on baby, ride me."

The stallion neighed out its excitement. He knew this was where they would come sooner or later and he wasn't about to waste time in a lengthy courtship.

Their mating sessions had always been too short, especially in view of their desire. And their desire had always been great.

Her eyes bulged out when she saw his monstrous cock protrude upward in a rock-hard erection. "Yum", she said under her breath.

When Lightning caught a whiff of Melanie's perfume floating in the air his nostrils flared in excitement.

"Oh, my baby."

She loved the smell of her stallion, the clean scent of it. But it was more than that. It was the pheromones in Lightning's special musk that inflamed her passion and made her lust for his cock.

Lightning knew what she wanted so he lay down flat on the ground to allow his lover easier access to his massive organ.

The beast loved to fuck her mouth. And he knew Melanie was good at it, almost as good as the mares that gave him birth.

Sometimes she would look down when Lightning was shooting his cum up into her throat and think how beautiful it was, pearly white drops clinging to his massive pink spear-head.

He didn't shoot much in those first few minutes, just a dribble from his little glandular tube inside the head, because most of the load was stored in his swollen bag behind it.

There'd be several loads to go. This initial spurt served mainly as a stimulant, both for him and her.

In the early times she thought something had broken inside her, some barrier she never even dreamed could be crossed.

Her hands clutched onto the bed rails above her as she moaned helplessly between thrusts of her stallion lover's piston-rod.

After the first few seconds when the animal's prick went into overdrive in Melanie's mouth the feeling began to grow again like before, only more so.

Melanie wanted to touch the cock and suck on it until its juicy meat melted away. She couldn't control her actions any longer.

Melanie pushed Lightning off the top of her body, which had the immediate effect of loosening the horse's grip around her neck with his legs.

Before the horse knew what was happening she reached beneath the stallion's belly and grabbed hold of his long cock with both hands.

His eyes were bugged out from the shock of suddenly losing his contact with the warm mouth he had come to know and love so well.

"Ohh!" Melanie crooned the moment she laid eyes on Lightning's fabulous organ. She wanted to savor every moment of the incredible event.

Her lips kissed the underside of its pink helmet, where they lingered before making their way up toward his small opening.

She pressed her tongue deep into the tiny slit at the tip of his penis. When she did this Lightning moaned in appreciation and began thrusting his hips forward to drive his magnificent cock into her throat.

It took all her strength to control his rampaging erection so that it would not overpower her. She felt her heart skip beats with fear of what was yet to come.

Melanie loved to pleasure her big stallion. There were many times during their love sessions that she just couldn't help herself from sucking on his long penis.

In this position Melanie felt safe because he could not pump the full length of his huge rod into her throat. But that didn’t mean that her throat wasn't being punished by the incredible size of it.

He moaned even louder when she plunged two fingers in between his spread legs and into the soft area below his belly, which served as a cushion for the pounding of his thrusting erection.

She wanted him to enjoy this almost as much as she did. This was the position where she could go down on her knees before him and worship the magnificent power of his organ.

Her fingers would explore its smooth velvet skin while her tongue tasted the delicious meat of his pulsating member.

The only thing better was when she turned around and let him enter her body.

As if reading her thoughts Lightning moved to turn her so that he could get on top of her again.

She had become an expert in the sexual acts between them because she practiced them all the time with Lightning.

After she sucked his cock they would usually rest a bit before turning to doggie-style for another round.

That was the part where Lightning did most of the work while Melanie lay sprawled on her belly in pure rapture.

The next morning when Melanie awoke she remembered that the dream had begun at this point and wondered whether it had just stopped or should continue.

She could see in the reflection off her silver mirror that her nipples were quite pink today, a sure sign of her heightened libido.

Her father insisted on treating her as though she were still five years old, even though she had already entered into adulthood.

When he asked her how she had slept that morning she lied and told him that she had slept very well. But she could hardly eat.

He didn't press the matter too hard knowing that his beautiful daughter liked to keep matters between herself and himself.

Later on in the afternoon Melanie decided that it was high time Lightning had a good bath. After all he did look a little dingy.

The groom looked surprised when she entered the stables alone and requested a tub full of soapy water be placed inside Lightnings stall.

When she was alone with him again he let loose a soft neigh that made her shiver with delight.

They would get together again later on in the evening when everyone had turned in. She gave him a kiss on the nose.

There were tears in her eyes when she left.

When Melanie returned from school Nora Barker was nowhere in sight. At five thirty the young girl came down and helped herself to supper.

Her father had been called away on urgent business and might be gone several days. He left money on the dresser and some extra instructions for the help.

He promised to return within a week. And then he was gone. After supper Melanie took another bath.

The servants had turned in for the night so the house was pretty quiet. Melanie was in the bath-house behind her home.

She lay in the warm tub and soaked. When she had finished her soak she lathered up and scrubbed her body down.

At one point she raised her leg straight into the air and brought a washcloth between them. She smiled when she realized she was having dirty thoughts about Lightning again.

After the washing ritual she climbed out of the tub and wrapped herself in a bath towel and sat down at the large mirror over the counter and brushed her long blond hair.

Her hair hung loosely around her shoulders and down her back to the base of her shoulder blades. Her hair was soft and she had let it grow longer because it made her look innocent.

After the brushing session she walked naked into her bedroom and slipped on a pair of white slacks, a cotton blouse and blue flats.

The sun was just going down so she decided to walk across the yard into the stables and visit Lightning.

Lightning whinnied and neighed excitedly when he saw her approaching him. The other horses looked up at the fuss he was making.

When she entered the barn he nickered his delight and threw his head back and forth, shaking his black mane.

He came over to where she was and pushed against her hand as she brought it to caress his face.

As soon as she did it he started nudging the pocket in her blouse and blowing air into her ear.

She had a small bag of sugar lumps hidden inside her right-hand breast pocket.

Melanie had made a practice of walking around the stables whenever possible so that Lightning would follow behind her.

Whenever they were out of the sight of anyone else, she would give him an occasional lump of sugar.

He was already starting to show interest in her sexually. His nose nudged the back of her neck or brushed against the bottom of her ass crack.

Her cunt had started weeping the moment she had finished brushing his thick mane. He looked absolutely fabulous.

His shiny black coat made him look like a dark angel when he stood there beside her in the sunshine.

She wondered if he understood what they were about to do together. It certainly felt like it whenever he blew into her ear as a kind of a goodbye when she left the stable.

Masterson Mistler met them behind the stables at precisely eight o clock on the dot. Melanie had led Lightning all the way and he had not been happy about it.

But that was the price she had to pay to ensure secrecy from those around her.

Masterson had brought his own stallion with him whose name was Red King. He knew how to handle Red King, that was certain.

He had a rope around Lighting’s neck and pulled it taut to prevent any chance of escape should the need arise.

Red King was also tied tightly around a long pole with enough lead to allow him to be led by the reins attached to his bridle.

Lightning began to whine loudly when he caught sight of Nora Barker standing next to the large contraption built just for him.

Franklin was saying his goodbyes to his daughter. Melanie smiled at him through her sadness. She wanted him to have fun but wished he could stay.

They stood in the front yard in front of the entrance to the stables where Lightning was tethered in front of.

Red King had already been led into the stable where he would be hitched for the journey.

Melanie noticed the small black case lying on her father's suitcase which she assumed were eyeglasses. She didn't like to wear them although her doctor kept insisting.

Now he was saying his goodbyes.

Franklin kissed his daughter and gave her one last hug before he departed. When she returned the embrace she had never felt closer to her daddy than at that moment.

His love made her feel secure. It made her feel that everything would be alright no matter what came their way.

He took Melanie in his arms and looked deep into her eyes. She loved being hugged by him. His embrace was so protective and comforting.

It was also very strong. There were few things that could withstand the force of Franklin Barker's will once it was set.

She was glad of this strength because at that moment he saw something in her eyes which she desperately wanted to hide from him.

There was a fear that resided there that she tried to conceal behind a mask of false courage but his insight could detect her worry.

For some reason that neither she nor he could explain she was reluctant to let him go. A strange bond had formed between the two that was quite unusual for servant and employer.

Perhaps it was because Masterson Mistler had been with Nora when she was alone without husband or daughter and she felt grateful toward him for that.

He left her staring in awe at her marvelous contraption which she knew she would be riding in the next day.
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2. Lightning And His Lover - Part II

Nora Barker was true to her word. Her courageous plan had become all the more bold because she knew that she had a helper who would carry out her wishes faithfully and obediently.

As he led the horse up to her position behind the contraption he began to wonder when she would call a halt to the madness.

When they got to the tool shed Nora turned around and gave Masterson a big smile. She took his hand in hers and shook it vigorously.

The touch of her warm skin made something come alive deep within him. In the midst of his excitement he managed to force down a quick pang of guilt as the horse approached the ramp.

Masterson could hear the horse begin to whinny as Nora began to lead him up the ramp where the contraption lay waiting.

For a moment Masterson thought that it would be enough to make him run. But as the image of the beautiful Nora began to fill his brain again with its sensual heat the fear ebbed away and was replaced by the desire of her body.

Now she had finished leading the animal up the wooden steps to the main part of the apparatus.

The stallion neighed loudly as he tried to understand the strange new situation into which he was being led.

Nora placed a silencer on the horse. His whinnying ceased, except for an occasional groan when the weight became too heavy for him.

When they had reached the center of the platform the two of them turned and looked out. It was a fantastic scene.

The late afternoon sun lit up the fields surrounding Nora Barker Farm. A cool breeze blew through the trees outside.

Inside Nora was about to embark upon the act of depravity she had always wanted to fulfill.

In the end Masterson Mistler could do nothing less than comply with her wishes. If she wanted to throw away her life so be it.

As much as he hated what was happening to him, he could not stop the feeling that he would always cherish this moment with her and keep it in his heart forever.

It was five o'clock in the afternoon when his work finished. He knew where he had to go next.

When he arrived at Barker stables there were no men around to watch him take Lightning out of the stables.

Franklin Barker kept a fine stable of horses; but Lighting was not to be taken out like all the other nags who called the stables their home.

Lightning belonged to his daughter. When they came to the stable where he was confined Masterson looked into each and every stall before finally finding Lightning in the farthest and largest of the enclosures.

Melanie never allowed him to be taken out. The only exception she made was for races when she would show him off and let everyone see her wonderful creation.

As he began to approach the beautiful animal he became mesmerized by its handsome beauty. Lightning was truly an equine king amongst men and Melanie loved him more than life itself.

When they locked eyes together he could sense that there was some strange force passing between them.

Masterson stopped in his tracks for a moment. Lightning looked at him intensely. What was happening to him? Was this animal reading his thoughts or did it want to eat him up alive?

Whatever the reason behind it, Lightning made no move toward him so he relaxed enough to begin walking once again.

There was a leather strap inside his coat pocket which he would use to get Lightning to follow him to Nora Barker Farm.

Masterson pulled out the strap and held it in front of Lightning, letting the big stallion become familiar with its smell.

Now he could see in Lightning’s eyes that the magnificent animal understood exactly what Masterson wanted from him.

Lightning bent his muscular body and brought his head down lower, leveling himself out to meet Masterson at eye-level.

It was uncanny because Masterson could read in the horse's large dark eyes a knowledge of something that had been missing between them all along.

It was as if, without being able to communicate with words, Masterson and Lightning knew each other completely and totally for what they were.

When it came time for the grand event he would leave Melanie with some kind of sign or note that would explain what she needed to do in order to fulfill her father's dying wish.

Then when the moment came when Melanie learned that she was to marry him, he was confident that she would agree, even though it would be against her own desires.

Her sense of loyalty would force her to accede to his wishes even though she felt no affection toward him.

It would not really be a sacrifice on her part since her real love lay elsewhere, especially as far as the object of her passion was concerned.

The day before Franklin Barker was to go away on business a man showed up with an old-fashioned envelope and gave it to Mr. Barker who was sitting on his veranda drinking coffee.

Mr. Barker opened the letter and began to read. His face took on a deep frown as he read through its contents.

When he finished reading he got up and went inside. A minute later he came back outside with two letters of his own in his hands.

The next day Mr. Barker left without saying good-bye. He seemed strangely preoccupied and anxious to get away.

At eight o'clock that night Nora Barker met Masterson Mistler inside the old tool shed.

He walked into the building with his arms wrapped around Lightning's chest. His two strong arms held the horse's forelimbs and Lightning was secured tightly between them.

His hoofed legs were held by Masterson's feet which made him appear to float like a giant phantom through the doorway of the shed.

With both hands holding onto Lighting's upper forelegs, his muscular body was thrust forward so that his hugely-bulging belly was stuck out in front of him.

When she saw him enter into the doorway with Lightning's head resting against his left shoulder her knees became weak once again.

Her hands shot up to her breasts to massage them for courage. She watched as Lightning pranced into the room toward his fate, toward hers.

When they reached the platform, Masterson stopped. It took two tries before Nora finally remembered how to move her lips.

"Up there, Masterson," she croaked in an unrecognizable voice, "place him there."

He looked down at her from atop the platform where he stood, holding the huge animal at eye level.

"Please reconsider, Madam," he said hoarsely.

She nodded her head.

With tears starting in his eyes, Masterson lifted the large powerful stallion onto the wooden platform, straining against its weight.

He secured the stallion into place with the leather strap harness attached to each leg and around its head so that the horse would hold itself steady throughout the ordeal.

Nora was panting wildly now as Masterson went over to her side. She looked up at him through heavily dilated eyes, her breath coming in short quick gasps.

He took one end of the blue rope in his hands and handed the other end to Nora who stared at it numbly while holding it in two limp fingers.

After a long moment, the power of her lust seized upon her consciousness and she held it fast in her two strong hands.

Slowly, inch by inch, she began to make her way towards the waiting stallion on the wooden platform.

The beast had sensed what was about to happen. He knew that the lovely female in front of him would soon be offering up her body to him and was beginning to salivate.

As he felt his desire reach its height of intensity the stallion tossed its head wildly and pranced back and forth with his two hind legs.

Her strength began to weaken the closer she came. Her muscles turned limp and she had to use what willpower remained to continue her march toward the monster awaiting her.

Suddenly she stopped. It seemed she could go no farther. Then, just when it seemed she could not carry through with the sordid act, something inside of her brain clicked and she started forward again.

She looked up at him in astonishment when he suddenly bolted off his horse without waiting to be asked and came down on the grass beside her.

It seemed as if they were moving in slow-motion, for both of their legs began to take steps that barely moved them toward the animal looming before them.

At first the stallion paid scant attention to the approaching couple until they got close enough to make him notice.

He tossed his head back and took a long whiff. That was when he noticed her smell, her special perfume, so intoxicating that only his keen sense of smell could pick it up.

His mouth opened wide, saliva drooling down his face. His tongue lapped outward at her smell. The smell was her pheromones wafting off her hot skin.

Her scent was an unmistakable message: she had come to mate. The big black stallion understood it all very well and his body responded accordingly.

Lightning began to paw the dirt underneath his front hoof. His ears were flattened down against his head and he snorted wildly.

Nora could see his great member spring up in erect form for the first time when he turned to face her. He was magnificent.

Naked of his clothing she stepped in close enough to rub his sides. That action infuriated the beast. He did not want her gentle touch, he wanted the pleasure of sex.

She had brought his harness with her and went about attaching it around Lightning. Her fingers trembled as she worked with the leather strap but finally managed to get it done.

As she did this, the stallion snorted wild and bucked his front legs and pranced wildly as his passion reached its peak.

With that act he forced his master to jerk his arm back with the leash so that his mistress would lose her hold on the apparatus and go flying backward.

She hit her head hard on the fence post and blood trickled out from underneath the gash made in her scalp.

Franklin came running up to her. He pulled up short from what he saw standing in front of him. His face filled with fright.

His voice was barely audible above his panting breath as he stood stunned before the sight before him.

He did not look behind him to see Nora being pulled along the ground, bleeding from her head wound, because at this point in time he did not even realize that she was there.

The horse standing before him had a strange aura emitting from it. It was not simply its size or black color that gave off the unnatural glow.

He had ridden these horses enough times during their visits to their neighboring city to recognize their individual character.

But there was something different about this stallion and his presence made Masterson Mistler tremble. He didn't want anything to do with it.

Nora stood before the magnificent creature and slowly stroked his sides while whispering sweet nothings into his ear.

When they were both sufficiently calm he led her toward the back of the shed where the wooden contraption stood.

In front of them lay a small set of stairs that would allow her to climb atop it. She followed close behind him as they plodded over.

He stopped right before they reached the small set of stairs. He wanted to talk to her before he let her climb the steps.

She turned to face him. He could see the look of rapture on her face. Her breathing was deep and slow. It was almost as though she were in a trance.

There was only one thing in the universe she craved at this moment: to make love with her horse and become as one with him forever.

Masterson saw the wild, unchecked lust in her eyes and knew that nothing could stop her from achieving what she wanted.

So he reluctantly nodded his assent and agreed to help her in this dangerous scheme.

He took down the specifications on which horse she wished him to purchase and leave at the stable and where he would meet her once his master had left on his trip.

Masterson Mistler thought over every option, trying to come up with some possible outcome in which the lady survived her folly.

The only one he came up with that would remotely succeed was the fact that if the stallion could be sedated or perhaps if he had lost his fire for her that it might give Nora more time underneath the mating beast.

All other courses of action he saw as fatal. It was suicide of the worst kind.

Masterson hated to see anything die, let alone an intelligent, beautiful creature like Nora. He liked her; more than that even.

She reminded him of his sister, who died when he was ten. His father didn't know how to raise a boy all by himself so he sent him into service at an early age.

Nora was as courageous as his sister, but her beauty eclipsed his sisters. She also possessed that streak of stubbornness that she would not give up her desire just because life said no.

If he hadn’t fallen in love with her the first time he had laid eyes on her when he had come to repair the gate surrounding their backyard, he surely would have done so now.

He loved strong, willful women and he was not ashamed of it. When Nora looked at him with that look of sincerity shining in her soft, blue eyes and spoke in that pleading tone of voice he couldn't help himself but be caught up in her desire.

As much as he didn't want to believe her scheme, he knew he must. For he knew it would be pointless to try and convince her otherwise.

When she finished giving him her instructions about the horse, Lightning, and what would happen to both of them if word ever got out about his involvement in the escapade.

Masterson assured her of his complete and total discretion, not that it mattered anyway for if they were both found out there wouldn’t be anyone left to talk.

She then left. The next day was a torment to her. She could barely contain herself as she waited impatiently for Mr. Barker to leave and for Masterson to arrive with the handsome horse.

As luck would have it, Mr. Barker left earlier than expected and Nora received notification while eating breakfast with him.

He informed her he would be back later than expected because of an emergency meeting. But it shouldn't interfere with her birthday party planned for tomorrow evening.

This delighted her but at the same time saddened her. She had been counting on his early return to set the plan into motion.

After a moment's deliberation she decided to ask Masterson Mistler to arrive three hours early which would put him at the shed around seven o'clock.

The next afternoon her party went on splendidly. It was the talk of the county even though most of the upper echelon weren't in attendance.

Only one present gave her pause during the whole proceedings; Jack Gunnings, the owner of the neighboring ranch where she obtained Lightning.

For the past year he had made it quite plain that he wished to court Melanie and marry her. She thought the man a buffoon.

How could he think for a moment that she would ever let anyone take away her precious stallion.

When Mr. Barker retired to his chambers upstairs, Melanie waited about an hour and then sneaked downstairs and out toward the stables.

She took special care to stay hidden behind the big oak tree across from the tool shed.

It was almost midnight but she kept a look-out anyway. She could see a light burning through a crack in the shed door.

Then she heard something move. It sounded like someone carrying something heavy inside the shed. Then came another noise. It was the high whine of Lightning.

What were they doing to him? He was her Lightning and no one had the right to mess with him without her permission.

Whoever it was they did not have any right to mess with him, especially since this was the night of her birthday.

It was two thirty in the morning when Melanie Barker made up her mind to sneak downstairs and find out what was happening to her favorite stallion.

Something was happening to him in that big tool shed. The fact that she wasn't allowed in there made the matter all the more suspicious.

At first she thought maybe a couple of the ranch hands were having their way with Lightning and his big cock.

The truth of it didn’t hit her until she had tiptoed halfway down the stairwell. And when it did hit her she couldn't breathe.

There was no sound coming from the shed and yet she heard Lightning's high-pitched whinny ringing through the night sky like he had heard his lover and wanted him.

Forcing herself to calm down she stood stock still and listened. There was nothing but silence and yet every fiber of her body sensed danger.

Her senses were always very acute even though many people considered her just another empty-headed female with not enough brain power to fill a thimble.

No, something was wrong. She went back inside and tiptoed downstairs. There was no light seeping under her father's door. He had gone to sleep early tonight.

This time of night was when she would sneak outside into the starlit darkness to see her lovely Lightning.

When she got closer to the stables she could feel a shiver pass over her. She wasn't used to being spooked like this and that only heightened the sense of dread she felt inside.

What she didn't know was that her beloved stallion had been drugged and he was in an excited state that made him ready to copulate.

They were going to try the experiment without Melanie. Her dad said to make sure that Lightning was aroused by dawn or it would be pointless.

A big bag of drugs had been thrown at his hoofs while he stood in his stall. It stunned him for a moment, then he began to whine with excitement.

Now he could see a shapely woman approach the shed where he was kept waiting for her. She opened the door and slipped inside.

A few minutes later she reappeared pulling an object behind her. The thing looked alive almost human with its glistening wooden flesh.

Lightning could smell the warm scent of the soft wood beneath the glossy varnish as they hauled the thing into the barn and set it upon a platform.

He watched the men adjust the harness to their specifications. Then they got out a big sack.

When they began taking out some strange pieces from it and fitted them to the wooden thing he began to realize that something outré was about to occur.

He wasn't wrong. He heard them talking about Melanie. It was the object she would sit upon! The woman! That woman, she was evil.

Suddenly he thought of the image of his stallion. He felt himself wanting to bolt with lightning speed for the edge of the paddock.

His strength had been depleted by the drugs. But even so, he had only one thought in mind when he suddenly bolted for the barn door: I must see my love again.

The young stable boy had heard something moving around behind the shed where Lightning was being kept.

He decided to investigate the sound that had disturbed him. When he looked inside the stable he was astonished to see what stood in front of him.

A large black horse was staring back at him in a crazed way. It startled him. He backed out of the opening as fast as he could.

As soon as he got to his feet he raced to fetch another person to come back with him and see the spectacle.

When they came back they looked around but nothing was there. The horse had disappeared without a trace.

The stable boy swore he saw the thing only moments earlier and was adamant about it being inside the stable.

But his supervisor insisted he was hallucinating and went home early.

They left a light on, just in case. They still didn’t believe the kid, though. They couldn’t even find one footprint in the hay.

That night when everyone was sleeping soundly in their beds Franklin Barker came out of his wife Nora Barker's bedroom rubbing her buttocks with both his hands.

A young maiden slept peacefully between them. They could see her lovely blond hair resting against the satin sheets.

Barker kissed his wife and whispered a few tender words. The girl awakened and saw the loving couple and smiled at them.

Barker and the maiden had known each other before they were married but Barker was much older than his wife and they wanted no child coming in the way of their love life.

So whenever Barker got back from out of town he would spend the night with the maiden so she wouldn’t miss him so much.

The night before Barker left, Masterson received a phone call instructing him what kind of horse to procure for Nora Barker.

The following morning when Franklin Barker left Nora stood outside the entrance saying her goodbyes until his automobile turned the corner.

Immediately afterward she walked back inside the house, up into her boudoir and locked herself inside.

She came down several hours later wearing only a simple bathrobe that ended just below her thighs.

She had no shoes or underwear on. There was nothing underneath except for the soft, black nylon garment itself.

Masterson greeted her at the door holding the horse Lightning by the reins. She led them both into the barn without a word spoken between them.

Then when they were inside she spoke. Her voice was calm and even and did not tremble.

Her words gave off the sense that it was something that was meant to happen and had to be dealt with.

The air inside the stable had become hot from the heat of the bright sunlight filtering through its high-up windows.

Melanie stood in front of Lightning holding a long red riding whip. She was dressed only in her black satin bathrobe.

This was how she rode around the countryside at dawn. And this was what her father wanted to see her wearing more often instead of jeans.

The stallion was agitated, his breath panting out of his mouth as the heat of the summer's day overcame him.

He was saddled and ready to go for the ride. He whinnied impatiently, eager to get moving so he could cool off.

"Come on Lightning we're gonna ride the country today," shouted Melanie excitedly. She mounted the horse quickly and gave him a light tap to start moving.

She wore nothing but short cut-off jeans, a white blouse and brown boots. She looked like a model for the "Davy Crockett Look."

"Ohh, come on Lightning, lets give it to them! Yaaaa!"

And with a swift lurch they were off in a wild run toward the country backroads. Melanie loved these early mornings when she and Lightning could be together for hours.

They ran across country until they came upon a clearing which seemed to glow a bright gold.

In the middle of this pastoral setting stood a house made of glass. It glittered a prismatic aura, the colors dancing around its facade.

Melanie reigned the stallion toward it without knowing why she did so. They had never seen such a marvelous sight and just wanted to get nearer to see what it really was.

As they rode closer to the structure Melanie noticed that they were moving in slow motion. The image of the spectacle before them moved slower as they approached.

There was a small arched opening in the glass facade. As soon as Melanie led her mount through it they both suddenly lost their momentum.

Time began to move normal again. It was a peculiar effect because when they entered into the shimmering rainbow-colored dome everything became still.

She and Lightning moved toward the glass dome slowly without her realizing why. It was not something that happened instantly but came over her bit by bit.

It did not dawn on her at first because it didn't make sense. They were just riding along enjoying their early morning romp when all of a sudden she heard Lightning whine high pitched and the next thing she knew time had changed its rhythm.

Melanie stood before the huge glass mansion with wonderment as to how to get inside it. And what awaited her there.

She knew that her love for Lightning was strong and passionate but to come here without knowing where here was seemed a dangerous thing to do.

She was tempted to turn around and run. But she could feel Lightning straining under her hands at the reins so hard that he almost pulled her arms off.

He wanted to enter into the shimmering aura of the house with such urgency that she didn't know what to make of it.

Finally the urge became overwhelming. She kicked Lightning in his belly and they entered into the aura and were soon surrounded in bright glittering rainbows.

Then she saw him standing before her, majestic in his stance. And then suddenly he disappeared into thin air.

Melanie felt the panic of not being able to get at her fantasy come rushing back but she held herself from it.

This was just a dream and if she tried to rush things again it would probably end up like last time.

She had to remember that she was just dreaming and that time and space was irrelevant when one was asleep.

She had to wait until the moment presented itself. Her patience was rewarded for within moments she caught sight of Lightning in his full glory once more.

His massive member lay throbbing and inviting against his belly. This time she did not wait around for something to happen.

Her dream took control of her as she grabbed the pulsing beast. She was surprised and happy to see that this time her hand was able to fully close around its thick girth.

At long last she touched the love of her dreams and began to stroke up and down on the warm softness of his manly cock.

The heat pulsed through her palm and made her wet with desire. His huge organ had the power to change reality and force her dreams into living action.

It throbbed so strongly in her hands that she thought it would explode. As she slowly massaged along the full length of the shaft she felt pre-come ooze out onto her fingers.

This was something new and exciting. Now she would be able to really enjoy herself. Her hand moved upward to smear the slick goo onto the head.

Its tip looked so delicious with the pearl essence on top of it that she impulsively stuck her tongue out and licked it off.

She smiled as she continued to run the hot rod between her hands. What had begun as an experiment had turned into a pleasurable hobby for Nora Barker.

Melanie sat atop Lightning in the wide field as they watched the sunrise. It was a glorious thing to watch the first light of day appear from behind the horizon and fill the air with its warmth.

They sat still while they were mesmerized by the slow rising sun. Soon it would fill the sky with its blazing brilliance.

In the meantime Melanie sat on the broad back of Lightning, his strong body beneath her own powerful enough to hold up her own body.

Lightning snorted and raised up slightly while he shook his mighty head. She stroked the side of his head with her palm, calming him down.

She wondered when her birthday would come and how she could get rid of her daddy for a few hours so that she could fulfill her fantasy dream.

It would be easier than she thought. When Lightning got out of his harness, the straps binding his body that evening before the sunrise came into view, Melanie had the sudden inspiration.

She could hardly wait until her father would leave on his business trip. It took every ounce of self-control not to tell him that very instant what her wishes were.

It was during dinner that evening that her father told her of his impending travel arrangements.

They had a nice conversation about his new assignment and his hopes for success, while a silent thought pulsed through Melanie: this was just what she wanted.

It all fit perfectly. After dessert, Melanie excused herself from the table and ran up to her bedroom.

Now that the time had come, Melanie Barker wasn't quite sure whether or not she actually had the courage to fulfill the dreams of her fantasy world.

Although she knew that Lightning's cock was a massive organ, which throbbed with lust for her touch, still she couldn't understand where the source of her bravery came from.

And there was another aspect to this fantasy that was beginning to surface in her head: her desire for Lightning was greater than the simple physical attraction.

There were times when they were riding through the countryside that their minds would seem to unite somehow. It was as if he could read her thoughts as if he knew what was about to happen next.

In fact his performance seemed to take on the exact characteristics of her desires as she voiced them inside her mind.

There were times during these outings where it didn't seem as if she needed to speak because it seemed that he knew her every wish without a word being spoken.

She wondered now whether this was an extension of her dream world when she first laid eyes upon Lightning in all his glory, naked, proud, erect and massive, throbbing with passion for her touch.

They were coming across a large open field at full gallop when she noticed the house built out of glass shimmering before her like a mirage in the distance.

Even though it was miles away she could make out the image as clear as day. It was as if the image was right in front of her nose.

It made her giddy and so did the feeling of their bodies moving so smoothly through the cool morning breeze.

The air blowing around them had a magical tingle to its aura. As they passed into another grove of trees she felt him begin to slow down.

Then they stopped and began to walk through the soft grass. A cool summer breeze swept over her and gave her shivers all up and down her arms.

But he had kept her warm during their flight and continued to warm her with his gentle body touch.

Now that they had come to a stop she got the sudden urge to dismount from the top of Lightning.

There was some other feeling welling inside her, though. It was the memory of the magnificent sight she had seen just moments before.

When Masterson lifted off the blue cloth her breath had been taken away at the vision before her eyes.

Her father owned several fine horses. Most of them were Arabians. The ones that were not still possessed a unique lineage that made them extraordinary in their breed.

As if the horses weren't enough, they bred them with the finest mares in the county. It was rumored that he sold some of his offspring at upwards of two hundred thousand dollars.

He owned a special stable in which the rare beasts were kept for breeding purposes. There were four or five stallions that roamed around loose, but most of them were in private quarters, locked away from any potential female mates.

There was one particular horse that she had been thinking about recently as her desire to be impaled on its massive cock grew inside of her.

The name of this fine beast was Lightning. He was a beautiful animal whose lineage boasted some of the finest stock of Arabian horses in the county.

If the truth be known Nora would rather fuck this magnificent stallion than most of her lovers, especially her husband.

But this was not so much because of his prowess at sex as it was the fact that it might kill her, or better still make her feel the same sensations of joy she had felt when she fucked him.

Of course she didn't know if Lightning would even perform this obscene act once let out of his cage for the occasion.

Nora did not tell Masterson Mistler who the animal in question was who would be doing the deed.

She merely told him it was a stallion in her possession and instructed him where to go and pick up the magnificent beast.

Nora's sense of the fantastic told her it would make the scene of debauchery so much more decadent if she fucked a horse which her own daughter favored.

As far as she could remember from some old history books she had read somewhere that in times past women sometimes allowed their menfolk to sodomize them with animals before the coming of the great plagues.

Now she was getting ready to commit an act which may have been banned long ago but no one was around anymore to prevent its consummation.

Masterson knew he was trapped and that Nora was going to ride that stallion no matter what anyone said. So he consented and decided to help her through this bizarre experience.

Nora did not give him the name of Lightning. She just instructed him how to get there. When he arrived at the stables where she was housed, the owner said that Melanie would be riding her soon.

When he had finished explaining all this to her she took a long breath and spoke to him slowly.

It took a lot of self control not to yell at him in his face.

"What have you done? Why didn't you stop her?"

"Please, sir, she was most insistent upon carrying out the plan. In fact, she gave me fifty thousand dollars in exchange for my helping her."

She wanted to scream at him that that was a paltry sum compared to what it would cost them if Melanie should somehow be injured or worse yet, killed during her bizarre undertaking.

The thought made her head ache. She would not see her daughter harmed by an obsession of hers, not while she lived at least.

As angry as she was she just couldn't find it in herself to fire him outright. Perhaps they could come to some sort of agreement to prevent her daughter's death by a monstrous cock up her ass.

"What horse did she specify."

"Lightning."

"What! You fool. That is impossible. We both know how Melanie feels about that animal."

"Nevertheless, sir, that is the only horse she specified."

"All right, I'll think of something."

Franklin Barker had left instructions with his houseman to take care of anything his daughter might need during her upcoming birthday.

Nora had insisted they all go off to New York for her birthday. Melanie wanted to be able to enjoy the event in her home without the interruption of other guests.

They finally consented. But when it came time to leave Nora suddenly informed them she had a splitting headache and couldn't possibly make the trip to the city.

Her husband tried to persuade her that perhaps some air would do her good, but she absolutely refused to budge from her position.

Nora had arranged things very well so far. After the departure of her husband and her daughter to New York, it was time to realize the plan that had been months in the making.

She gave instructions to the driver to have him take her to the house. At 8 o'clock sharp Masterson Mistler arrived at the rendezvous point with Lightning right on schedule.

Masterson waited outside the barn as Nora entered inside. He led the stallion toward the entrance to the building when instructed.

When they approached the wide barn doors she told him to hold the animal in place while she opened them.

The stallion grew restive standing for so long in one spot. When Nora returned he calmed down almost immediately.

As they moved into the lighted room Masterson noticed a large platform with what seemed like a horse harness strapped into it.

In front of the contraption was a small chamber made out of thin sheets of steel which looked as though it could open up.

There were straps at different height levels on both sides of it and when his mistress positioned herself into it he realized that it would form a human cock sleeve.

She was standing there waiting for them while facing forward. She wore only a pair of black panties underneath her short white dress.

Masterson had never seen a more stunning creature and even he felt a strange tingling in his loins which he struggled to keep from being noticeable.

When they stopped in front of her he watched her eyes scan over the beast in a slow appraisal until she came to its huge dong.

It seemed that it almost hypnotized her. He could tell her desire for it was almost as strong as her fear.

Finally her eyes turned and stared at Lightning in what seemed like surprise. She shook herself out of her reverie and approached the two men who stood holding onto Lightning.

She walked up to them and looked into Masterson Mistler’s face with those big blue eyes that nearly undid him.

She held her hand out to him, palm down. He knew it was a regal gesture even though she did it for a lowly commoner such as he.

He kissed the air above it without touching it and spoke when he stood back up.

The look on her face gave him courage. This beautiful woman had set her feet on an uncharted road through a foreign country where she would be without a map or compass.

Her strength flowed into his heart and he knew the adventure of a lifetime.

In a few weeks from the morning they first spoke of it everything had been arranged.

When Mr. Barker came home early, Nora went out to tell Masterson to meet her at six.

Now everything was ready for their grand scheme.

Melanie walked up to Lightning and patted his muscular belly. As she stood next to him he turned his head toward her.

For a second their eyes locked. It was just for a moment but in that time there was a silent communication between them that took place far below conscious thought.

Masterson Mistler led both animals down the main pathway and onto a parallel trail where the two women followed behind them.

When they came upon a small glade deep in the woods the three of them stopped and waited for him to make the necessary arrangements for Nora to be strapped into her bizarre harness.

While Masterson was making his final preparations, Melanie noticed the way Nora stared at Lightning in fascination.

Her eyes had the hungry glow of a woman who lusted after something. There was no mistaking it. The look in her eyes spoke volumes.

As she continued to observe Nora, Masterson finally stepped aside and looked upon the two horses and Nora positioned inside her contraption.

His gaze quickly settled upon the two women before him. He watched as their interaction played out before him in a silent pantomime.

Melanie couldn’t help herself when she turned her face toward the direction of where her stallion stood tethered to a tree with the other horse.

Her eyes scanned over Lightning while Nora held his attention with a hand petting his belly.

When he realized that she was focused on the direction of Lightning and the horse behind him, he thought perhaps he should intervene and save both women from this madness.

Melanie finally turned her head around when she caught sight of Lightning looking at her. Her cheeks turned crimson.

Nora smiled inwardly knowing how difficult Melanie had become in hiding her passion for her favorite steed.

Then Nora began to speak while she continued to pet his muscular stomach. She spoke in a low voice and kept her hand moving smoothly and slowly across his fur.

Melanie had seen that look before and it excited her, which made things awkward during their private discussions.

It was obvious to both women that Lightning reciprocated in feeling because he would get closer whenever she petted him.

At least that is what they perceived when they would catch sight of his massive member throbbing and swelling at the mention of their names.

But Lightning wasn’t a man, or even a human being, and they were never sure if what they imagined about him could possibly be true.

Even so, there was something very special between them and Nora could sense it as well.

Melanie came home from school to see Nora Barker standing over Lightning giving him a healthy rub down while his eyes were transfixed upon her.

It wasn’t just her face he stared at, but rather lower, somewhere in the vicinity of her upper thighs.

If she weren’t a girl he was probably looking straight at her crotch. Melanie knew all about animal husbandry because her father owned race horses.

This sort of behavior was normal in animals and humans alike. She couldn’t deny the fact that it made her tingle a little bit when he was obviously looking at her naked cunt.

Melanie would go to Lightning and give him a little kiss on his forehead. He seemed to enjoy it too from the way he whinnied softly.

The thought of sex between them gave rise to her deepest feelings of love for the handsome stallion. But that was wrong. Wasn't it?

When the two men were out of sight the girl began to walk toward her favorite steed. The big animal became instantly excited with anticipation.

When she came up to him he put his great head over her shoulders and breathed hotly into her ears.

She loved his musky, sweet breath, which made her body tingle. She knew at that point that her sexual desire was beginning to blossom within her young body.

In a small way she wanted the horse to reach around and fondle her budding breasts with his strong hoofs.

She couldn’t deny it when his huge penis was erecting just in front of her eyes.

Melanie would close her eyes when Lightning approached her and lowered himself next to her prone body.

For some reason he had always behaved in a different manner whenever she was lying on the ground.

As his massive bulk pressed next to her warm body, Melanie felt herself get aroused from its hot touch.

Her arms would encircle his muscular neck and pull him down tight against her torso.

He responded immediately by pressing himself against her tighter than she pulled. He seemed to know how far her strength could stretch before it gave out.

But he wanted more. She had often fantasized about them actually making love together but she was afraid it might end their relationship.

Melanie would run away and meet up with Lightning when the weather grew warm in the summer months.

There was a clearing a half mile from the barn where Lightning was stabled when he wasn't running free around the estate.

A big sycamore tree stood proudly near the edge of the meadow where it spread its majestic limbs across the whole area.

Her hands would hold on to the lowest branch and she would lift her slim body until her legs were clasped tight around it.

Then she would pull herself upward inch by inch until she had clambered onto the sturdy branch.

She would lay herself across it and feel the gentle breeze ripple over her young body like an invisible river that moved through the trees.

She felt safe in this position. She often slept on the sycamore limb without any fear of falling. Her sleep was always so peaceful when she slumbered high above the world.

At last she would awaken refreshed and exhilarated from the dreamless sleep she so cherished and return home where she knew she belonged.

But the thought did come to mind that in the night a prowler might pass beneath her sleeping form.

He would spy the beautiful creature stretched out naked upon the bough and his loins would ignite from the vision.

His lustful fingers would caress the growing erection inside his trousers and he would begin to breathe heavily from its hot touch.

In his burning arousal he would slowly disrobe and then climb up onto the bough and ease himself in front of her exposed gash.

She might awake when she felt herself being opened up but perhaps she wouldn't fight it or even want to stop him.

When her sleep-strewn eyes fluttered open she might only smile at the stranger in between her legs and close them again to receive the passion.

If this were true the intruder would pump his huge cock into her dripping cunt, ramming her tight sheath over and over again.

This he did with an exuberant enthusiasm. It was only because the gash was so slippery and moist from her own juices and her pussy had already been opened up to allow his entry that the job was made easier.

He pounded into her, slamming his big dick through her clenching channel until it reached her womb and she cried out in pain.

Her mind snapped awake. It was all a horrible nightmare, she told herself. All she wanted to do now was crawl back into bed and dream away her troubles.

She pulled down her sweaty nightgown and went into the bathroom. She took off her gown and began to cleanse her body with warm water.

She looked into the mirror. Her eyes were baggy and there were streaks of dirt around her neck and forehead.

What was wrong with her? She didn't want to live anymore. All she wanted to do was run out into the field where her favorite stallion romped.

There she would disrobe and wait naked in the meadow for the horse to come galloping across the lush green land toward her.

In her dream she knew it would happen. The stallion would see the white flesh gleaming in the brilliant sunlight as his mistress stood there.

Then the image faded away. It was only a dream. Why did dreams leave such horrible pains behind that haunted forever?

Was there no solace, no refuge from the tormenting longing she had for the big beast who lay in her father's stable so far away?

Why did her mind always turn to images of fucking her stallion? What did it mean? Had the desire become so strong over the years that she could no longer stand it?

Her body ached for the touch of his powerful arms encircling her naked waist, pulling her to him and holding her hard against him.

He would snort deeply and shake his head at her. His breath would be hot upon her as his magnificent cock throbbed to get into her warm cunt.

Her father would kill her if he knew what was in her head and heart. He never knew about her lusty love for her beloved stallion.

As it was Melanie had found a perfect hiding place where Lightning could not find her out and show her passion.

Lightning was such a magnificent beast and so fast that even Melanie found it hard to hide from him.

Even when she went running through the tall grass fields at break neck speed he could track her down.

If it wasn't for her skill as a rider no horse in her daddy's stable could outride the swift Lightning.

But Melanie Barker was more than just an ordinary horsewoman. Her beauty and grace made her truly exceptional.

It took him three weeks to find it. It wasn't an easy task finding a man who was so talented at designing sexual devices while making them so elegant at the same time.

It was sheer luck that he found out about Masterson Mistler, especially since Nora didn't want the word getting out.

But now she had it, and her fantasies of mounting the stallion were now a real possibility. She would soon experience the fulfillment of her dreams.

"I thought I told you to come alone."

"My sister is blind and needs assistance."

"I hope this doesn't spoil your appetite, sir."

The stallion whinnied. It was obvious the steed could not tolerate Melanie's presence.

Franklin Barker felt uneasy himself even though his daughter had been around the great stallion a thousand times.

Melanie had never given her father any reason to suspect that she and the stallion were lovers of each other.

When Melanie mounted Lightning she became a goddess in his eyes. She was so graceful on the beautiful animal that he was transfixed with their unearthly dance.

He often marveled how such a pretty young girl could find passion and affection in such a fierce animal.

But somehow the two of them complimented each other. When they were together it was a sight to behold.

They looked like an immortal team that would never age. As long as they were together in this world it didn't seem as though death could ever catch up to them.

He knew her birthday was coming up. And he had promised her that wonderful new saddle that she wanted so badly.

For three days he made every excuse possible to go into town and keep an eye out for anyone who might ask him what he was up to.

Nora Barker kept a very close watch on everything that happened around the place. If she found out about his trip into town she would certainly ask questions.

In town he bought more than just a new saddle for his beloved daughter. It was true; Nora Barker had made sure he brought the money with him when he went in.

And since Masterson had given him the address to Melanie Barker shop and assured Mr. Barker that it would look perfectly fine on Lightning, he bought the saddle and a new set of reigns.

If anything, the reigns were better than the ones they already had but Franklin Barker reasoned that Melanie needed new gear so why not get the best.

As he left the store Masterson gave Mr. Barker the directions to where he would find the glass house built exactly as Nora described it to him.

He was sure this was something even Nora didn't expect but he told her it was a precautionary measure.

The only problem with Masterson Mistler's plan was that Nora insisted he be at the site of the act himself to observe that everything went as planned.

He tried his best to talk her out of it but she wouldn't have it any other way. He couldn't just walk away from her since she paid him fifty-thousand dollars up front.

In truth Masterson had nothing against women who engaged in such activities. The male species were not the only ones that could be animalistic in their behavior.

His greatest fear was that the stallion might not rise to the occasion. There wasn't much he could do if Lightning did not become aroused.

It was an unlikely proposition. Horses, male horses especially, were almost always ready to rut at the drop of a hat.

But Masterson wasn't prepared to take chances when dealing with the delicate situation presented here.

"If you will help me to fulfill this fantasy nothing bad will happen to me."

"Are you sure, madam?"

"Yes."

Masterson nodded his head in submission to her wishes. He wondered if he should try and reason with Mr. Barker.

"Is there anything more, madam?"

"This may be hard to obtain since he is such an exceptional animal. But I would like you to get a very rare type of horse semen for my mount."

"Certainly, madam. What kind do you require?"

"I want the stallion's seed to come from the rarest of horse breeds: The Friesian Horse."

He had heard of them only through his extensive research into equestrian breeding and their unique characteristics.

He knew where he could purchase it in a small town over the next county line. It wouldn't be cheap but he had more than enough cash in the bank now to make the purchase.

Lightning was one of the rarest horses in that breed that Mr. Barker ever owned.

The breed was extremely rare. One rarely saw them running through the countryside in this part of the country.

Melanie would love having one of them but her father never bought any Friesians, saying they were more trouble than they were worth.

Masterson Mistler purchased two of the animals from a ranch in the next town over for twenty thousand dollars each.

After spending nearly three grand on the construction of Nora Barker's contraption he still had a healthy amount left over for his troubles.

The sire was a magnificent specimen: a jet black stallion that was seven feet tall with muscles rippling under a glossy, black skin.

His head possessed the wide set eyes typical of the breed and a large pink mouth.

His cock was a magnificent sight to behold, nearly three feet long and almost six inches in thickness.

If only he could show it to Melanie. He knew she would swoon and fall immediately in love with his prize breeding stock.

The female, he named Dazzle, was not quite as beautiful as Lightning was but she had strong muscles and excellent conformation.

Her cock was nearly a foot in length with five or six inch circumference. It was still rather impressive and would surely give Melanie a good ride when the time came.

He watched them run around the small enclosure behind his stables where he housed them.

He kept Lightning locked up in a separate place to avoid being tempted by his massive tool.

He often walked up to the fence separating him from the handsome stallion and looked at him for long periods.

Sometimes he would let the tip of his nose brush up against his fleshy soft snout and breathe in his powerful scent.

In those moments he was almost overwhelmed by the powerful urge to go inside and free him.

But he fought off these urges. There was no need to do it yet anyway. Soon he would be able to have his precious animal whenever he wanted.

The Friesians were marvelous beasts. Their muscular bodies and glossy skin were like black statues brought to life.

His stallion was nearly eight feet tall and built like a mountain of rippling muscles. His coat gleamed as though oiled and his mane was silky smooth.

He could have bought ten horses but none compared with his.

He walked up to him now. He stroked his long muzzle and brushed away an errant hair from the center of his big eyes.

Soon my lovely steed soon I shall make love to you when the time is ripe. But there is more I must do before I can claim my prize.

I must first seduce your sweet princess, your mistress whom you love so much. Only then will it be possible.

Only then. And when it happens you will not have forgotten your master and we shall all become lovers together and fulfill our destiny.

If I had known she was to give me this magnificent horse I would have built her contraption faster. It would have given me more time to prepare myself.

He went down into the stables where they kept Lightning and Dazzle, who he purchased last week at auction along with an Arabian stallion called Storm.

Lightning and Dazzle were both beautiful, sleek beasts that possessed great strength and handsome conformation.

The other horse was smaller than these two but had powerful muscles and fine speed.

This little mare will be my tool to entrap my sweet daughter. It is the one she mentioned that gave her the desire to be a lover to her own horse.

Melanie wanted it and he knew it would be perfect because of its name: Lustrous Beauty.

Franklin Barker walked out of his house just before leaving on his trip to Chicago. He had decided to visit the windy city to purchase a new line of horses for his stables.

They were beautiful Arabians from Spain called Blazing Stars. They would look great next to Lightning.

His men were loading up his car and packing his valises on top of it. Melanie kissed him good-bye at the front steps as they descended on their way out of the mansion.

Before long he was ready to leave and made his final farewell to his lovely daughter. She came over to him as he prepared to make his departure.

She took him by the hand and led him off a little way into the side garden. This had been her mother's favorite spot and she often sat there when she wanted to be alone.

She was dressed in a lovely summer dress. The wind whipped through her long dirty blond hair and made the skirt of her dress float around her thighs and calves.

"Daddy, please promise me that when you buy the horses that you will select them with great care. I would hate it if my gift was marred because you thought it was a silly thing to do."

"Of course, my darling. What kind of animal are you looking for?"

"I need a magnificent Arabian stallion as big and strong as Lightning. It doesn't matter its color so much as it does its conformation and stamina. The other horse should have a similar nature."

"It sounds like your buying a horse for me instead of yourself."

She smiled at him and hugged him tightly. Melanie loved her daddy deeply and hoped he knew it.

Her mother's death had almost killed him. Now she needed something from him and only he could provide it.

His smile faded. His face became serious. He stared off into space and Melanie wondered whether he was thinking about Lightning's speed.

Melanie loved the strong, powerful muscles that propelled Lightning past other horses when they galloped through the countryside.

The sight of those sinewy muscles working over that huge cock always made her pussy hot. But she never did anything about it.

Her conscience would not allow her to touch herself while looking at a horse's member. It was just wrong.

One day she decided to get into the mood to ride her favorite mount by watching some horse porn tapes she had secretly bought in town.

After setting up her monitor and pushing the play button, Melanie sat on the side of the bed with the remote control unit in her hand.

The video started out as innocently enough: Two young women were walking their horses down a country lane on a beautiful summer day.

All of a sudden they came upon the house where they both worked, which was nestled in a glade beside a forest lake.

Their master had told them earlier that morning he was going away on business for the next day. So when they saw a car coming down the winding driveway toward the front gate they became curious.

Who would be visiting Mr. Barker? They walked their horses down to the gate to find out who was calling on their employer.

They met the mysterious man on the path leading to the front door. When the stranger greeted them the two women immediately responded.

Melanie smiled as she remembered how many times she had seen this video. She was so horny from thinking about Lightning that she had to jerk off her swollen clit.

One thing about young cocks made Melanie very hot. If they were big like Lightnings was they drove her nuts.

She didn't have many friends. Her father owned some land and some horses and had hired a couple of ranch hands, which both were young studs.

These two were brothers, Jake and Matt. Her daddy liked to get his money's worth when he hired somebody.

So having the same last name was convenient. Also hiring brothers who shared a certain look also gave the employer an idea of who they were from just looking at them.

Jake was about 30 years old, dark brown hair that hung down below his ears and he sported a thick mustache.

Melanie thought his long hair was sexy. She knew why her daddy would hire this type of man, because it wasn't just because of his looks.

There were other qualities he possessed that made him valuable to a man like her father.

As she approached Lightning, Jake stepped up to block her path and spoke. "Hey you need to get away from the stallion."

He smiled at her with a hint of arrogance and Melanie felt her clit begin to swell. He had to be a couple inches over six feet, and his powerful arms held Lightning's bridle firmly.

"Excuse me, but Lightning loves it when I talk to him. He becomes very agitated if I don't. Isn't that true, big boy?"

As she caressed Lightning's nose, she looked at him with an open smile and he felt his cock twitch. This young girl was very pretty but she was only about eighteen and too young for him.

"I'll bet it's more than your stallion that wants to hear you talk, baby."

Melanie was surprised to hear the older man utter these words. She thought he was married with some children. At least that was what everyone around town said.

"Jake, stop flirting with her." Matt had stepped in between the two of them and looked threateningly at his friend. He seemed embarrassed and wanted to hide the fact that Melanie affected him physically.

Melanie smiled as she observed how the young man tried to fight down his sexual excitement. The older man wasn't even trying to disguise it.

Jake's words were a challenge to the younger stud, "Come on little brother, maybe she likes both of us, did you think about that?"

Matt didn't answer but took his stance like a prize fighter about to go ten rounds with his rival. His cock pulsed in mid-air to the excited gurgling of Melanie's cunt.

Her clit tingled wildly when she looked down from the corner of her eye and saw Jake's hard shaft throbbing. His eyes told her everything. He was going to take this bitch no matter what Matt had to say about it.

"Fuck her, man! Go ahead. She's dying for it, ain't cha baby. You want a big load of hot cum inside your juicy pussy, don't ya?"

Jake was breathing like an enraged bull and he pawed his hand around the dirt for a fistful of dust to throw in Matt's face.

His other hand gripped Melanie's thigh with all of his considerable strength. It hurt but made Melanie horny enough to cream all over again.

"Come on, you sissy. Fuck the shit out of her! Or step aside and let somebody else do it!"

Melanie was sure now. A couple more minutes of his taunting and Matt would be forced to fuck her senseless or lose his position as the most dominant man among them.

She had to smile at that thought. The most dominant man is the only one who knows the meaning of submission. That is what submission really is when you stop and think about it.

A powerful thrust of Matt's cock shoved Melanie forward onto the table as far as she could go.

Jake kept taunting his brother, "Come on, man! She loves it! Don't let her down. Keep fucking her, boy! Make your baby sister scream!"

Matt couldn't stand listening to this guy talk like that. His muscles tightened up with tension as he slammed himself even harder into Melanie's cunt. And Jake kept egging him on and getting him riled up, but Melanie couldn't hold out anymore. She felt Matt's cock pulsate with the pre-orgasm throbs and knew that he would never be able to stop the cumming in time to beat out his rival.

"Come on, man! Do her good! Fuck her hard! She's creaming like a cat, man. Let your juice loose and fill her up, you sissy bastard!"

And suddenly Melanie's juices sprayed all over the table as she had one of the wildest orgasms she'd ever had, her mind whirling and spinning inside her head, stars shooting through the cosmos and exploding inside her skull. It was like riding an atomic rocket right through a galaxy filled with supernovas and white hot gas clouds of cosmic mist. It made her lose control of herself for several seconds until she felt herself being slammed into the table by Matt's fierce lunges.

The sound of her orgasmic cries sent the other boys in the room into frenzies of excitement. They were yelling at the top of their voices now as they kept slapping at each other's shoulders and chests. But the loudest yell of all came from Jake when Matt finally released himself and began filling up Melanie's cunt. With tears of rage he watched Matt pump shot after shot of his jizz into Melanie's beautiful gash until it began flowing over his cock and dripping out of her pussy lips in a creamy flood.

When it was all over there was only the panting silence left on their breathless lips. The quiet air seemed to roar with its own voice as everyone tried to slow down their raging hearts. Melanie was first to recover as usual. She could not let one of these men get the better of her in front of the others.

"Now that was some pretty good fucking. Your brother must have taught you all about it."

Everyone started laughing except Matt who kept trying to hide his embarrassment. "All right, Jake, who's next," Melanie shouted across the table. "I know, big boy, how about you?" Melanie said when she noticed that Frank was beginning to lose his erection. He got up and stepped over to her chair and took a place between her legs, lifting his big cock in both hands. With one hand on the back of the chair for leverage he guided himself inside her waiting pussy lips, shoving his long fat prick all the way inside her, almost pushing her onto the table. Then he began to thrust his hips forward. All the boys cheered him on as he fucked Melanie. When she noticed that his cock was about to burst she stopped him just in time so she could finish him off with her mouth. And, boy, did she suck that big juicy cock of his! She sucked on it until every last drop of his cum had squirted inside her mouth and down her throat. Frank was very appreciative of her expertise. She swallowed it all, licked her lips and sat back down with her thighs gaping open. "Okay, who's next?" she said. Nobody spoke up immediately and then suddenly John spoke. He wanted a second try. Now he felt confident enough to go again. After all she didn't get him off the first time and that still bothered him. "Good idea," Melanie responded when she saw that he had lost some of his stiffness. "Get over here," she said as she got up from the chair and stepped around the table, giving the guys an exciting view of her beautiful buttocks. "You don't need to use any of the toys for round two," she continued. John moved around the table and faced her with his cock in hand. He grabbed her by the arm and bent her over the table, forcing her down by applying pressure to her back. The other boys stood up so they could have a closer look and Frank reached over and spread her cheeks nice and wide so that the others would get an exciting view of her beautiful cunt. Without saying another word, John guided his cock toward her hole and shoved it all the way in. He thrust into her so fast that she gasped. The rest cheered him on and yelled encouraging obscenities to give him courage and stamina. It didn't take very long for him to come but Melanie was impressed by his effort. She got back into the chair, leaned back and opened her legs wide again. As if her words were not enough encouragement she also said "Whoever gets me off this time will fuck my ass." This put everyone in high gear and it wasn't long before each one tried to win her approval by offering their own ideas or tricks, which they knew, worked with other women in the past. Some even claimed that their technique had never been unsuccessful when attempting to get a girl to cum. But nothing seemed to work on Melanie. No matter what she did no matter how hard her muscles tightened or relaxed or how close to orgasm her body seemed to be something always got in the way of an actual orgasm and prevented her from reaching it. She came closer than ever before though because she actually felt waves of pleasure washing across her body and her breathing accelerated to the point where she thought that she might faint. All three of them were doing things at once- two of them held on tight while the other one was doing his best to please her with whatever method he could think of and soon Melanie had trouble keeping track of who was doing what and where they touched her. Eventually her whole body went numb but she remained alert enough to notice that she had stopped feeling the touches and that instead they only seemed like ghostly sensations drifting across her skin like little breezes. She wondered how far away she would get before she'd find out whether those phantasms still carried some power over her and whether the boys would let her leave.

Melanie sat bolt upright in the bed screaming her lungs out. That had been another of those damn dreams about Lightning! How many times did she have to dream about him? He wasn't even alive anymore and yet... And yet what? Her heart skipped a beat when she thought about his huge cock which had grown so impossibly large over the past few days. Was it possible that it was getting even bigger? It certainly seemed like it since every time she looked at him while standing in front of his stall during feeding hours there was something different about him. It took her awhile to realize what that difference was but once she figured it out she couldn't get the image out of her head; an image which caused such excitement deep within her core that whenever she remembered it during those few seconds when she woke up each morning all of the warmth inside her belly rose up and made its way into her face turning her cheeks bright red. After those nights when she dreamed about Lighting's giant member her skin became hotter than usual for a while after waking up and stayed that way until around lunchtime. As soon as she opened her eyes on that particular morning her face flushed with blood sending the heat straight towards it causing it turn bright red once more. Melanie quickly pushed aside any thoughts related to her favorite horse and threw back her covers then hopped out of bed walking towards the closet where she put on fresh underwear plus a long loose dress that hung low down against the floor covering up her feet. Once dressed Melanie headed downstairs towards breakfast hoping that the rest of the day would go well so far because if not she wouldn't want anything else but to lie down and die right there upon reaching home again just so she wouldn't have deal with anybody else ever again! When Melanie arrived at breakfast she sat down to eat beside her father who already occupied one place at the table, eating away busily chewing some food he'd taken from the dish in front of him. "Good morning Daddy," Melanie greeted him cheerfully smiling warmly at his friendly face. He looked up briefly giving a cursory nod to her greeting then turned back to what he had been doing previously picking up another forkful of whatever lay on the plate before him placing it carefully into his mouth making sure everything was cleaned off of its surface before swallowing again. The sight caused Melanie's smile to widen further as she took advantage of his distraction by reaching forward taking hold of a small bowl filled with oatmeal that lay next to her napkin placing its contents onto her own plate which stood waiting patiently awaiting their meal finally arriving once the previous ones were consumed completely finished eating entirely. This process continued until both plates sat empty while she and her father waited patiently for Mrs. Pritchard to clear off everything used during breakfast leaving nothing behind except some crumbs which could easily be wiped off by wiping everything thoroughly using wet rags after they were done here afterwards... After finishing their meal Melanie went outside for some exercise since exercising always helped improve mental clarity especially when feeling particularly fatigued earlier on. This time though however due more towards exhaustion than anything else combined together along with the need for some fresh air. Outside Melanie strolled around slowly enjoying her solitude while appreciating everything around herself noticing how beautiful things truly look compared side-by-side without other distractions preventing full appreciation, noticing how lovely plants appeared as well as insects too especially birds whose chirping sounds were calming enough so they didn't bother Melanie's mind which still remained slightly groggy from sleep. But even though her surroundings provided wonderful scenery none could compare compared against Lightning whom Melanie missed more than anything right now even though she hadn't seen him in two weeks or so since being left behind alone after returning home without her precious horse's company anymore which made her feel incredibly lonely whenever thinking about being separated away again without seeing his sweet face ever again. That thought alone caused tears form inside of Melanie's eyes making them glisten brightly as light reflected off each tiny teardrop causing them look like stars sparkling brightly beneath twinkling stars shining overhead above Melanie's head. This beautiful sight coupled together perfectly with all other things surrounding Melanie including everything around her providing contrast against itself making Melanie look like goddess standing there looking down over heaven while crying bitterly because there wasn't any way back home unless going forward through life never once stopping moving ever again leaving nothing but memories behind forever after only existing inside everyone's mind who knew someone once knew another person called 'Melanie' who loved someone very deeply enough so her love became infinite enough not just limited against time either since Melanie would never forget how wonderful it felt loving somebody completely without holding anything back whatsoever meaning nothing else mattered at all except having that special somebody close by making their presence known forever afterwards... Suddenly however a strange noise interrupted Melanie's reverie causing her eyes snap open instantly upon hearing sound nearby where footsteps could easily heard coming closer every second louder than before until whoever approached sounded almost directly right behind Melanie herself almost giving away surprise entirely too soon if it weren't already given already long time ago already before arriving here without giving warning first. However when turning around quickly expecting nothing more than seeing nobody else nearby finding herself alone instead catching sight instead of horse whose hooves echoed loudly echoing loudly throughout clearing creating echo effect which reverberated around surrounding area making sounds repeat themselves continuously causing reverberations spread out further into distance each moment longer after last making contact causing Melanie wonder why anybody bothered bringing horse here first place anyway until finally realizing reason being simple one: he belonged here already anyway having spent whole entire life already living under same roof where lived now currently standing beneath open sky where clouds floated slowly drifting apart lazily drifting aimlessly across blue sky gradually changing shape shifting shape becoming different things over time slowly losing original shape gradually being replaced by something entirely new completely different yet familiar enough resembling previous existence still recognizable despite change occurring previously sometime beforehand happening somewhere previously existing elsewhere originally forming into different entity completely different substance unlike anything seen herebefore becoming completely altered almost unrecognizable afterward being transformed beyond recognition eventually turning into whole other entity entirely changed radically leaving past behind never looking backward ever again afterwards only moving forwards without stopping ever again staying exactly same direction forever afterwards constantly moving forwards never once slowing pace keeping going faster than usual pushing harder than usual working harder than usual trying harder than usual doing everything possible working toward achieving goals accomplishing personal goals fulfilling dreams obtaining wishes making realizations become reality experiencing reality becoming reality actually becoming real life itself existing outside imaginative fantasy realm residing inside purely imaginary universe existing purely within realm comprised solely imagination taking place entirely inside someone's head rather existing outside physical world taking place somewhere else entirely different altogether separate entirely distinct coming from completely different realm completely foreign environment unknown territory never visited before seeing previously prior happening earlier beforehand some time previously previous incident occurring earlier sometime earlier on previous occasion happening several years ago happening many years in past long time ago before Melanie could remember ever remembering such happening ever occurring anywhere else ever during whole lifetime span existing thus far spent alive spending entire lifespan entirely conscious being aware constantly watching waiting listening listening closely watching eagerly hoping desperately wishing fervently praying silently silently wishing deeply inside heart wanting wishing longing desperately yearning desiring dying secretly screaming silently crying quietly weeping bitter tears silently wishing death came sooner faster quicker faster faster than expected sooner unexpectedly quickly without delay without hesitation immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately immediately rightaway! Immediately...right this minute please god help me now please please help me I need your assistance urgently immediately without fail without error whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever!!

Melanie woke up. She had fallen asleep while reading the book her father bought for her birthday.

Her mother always told him that she preferred books to gifts and he never seemed to quite understand why.

She knew now why. It wasn't that she disliked the things in his gift basket so much as she preferred an idea to an object.

The story in the book she was reading seemed vaguely familiar but then again every girl's romance seemed the same to her when all was said and done.

But Melanie found that the romance of this book particularly appealed to her for some reason or other.

In the first place it was written by a woman. She couldn't ever remember picking up a book authored by a female and liking it, much less loving it.

Perhaps because she had always assumed that women writers wrote only about women. But then how could they write about men if they were so busy judging them?

This writer clearly knew something about the male libido because her stories were steamy and graphic.

It was almost as if she herself had been involved with the sex acts she described. She understood it from her own perspective rather than that of a voyeur who just watched or from the point of view of a man writing as a man and thus understanding the act more in terms of a man's psyche.

Amber always liked the stories with animals even if some of them did seem bizarre to her.

There was always a part of her that wondered whether anyone really felt this way about an animal lover.

Perhaps it was only because her parents taught her that it was something you never said about yourself, something you kept hidden within the walls of your conscious mind.

But when she thought about it she could not imagine how anyone would feel such passionate emotion for another being, man or beast, in which one did not also find a strong degree of pleasure.

She couldn't help feeling that the sexual gratification came from a place deep within themselves that their minds could not control.

In these dreams one can find a sense of freedom. There is no inhibition there and the soul can let itself go without any fear of repercussion or shameful feelings.

Her reverie was interrupted by Masterson who broke the spell with his question. She had been so intent upon her dreamy thoughts that she had totally forgotten to tell him the name of the horse.

When he asked the question it jolted her consciousness back into reality and brought home to her what she was planning to do.

But there could be no turning back now. The dream was now more than a fantasy. It would soon be a fact.

At the same time Lightning let out another high-pitched neigh from somewhere on the outskirts of the estate.

Lightning knew his mistress well and when she didn't come for their usual morning romp around the fields he took matters into his own hooves.

There was nothing left for him to do but go out and get her. His mind did not work the same way as human minds worked but the love he bore his master was a tangible thing, an expression of pure nature itself.

When the sun had reached its highest point in the sky he began to nudge at the door of his stall. The latch had not been locked as per Melanie's orders so he could roam free throughout the house if he felt like it.

Today however, Lightning decided it was best to stay indoors as a cool breeze passed through the area that made it feel colder than usual. He lay down on his belly and went to sleep while he waited for her to come home.

This was not like her and he got worried as the minutes went by. She usually came down and gave him some sweet-smelling hay in the morning followed by a hearty brushing which excited his skin and sent tingly sensations through out his body.

It was now late in the afternoon and still no sign of her. At dusk when the last streaks of light faded behind the tree tops and night was fast approaching she finally emerged from the house carrying her books under her left arm and dragging her feet across the ground.

The moment he saw her coming into his field of vision he jumped to his hooves and let out a loud whinny as he reared up in joy at seeing his mistress again.

His hooves smashed against the wood walls of his stall as he tried to reach her, but the restraining leather strap held fast preventing him from moving closer.

It only made him more anxious. He kept on trying to reach her as the leather strap snapped against the wall in response to his pulling.

Her head turned up toward him. His eyes caught hers for a short second before she dropped her gaze and slowly shuffled closer to his stall.

He let out a loud neigh when he saw her. Then without warning a strange man suddenly emerged from the darkened side of the barn carrying something over his right shoulder.

Lightning snorted violently at the stranger approaching. The sudden appearance of the stranger shocked his nerves.

For a few brief moments he feared he would fall to pieces inside. But then Melanie looked up at him again and reassured his trembling spirit.

She smiled at him when he let out another piercing whinny as they neared closer to him. He was relieved.

This man was carrying him and he didn’t like the idea because of that. Yet she was leading them along so there had to be a reason.

Something deep in his soul told him the reason and he understood it without words being said.

Now they were next to him and her warm hand came up to stroke him on top of his head. She was calming him and letting him know that everything would be all right.

At last he did begin to calm down although the man still remained a mystery.

He nuzzled into her hand and let out a low moan. It felt wonderful when she touched him.

Then the door opened. Lightning became startled when the door came bursting open. He whinnied loudly.

His hooves thudded on the plank floor as his muscles tensed. Then he jumped to his hooves and reared up and tried to kick out his front feet while standing on his hind legs.

If it hadn't been for the restraining strap he would have kicked Melanie and the man standing behind her.

"Easy, Lightning. It's all right."

Lightning slowly began to calm down from Melanie's reassurances. He snorted loudly again a few times before becoming completely settled.

His large eyes searched Melanie's face.

The other man was carrying something over his right shoulder that looked to be a long narrow board with two leather straps dangling from either end of it.

He knew what it was for although he couldn't have said how he knew. He was just suddenly sure about it.

They approached his stall. For some reason this made Lightning anxious although there was no logical explanation for his nerves.

"Easy, boy."

The words sounded strange as she uttered them because they were coming from somewhere deep inside her heart.

As a precaution Lightning kept a safe distance away from the men who entered into his stall.

Even so they began to make him more uncomfortable. When one of them reached out their hand and stroked his snout he nearly lost control of himself.

Lightning let out a piercing whinny as if signaling a threat to the men who entered his stall.

One of the men grabbed the reins to calm him. But he kept his eyes open and tried to kick at the man in front of him with his hind legs.

Melanie came into the stall. He had never been so glad to see anyone. He calmed down the moment she came within view.

He heard her voice speaking softly to him. She gently rubbed the back of her soft hand against the side of his neck and spoke to him.

All the time she stroked and soothed him while she whispered assurances into his ear.

He was soon calm again. He snorted loudly a few times as if trying to rid himself of his former anxiety.

He shook his head once or twice before settling down completely and allowing the man in front of him to continue grooming him.

After a long few minutes of being groomed, Lightning could feel his skin begin to tingle. His senses were heightening and a warmth began to surge through his loins.

In his heart he knew something was going to happen because he had never known them to do this routine with him in the past.

The man in charge of grooming Lightning finished the procedure with a final stroke of his brush.

He turned to the girl who was watching closely, almost hungrily, her eyes roving over Lightning as if appraising some exotic beauty.

She walked into the stall. Lighting kept his eye open but allowed her to approach him. She took hold of the bit on his halter.

Her hand slid down until her slender fingers reached the reins which were slung around his neck.

A quick shake of her hands, the pull back of the leather straps and he began to trot down to the stables with a high-pitched whinny echoing behind.

In the small chamber under the wooden apparatus that held the beautiful harnessed stallion she waited, trembling and impatiently anxious.

It had taken three men and Masterson Mistler himself to load the massive horse onto the conveyor that led inside the large chamber where its mistress awaited him.

Then, having left his mistress alone, he joined the men who were busy tying the black stallion into position within the harness.

When they finished their task and satisfied themselves that everything was ready for her entrance, each took a moment to stare at the strange affair they had all played a part in creating.

Then as quickly and unobtrusively as possible they filed out the shed. Only the faithful Masterson remained, to help the woman fulfill her sordid fantasy.

There wasn't a cloud in the sky. The sun hung high overhead in the azure vault above her. It warmed the earth and gave it a special glow that seemed to bless the scene.

It would soon be Melanie Barker's eighteenth birthday. She stood next to her father awaiting the moment she had been anticipating for so long.

For the first time in months Mr. Barker had put aside his business dealings and joined in the celebration with his daughter.

It was rare that he ever left his study or boardroom which was attached to the mansion. He always had meetings there with his various business associates.

Most of them were men and they would always go into closed session when they were about to discuss their financial interests.

Melanie loved the fact that her father paid such close attention to her today. Ever since her mother had passed away six years ago, Melanie and her daddy had grown apart.

But in those six years he had become very wealthy. That was the result of the death of his wife.

His love of money replaced the void in his heart that Nora Barker used to occupy.

For three years she had been trying to capture the attention of her father, hoping to recapture his love for her and return some small modicum of happiness to their family.

At first she tried dressing very sexy to get his attention. She noticed the way men looked at her when she wore a skimpy blouse or tight skirt.

And there was always a spark in their eyes when they came within eyeball distance. But not once did her daddy ever notice how much his daughter had blossomed into a real beauty queen.

The day would come when she would ride off alone and no longer make an effort to attract his gaze. He wouldn't care or even notice.

But then came a time when all her efforts failed. She became sadder and more introverted. Her heart was heavy with loss as if mourning the death of a beloved.

She went on like that until she could no longer bear the weight of such sorrow. The dream came along just in the nick of time.

Its promise held out hope for her and she latched onto that hope with all the ferocity of one who is drowning.

When Franklin Barker left town Melanie rode off alone. It had become her custom not to take one of the servants with her while riding Lightning.

Her father couldn't understand his daughter's stubborn refusal to ride one of the other horses in their stables or perhaps take a servant as chaperone.

He would always warn her about the dangers she might encounter alone. But she was a headstrong young girl who refused to heed such warnings.

The day he left town Franklin told her she must stay home while he was gone on business. His stern gaze pierced right through her but she just didn't seem to notice.

Franklin's carriage pulled away from the estate taking its master with it. Melanie stood on the porch waving to him as long as she could see him and then made her way down to the stables.

Masterson came around the corner in his small pickup truck just as the lovely lady was heading toward the stable doors.

She climbed into his truck with little effort because the old Ford only rode a few feet off the ground.

The engine was running and when he hit the accelerator they were off like a shot. He turned left and took the side road which was used primarily for hauling feed and hay to the horses.

A little less than three miles down the dirt track, Masterson braked his truck and they both got out and headed up over a small ridge.

At the top they dropped themselves through some brush to a clearing where the wooden contraption sat waiting.

Melanie gazed with wonder at the amazingly crafted apparatus that dominated the small open space like a monstrous idol in some savage rite of worship.

Her mind raced with the thoughts of why she was being led to this strange place on her horse and shown a piece of furniture.

She noticed the two silver poles running parallel in front of the strange box. One was higher and the other lower in placement.

They both were held aloft by four silver struts at each end of the gleaming bars. A third bar was attached behind the two by a small curved brace.

She could see a hole in the platform beneath where the wooden device stood and noticed that there were two pieces of soft white fur placed upon its floor.

One lay just about underneath the spot where her legs would be while she hung down inside the strange looking apparatus and the other right up under her pussy.

On each side of the wooden structure two small, thin, metal levers were connected. She could see they worked together with pulleys connected to the silver poles.

There were several ropes hanging loosely from the ceiling all tied to one central cord that was hooked onto a metal ring above the strange box.

The box was covered with varnish but in places a few streaks showed through. It was made of a hardwood and had several small indentations scattered throughout its top face.

At the end opposite where she stood there were two sets of curved struts connected at both ends to four silver poles.

Another pair of similar struts held up the other two silver poles that flanked one side of the apparatus. The struts braced them so that they did not tip forward or backwards.

One pair of struts attached to the lower silver pole. The upper set was fixed into position and attached at an oblique angle that looked straight down upon the apparatus itself.

A round hole had been drilled underneath where she would perch in preparation for her coupling.

She watched as Masterson pulled open the small chamber. There was white fur lining its walls.

He helped her down on all fours and eased her legs into the hole. His arms were strong and his voice calming and confident as he cooed reassuring words in her ear.

As she descended into the chamber her excitement rose and she found it difficult to control herself. She almost wished he would take advantage of the situation and have his way with her.

Instead, he held her in place with one strong arm while he pulled on the ropes. As the hole closed above her a feeling of being suffocated almost made her stop breathing.

She felt like the lid was closing in on her until she realized it was just an illusion born out of the stress of her mounting anticipation.

The last thing he did before he shut the hatch on top of her and tied the rope was to insert a small pipe for her to breathe through.

He told her that although it was unlikely she would even need it because of her vantage point underneath the mating stallion, he thought it prudent to prepare for any eventuality.

After the final adjustment had been made and everything seemed secure she felt the weight above her lift as he stepped off.

She was trembling so badly that she began to think that the whole endeavor would collapse into pieces before it started.

When she felt his arms reach in through the square opening he had left, the fear that seized her almost broke her willpower.

Masterson took hold of both ends of the thin black strap that hung down and pulled it slowly but steadily towards the end opposite where her feet were standing.

She knew it was going to pull taut very soon and would jerk her off balance. She gritted her teeth and clenched the bar until her hands began to get sore.

As he continued pulling on it she began to feel herself being jerked off balance. Her feet began to slide forward bit by bit.

She tightened her grip on the silver bar in front of her and braced herself for the final tug.

When Masterson gave the strap a final tug and pulled it taut, Nora gave out a startled yell and found herself falling backwards into the small chamber.

Masterson heard a cry and realized that the thing had been set in motion. He was afraid and ashamed of himself for being a party to this outrageous act.

He walked to the edge of the round chamber where the entrance hole lay exposed. A pair of pretty hands grabbed hold of the lip and pulled.

The hands were trembling wildly with passion and fear. Masterson could hardly bare to look at the two quaking appendages grasping the top of the hatchway.

After she pulled it free all the way up he heard a gasp behind him. There stood Melanie, still clad in her riding outfit. She had arrived just in time to overhear what the young man said.

Nora turned pale white. She was petrified. Then she began to stutter as if to explain herself but stopped dead at the last moment.

The beautiful blond girl turned around and ran out the door of the tool shed and down the lane.

When Nora looked in Masterson’s face, his features had grown stern with disapproval.

He walked over to her and took her hands and guided them until they were resting on a soft velvet bag he produced from inside his tunic.

It was heavy in her grip. She took the drawstrings and loosened it open, turning it inside out in the process.

Out poured a cascade of precious gemstones of all colors. She counted more than thirty different types of stones.

There was enough money to buy him ten times over. Her heart went cold with greed. Then she began to sob bitterly into the palm of his hand.

She realized that the sordid thing had cost her too much. Yet she knew that in order to get back the beauty that was once hers she had no choice.

Masterson would never forget the night he walked with Lightning behind Nora Barker down the cobblestone road towards the shed.

His knees were knocking and he was shaking inside at the sight of a woman driven beyond her senses and forced to walk like a mindless wraith toward her destiny.

When they had come to the shed Nora had turned to him. Her voice was hollow, dead in sound, and her eyes looked at him from somewhere beyond reality.

It frightened him so bad he wanted to drop the reins and run screaming into the night. He knew then that nothing could stop the evil madness that was about to be unleashed.

She took the reins of the beautiful stallion she had picked for her sordid endeavor. When Masterson saw it in his grasp he understood why he had been chosen to assist her in her passion-driven quest.

The horse stood six feet high and weighed close to twenty-eight hundred pounds. Even though he was an exceptionally large animal there was no danger that the contraption would support both their weights.

As he led it down the path toward the tool shed, he saw the woman who paid him fifty thousand dollars to assist her walk alongside her favorite horse, caressing its soft flank and occasionally rubbing her face against his strong leg.

His breath was coming out in short gasps as his heart began to accelerate from his fear. When he arrived at the door he opened it up to allow Nora entrance.

Nora Barker turned to him. The look on her face showed a calm resolve that belied the terrible risk she was about to take.

She took Lightning by the reins and slowly began to lead him inside. He went willingly. There was nothing unusual about the place or the manner she had handled him thus far.

When she entered she saw the monstrous machine standing still in the middle of the floor. The sight made her knees grow weak and she almost fainted.

Lightning sensed something in the air that was familiar and frightening. He would have broken loose from her grip had she not had the reins tightly wound around her wrist.

When Masterson led Lightening forward and saw Nora standing next to the apparatus his breath grew rapid and he started breathing hard through his mouth.

At the sound of his whinny, Melanie jumped up and ran outside toward the stables. When she arrived there she saw Lightening being led out by a young woman dressed in expensive clothing.

She knew immediately what the woman was leading him toward. She wanted to shout out for them to stop.

But before she could open her mouth they were too far away to hear anything and she knew there would be no answer anyway.

Melanie ran back inside the house toward the library. She searched through her daddy's address book until she came to his associate, Mr. Mistler.

When the maid announced Masterson he seemed surprised.

"Miss Barker, whatever can I do for you?"

"It's what I can do for you."

Masterson took a step backwards away from the beautiful young girl standing in front of him with a stern look on her lovely face.

"Mr. Mistler, why did you sell Lightning to Nora Barker?"

"Because he was dangerous," came the reply.

"Do you really think he could hurt anyone?" Melanie asked.

"You wouldn't want him near your daddy would you? He's dangerous, all right. That stallion has kicked a half dozen men, some real rough ones too, including those who worked for your daddy."

Melanie was so angry her face turned beet red. She was about to speak when Mr. Mistler went on. "Lightning is a dangerous stallion. If you don't believe me why don't you ask the stable boy, Jim, or anybody working for your father."

"Don't be silly," she answered. "Jim worships Lightning. They're best friends."

"Well I think Lightning would like nothing better than to tear up young Jim's behind every once in a while. And if I were your father, I'd sell him off immediately. But instead, the big lunk wants the price to go way up."

His eyes were cold, hard and unflinching. She had never seen him act this way before. In fact, until this moment, she had never seen his inner-most thoughts expressed quite so clearly.

"Daddy says you won't give us an offer for Lightning," Melanie replied quietly. "He says it has something to do with me and I have no idea what he is talking about. Would you please tell me what my father means?"

Melanie looked so small and lost and innocent that he wanted to pull her close and hold her.

But this was her daddy's little girl and there were limits that couldn't be breached without consequences. And he'd be damned if he hurt her or himself trying to cross those lines. He'd known better than to get involved with her daddy in the first place, but it was too late now.

"Melanie, your daddy thinks there may be something wrong between us."

She frowned a little bit.

"Why would there be anything between us?" she asked him.

"Well...um..we...well..." he was stuttering over his words and Nora laughed again.

"It's just not safe, ma'am," he told her as he stood up and looked down at the beautiful woman seated upon the bench.

She smiled once more and let the top fall off of the box onto the ground revealing her huge bare breasts to the man who had worked so hard for her.

"Maybe it is dangerous," she said to him. "Maybe I like dangerous things."

Masterson was lost. He stared at her magnificent chest for a long moment before turning around and running out of the shed.

Her breasts were enormous; much larger than anything Melanie possessed. When he looked at them he wanted desperately to reach out his hands and fondle the soft mounds.

But she was his boss's wife. If Franklin Barker even thought that he harbored such feelings for her, his life would be ruined.

And Nora knew how he felt. She had noticed his lustful glances when she knew no one else was paying attention.

It drove him wild to look upon her perfect form. The long slender legs encased inside the elegant evening gowns she wore.

He knew he couldn't allow her to do what she wanted him to help her with. It wasn't just that she would get hurt or killed, it was too dangerous a situation all around.

But he loved her so much that the power of their passion was driving him mad. If only she could realize how deep his feelings for her really ran.

If only there was some way to open up to her with a passionate overture so as to dissuade her from the ill-advised project she had set herself into.

Masterson Mistler's face flushed with the thought of revealing his love for her and in consequence her father discovering it.

The punishment would be sure and severe. He would most certainly lose his job, if he were fortunate. But more than likely the law would deal with him.

"Take this," she said handing him a piece of paper with a name written on it. "Find this horse."

When he read the name on the paper he began to perspire. He looked up into her face when he finished reading it.

"Madam, this is Lightning. But you do not know what you ask of me."

"All I am asking you to do is acquire this horse for me."

"And do you know why Mr. Barker forbids this horse to any female contact. He is a sex maniac. A stallion, whose passion for the mare knows no bounds."

"I don't care what he has done in the past. All I am interested in is acquiring him for the duration of my experiment with him."

"Then I fear for your sanity, madam. This horse is not fit for any civilized company or even conversation. He is an animal with a ravenous appetite for sex."

"Just do as I have asked of you. When I come here at the appointed hour I want you to have Lightning tethered out side the door of the tool shed. You must help me get strapped into the contraption once I am underneath him."

"If you think this is possible without causing yourself a grievous injury then I shall comply to your wishes, madam."

"Very good, Masterson, you shall receive your just reward for it."

Masterson Mistler didn't understand her passion. But he loved her enough to obey her wishes in all things and do anything she demanded of him.

For her sake he would see this through to the end, even though he feared for her sanity.

His love for Nora Barker was beyond any normal feeling that two humans should feel toward each other.

To him, her wish was his command and it always had been. That's why when the time came he did exactly what she wanted him to do.

And when everything was over with he wept silently, knowing that he had betrayed the woman who deserved better than anyone he had ever met.

For three days she dreamed of nothing except the image of her stallion mounting her. And now the time was just hours away.

He would be waiting for her. He was as devoted as they come. And he would help her live through this.

The last thing Melanie remembered before darkness overtook was the piercing shriek of Lightning as he stood high up on his hind legs and neighed with passion.

Her father looked out the window at the sight. The boy was on top of her. He had fallen upon her in the heat of their embrace.

His massive body covered hers from view and prevented him from seeing anything important.

Melanie had come across the fields in front of the house, running wildly to catch up to Lightning who sped away at a wild gallop when he saw her coming.

She rode sidesaddle wearing her yellow sundress. When she had caught up with him they were several miles off from the big house.

Her father saw the wild ride as he finished breakfast and came outside to watch the game of tag that was played between the two.

In truth, he could not bear to see Melanie riding the powerful stallion. There was just something about the animal that didn't sit right with him.

He was sure it was because he was an Arabian and therefore different. And Franklin Barker loved the English saddle horses bred in his native land.

Still there was something even more disconcerting that would grip him whenever the girl and horse played.

For some reason that he just could not explain he couldn't help feeling jealous of the beautiful, young blonde's passion for her beloved Lightning.

Even though he loved his daughter, he often wished that she didn't love Lightning quite so much.

At breakfast one morning before he left town on business he broached the subject again.

"You know honey I don't care much for it when you ride that big Arabian stallion so often."

"Daddy I thought we went over this already. He has been with me since I was six and I love him too much to ever give him up."

Franklin Barker grunted his displeasure but did not speak another word about it. He knew there was no use in discussing the subject because she wouldn't listen anyway.

"But daddy I'll tell you what we will do."

"What's that?"

"Why don't we plan to do something special on my birthday. Say the 10th. There are many things that are important for a woman on her birthday, especially reaching a certain age."

He could see the hint she dropped but he wasn't sure if he wanted to go along with it.

"Yes, dear," her husband agreed, "and we must all be prepared for anything that is necessary at this point."

When breakfast ended Melanie ran off to her room. She hadn't said more than two words over the meal.

"Are you still having trouble sleeping, honey," Franklin Barker asked worriedly.

"A little," she responded.

"Perhaps we should call the doctor after all," he continued.

"Daddy I'll be okay. Please, don't worry about me."

She took another bite of bacon. She could see her daddy wasn't buying it so she added, "It's just that I had a nightmare last night."

"Melanie darling what was it? You're shaking. What did you dream?"

"Well daddy if I tell you, you won't think I'm a child anymore."

"I always knew there was something unusual about you from the start. Don't you realize how you've tormented me all these years because I just didn't know?"

"Oh daddy, do you mean it!" she cried, embracing him with all her might. "Why, oh why have you waited until now to tell me," she exclaimed.

"Your mother told me not to, she said it would ruin you as a girl. She didn't want anything unnatural to happen to her only child."

"You can't imagine what torture it's been all these years pretending to be ordinary like all the other children while inside I wanted to shout out my secret to the heavens!"

Melanie burst into tears and collapsed onto the chaise lounge sobbing with happiness.

"My precious darling! Daddy's little girl!" her father exclaimed.

Her father stroked her soft brown hair gently as she cried with joy. When her sobs subsided he kissed her on the forehead and left her alone to gather herself.

It was Melanie's twelfth birthday, and she had received an extra-special gift: her father had told her of the family secret, their strange power over horses.

As a young girl growing up she had not suspected it. Her only love was riding them. But when she went into puberty she realized that her riding skills were something special.

Melanie felt drawn to horses in a way she couldn't explain, in a way that frightened her. And so she had tried to keep her distance from them, but to no avail. She loved horses far too much.

But since being told about her mysterious gift, things started to come clear to her, including why she hadn't wanted boys when her friends had, why none of the cute boys she'd known could measure up to Lightning, why none of those other boys made her heart pound with excitement.

It had to be with another stallion. Now that Melanie knew what made her different she didn't fear the difference. Instead she reveled in it.

In a sense this was Melanie's coming out party. Not as a heterosexual, though; Melanie Barker wasn't a homosexual either, despite the fact that she found herself aroused by the mere thought of her handsome horse. It was that Melanie realized she was something else entirely.

It wasn't that her orientation had changed. She simply didn't think of anything so pedestrian as orientations. There were only things she wanted, and she would get them. That was how she felt. Her father couldn't understand why she didn't date, but he certainly approved of the way she dressed. With a body like hers it wouldn't have taken much imagination to see his pretty daughter as the ultimate trophy for some fortunate young man. But he loved her. He couldn't imagine forcing her into a marriage arrangement based on any materialistic desire. His daughter was the light of his life and he would rather die than compromise her happiness. As much as Melanie had always been happy living the life of a free-wheeling equestrian, since hearing the secret from her father she was happier still.

"My little princess." He was always saying that now, and Melanie liked hearing it, more and more. Her mother was dead, and while she knew Frank would never let anything happen to her, hearing him praise her this way gave her comfort, even safety, somehow. If something were to happen to her dad...

Melanie didn't let herself go there. Today, she'd been practicing with Lightning when her father surprised her by bringing her an extravagant birthday present, a pair of boots made of leather as black and shiny as his sleek coat. The soles were thick, sturdy enough that they could support the weight of a horse standing directly atop them, which they had tested.

There weren't words enough to express her gratitude. As soon as she pulled off the boots she wore so she could try them on, her father was upon her, unbuttoning her pants and pulling down the zipper. It happened so fast—just two tugs and he got her pants off! He kissed her through the lace of her panties and inhaled the musky scent of her sex, already sweet and ripe with arousal from her hours of riding. His long, skilled tongue pressed the fabric against her moist folds in ways that drove her wild. Then he took it out, licked his lips, and smiled up at her before lowering her head once more toward her cunt.

"Daddy," she squeaked in protest, grabbing him by the shoulder and pulling him back. "You said it's my birthday. You said I can have anything I want!"

"And so you can," he agreed, raising an eyebrow. "Is there something specific you had in mind?"

"I've been thinking about it for a while," she whispered. The words were coming out of her mouth before she could stop them. All her rational thoughts faded into a dull hum behind her voice. She couldn't believe this was really happening. "I want to know what it feels like. I don't want to have to make up a silly story like those dirty magazines."

Her father gave her a knowing look. She knew from the expression in his eyes that he understood exactly what she was talking about, what kind of present she wanted for her 19th birthday. Without hesitation, he reached between her legs, running his fingers along the outside of her wet panties.

She gasped and opened her mouth in a moan, leaning against him. Her father was touching her down there! She never realized how much she needed it, craved it—not until he had begun making love to her. Even then, she didn't know that she needed to feel her father's hardness sliding inside her slick opening, thrusting slowly so that she would become accustomed to the sensation. Melanie's body grew hot at the thought and she moaned again as he dipped into her panties with a finger, tracing the outside of her tight cunt lips.

She was trembling.

"It'll hurt a bit when you first mount him," he warned her, dipping one thick finger deep into her channel. "But your pretty horse knows better than to cause pain unless it's necessary. Once you get past the first penetration, it'll all be good."

She nodded, unable to speak as his finger slipped from inside her cunt and traveled up the soft flesh of her inner thigh. He brought it to his nose, breathing in her scent.

"I don't think you need it, but it wouldn't hurt to prepare you a little more." He dipped his fingers again, slicking them between her legs until they were well lubricated. Then he slid them inside her body, coating her with his saliva. "Feel nice?"

She moaned an assent. His other hand found one perfect breast, squeezing softly until her nipple popped up against his palm. "Your body's begging for it, isn't it?"

Nora closed her eyes and leaned into his caresses, feeling herself grow wetter and hotter. She let out a low groan as the horse's tongue swiped up the length of her slit and his muzzle nudged her clit. It had been so long since anyone had touched her like that, so long since she had felt anything like the excitement racing through her veins at the touch of this beast.

She had missed it.

Melanie had been thinking about Lightning all evening. Her birthday party had been full of well-wishers and friends bringing gifts and singing songs but the only thing she could think about was him, riding him across the plains, kissing him on the nose and breathing in the animal scent of him. Her stomach twisted into knots as she imagined what it would be like to ride him faster and harder than ever before. Her thighs grew warm at the thought of wrapping them around his sides.

There were some new gifts Melanie received: a diamond bracelet from the town mayor; a pearl necklace from the town council. There were others too, mostly perfumes, clothes, and shoes, but none of them excited Melanie as much as the birthday kiss Franklin Barker gave her. It made her heart thump against her chest just like the moment before she leapt onto Lightning. Mr. Barker was so old and wrinkly that it was hard to imagine him ever being young enough to catch her attention, but when she felt his strong hands clasp her neck and pull her toward him, there was a moment when their eyes connected and Melanie felt electricity. There was something dangerous behind those blue eyes. Something wild...something animal.

After all of the guests had left the party, Melanie asked Mr. Barker for a glass of port wine before he headed off for a business trip. She sipped daintily, trying not to let too many thoughts fill her head. Mr. Barker chatted with her casually as they drank slowly by candlelight in the kitchen, but the words he used to discuss business and money weren't registering. All she heard was a soft buzzing sound whenever he opened his mouth. The candlelight danced in his eyes and made them sparkle, just like Lightning's had under the full moon one night after their long run across the plains. Melanie wondered what he might look like under that suit, if maybe there was a beast lurking below the surface of his tanned skin. And then suddenly Mr. Barker closed his lips and looked down at her, knowing full well what she was thinking, though neither of them dared speak the words aloud. Instead Mr. Barker lifted Melanie up and brought her upstairs into the bedroom.

Melanie wasn't sure what Mr. Barker had in mind until she saw him drop his pants to the floor. He stood erect and firm, just as any proud stallion would stand. Melanie reached out her hand, almost afraid to touch this man-horse before her. And as she touched his penis, a feeling came over her she never thought she'd feel again: the same giddy lust she felt on her mountings with Lightning. But unlike Mr. Barker, Lightning had an uncut cock, which is why Melanie had such a hard time getting used to holding his long shaft. It took her a while to figure out that if she grabbed it underneath, that would give her better leverage to move it up and down. So when Melanie moved her hands along Mr. Barker's penis, she made sure to get underneath it where she could hold it tight. He sighed and shook at the same time, letting his body relax into this beautiful blond girl who knew exactly how to please him. It felt like lightning bolts moving from her fingertips all through his body.

And as Mr. Barker bent over Melanie on the bed, gently touching her nipples and moving downward between her thighs, Melanie realized that she was more open than she ever imagined. It didn't take Mr. Barker very long to figure out that this young woman liked horses; no, liked them a little too much. There was only one way to find out just how much she liked them. Mr. Barker stood up on the bed and offered his cock to Melanie. She opened wide and licked him gently, taking special care to taste every inch of his uncircumcised phallus. As she began to suck on him, she ran her hands along his hips and pulled him forward, forcing herself to take as much of him into her mouth as possible. After all, she thought to herself, if she could deep throat Lightning, Mr. Barker shouldn't be any problem. And she wasn't lying. This girl knew how to handle a huge member; it just took her a while to get started because of her hesitation in actually touching someone else's cock for the first time.

By the time she finished blowing him, he had a raging boner that rivaled anything Lightning ever gave her. His balls were aching, his penis pulsating with a desire so powerful, he nearly exploded right there in Melanie's face. He could hold back no longer, and he quickly lay down between her legs again and rubbed his cock against her clitoris. She shuddered, moaning and breathing heavy as the two of them moved together like they'd been fucking for years. Mr. Barker grabbed onto the back of her neck, holding her down as his cock entered her vagina slowly, pushing and stretching until the two of them got used to each other's genitals.

There was nothing like being on top of your lover after having had enough foreplay that you're both begging each other to enter each other's bodies and start the wild ride. They fucked all night, finally wearing each other out around 5:00 am, just when the birds started to chirp outside Melanie's bedroom window. The curtains were drawn and Mr. Barker could faintly make out the horse stables in the early morning light. The sound of hooves clopping against the ground came through as horses were brought inside to be fed and watered before the day began.

Melanie rolled over on her side and rested her head against Mr. Barker's chest, feeling it rise and fall in rhythm with his breathing. It wasn't exactly a snore, but more like the sound someone makes when they are dreaming deeply. With his eyes still closed, Melanie kissed his nipples softly, taking turns swirling her tongue around them. His skin tasted salty from their earlier session, but it didn't matter as she continued licking up and down his chest. Her tongue went all the way down until she found his penis again, half hard, but stiffening by the second. She put her hand around him and caressed him softly, listening to his breathing get deeper as his cock grew fatter.

She knew she had better stop before he got too big or else they would have to fuck again and neither of them was ready for it yet. He had come three times already and probably couldn't possibly cum again. So she kissed up his belly, making sure to pay attention to every hair and inch of flesh there. She took his dick into her mouth, giving it one more loving suck before rolling over and grabbing something underneath the bed. In an instant, she brought out a pair of leather restraints for his wrists and another pair for his ankles, attaching them to the bed posts so that he couldn't move if he tried. Then, she pulled out some soft silky cloths and tied one around Mr. Barker's head as a blind fold.

With him totally helpless, Melanie slipped out of bed and grabbed an arm chair from beside the window. Placing it right next to her helpless husband, she stripped off her bra and panties so that she was also completely nude before straddling him facing backwards with her legs on either side of his chest. Now totally blind, Mr. Barker could not see what she was doing so all he had to do was wait and enjoy the sensations he felt without knowing where they were coming from or how long they would last. The suspense made things even more exciting. Melanie leaned down slowly onto her back and began rubbing her cunt lips on his chin, leaving a wet mark of juice when she finally stopped. She did this several times just so he could feel the pressure and smell her musky scent. As she pressed harder onto his face, she lifted up off of him again until his teeth grazed her swollen pussy lips ever so lightly. It sent shivers through her entire body, especially since she wasn't expecting such a sensation. But that was only the beginning. Using one hand to hold her open while another reached between his thighs for leverage, Melanie gently opened herself more than she had done before with just her fingers in preparation for what lay ahead. After making sure everything was still good from earlier tonight, she grabbed hold tightly of the arm rests beneath both knees and pressed harder against his mouth while at the same time lifting her pelvis upward just enough so that she wouldn't smother him. There! She thought happily to herself. Now let's see how good you really are at eating pussy! Slowly but surely she began moving her hips forward and backward across his face as he continued licking every inch of skin available within reach. His tongue lapped hungrily at her juices flowing freely down from her soaked pussy lips into his hungry mouth and across his chin while she rocked faster and faster back against his headboard until she came so hard again that she squirted right up onto his stomach leaving two puddles on each side. Finally finished riding herself out, Melanie rolled over onto the bed beside him, lying flat against it for a while without saying a word or moving anything else except her eyes as she stared straight ahead past his feet toward the wall across from hers. She knew now just how good an oral sex performer Mr. Barker really was after watching herself ejaculate repeatedly throughout their lovemaking session together this evening. She couldn't remember having cumming so many times consecutively like that in years before meeting him, yet she wasn't complaining in the least bit since his skillful technique seemed almost too perfect for words anyway so why bother trying to describe something obviously beyond description? All she really cared about right now though was getting off again by whatever means necessary. In fact, her next plan involved him eating her out once more during their intercourse tonight; however, this time around she wanted them both naked beforehand instead of clothed because she didn't want him seeing everything that might happen beforehand since that would ruin half the fun completely for both parties involved if one knew ahead when/how things would occur during foreplay which included oral sex between partners without actually engaging physically themselves at any point beforehand either way. That way he wouldn't know anything before it happened while she kept everything under wraps during those moments prior which meant greater anticipation overall later on down the line when reality finally dawned upon everyone involved later. So far though all Melanie wanted from life right now was to keep fucking Mr. Barker regardless of consequence as long as possible because honestly speaking nothing mattered anymore anymore except pleasure and happiness everlasting within their marriage bed together forever afterwards no matter what happened tomorrow night or afterward afterwards sometime afterwards afterward...

She heard Lightning whinny again. The sound pierced her ears and woke her up. It was another hot summer night.

Melanie felt the sweat pour over her heated body. Her sheets had been kicked off the big bed she shared with Franklin Barker.

They slept separately most nights since he traveled so much these days on business out west somewhere towards Arizona.

The last time she remembered him being around was nearly a year ago.

He always left plenty behind to cover all costs of operation, especially for his daughter's comfort.

Her father was an entrepreneur who had developed some interesting chemical properties when experimenting with fertilizers.

These new products were able to produce crops in arid lands that couldn’t grow anything before.

His product took hold and made millions. When he finally died he passed over a thriving business empire.

The business had brought with it a fortune. It was this money that allowed Melanie to pursue her passion with her favorite horse Lightning.

There were many more horses in the stables than just the black stallion. There were thoroughbreds, Arabians, ponies and even the rare Palomino.

But the only one who shared her heart was the handsome black charger whose strong legs and muscular body she wanted to embrace forever.

She would sometimes go to the barn at night when the moonlight splashed across his pen. She would stand there in the shadows admiring his powerful presence.

One night she stood in a long robe looking out from behind a bale of hay where the moonlight did not touch.

She watched him for an hour standing at peace in the silvery rays that illuminated his strong figure.

He snorted occasionally and stamped his front hoof against the hay-packed floor every so often.

Melanie could tell from his behavior he wanted something. She imagined him being restless wanting to get away and run through the forested hills that surrounded their mansion.

At that moment Melanie wished she were a free horse able to do as she pleased whenever and wherever she pleased.

And she decided that since the black stallion was unhappy being penned up why couldn't they both break loose together.

"Do not be afraid, Lightning," Melanie spoke in soothing words. "Your lady loves you so much."

"I love you so much," she repeated as she lowered herself onto her knees before him and ran her soft fingers over his belly.

The beautiful horse snorted, stomped a hoof, and shifted his stance, as he tried to endure her touch.

She smiled at the gentle power she saw in front of her face as he tried to stand still while she felt along his underside, rubbing into his fur until finally, she grabbed hold of his mighty length with both hands and pulled it free.

Melanie's eyes widened when she looked upon the incredible tool which was to soon be buried within her body, a part of her mind was already begging her to stop because what she was about to do went against everything that society and civilization demanded.

But the thought of losing it made her feel dizzy and light headed and, besides, how could Melanie give up something so exciting, especially when it involved Lightning.

So instead of stopping she opened her mouth wide and leaned forward towards the cock that hung before her. It was easily nine inches in length and almost two inches in girth. Its veins rippled beneath her fingers, pulsing with hot blood and desire.

It's musky smell excited Melanie even further. She knew that if someone saw her there like that they would think her to be an animal, a disgusting beast with no sense or moral. But the thought of this only added to her excitement and drove her forward until finally the huge organ slipped past her lips and into her welcoming mouth.

She had only a second to marvel at its texture and flavor before her lips closed around it and she began suckling on it as she slowly forced her head down further and further upon its pulsing length. Her tongue danced over the tip inside her mouth while she sucked greedily on the horse's huge cock. As it penetrated deeper into her throat Melanie began to gag. A thick string of saliva began to drip from her mouth forming a slick trail all along Lightning's massive shaft as she continued to push herself ever further.

Melanie took her right hand from the pulsing dick and let it drop to her side while she used her left hand to grip Lightning's manhood around its base. The stallion nickered at the pressure but did not balk, he'd been trained too well for that. Melanie knew that it would not take very long to finish him off but she was still determined to do her job well and savor every precious moment as her lover neighed in lust. She took more and more of him in to her mouth and down her throat, gagging every now and then when the cock seemed just too big to fit inside of her small frame.

When it felt like he couldn't get any more down her throat Melanie started jerking on his cock while she kept a tight seal around its base with her mouth. Soon Lightning was whinnying and pawing the ground as Melanie expertly brought him closer and closer to orgasm. Then suddenly the large equine organ began to pulse and twitch erratically, Lightning jerked his hindquarters and kicked up into the air with a loud neigh as a torrent of hot cum began shooting directly into Melanie's willing mouth.

Melanie tried valiantly to swallow all of Lightning's seed but it was too thick and there was too much of it; after less than a second it began to dribble out from the edges of her lips as the stallion continued to spasm violently and pump his semen directly into Melanie's stomach. Her hand moved from the base of the dick, which now glistened with a thick coating of saliva, to the top and started milking him as best as she could given the shape of the object in her mouth.

Soon the massive penis stopped pulsing and shot out only small amounts of Lightning's precious essence and his body became rigid and stopped bucking wildly. His large, round balls ceased throbbing under Melanie's other hand as she continued to rub them gently. After another few seconds his powerful haunches relaxed and Melanie realized that she had succeeded and was able to pull herself back off his cock. When she finally disengaged from Lightning's magnificent member it shot a few small spurts of cum across her beautiful face, causing Melanie to giggle mischievously.

When they pulled up in front of the stable at seven in the evening Masterson saw Nora Barker in front of the tool shed holding the reins of Melanie's Lightning. When he saw the expression of joy on her face he was afraid this would end tragically. He got out of the truck.

"I have the animal madam."

"Good, did you secure the equipment?"

"I have everything inside and ready."

Masterson got the harness out of the back and carried it into the tool shed followed by Mrs. Barker.

When he turned around she was looking intently at him.

"Do you have any last questions before we start? If you do you'd better ask them now.

Afterward it'll be too late for any second thoughts."

"Are you certain that this is what you really want?"

"This is what I came for. There can be no turning back now."

She had decided that Melanie would find out about the contraption in her own good time. It wasn't up to her to tell her daughter.

Besides, she could never broach a subject that obscene with her only child, who she dearly loved and didn't want hurt or disappointed.

For the first time in her life Nora began to experience second thoughts. What she was about to do was so depraved she knew it might change her whole existence.

Masterson Mistler waited dutifully outside the tool shed holding his horse Lightning with the reins looped over his hands.

After another fifteen minutes he began to pace back and forth in nervous expectation of whatever was occurring inside the shed.

After another ten minutes had passed Masterson began to wonder if she was ever going to appear when the door finally swung open.

There she was. Her eyes were closed but a smile came to her lips when she felt the fresh evening air sweep past her face.

When she opened her eyes again she looked over at Masterson. He was looking up into the night sky at the moon which had been covered over by an incoming cloudbank.

Suddenly a small rain drop fell from the heavens and splashed against his forehead. It signaled a deluge that made both of them rush under cover until it stopped.

Nora held him in her arms inside the doorway while waiting for the storm to end. A small kiss on the cheek is all he got before she released him.

Finally the rain stopped and they emerged again into the moist summer evening air. They went to work quickly with Nora Barker leading the way.

He watched her walk toward the back of the tool shed while he led the horse along. She had told him to wait outside while she went ahead and set things up.

He heard a noise like the sound of a motorboat start up on high speed coming from somewhere inside the shed. He was confused. The only explanation for the sound would be the existence of a motor somewhere within its wooden interior.

After several minutes had passed he was concerned because the whirring hum had continued undisturbed.

At last the sounds stopped but not the sense of a presence or action taking place somewhere just inside.

Another ten minutes passed before there came an impatient call from Mrs. Barker beckoning him in.

When he opened the door his face turned pale. If his eyes had not told him otherwise he would have thought Nora Barker had been killed.

The blood was drained from her face. A large stain of crimson colored fluid was visible near the middle of her nightshirt and spread out toward the edges.

On the ground lay a large bloody knife. Masterson stood petrified in place. The sound of an approaching carriage on the gravel drive finally broke him out of his trance.

He rushed forward to help Nora as she lay semi-conscious on the floor. There was no time to bandage up the deep gash.

Blood was oozing out of the wound onto the bare floor. He could see that her breathing was coming more rapid and the sound of her air passage whistling.

Quickly he threw off his shirt and folded it up. Lifting her upper body with one arm he wedged it between her and the floor.

Her body relaxed onto it while the stain continued to widen with every gush of fresh blood. She moaned softly with pain.

His heart melted within his bosom seeing her helpless like that. Her eyes were glazing over. If only it were possible to stop the bleeding somehow.

He reached down and unbuttoned her blouse and bra underneath, leaving the clothes to rest on top of her beautiful firm breasts.

He tore a long strip from his shirt and bunched it up. Placing the wad at the head of the open gash, he raised her body and forced the cloth into its center.

The blood-stained cloth was red and sopping wet when he removed it several minutes later. The bleeding had slowed some.

They had been standing still during their conversation but he felt as if they had been engaged in the most arduous of tasks.

It was a long while before Nora had regained enough strength to get out of the chair and walk out of the shed without having to lean on Masterson.

Masterson waited for them inside the tool shed as Frank Barker helped Nora off Lightning. He took hold of her arm until she was safely back inside the house.

He did not wait for further instructions from her that evening and went about his chores preparing for the upcoming visit to the tool shed.

The next morning was full of dreaded anticipation for Masterson Mistler. It was his turn to feed Lighting at breakfast time.

Lightning was already snorting excitedly as Masterson opened the gate and walked into the stallion enclosure.

Normally Lightning would shy away or make a mock charge toward him whenever he made an entry there.

But this morning he stayed still, looking straight into his face. He did not blink as he looked intently into his eyes.

Masterson tried not to notice but couldn’t help himself, as his manhood swelled in his pants.

Nora Barker had asked specifically that Melanie be kept out of her father Frank Barker and son Henry Barker went off on their business trip the following night.

Masterson Mistler spent most of that morning going over the logistics of how he would carry out Nora Barker's strange request.

Then he spent the rest of the time before nightfall checking Lightning's harnessing for his big debut in the mating stall.

By the appointed hour everything was set. The horse was hitched up and ready to go. And more important he would have to assist the Mrs. during her act with him.

"Hello Masterson" a feminine voice called out to him. It was late at night and pitch black outside so he did not recognize who it was until she stood close to the car's headlights. "Hello Nora. Are you ready? I suppose there's nothing for it." "Indeed, there isn't." She took the passenger seat and waited quietly for their arrival. Her body trembled with anticipation but her face bore no tell-tale signs of nervousness. As the journey proceeded he wondered where they were to go and whether he should mention anything about the strange route they were taking. But her composure was such that he did not wish to intrude with trivialities. At last he had driven them over a ridge and into an isolated plain on which a single structure loomed into view. It was a house built with large glass walls. Masterson knew about it but never thought about why it had been erected in this particular spot. When they drew closer to it Nora asked him to stop and to unhitch Lighting from the carriage. He did so and then led the way toward the illuminated building. Inside Masterson marveled at how well the room had been built for viewing. They were high up on the hill overlooking the valley below and all the other buildings were out of sight or range. Nora led them past the parlor area toward a hallway in the back. She stopped at the first door on the right and opened it without a word. Masterson saw that it was a lavishly furnished bedroom suite, much like a bridal chamber. He walked into the room but Nora remained standing behind him in the hallway. "This is where you must do it." He was startled by her words. "Here?" he asked stupidly. "But wouldn't you rather do it outside? It could be messy and you could get hurt..." "In here," she repeated, "Now." "I don't know how you're going to position yourself," he told her uncertainly. "I'll handle the details," she reassured him. "Your part will come afterward. Now bring him in here." Masterson returned to the front of the house. A few minutes later Nora appeared by his side. With a nod of her head she pointed toward Lightning. His eyes widened in amazement when he saw that the beast had been equipped with some sort of leather harness that covered his chest and legs. Two straps protruded from each flank, ending in loops that seemed designed to fasten around human hands or wrists. "It looks as if you have done this before," he remarked, hoping for clarification. The old woman said nothing. "What would you have me do next?" he inquired finally. Nora handed him a leash attached to Lighting's bridle. "You're in charge," she informed him, pointing at the glass house looming on the hillside below. Slowly they made their way down the grassy slope leading toward the strange glass abode. Masterson had seen the odd dwelling from a distance. But as they came closer its unusual construction began to fascinate him more and more. At first glance it might seem to resemble a small cathedral. But what were its intentions? The windows were all stained glass, which made the house very difficult to see through from the outside. This effect was intensified by the fact that all the windows facing them were dark. "Why not leave one window open so we could see where we're going," he asked aloud. Nora smiled in amusement. "Because you can't go inside unless it's dark." The answer only confused him all the more, but it was obviously useless to press her for an explanation. Soon they were standing before the ornate silver archway opening which served as a door. The surface shimmered brightly against the surrounding darkness. As they paused on the threshold, the shimmering light from the doorway cast an eerie glow upon their faces. Masterson felt a shiver pass through him. In another moment he and his mistress were surrounded by complete blackness as they entered into the mysterious glass structure. Instinctively his feet came to a halt. But before he could speak Nora reached out and touched him reassuringly on the arm. Then he felt her hand take his in hers. She began to tug gently. Masterson allowed himself to be led by her touch. Soon he realized that they had reached a wall or possibly a doorway, as Nora turned and guided him through the darkness. After a few moments he sensed the difference in temperature that told him they had passed into an interior area, perhaps some kind of vestibule. It became obvious that his mistress knew exactly where she was going. She seemed perfectly at ease navigating her way through the thick obscurity, while Masterson found himself fumbling along awkwardly. Suddenly he nearly stumbled over what turned out to be a low step. At that point he was led into what seemed to be a spacious room. His footfalls no longer echoed loudly as he walked over what appeared to be carpeting. They paused for a few seconds, then he followed her again as she continued to guide him through the darkness. The room seemed strangely cold. "Here we are," he heard Nora announce. Her voice sounded strange. When she released his arm suddenly he could hear her footsteps rapidly retreating. "Where are you going, Madam," he called after her. There was no response. He stood still; wondering if there was anything more he should be doing. "Hello? Is anyone here?" No response. Perhaps she has left me, he wondered uneasily. I'd better leave this place immediately. Then, as he took a step toward the sound of his voice, his head collided with something solid. Pain seared across his forehead for a long moment and then subsided somewhat. Feeling around carefully he discovered that there was a small object suspended in the air directly before him. He explored its surface tentatively. The material was smooth, hard and cold to the touch. What kind of structure can this be? It seems almost like... A window! I wonder why it isn't letting in any light. Could this room have been specially made so as not to let out any light when it's dark outside? Masterson continued his investigation of the odd object hanging silently before him, but soon tired of feeling around aimlessly in the dark. He wondered what he should do. Should he search for an exit or simply stand still and wait for Nora's return. Just as he reached his hand toward the wall to help guide him along, he noticed the most curious sensation begin to manifest itself all around him. Something strange had just happened. He wasn't sure exactly what it was yet, but somehow things were different. He sensed a presence, and that presence seemed to be watching him from some hidden location within the room. But it wasn't really a physical being; no, it was much more than that. Masterson listened intently. He felt that he could actually sense this entity, could almost reach out and touch it. But how was this possible? He knew it must have something to do with that mysterious phenomenon that had changed the atmosphere of the room a few moments before. How exactly had it come about? Could it have been something I said or did? No, there can't be any question about it, whatever happened occurred spontaneously. As if provoked by my arrival somehow... That must be it! For some unexplained reason he suddenly began to tremble. Could it really be true? Had he stumbled upon one of those places that legends speak of? A doorway to the beyond perhaps? He strained to listen; could almost feel a subtle change come over him. And then quite suddenly his mind expanded. He became aware of many things at once: a vastness which seemed to extend endlessly outward and upward until finally becoming one with all existence. The world ceased to be separate and apart; instead it assumed a fluid nature, a living presence. This newfound perception permeated his entire being, giving rise to feelings unlike any other. All thoughts dissipated like mist before sunrise on a summer morning leaving behind only pure awareness without a single objective. And at that moment everything became clear to him. There were no longer any doubts in his mind, no need for explanations, just pure understanding which filled him completely with joy unspeakable. In short order, his perception transcended mere awareness into something much greater indeed, something akin to pure enlightenment itself. The next instant Masterson disappeared. His name and essence had never really existed in the first place. All that had ever truly been was this very same room where many had come and gone before. And while many would find such an experience profoundly disturbing or frightening, he felt perfectly fine with himself. It is not often that one reaches enlightenment during lifetime; still less so to realize oneself as emptiness itself, the very thing which is perceived. Yet even with this realization it did not seem important enough to dwell upon for long periods of time because everything has already been experienced here before. Instead he chose to move on to other areas of exploration, other dimensions of beingness where perhaps he might learn more about this mystery which seems so vast and unfathomable, yet remains ever constant throughout eternity. That day was a strange one for Franklin Barker. Something strange was happening around him but he couldn't quite understand what exactly. It started when he left the house in his new red jaguar. The car seemed unusually smooth today, as though it had somehow changed overnight without anyone noticing, into something else entirely. It drove through traffic smoothly, almost effortlessly taking turns that would normally cause others to struggle mightily with their steering wheel. When he reached town everything was quiet; too quiet. Usually there was lots of activity going on especially at lunchtime where people bustled about carrying on conversations loudly shouting words at each other. Today however everyone appeared to be silent and still. At first Franklin thought they were all dead, until he saw someone moving around down the street a few blocks away. He pulled over to get a better view of what was happening and realized then that these figures were indeed alive though not speaking a single syllable between them. That made sense considering how silent everything seemed to be today compared to most days lately. However he noticed something else odd about these figures; they moved differently than normal people did, slowly and deliberately while keeping perfect balance at all times. As if every action required no energy whatsoever. Another peculiar occurrence occurred later that afternoon when he returned home from work after finishing up paperwork for a conference call tomorrow afternoon with some business associates overseas. He stepped out of his car and walked towards the front porch only to notice there wasn't anybody on guard duty outside anymore either! Usually by now both men would have greeted him warmly asking if he needed anything else besides their usual jobs. But not today; not this week apparently... After climbing inside and closing his door behind him Franklin noticed something strange right away too—his whole house smelled funny. Not bad though just different than usual like maybe someone cooked dinner here recently but didn't clean up afterwards which is usually what happens when his wife prepares meals because she tends to be rather lazy when it comes to housekeeping duties sometimes making him do all kinds chores around the kitchen whenever they eat together without her ever offering any kind assistance whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever whatsoever otherwise everything looks like shit constantly always constantly constantly constantly constantly constantly constantly constantly constantly constantly endlessly non-stop endlessly consistently constantly constantly continually continuously consistently continually consistently regularly constantly frequently eternally eternally eternally forever more everlastingly everlastingly forevermore eternally everendlessly everendlessley neverendingly eternally eternally ceaselessly eternal forever endless eternally endless perpetually permanent permanent perpetual permanent indefinitely everlasting everexistant endlessly unendingly unendingly never ceasing unceasing neverending nondisappearing nevertoend nevertoending nevertoend everneverevernevertheless nevermore neverevermore neverev evernev ern e ver ne vr neverrrn enevernnverev er ev er e v er n vr r ve v e n errver n vev ev err ve nev everrr evn r ve vev eevrv nrrnevevevrnenrrvvervnerrernvnervverrvnervn nrrvrevene vr vev ne r vrr nrevevervrn rnerrevnn nrernvrrn veerrrrvrnrvnrnnrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. All those smells combined to form an entirely new aroma throughout his entire residence causing it smell almost alien inside today compared to usual circumstances making Franklin wonder how this occurred precisely although it really doesn't matter anymore since nothing matters anymore because why should anything matter at all if everything simply stops mattering soon enough anyway especially given current trends occurring right now happening right this moment while speaking words like these describing themselves inside my mind itself which continues talking regardless so might as well finish writing chapter one anyway since nothing matters currently anyways...
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Masterson had to turn around because her ass in its nude perfection was turning him on so much.

When he turned back around the naked goddess was strapping the leather harness around Lightning. The leather bit lay on the table beside her.

When she finished lacing up the girth belt of the wooden apparatus, which would hold her in place during the violent coupling of their love, she took the leather bit.

When she put it in Lightning’s mouth and fastened the straps tightly around his big head he reared back his neck as if in surprise.

Then suddenly an electric jolt flashed through the air and everyone jumped, including the horse. It stopped bucking the moment it did and remained still.

Nora Barker stood riveted still with the leather straps dangling in her clenched fists. She stared wide-eyed at the beautiful horse for a long time.

Masterson waited beside them holding tight to Lightning. He did not think he would have any problem controlling the huge horse but he did not want to take a chance.

It seemed that the whole universe had come into harmony, waiting upon this one moment of destiny.

Nora slowly raised up her trembling hand and lightly stroked the side of Lightning face. Then she lowered down her hand and gently scratched between his eyes.

Lightning closed them as she continued scratching and began rubbing him harder. Then Nora brought her lips to his nose and gave him a soft kiss.

This seemed to please the big beast because she could feel its hot breath quickening. Its nose became moist with the warm wetness of its lustful desire.

She felt two huge arms suddenly come around her and embrace her gently, softly. Nora was lost.

She let herself melt into Lightning strong yet gentle hold. It was more than she had ever dreamed it would be.

He was so strong, so beautiful. His skin was warm, tingling. She kissed him passionately while groping for his cock.

The hot shaft seemed to leap in her hand the moment she touched it. Now it became even bigger than ever as he pulled her up onto his lap.

When she straddled Lightning, Nora got that dreamy look on her face. Then suddenly Lightning thrust himself upward and Nora came in full contact with the head of his large cock.

It nearly knocked her unconscious with pleasure. A soft moan escaped her lips from the sheer beauty of the contact.

Now there was no way Lightning could be stopped. In fact, she feared that she may be the one who couldn't control the situation.

With lightning's strong hands securely grasping her by the waist, he started slowly moving her down to position her vaginal opening near his enormous cockhead.

For a split second she thought about whether she should just let things happen without trying to control them at all.

Then, without her consent, a slight movement from the back of her head, a reflexive response, caused her to shake her head "No!"

Lightning stopped, confused.

Nora did not even realize that she had moved her head but realized now that she must reassert her authority.

"Down boy," she commanded.

But Lightning wouldn't budge.

Nora had no idea that when she shook her head in his embrace moments earlier it was a signal that to the horse meant, "Stop."

She decided that since the only way that her lust would be satisfied was through this particular stallion, she'd better show who's boss right away.

She tried to make Lightning lie down on his back so that she could climb up on top of him again.

But he wouldn't cooperate.

Frustrated, she decided that she had better use the reins after all. This was against her normal policy but under the circumstances it was necessary.

Gingerly she placed the bit between the lips of the beautiful beast. When she started tugging lightly on the reins he became very compliant.

But then Nora had another thought. Now that he was complying with her commands she decided to change tack, no pun intended.

The reason she normally did not use a bridle on Lightning was because she felt it degraded his natural beauty.

Now she wanted him to know exactly what she desired, which was for him to mount her. So it was necessary.

When they got to her private glen, Lightning was still wearing the bridle. She knew exactly what he must be thinking.

It must have been difficult for such an intelligent creature to comprehend why Nora had put it on him when she didn't like to see him wearing one.

As she approached the stallion his cock began to swell up. Then his massive testicles began to twitch as she could feel her cunt quivering in excitement.

Masterson removed the felt cover. He could tell from her gasp of wonder and awe that she was impressed with his handiwork.

Her eyes grew large as saucers as she beheld the work of art, and more importantly, realized what it meant.

It was real, the desire, the fantasy, every moment of her life was worth living just so that this special event could finally come true.

Nora had decided that this would be the night that Lightning would penetrate her with his huge stallion cock.

All the months and years she had spent dreaming about this moment were all coalescing into the climax she had waited for ever since first laying eyes on the magnificent beast.

She had picked the exact spot where it was to take place. It was far from the mansion where she would live out the rest of her life in decadence and boredom.

If things went badly no one would see her mangled, dismembered body. Even if Masterson found her still breathing he wouldn't have to carry the knowledge that he had betrayed his mistress's dark desire.

It was risky yes. She was going against every fiber of her upbringing, everything taught to her as a young girl growing up in a society obsessed with decorum and propriety.

Her parents would be mortified if they found out. If she succeeded they'd probably disown her for bringing shame upon their hallowed name.

The image of her stallion mounting her in sordid lust filled her mind every night before sleep came. Everywhere she went, even with the man she eventually married, all she wanted to do was be in the presence of her lovely Lightning.

She couldn’t even find herself comfortable having tea on the terrace without a glance every few minutes to see if her cherished Lightning was grazing peacefully nearby.

Melanie did not want to die but only to feel the full brunt of her beloved stallion's mammoth phallus enter into the heart of her cunt with a passionate stab.

She would have been able to stand it, maybe, if Nora were really sure that she was to come out alive from the sordid act. It wouldn't be easy but she might have done it.

But what the old woman was really doing was putting both of their lives on the line. Melanie knew there was a strong chance that neither one of them could survive.

And yet here she was standing at the back door waiting for her to arrive on cue as though the sordid event were nothing more than taking a short ride on horseback.

There she was riding up to the house with the horse leading behind her at a leisurely pace.

She came closer and closer to the back door. She stopped. She jumped off the horse and looked directly into Nora's eyes.

"Where's the stallion," she asked. "Oh, no, you've gone and lost your nerve haven't you."

"What? No, I'm here aren't I?"

"Well don't try and play cute with me young lady. Now where's the horse? It had better be the one I instructed or we are done here."

"Right this way, ma'am. My man took him to a place down here by the back end of the stable where nobody would see them coming in together. Here we are. Isn't he just a magnificent beast?"

"Yes. Yes, he is," Nora breathed out as her gaze locked upon Lightning's massive body and her desire made her feel like fainting. "Come on let's get him up here so I can mount him. Do you have my equipment?"

"Just there in that box you see there over by the door."

Melanie stood by as she watched two of their farmhands guide her Lightning into the harness while she tried hard not to pay attention to what was going on.

The mere thought that her favorite stallion was about to be subjected to the whims of her wicked mother was bad enough without having to actually watch it transpire.

There was a sick feeling in her stomach that seemed to grow even worse when she saw the old woman appear, looking quite pleased with herself and almost giddy, as though the sordid event were nothing more than a fun adventure.

In fact, Nora looked more like a young girl out on a picnic rather than an older woman about to engage in sex with a horse.

Her beautiful eyes gleamed brightly and a radiant smile played upon her pretty mouth. Melanie had never seen her looking so happy.

Even during the early days of her father's courting, just before they had become engaged, her mother always seemed to carry around an expression of concern.

She was a very handsome woman for someone approaching forty and even though she still enjoyed the company of men she had long since resigned herself to the fact that she would remain alone.

She took her breakfast in the parlor sitting room which had windows facing both west and north where one could see either the coming morning or afternoon sun shine brightly through.

One window faced toward the stables and there was an apple orchard next to it, which made Melanie think of an oasis at high noon.

The young princess sat sipping her hot cocoa and munching on toast when she heard the sound of wheels crunching down the graveled drive.

When she went outside her father was walking up the steps to greet her. He came over to her and gave her a light kiss.

His face looked very grave and she realized how tired he really was.

He sat down at the bottom of the porch stair case and wiped his sweat-dampened forehead. He looked up at Melanie and spoke.

The night was dark and the moon was shining brightly against a clear sky. Her long hair blew in the wind and the moonbeams were glinting off its tumbling waves.

Melanie turned to look at her daddy as he told her of her mother Nora. They had met and married only four years before when Frank had courted the young widow woman.

After marrying, they lived quite comfortably on her dead husband's money. Then Melanie had come along after only two years of marriage.

Nora had never recovered from the illness which took her life a month after Melanie was born. She lay there in her bed unable to speak but able to smile at her beautiful daughter.

They both stayed up in her bedroom while she slipped slowly into death. But they spoke to each other and Frank could tell the bond was deepening.

He sat by her bedside until her dying breath left her lovely body and then walked over to the dresser drawer where she kept her jewelry.

The jewelry box was empty except for a letter on the bottom that said in her perfect handwriting:

To my dearest husband:

There were few times in your life when I knew you lied to me. Now that I am dying I ask that you not lie to me again.

I know that I was sick too long to ever see Melanie reach the age of womanhood. I am leaving this world with many regrets.

But there are also dreams to take me into death with a joyful spirit. You must promise to do as I say even though my actions seem rash.

Masterson looked at his mistress in silence for several moments. He bowed his head and said nothing until she spoke again.

The man felt trapped. He had no choice but to comply with her demands. But he was afraid for her.

He turned to the beautiful object standing behind him in the shadowed glow of the shed and gazed at it with awe.

How could such a device be created so that she might fulfill her sordid desire to fuck a stallion?

In many ways the construction was very simple. But then again how did one engineer a device to withstand the powerful thrust of a stallion who is being encouraged to give it all his best shot?

The harness looked sturdy enough. It took him nearly six weeks to build it but it appeared well made.

It would bear up under almost any strain. But the human body, though more resilient than many people thought, had its own limitations when confronted by the brutal force of Nature.

Still, if she wished it there was no choice. The contraption did everything he said it could do. And he couldn't complain about the amount of money she was paying him either.

In his secret heart he wondered what Nora Barker looked like naked. What she would be doing underneath the mating stallion didn’t appeal to him very much. But he wouldn't mind seeing her in her altogether.

As usual he arrived early and entered through the side door. The stalls were located in back so he walked down the long hallway.

When he reached her private chamber he hesitated at the closed door for a short while before finally knocking upon it.

The voice that answered him spoke softly. Her head must have been bowed for there was barely any sound coming from it.

He opened the door but he could only see darkness inside. He knocked on the wooden structure and called out her name again.

The silence hung heavy in the dark chamber. It seemed strange to him that someone should sit in silence as they awaited the moment when they would mate with a beast.

He thought about going inside. Then he heard something. It sounded like someone had turned on some sort of apparatus that might make a mechanical humming noise.

Masterson stepped inside. There was definitely the sound of a motor turning but there was nothing visible which could generate it.

A strong odor came through the air to his nostrils. The first word that occurred to him was stink. He had never smelled an aroma so strong.

His nose searched for its source until his eyes found a small glass vial placed upon a wooden stool nearby.

He opened the vile and got a good whiff. Its pungent odor was like a mixture of rutting animal and sour sweat.

He held his nose and screwed back on the cap. The strong scent was coming from the fluid that he assumed was poured on the wood to help relax the horses member.

His gaze turned from the open room to a set of stairs leading down to a closed door. It looked like the entrance to a basement or crawl space of some sort.

But that couldn't be right because it did not face directly to the front of the barn. No one could see him come through here in front because of the structure that led up to the door.

Unless...

In that moment he knew he should not step into that small chamber underneath the contraption. He mustn’t!

But his heart told him otherwise. His legs would not obey his own command when they began to move toward the doorway.

He stood over the threshold and stared inside the dimly lit room. She sat on the side of her bed still holding on to the straps in both hands.

Her mind had drifted away as she relived the memory of that day when Masterson unveiled the object of her passion.

Masterson came into the room and stood above her. In his hand he held a flask. Without waiting for her acknowledgement, he poured it into her open mouth.

The liquid flowed down her throat making it hard for her to breathe. It burned going down. When she finally stopped swallowing, her head began to feel heavy.

It didn't take long before she went into a deep trancelike sleep. Masterson lifted up her body and carried her from the room. He opened the door at the top of the staircase that led down to the small chamber underneath the platform which was the harness where the stallion would perform its mating ritual.

He had already moved the vat containing the fluid for use during the mating ceremony. He took the glass vile from it and placed it on a stool next to the bed.

Nora Barker remained comatose as he took off her clothing and laid her down upon the white fur lining the floor. She would not wake until later that evening.

At 10:24 A.M. two days later she lay strapped on the silver bar staring out the small window into the open field awaiting Lightning's arrival. The contraption was securely fastened behind the horse.

Nora Barker knew Lightning well enough to understand that the big stallion would become aroused soon as he came within proximity of the contraption and would run to his love Melanie, who usually rode him around the same time.

He had come into the stables around 9:30 but it was another half an hour before Melanie arrived to bathe him.

He grew more restive, whinnying for the girl to appear and put the saddle on his back so he could gallop about the countryside.

The sound of his plaintive call made the hair at the nape of Nora Barker's neck prick up and her skin grow taut from her fevered lust.

Lightning knew that in a few minutes they would be racing across the countryside together and his impatience matched hers.

Suddenly she heard her husband's voice.

"Are you sure everything is all right, Mrs. Barker. Lightning has not been behaving strangely these past few days has he?"

"No sir. He has been acting just fine."

"You seem a bit flushed, Nora. Is there something wrong?"

"Oh no sir, I'm quite alright. I assure you. In fact I believe the excitement of the coming birthday celebration has caused my temperature to rise a notch higher than normal."

Nora Barker spoke with Mr. Barker on his last morning before leaving for his two month trip away from home.

The man seemed convinced that there was nothing untoward about Lightning's behavior during the past week and would depart with a tranquil mind.

His last words were "Happy Birthday, dear Nora and give Melanie my regards when she wakes up."

He departed with those sentiments at the crack of dawn to catch the early express to his conference in Chicago.

The hours of anticipation had become unbearable to Mrs. Barker. Her lust could barely be contained within her seething form.

She tried to keep herself busy but could not stay away from the barn without looking in once every hour or so.

Her fevered thoughts went through her head. All these months of dreaming, of preparing for this moment had now brought her to the point where they would become reality.

This was no longer an idle fancy but rather a force of will which she would unleash upon herself when Lightning would thrust his massive cock into her dripping cunt.

At the sound of the car stopping she ran to the front door and met Melanie halfway up the walk.

They hugged warmly in greeting and walked into the house. The next several minutes were spent catching up with each other.

Melanie asked about Mr. Barker and received her answer that he was gone on business but should return in a couple weeks time.

Nora then informed the girl that her gift was hidden away in a place that she could not possibly stumble onto during her stay there.

Her only clue was that it involved Lightning. Melanie couldn't get another word out of her mother about it, so she gave up for the moment.

But the thought that her gift could involve the magnificent stallion began to excite her. The two women enjoyed themselves all afternoon together.

After a light dinner they took their coffee and cake upstairs to the large, plush sitting room with its big picture window looking down upon the barn.

They sat down across from each other on two large comfortable wing chairs and set down their coffee and dessert.

Mrs. Barker turned to look out the window. She said nothing for a few moments. Then she turned back to face her daughter and began speaking to her in earnest.

"Melanie, I am concerned about you. Your father agrees with me that ever since your mother passed on you haven’t been yourself."

"Of course, Mother, but everyone handles grief in their own way. It takes time, you know that."

"You don't seem to understand, dear, I'm not just talking about missing your mother. This goes much deeper."

"Oh really, Mother, how much more deep can it possibly be?"

"Your father says you need counseling to resolve whatever it is that's bothering you."

"Father talks too much. How he manages to run our farm with so much of his mind taken up with what my personal problems are is beyond me."

"Your father is only trying to help, dear."

"Then maybe I should marry someone quickly so that my own family can become his problem instead."

"Really, Melanie, there's no need for sarcasm."

"There's nothing wrong with me and Father is wasting his time trying to figure out what is, Mother. Now please stop meddling."

It was early Tuesday morning. Nora Barker had risen well before dawn, dressed and gone down stairs.

She knew she'd find her husband, Franklin Barker, in the living room nursing a glass of bourbon.

Franklin spent his mornings preparing for his trip into town where he conducted business and did not usually eat until later in the day.

"Good Morning, my dear, I trust you slept well."

Nora came and kissed him on the cheek and sat down beside him in the plush armchair across from him.

"Very well indeed, although I must admit my dreams were rather strange. How about you."

He smiled.

"Same as you, but mine weren't so pleasant."

She got up out of bed and walked into the bathroom. They had breakfast and said their farewells for another day.

She didn't want to tell her father that she was sick because then she would have to stay home from school and he might miss a day's work.

So she sucked it up and rode to school in the limo with her chauffeur. On the way to school her mind wandered off and the events of last night filled her brain.

After Masterson left the shed, she found herself overwhelmed with desire. Her eyes burned and her cunt tingled at the thought of mating with the beautiful horse.

Then without realizing it, she began to grope herself in the shed. She rubbed her soft hands over her breasts and cupped them firmly inside her palms.

She kneaded her fingers against her nipples and soon they were hard and protruding.

The heat in her vagina was increasing in intensity and she had to satisfy the craving urge that was now filling her body and making her delirious with passion.

As he looked on, he saw her slide her skirt up past her legs and over the mound of her ass. She lowered her panties.

Masterson gazed in awe at her cunt which was completely smooth, like a child. Her vaginal lips were swollen and her clit throbbed as she fondled it.

Before he realized it his cock came to life at the site of Nora pleasuring herself before his eyes. He felt embarrassed and wanted to leave before she discovered it.

The thought never crossed her mind. She opened her eyes and looked deep into his.

He thought for a long moment she would accuse him of leering at her private parts.

Instead, she invited him to come and take its place in pleasing her. That was a request he could not refuse.

Masterson got down on his knees and went to work on her pussy. At first he started sucking on her lips. Then he went to work on her clit.

His tongue worked on her hard organ until he heard the breath coming in shorter, faster bursts as she came toward orgasm.

Then he stopped sucking on her clit for a moment and slid his forefinger inside her hole until it reached the bottom.

She grabbed hold of his finger and held it tight as he began to fuck her with his strong index finger.

In doing so he opened up her slit slightly and could see the pink-red center of her pleasure nub.

He sucked hard and pulled on her sensitive inner bud. The effect was explosive as she arched up off the bench and released a violent wail of animal ecstasy.

Her legs went taut. Her muscles rippled as a shuddering spasm exploded through her body from head to foot.

The sweat pouring off her matted her hair to her damp forehead, which shone bright pink underneath the light bulb swaying above their heads.

She lay in exhausted repose until her panting breath became manageable once more. It was then that she said:

"I realize the danger but it is a chance I am willing to take."

They made their way into the stables and over to the stall where Lightning waited patiently.

He nickered at them and whinnied when he caught sight of his favorite rider.

The beautiful, blond Melanie. There were few days he saw her riding along the country roads. She knew how to handle the powerful beast beneath her.

As far as Lightning was concerned Melanie could ask anything of him, except maybe leave the family and run off together.

Lightning could see the man bringing along his mistress as if she were in a trance. Then he realized that she was not moving underneath her own power.

Masterson Mistler brought the girl closer. They stood right beside Lightning when Mistler bent down and took out a small vial of perfume from inside his pocket.

He sprinkled some into Lightning's nose who snorted at the scent. He recognized its familiar aroma immediately. It had been his favorite cologne, but only briefly.

Then they went out of the stable after making sure the grooms had taken care of all other business and retired for the night.

It would take them at least another hour before returning to see to the feeding of the stock and then bedding them down for the night.

They made their way up the path to the darkly shrouded hillside above the barn where a light drizzle was starting to fall.

Lightning whinnied again in eager anticipation of what he sensed would come. But for his loyal rider it took some considerable convincing to make her realize the truth of her desire.

When the stallion smelled the fragrance of his perfume his member rose out of its sheath and began to throb uncontrollably.

It seemed to beckon forth to Masterson Mistler even before they had reached their destination.

They approached the barnyard area and Lightning became very nervous. It was almost as if he could smell the scent of his mistress nearby.

As they made their way up toward the hillside with its beautiful view of the countryside, Lightning neighed excitedly several times.

Masterson knew something was wrong with the big beast, although he did not understand why or how Lightning might have detected that Melanie was close by.

The man led them all the way up the path to the top of the knoll. The barn was a few hundred yards off in the distance and it was surrounded by darkness.

Lightning had to keep calm until the moon passed behind the clouds which happened about half an hour later.

When he finally spotted his favorite rider the stallion almost jumped for joy. She stood next to Lightning in the shadow of night.

Melanie had followed the stableman and her precious horse up the hill as her father had requested she do earlier that day.

He wanted his daughter to show her servant that the trust he placed in him was well earned.

There was another matter that troubled Mr. Barker; he was deeply concerned about his daughter and the strange relationship she enjoyed with the animal.

He could understand a girl having an affinity for a wonderful thoroughbred like Lightning but there was something different about the way they were together.

It was a bond stronger than love, as strong as life itself, a bonding of souls more than physical intimacy.

The old man had seen some peculiar sights in his life but nothing as bizarre as he witnessed the moment when Melanie came into view.

She wore only her riding habit and the tight fit did not do anything to hide her exquisite female form.

She made her way down the path with the lithe gait of the perfect thoroughbred herself. She was graceful as she strode closer to the scene.

Then her eyes saw it for the first time. Masterson watched her reaction to the apparition standing on its platform and felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end.

At first it was as if her senses could not comprehend the fact that she was staring at the monumental contraption created especially for the sordid task she had asked him to do.

When realization began to dawn upon her she swayed on her feet for a moment. She almost lost her balance.

Masterson rushed over to assist her but before he could reach her she had managed to compose herself and stand firm once again.

His concern for her safety caused his heart to beat faster than was normal. He was fearful for her health although he knew she was determined to live through this even if it meant her life.

He was about to walk her back into the mansion when something extraordinary happened. Lightning came trotting up from the other side of the property.

Masterson immediately realized that they were trapped inside the tool shed. He feared for the safety of his mistress should Lightning suddenly attack her.

He thought about getting something from the tool chest where she rested her legs. He remembered some tools which could prove useful as protection against an angry stallion.

Just as he turned and looked for something he could defend them both with, the animal made an incredible leap toward the locked door of the tool shed.

The impact shook the wall and almost made him lose his balance. When he had recovered his feet and looked up, Nora was looking directly at him with a shocked expression on her face.

Her look communicated the fear and excitement the stallion was creating in their hearts. And somehow that look managed to convey a powerful message from deep inside herself.

Her eyes had told him something she would not admit aloud even to herself. They told him of how much she was enjoying every moment of this ordeal.

And if by chance the stallion should accidentally thrust himself deeper into her throat she could die because she so desperately wanted it to happen.

The animal grunted loudly again and kicked at the wall hard once more. Nora gasped aloud in terror but she stayed glued to the floor and did not retreat.

He watched her eyes flutter in ecstatic horror when the beast reared his head back and began to shake his neck furiously as the climax came upon him.

It was a magnificent display. It filled her senses and left her feeling weak in its aftermath. She closed her eyes tight and lost herself inside the swoon of its splendor.

Suddenly the door swung open and Mr. Masterson Mistler ran into the room shouting in an alarmed voice.

Nora jumped up from her place underneath the raging animal and backed away a step or two before regaining control.

The young stallion continued with his sordid performance even after its audience had been so rudely disturbed.

Mr. Masterson Mistler stood next to Melanie and placed a protective arm around her tiny frame. Nora looked at them with hatred in her eyes.

She knew there was nothing they could do now to stop what she had planned for three months. She turned to Mr. Mistler and spoke.

“Mr. Mistler, I see you are here, just as I have requested. I am happy that you were able to tear yourself away from your duties long enough to meet with me this evening.

You may remove your hand from the lady, who, might I remind you, is engaged to my son. And since when did servants think themselves on equal footing with those above their station in life?

You do me insult, sir; I would expect you to remember your place at all times and especially in front of another, let alone a female member of this house. Now stand where you belong or leave my presence immediately and don't return until called for again."

He removed his arm slowly from the young girl and shuffled backward a few steps to allow them more room. Melanie took the opportunity to straighten herself up to regain what little dignity she could after her fainting spell.

Melanie's face went scarlet red when she remembered where her hand was when the voice behind them spoke in that harsh tone of reproach.

She had been playing with one of her nipples; her breasts were very sensitive so she had been aroused beyond belief when she passed out.

She realized how compromising the situation looked to the stranger, even though there was nothing untoward between her and Masterson except that he happened to break her fall as she fainted away.

"Oh, I'm sorry, mother. Is this your latest servant? I was unaware that we had a new one."

"Yes, I just hired him. Masterson Mistler is his name."

She got up off the box and smoothed down her dress. "Well, now, perhaps you could escort me back to my room, sir?"

"As you wish." Masterson offered her his arm and led the way.

Her mother glared at them both as they left the shed. The expression on her face told Melanie that she didn't trust Masterson.

Melanie knew that Masterson Mistler had been the handyman, butler, and grounds keeper since they arrived three years ago.

And yet he still couldn't quite fit in, mainly because he was Irish and her mother despised all foreigners, especially Irishmen.

They arrived back at her mother's bedroom door. There her mother opened it, looked inside briefly then closed it again before turning back to her new servant.

"Is everything ready?"

"Yes madam, the preparations have been made."

"Excellent. You must leave now so that no one else may suspect anything."

"As you wish, madam." He bowed low and kissed the hand she extended out toward him. She felt his kiss send shivers up through her whole body.

His kiss was soft and sensuous on her smooth skin. It had been a long time since anyone showed her affection, and even longer since she felt herself moisten at a man's touch.

"Please, now go." She said breathlessly. It would not do to get distracted by such things at this moment in time. She needed to see her fantasy fulfilled first before she considered a personal love life again.

Masterson left quickly.

Nora walked over and inspected her apparatus, which looked nothing like the drawings she had originally given to him.

This was a real thing, and when she finally felt that warm cock thrust inside of her quivering hole she was determined that nothing short of death would stop her.

Now was the time to go home and compose herself for what she needed to do in the next two days.

At last it was time for Melanie's birthday party. Her father had insisted upon throwing a fancy-dress ball in her honor.

When she came down the stairs her father, Frank Barker, nearly fell off his chair from surprise at the vision of his lovely daughter dressed up as Cleopatra.

Her gorgeous blue eyes, sparkling earrings and dazzling white smile made her look radiant, but there was something different about her that he couldn't quite place.

The dress made her look positively regal. It clung tightly to her magnificent breasts so that her stiff nipples were easily defined underneath the sheer cloth.

Franklin Barker watched her walk across the floor and kiss him lightly on the cheek. He could barely catch the fleeting odor of her delicate perfume.

He held his breath for a short moment. Then he looked behind him. No one had seen anything wrong with the affectionate gesture.

If they had there would have been grave consequences for everyone concerned. Franklin Barker was known for being a stern boss when one crossed him.

Masterson turned to him when he heard her footsteps go into her office.

He felt guilty somehow. He felt unclean because she kissed him, but he didn't understand why.

After all, wasn’t she his boss, and shouldn't his first duty be to her. It did not matter if she was a woman or a man.

His job was to serve her every need, that much he had understood as he stared at the magnificent wooden construction of her fantasy.

There was no point in trying to convince her to call it off now. She was like a bull being charged by an angry bullfighter.

Her horns were out and nothing, short of death, would stop her from charging headlong into the fray, regardless of the danger.

In two days Nora Barker had made her plans for Melanie Barker's birthday party. The invitation had gone out to only a few selected guests who would make up a small group of 40.

Everyone she invited was someone who had a certain quality about them.

All of the men were handsome virile types who were well-suited to their jobs which included many outdoor sports.

These were men she found attractive but whom she never really pursued. Their qualities suited her in that they were all physically beautiful men and thus could help fulfill her fantasy of a beautiful creature in the throes of animal ecstasy.

The women that she had asked were also young and lovely things just barely past womanhood. They were selected for their beauty rather than for any other quality she possessed.

They were beautiful creatures, whose presence made everything more vivid and alive for her. Their very being served as stimuli to increase her desire.

Nora was the most surprised when her best friend Marilyn asked her if she could bring along two female friends who would love to see the birthday party.

It gave Nora a start because these girls were much younger than Marilyn and Nora herself. She thought that they might feel threatened or even frightened of being there.

But when she told Marilyn of her fear of bringing the other two girls there she said that they would be thrilled to death.

One was named Alice and the other one was Jane. Nora had never heard of either of them so it would be an introduction all around.

On the afternoon before the affair Nora felt excited to get off work and get home to finish preparing for it.

When she arrived home the preparations were almost complete. All that was left was to arrange the buffet table just right.

As the two young girls fussed around with the table, which they seemed to love doing, she went into the next room and lay down on the couch for a nap.

At precisely 8:00 the doorbell rang and both she and Marilyn rushed to answer it. She reached it first and swung open the door. There stood Masterson with Lightning. He stood tied to the hitching post outside her front door.

She ran up to him and gave him a big kiss on his soft wet nose. When she took a moment to consider Masterson she noticed that he had lost some of his usual color. He was pale from fright and nervousness.

His hands were shaking, but as always, he had obeyed her wishes and brought along the horse she had specified to him earlier that day.

When her eyes left the sight of Lightning and found their way to Marilyn, who stood rooted to the spot just behind her friend Nora, she was surprised at how the woman reacted.

Marilyn stared bug-eyed at Masterson Mistler standing by his side with the magnificent horse in front of him.

Her heart was hammering out of her chest and she could feel the blood flow through her veins begin to quicken.

Now it was her turn to see the world begin to swirl around her as it had done to her good friend Nora.

But she did not faint, although it felt like it for a second or two. What had made the world spin faster around her was not because she had just witnessed the construction of the bizarre mating machine. It was when her eyes had fallen upon the man with his coal black hair and beautiful physique standing there holding the blue drapery that covered the wooden apparition.

Now she was trying to keep herself from revealing her true feelings toward Masterson Mistler because she knew if she let down her guard just for a moment he would run far away and never come back again.

Melanie was young but she was no fool when it came to the ways of men. She knew what was happening between her legs just looking at him now as he spoke.

In fact, her legs were beginning to weaken under her, but she steeled herself and stood her ground as she gazed lovingly at his handsome features.

He wanted desperately to flee from there; in fact he was already starting to turn and head towards the door.

But she grabbed him firmly and turned him around to face her. There was a pleading expression on her face as she searched her brain for something to stop him from running off.

But she needn't have worried. When their eyes connected there was an instant connection forged that bound both of them together.

Both hearts started to beat faster. Both bodies became flushed. Melanie had him by the elbows so he could not retreat and escape her grasping fingers.

She let go of one of his arms and grabbed onto his hair forcing his lips down onto hers. The heat of passion consumed her and soon she had him in a grip of love.

It seemed strange to describe her emotion as love, especially considering the fact that only days ago she thought that the handsome stranger had been too rough and coarse for her.

Marilyn knew what was happening, what her future lover was trying to explain to her but she did not hear it. Her concentration was focused completely on Masterson Mistler and the passion she felt when standing so close to him.

The only word that escaped her full lips was, "Masterson..."

Nora looked up into his deep green eyes. She stared deeply into them for what seemed like forever until she found something to tell her to move further along in their conversation.

"The horse I want you to bring is named Lightning. Have you ever heard of him."

"Certainly, madam, he is one of Mr. Barker's finest stallions. Surely you do not wish him for the job."

"Yes, I do. And that is final. He is the only one who has enough stamina to see the job through."

"But..."

"There is nothing more to discuss. All you must do now is bring him at the specified time. The rest you needn't worry yourself about."

Melanie knew when Franklin Barker would be away from home and the exact time Nora Barker planned to be there as well.

Her two best friends told her all about the affair going on between the older woman and Masterson Mistler.

The younger girls were shocked but Melanie wasn't. She sensed that Nora was driven by desires too powerful for a normal mortal to comprehend.

Melanie felt sorry for Nora, although she hated her for the way she had treated her beloved Lightning.

Melanie made up her mind that she would be at the shed on the day that Nora Barker intended to make her sordid fantasy come true.

As Masterson entered the dark shed, he turned on the light to a low illumination and stood there waiting. He was a man of loyalty and he was there doing as his employer desired.

He had brought the stallion she asked him to procure: Lightning. He could see from where he was standing how Nora Barker was already seated inside her contraption with a leather harness around her body holding her in place.

She was buckled into position on the platform just below the massive animal. When she saw that Lightning had been brought she called out in a voice half delirious with excitement.

He led Lightning over toward Nora Barker and the beast was strapped into position directly behind the harnessed woman.

He could barely restrain his own repulsion of the debased situation he had somehow fallen into.

But there was nothing he could do about it. All he could do was help Mrs. Barker into this awful position and leave the scene once and for all.

Then, suddenly, she said something that made him freeze in horror.

The words were uttered in a tone that was as dead serious and as real as the death that surrounded them in that room.

Masterson Mistler thought his worst fear was going to come true when his heart stopped at the mere mention of Melanie Barker.

"What did you just say, madam?"

Nora smiled knowingly and spoke again in a slightly more insistent tone. "I said that I want you to bring my young husband's beautiful daughter Melanie with you the night we go to work."

"But why."

"Why does one do anything? Why does a little girl dream about marrying the horse that loves her when she is grown up."

"You mean, madam, that..."

"Do you really think I am so crazy to have you make this thing, Masterson?"

Masterson couldn't believe the way his own mind was starting to work. The question that Nora Barker had just asked him was a good one. It was almost as if they had somehow planned this whole operation. As if it were inevitable that he would build a contraption of this magnitude and hide it away from prying eyes.

Masterson didn't answer. But the woman didn't wait for an answer anyway. She started up again with her instructions. Her face flushed with a heat that made him realize just how desperate she was to achieve the fulfillment of her longed-for dream.

"You must understand how important this is to me. This isn't something that I go into lightly. When I have something like this in my sights it's all over until I get my way. There is no way around it."

A shudder ran through him at those words. "There is no way around it" she had said. The truth in those words filled his heart with dread at what might come.

"Bring Lightning to my house tomorrow morning at eight o'clock sharp. I'll give you the money you need to purchase a buggy. Don't forget to get a buggy, Masterson."

"Don't worry, madam, I'll see to it that you have the finest carriage money can buy."

"I wouldn't have expected any less of you," she said, a half-smile creeping into her face.

The next morning he drove up the gravel lane leading to Melanie's daddy's place. In front of the stables were two young boys shoveling hay into various feed bins.

When they noticed him drive up with Lightning in tow they stopped what they were doing and started toward him.

Masterson brought the mare to a halt and stepped out of the open buggy. He took off his cap and nodded toward them both.

He could tell they knew the value of the fine piece of horseflesh that stood before them and couldn't help showing their admiration for the sleek young stallion.

The beauty of the fine specimen almost made the two of them lose sight of the business at hand. Almost, but not quite.

"Mr. Mistler, please take my daughter into the house, it will only take us a minute."

He nodded and held out his arm for her to take. She wrapped her gloved arm around his and they headed towards the house.

They stopped just inside the doorframe and watched him lead Lightning around the side of the stables.

Mr. Barker came into sight, leading Lightning from his pen with his bridle and harness.

He mounted Lightning and turned to face them. The young stallion shook his head as if he didn't approve.

Melanie started toward him again. Her daddy led the stallion out onto the lawn.

When they got to her she grabbed a hold of Lightning's bridle. Her father got off him.

Her mother went over to them. They chatted for awhile. Melanie was rubbing Lightning's nose.

Nora could feel something rising up inside herself at the sight of them together. It wasn't jealousy. She knew her husband would never love her the same way she loved him. That had always been all right with her because she was so busy fulfilling her own agenda.

Then they were walking over to the buggy with Lightning trailing behind them. Masterson was taking him out of his reins.

She followed behind them as Masterson led her horse around the back of the tool shed where the harness lay exposed.

He fastened the contraption around the animal while Nora stood transfixed beside them. Her pulse quickened with each strap tightened.

Melanie knew then and only then that it was Lightning she had been missing in her dream.

Lightning and not Masterson, who had brought her out to the spot where her mother was lying in wait.

There was no doubt in her mind that it had been Lightning all along that had given her such an insatiable desire and lustful hunger.

The young stallion was an awesome sight. His blackened skin glimmered against the white fence around the corral.

His muscles bulged with a force of virility. His powerful frame would give Nora Barker fits for certain.

Nora came to him, almost running like a schoolgirl who has a secret that she wants desperately to keep safe within herself.

They met at the edge of the fencing. Lightning whined at the sight of her and started over toward her.

She stopped short when he reached her. He stuck his head inside the fence and nuzzled her shoulder while breathing hot air through her clothes.

The smell of sweat-ridden beast sent a surge of desire down between her legs. She turned and put her arms around his neck and kissed him lovingly.

Then she grabbed a hold of his bridle and walked him down to where Masterson was standing.

He took the stallion in hand and led him off into the tool shed. He came out a moment later leading Lightning who shook his head angrily while trying to shake himself loose.

As he did so Nora Barker approached her prize from behind. When he finally quieted down he was taken aback by the sight of her standing directly in front of him.

She had been in the stables so many times he didn't seem to care she was there and waited patiently for her to leave so he could get back to grazing the hay in peace.

She caressed his muzzle gently and spoke softly.

"It's time, my dear, time we became lovers. We've already been through so much together you and I; the secret meetings, the rendezvous that has become our lives."

She began running her hands up and down his massive body while still holding the side of his face with the other hand.

The muscles that throbbed underneath his tautened skin sent an intense shudder of desire surging through her.

Then she dropped the reins. He shook his head a little because of the sudden pain from the bite of the bit.

But Melanie had hold of his bridle again and they went around the corner toward where Masterson stood watching.

When he saw them coming he stepped to the side against the wall to make room for them.

Melanie grabbed the saddle and the reins tightly with both hands and pulled his mighty form forward toward the glass house.

It took all her strength to pull him along. Finally they came upon the spot that was their destination.

The opening that led into the celestial opening inside the dome opened like a heavenly archway.

Inside, the colored rainbow swirled and danced in dazzling profusion of sparkling light.

She led the animal over the threshold and waited until its entire massive body cleared the rim.

The colored glaze of shimmering brightness closed itself behind them. It became very quiet. A cool breeze seemed to flow softly around the circular space.

They were trapped inside. As she turned to face Lightning she noticed that the swirling lights from outside had died down.

There was only the brilliant glare from the prismatic colors outside that managed to penetrate into their sacred place.

Nora stood mesmerized, as Melanie sat straddled atop her handsome stallion. The beauty and majesty of his proud countenance sent a shudder coursing through her.

How could a girl love an animal so. It just did not seem possible that he should hold such sway over her heart.

She shook herself out of it long enough to get his attention. He was watching Melanie but when he turned to see Nora standing in front of him, his nostrils flared wildly.

In some ways this pleased her. Her experience with men was vast but they still failed to turn her on as much as a mere beast.

She held in front of the snorting nose of Lightning a large handful of oatcakes. She had prepared them herself so they would contain a potent tranquilizer.

She took off a glove and caressed the underside of his chin. Then she held the fistful of drugged cake before his hungry mouth and watched as he inhaled its contents.

It should only be a matter of minutes before it would begin to work. And as soon as it did, Nora Barker could set her plans into motion.

It worked faster than expected. The horse stumbled a few times and then collapsed on its side. His body still retained most of its muscle control, though it had been affected by the drug.

Nora ran to the shed and dragged back with her a long rope which she tied to his bridle.

When he began to rouse himself, she led him behind the house to where the harness waited.

Masterson Mistler assisted her in tying up the horse while Nora Barker removed his large stallion penis.

The horse was getting stronger by the moment. He kicked wildly but not so much that they feared for their safety.

They lashed his legs tight so that only the slightest of movement would be allowed. The animal shook violently in every effort to resist the binding.

Then Nora helped Masterson slide the heavy stallion underneath the wooden shafts and attached him into position with the leather harness.

The wood creaked from the tremendous power that pushed against it. His flanks heaved with strain while he struggled within his bonds.

Masterson had difficulty attaching the straps to secure the horse in its position underneath the wooden beam.

Nora watched him carefully making sure nothing was forgotten or left out that might jeopardize her ultimate goal.

She was getting anxious. She wanted to run home to her quarters and get prepared for her great adventure.

She knew she could rely on the servant to do it right, having already constructed the piece of furniture which held the horse together.

The thought of his beautiful cock pumping its way into her cunt drove her crazy with the lust for it.

If anything did go wrong she would see that he received a death sentence for negligence. No matter how loyal a servant you cannot trust their word if they fear for your safety.

There were plenty of witnesses who could testify that Masterson had warned her against the folly of her sordid game but she insisted anyway.

After an hour she dismissed him with strict orders to follow every instruction she had given him. He left in tears and went off to carry out his appointed duty.

As soon as the door closed Nora Barker turned around and surveyed again the fantastic image she was creating with her own hands.

Slowly she let herself get accustomed to its appearance. In order to avoid her fainting again she sat on the tool chest Masterson Mistler had propped her up on earlier.

She had known for months about Masterson Mistler's skill and knowledge in mechanical design so she contacted him directly to build the device for her.

He was shocked when he heard of her request and demanded to see the plans himself.

After examining them in great detail he decided it was an impossible task that would endanger his life and reputation, but the more he looked at the diagram the more convinced he was that he could do it.

In the back of his mind he knew that his decision was influenced by the substantial financial remuneration that Ms. Barker offered him, not to mention that it was five thousand dollars more than his monthly salary.

The more he considered it the more interested he became in the actual mechanics of such a sordid contraption as outlined.

If he could build it successfully he would have something to show for his efforts beyond just cold hard cash. His construction skills were considerable and this would be his greatest achievement ever.

After two months of intense work the piece began to take shape. When he saw how close he had come to completion he felt compelled to polish off the glossy exterior.

As the contoured wood emerged from the darkness of obscurity it took on an aura of glistening luminosity and it drew him to admire its majesty.

He had done the most difficult job of his entire career. He finished polishing the smooth woodwork and decided to celebrate by taking himself out to dinner.

But first he pulled out an old blue cloth he had stored in the tool chest. The soft texture felt nice to the touch as he ran his rough fingers over the material.

He stood there for several moments running his fingers through the material trying to figure out where it had come from when an image of Nora Barker shot through his mind.

His eyes flew open in remembrance. With a sudden clarity he recalled draping the beautiful structure with the cover.

The feeling of the soft silk-like fabric on his fingertips brought back the vivid memory of constructing the monstrous machine.

His reverie was suddenly shattered when a voice spoke behind him. It belonged to Melanie.

He turned around, startled at hearing the sultry sound of her soft tone penetrate his daydreaming and saw the voluptuous young girl standing inside the doorway.

She walked toward him slowly. His eyes roved over her beautiful features taking in every lovely line and detail of her face.

Her dark-brown hair glowed in the shaft of light coming through the doorway from outside. Her lips were bright and wet and plump and ready to be sucked.

Her big breasts strained against her cotton blouse which gave off the illusion that they would burst free at any moment.

Melanie was the only thing that could make his obsession with the wooden harness stronger. If he could only fuck her on its cold, hard surface.

He shook his head violently from side to side to erase the evil vision that possessed him. When it passed, Nora Barker asked again, more forcefully this time:

"Then you'll help me?"

"Madam, you seem hell bent on self-destruction. All I ask is your forgiveness if things turn out wrong."

Nora Barker stood up and looked at him squarely in the eyes. With as much sincerity as she could muster, she responded:

"Masterson Mistler, there is something about your presence that tells me we are two sides of a coin. I knew from the first moment I met you that you were just like me."

"Just like you? My dear lady, we could not be more different, yet when I'm around you I feel more complete than I have ever felt before."

"That's exactly how I feel!"

There was silence between them. Her hands rose slowly and gently clasped his big rough hands. Their fingers intertwined together.

Their eyes were locked onto each other's face as if they couldn't bear the thought of even losing a fraction of a second of their vision.

Their faces moved slowly and unerringly toward each other. Her lips parted softly. His came closer and closer to her mouth as they approached each other with deliberate intent.

Suddenly his mind flashed open. A warning sounded through his consciousness that threatened to shatter the spell that held him fast within the enchantment of her seductive hold.

With all his might he broke free from her grip and bolted upright onto his feet. He began walking away quickly as Nora looked up at him with bewildered eyes.

"Mr. Mistler, where are you going?"

"Nowhere madam. But I cannot stay here. This place is cursed."

He left the shed and never looked back.

It was just past 5:00 a.m. Melanie had gotten up early so that she could ride her Lightning before breakfast.

When she tiptoed through the kitchen she saw that Manny was already up. He liked to watch her in the mornings on her beloved stallion.

She didn't know this because he was a man of few words but rather from the sly looks he would give her whenever she went to visit her favorite mount in the mornings.

She knew his eyes followed her, even if he did not admit it or voice his desire for her young, graceful body.

Lightning had been kept awake all night. He knew what day it was. His senses were acutely aware of it, even more than Melanie was.

The birthday present Manny had prepared for her was special, unique. Only the horse knew just how truly valuable a gift it was that he and she were to receive.

He neighed loudly and pounded against the stall door until everyone in the house heard it.

Franklin Barker came downstairs after dressing himself in his usual conservative manner and walked into the dining room where Melanie was finishing her breakfast.

There was a knock on the door and soon enough Manny led three burly men who looked more like circus strongmen than stable hands into the foyer.

They each carried something wrapped up in a soft cloth. Their presence puzzled Melanie even more.

Manny instructed the strong-looking fellows to set down whatever it was they were carrying. When he was done issuing instructions, he addressed Melanie.

"These men have something very special for you. It is to be your birthday gift from me."

Melanie's beautiful young face took on a look of wonder at the thought that these huge fellows had brought something for her.

"Oh Manny," she cooed, "it was so thoughtful of you. What have you given me?"

"Why don't we show her, gents, the surprises you have tucked inside those sacks."

The three brawny stable hands smiled broadly and eagerly removed the cloth wrappers off their gifts.

At first Melanie did not understand just what she was looking at. One of the strong men held up something that looked familiar.

But after a second look she realized that he was holding up the biggest cock she had ever seen. It was massive beyond belief.

Her mouth dropped open into a great 'O' of surprise at the sight of the mighty prick. Her blue eyes seemed to double in size at the sight of it.

There was no mistaking where it came from. That gigantic thing would never have fit a human male.

"Well pretty lady," Manny began with his thick French accent, "we are in the possession of many unusual animals. Are you ready to ride?"

Lightning snorted through his nostrils while Melanie's eyes were transfixed by his massive pole.

Manny took Lightning out of his stall and tied him to the mounting rail. When he turned around Melanie was removing her clothing.

The black stallion neighed loudly and shook his mane while pounding against the ground with his hoofs.

"Is there something wrong, Manny?"

"Only that your mount has spied a beautiful princess he would like to conquer. The lovely maiden will give him some mighty hard licks."

Masterson Mistler could see Nora's hands shaking on the reins she held tightly in her grip as she gazed down at the magnificent creature.

His thick pole swung menacingly between his wide-spread front legs. It looked to be the length of a small sword.

"You wish to ride the Black Stallion, Madam? That will be very difficult for me to arrange. This beast has been known to kill its victims with fear alone.

The great horse snickered as he stamped his huge hoofs on the dirt. It seemed almost as if he understood the human conversation and took pride in what they were saying about him.

If such was indeed the case, it didn't help matters that this Masterson person kept calling him the Black Stallion.

He had been born a beautiful white Arabian stallion on a sunny day in early spring. And although many times over his long life his color had changed from white to gray to brown, he would never have considered himself black.

This Masterson person was not an ordinary human like the rest of them. His aura was dark and his thoughts hidden.

When they came to get him at his pasture on a moonlit night, he knew something wasn't right.

There was more than one strange scent coming off their flesh. Something in their hands burned his nose. He thought it might be the smell of blood.

Masterson brought his cart near and the other two men lifted him into the flat wooden box. They tied a cloth over his eyes to blindfold him.

His nostrils flared from the excitement of his new surroundings. The fresh hay and the scent of wood were both strong and comforting smells.

He felt comfortable lying in the hay even though he didn't like being closed in the little wooden space. His legs had been tightly tethered and it made him feel stiff.

When they untied him from the cart and brought him out of the stall he wanted to snort defiantly because of his discomfort. He knew they were up to something.

He wondered who they had chosen for his next conquest. He hoped that she would be another pretty, young blond-haired princess, as were so many of them.

But no matter who it was he knew they would try and make the girl submit to him with their usual methods of trickery. It was a waste of time because no man could make his princess give in. She would always submit willingly to him when the time came.

He loved her deeply. He did not really realize how much he cared for her until one day, long ago in his dreams.

He had watched her sleep on more than one occasion in his secret place when the darkness made the moon glow a radiant amber and illuminated her lovely, curvy body in a golden aura.

The sight of her beauty brought his passions into a frenzy. The mere glimpse of her beautiful cunt sent an almost orgasmic quiver through his huge body.

It happened at the time she was entering her most passionate phase. He loved to watch her masturbate furiously against herself when she thought she was alone.

But she was wrong. In her fantasy he took over the role of being the recipient of her passion. She would finger her pink-rimmed asshole for hours in the dream while stroking her hard clit.

The images of fucking her filled his brain every waking moment of everyday. He imagined his cock pounding inside of her ass, his cock throbbing inside of her mouth, his cock thrusting up inside of her hot, wet cunt.

But it could never happen. It was impossible to act out the scene in real life because Nora was just as interested in fucking his ass as she was fucking her own.

The first thing they did was fuck each other with large dildos. Their moans were a music to his ears because he was convinced that the only thing she wanted him for was the pleasure his dick could give her.

His fantasies made his balls ache all the time. He jacked off so much to the vision of their fucking that his dick became raw.

But when he woke up and realized he would never be able to make love to the old woman without killing her his dick deflated faster than it ever did in his whole entire life.

And the reason for it was simple enough. In his head there had been the fantasy where her husband walked in on them in the midst of a fucking frenzy.

The sight of her being drilled on all fours while she munched on his huge cock was too much for him to handle and he burst out in fury at what he was witnessing.

He ordered Masterson out of bed and threw the naked body of his wife up against the wall. He tore off his clothes and plunged his hugely erect dick into the quivering gash of the trembling woman.

All three of them fucked in unbridled ecstasy, Masterson ramming the ass of the panting beast while he in turn sucked his hot prick.

It was an overwhelming fantasy of decadence. When he awoke it dissipated along with his arousal.

Now Nora wanted to make the fantasy real. She knew in her heart of hearts that it would be her last chance at love.

Franklin Barker had forbidden the beautiful girl from seeing her stallion Lightning any longer. But his efforts were fruitless because he left for business trips on a fairly regular basis, something Melanie capitalized on whenever it was feasible.

The thought of her own father doing what he had done to her caused her so much humiliation that she could only imagine it inside her head where she would not have to witness it in real life.

His cock, it kept appearing over and over again inside her head. Now it appeared even in her dreams, the same dream every night without fail.

Whenever she heard Lightning neigh outside in his paddock during the nights when her daddy was out of town, she knew in her heart what she must do.

Melanie went about her daily routine, which always included bathing, a task which made her tingle in anticipation, because she was getting ready to see her handsome lover.

Then when everything was prepared, her clothes laid out on the bed, including an outfit she would need to make her feel comfortable after her bath, she made sure that there was no one about who could catch her.

Then she hurried out into the soft twilight. She made a beeline for the stables where he was kept and took him from his stall.

She led him away from the lighted section of the stables and let him graze quietly in a grove of trees near her home while she bathed in the pond.

This was a ritual that had gone on for two years. It was the only outlet she had to vent her passions.

At first it was an attempt to keep the beast away from all others except her but it slowly turned into something else.

As hard as she tried, she could not banish the thoughts that were running through her head every day or night about how they would make love together when Franklin was out of town.

At last she reached a decision. She would ask Mr. Barker if she could have him as a pet.

That way he could live inside his stalls and have a companion to live with in there while she visited him whenever the desire took her.

When Franklin was present she would not mention it in his presence; it would be their secret.

So after breakfast that morning Melanie approached her father on the subject of Lightning.

Mr. Barker had no problem with the idea, it was quite innocent enough. He saw no harm in it and thought it might be a great solution for their daughter.

Melanie ran out of the room as happy as a little girl who just received a wonderful birthday present.

As soon as she was out of the room Frank Barker returned his thoughts to the other problem: he knew that Nora Barker would be getting herself killed very soon if she wasn't careful.

He didn’t think his wife knew it but her eyes were glazed over these last few months with the look of an addict jonesing for another high.

Her strange behavior of late had gotten out of hand and there were some who began to notice, some people he did not want noticing.

When Franklin heard Melanie approach from behind he could see that his daughter was having problems hiding her anger and resentment of him.

Melanie came striding toward her father. The light blue summer dress hugged her every curve with an embrace of pure delight.

The material looked so thin and transparent you could almost read the date printed on a dollar bill through it.

As she got closer the hem rose just high enough above the knee to give an inviting flash of her shapely white leg.

Franklin was sitting on his verandah watching her walk toward him. He was amazed that such a beautiful girl had been denied by some higher power the pleasures of sex.

He hoped he wasn't to blame for it. When she came closer she stopped and smiled at him. His breath was taken away by the sheer beauty of that smile.

"Papa, Mr. Bowers would like to see you."

"Well send him over."

"No papa he wants you to go down there. He says it's a matter of grave urgency."

Frank Barker got up and left his office for a meeting with his neighbor down the road, Jack Bowers.

He didn't want to talk with Jack about business right now. The news was so good he wanted to shout it to the whole world.

Just this morning the big account that he had been working on for five years decided to place their product with his firm instead of another competitor.

He couldn't wait to get home and share his great fortune with his wife and daughter.

He had thought when he first made his decision to become an artist that he would need years to establish himself.

He was wrong, and the success of his art had begun almost overnight. Now people were willing to pay any price to possess a piece of his work.

It wouldn’t be long before he would be able to hire a secretary to screen out the numerous calls. There were more orders coming in than he could keep up with.

Jack Bowers had not come to see him over trivial matters. The matter they needed to discuss was about Jack's son Frankie.

Frankie was eighteen years old and ready to take on the world. When Frank first went to college Jack made a solemn vow that he would stay out of his son's life.

If he should fail to live up to the obligation to honor his son's autonomy and self-control, that his meddling father would interfere with his young adult status and destroy the foundation he was building.

As he listened to his old neighbor talking he realized just how wrong he was to do what he did.

He remembered how upsetting it was when his own father, Franklin, tried to manipulate his life so much.

He couldn't blame him really. After all he did leave behind an eighteen-year-old son to go off on a year long tour of Europe and Africa.

When he came back from his grand adventure he was ready to settle down and give his boy the attention he had been sorely missing.

But then the unexpected happened and he met the woman of his dreams. The problem was she was married.

But the passion for this strange woman overtook any sense of judgment he may have had left in his head.

And although they managed to keep their illicit affair secret, both knew that eventually the truth would come out.

His name was Jack Bowers, or rather that is his nom de plume. He really used many names while traveling to faraway places taking photographs.

When he finally settled down at home the people who lived near him started calling him Frank Barker and the name stuck.

Even his wife Molly called him Frank even though he had never adopted the name in legal papers.

The only real person who ever knew him by the name of Jack Bowers was Nora Barker. They grew up together as friends until he went off to college.

Then he met Molly and never thought about Nora again. But every once in a while he would remember her, and now she was dead.

In those few instances when he did think about her they were pleasant memories of an idyllic time with a good friend.

As he sat there talking to the neighbor Jack remembered those happy times with great fondness.

When Franklin Barker came home from work that afternoon he had to put up with Jack Bower coming by for another visit.

Barker was not pleased. He resented the man intruding into his home in light of recent developments, but didn't dare turn him away.

He was more concerned about his daughter's welfare than his own feelings on the matter. He also worried about himself, but tried hard to suppress those emotions.

His life partner of thirty-two years had betrayed his trust in the most obscene way and there was no turning back from that fact.

Now he was being called upon to act the fatherly role and help his daughter Melanie in her grief over the death of her mother.

The problem was Frank was deeply grieving himself. Not just from the loss of his life mate, but for the betrayal that brought about the breakup of their marriage.

Nora, or rather Nora Lansing as she was called before they married, had confessed the sin of infidelity when he caught them together in bed.

He was still having trouble reconciling himself to her betrayal. But the fact remained that they had been married thirty years.

There was something unshakable about that bond. No matter how he tried to rationalize things in his mind he had to give her the benefit of the doubt.

And what he found most troubling of all was the discovery that her lover was an animal, an ass of a beast that had no real feeling for the woman who adored him.

In spite of everything there were two strong bonds that united them: the love of their daughter Melanie and the long marriage between them.

They lived in the same house but kept to themselves. He was still hurt by Nora cheating on him in their bed.

If anyone ever knew that a woman would have sex with an animal under that roof, Franklin Barker would be humiliated and never able to show his face again.

Nora Barker sat back in the harness with her hands gripping the silver bar before her.

In the beginning she experienced a slight fear at being alone in such a dangerous position.

Then when she looked down to where the huge thrusting member would eventually penetrate her, the fear receded and was replaced by overwhelming passion.

She closed her eyes and felt herself getting hot and moist from desire. Her hips began to twitch involuntarily and a long moan escaped her lips.

Then she heard a sound outside. She tried desperately to hear it, to know who or what was out there, but she couldn’t really make out any clear features.

Franklin Barker walked into the den.

"Honey, are you all right, he asked in a worried voice."

Melanie snapped back to consciousness from the dream.

"I'm fine dad. As I said it was just a restless night. Let's not let anything spoil our breakfast."

Lightning had broken through the chain of the stall door. He had run off into the woods in an effort to escape his capturers.

It had been two days since his escape and Frank had men out looking for him in every town within miles of where he grew up.

Melanie had spent the time fretting at his absence. It wasn't like Lightning to run away like that, although it did happen before.

She hoped fervently that nothing would come of it. It wasn't really Lightning's fault. Sometimes a horse became agitated over something and it could not be helped.

Melanie could see the troubled look in her daddy's eyes. His worry was beginning to wear him down.

The phone rang. Franklin Barker nearly jumped up out of his skin when he heard it pealing for attention.

He was getting used to Melanie looking haggard but it was a first for him. And his trip to New York was beginning to wear on his nerves as well.

"I'm sure we will find Lightning in a matter of hours," Melanie reassured him.

Her father smiled at the sight of her beautiful young face. How lucky he was to be blessed with such a loving daughter.

Then a dark look flashed across her angelic face. She turned her head away from him and toward the sound of the pealing telephone.

"I'll get it." she said in an eerie voice.

Franklin Barker picked up the remote and flipped through the channels to see which stations had news programs broadcasting.

There was a lot happening in the world and most of it was bad.

He felt so helpless watching the images of pain and suffering on the television screen.

But what else could he do. What good would he be to them as a spectator. He had done his share of volunteering for charitable causes but when would it ever end.

As he sat in front of the flickering image he felt impotent against the forces that seemed to sweep around him.

He didn’t want to turn off the set for fear of losing touch with some of these distant people who suffered from misfortunes which came about by chance.

Yet each one had their own inner strength and somehow managed to endure whatever it was they were going through.

Melanie felt the same thing. She knew that she had been given a special power. It was a power which was hidden inside her dreams.

She did not want Lightning to become real as he appeared in her sleeping reveries but that could only happen in the waking world.

In order for her fantasy to come true there had to be a place where her unconscious desires could coalesce with her conscious being and come true.

The only way that could ever happen is if both parts of herself were together in one place, one body, as it were.

But in order to unite the two halves they had to act as one to accomplish their aim. This was no easy thing to do, but Nora was more than equal to the task.

She knew that her husband would not approve of what she intended to do. Yet it had to be done, for only through his cooperation did she feel that she could live out this fantasy of hers.

Melanie knew that Lightning loved her. She was almost sure of it. There was the constant high-pitched whining coming from inside his stall on those nights when she went to sleep restless and hot.

He would be staring at her intensely on many occasions. And his sexual potency was evident by the number of times he came over her fences and wandered into her yard and into her gardens.

On many nights, especially in the wake of the dream which constantly kept haunting her waking state, she would hear him cry out to her with a loud plaintive whinny.

And it wasn't until her eyes were closed and sleep was upon her that she began to understand what it might mean.

On such occasions Melanie's eyes would grow big when she thought about it, because it excited her immensely.

One night she was sitting in front of her vanity applying blush to her cheeks for her father's dinner party when she heard it.

Her skin immediately felt tight on her flesh. The muscles underneath were flexing and her breath began coming more rapidly.

She jumped up from her seat, forgetting all about finishing her makeup application. Her eyes darted wildly around as she made her way down the corridor.

When Melanie came outside a cool breeze slapped across her face and chilled the heat coursing through her body.

As she walked across the veranda her heels clip-clopping loudly over the brickwork her eyes became focused on her target.

Melanie moved toward the source of the plaintive cry and stopped next to the wooden gate entranceway leading into the stable area.

From the high perch of her four-inch pumps she could see the whole interior courtyard clearly. She could discern Lightning's dark image in his pen.

When he caught wind of her scent and turned around to notice her presence, he emitted an even louder whinny than the previous one.

That particular noise was very disturbing and she wondered what could have made it sound so pained, so mournful.

Was he hurt? Was there something wrong with his condition that Mr. Oates failed to notice during his regular inspection?

He wasn't being fed properly? But the food in the trough was untouched. Something had upset him.

Whatever it was she intended to find out. It seemed as if the world itself would collapse were anything to happen to Lightning.

"Come along dear, we must go back inside."

Her father had come back from checking his horses. The dinner bell rang to signal the start of their evening meal and they had been waiting outside for her.

"We should let him stay out tonight. He's been penned up all day."

"Nonsense, he's fine where he is. Now come along, supper is getting cold."

Melanie did not feel so good and excused herself before dessert was served.

"Are you alright Melanie, you look so pale, perhaps we should send for the doctor?"

"No daddy, please, I'm fine. I'll just go upstairs and lie down for awhile. If I get worse I'll call you."

"If you insist honey, but don't hesitate to call Dr. Cummings if you start to feel worse."

"I will father, but I know I'll be okay. I just need to rest a little bit."

Franklin Barker was about to depart on a business trip. There was a large oil lease deal coming up and he had to take the early morning plane to Houston.

He would not return until Monday morning. He gave his daughter a peck on the cheek as he was leaving. She looked weak and was lying in bed.

Nora Barker waited twenty minutes to make sure he wasn't returning for something he forgot before she got out of bed.

Then she called her servant, Masterson Mistler. In three minutes time he arrived at their front door and presented himself in the bedroom where Nora awaited him.

"Good morning, Mrs. Barker."

"We agreed upon an hour earlier than this," she chided him.

"Yes ma'am. But Mr. Barker is running late leaving the house and we can't risk moving any earlier."

She nodded her head in compliance. There was a short silence between them while they both pondered the situation that had developed into what it had become over the course of the last three weeks.

Masterson looked around the shed taking in the sight of everything inside it as if it was the last time he would ever see it.

He realized at that moment how close they were to having the chance encounter of Franklin Barker happening upon the sight of them together with his daughter's horse.

If their conversation was discovered being caught with the horse wouldn't matter so much, but Nora was known for always dressing modestly and the fact that she was showing up to meet her servant dressed provocatively might stir suspicion in an old-fashioned gentleman such as her employer.

Masterson wondered just what type of man Franklin Barker might really be underneath his outward appearance. It was a thought that sent chills down his spine.

Nora could feel her cunt twitch while she thought about what would transpire soon. She tried to keep her gaze focused on Masterson but it kept shifting to the sordid contraption every few seconds.

Then the vision of the monstrous cock flashed in front of her eyes. Her lips parted as she imagined its size.

It pulsed with the blood throbbing through it and was red and shiny in front of her gaze.

Her breath stopped for a second and she felt herself lose consciousness momentarily.

When her eyes opened she realized she was staring at the hideous apparatus. Then she turned back to Masterson who had noticed nothing amiss.

He was standing by idly waiting for her to answer him. But what he said she didn't hear. And what did it matter?

"The horse's name is Lightning," she heard herself answer. She was startled at how sure of herself she sounded.

There was something in her tone that shocked even Masterson. He didn’t answer right away when he realized the coldness of her voice.

Masterson looked around his room. The light filtered through the open window and bathed everything inside in a golden yellowish tinge.

The day after tomorrow was set for the sordid event they were planning. After he helped mount the horse, madam would leave him alone so he could have nothing further to do with the matter.

But he still had reservations about whether he should comply with the request. Although she had forced him to accept the money she couldn't force his hands into accomplishing her perverted goals.

But when the time came to meet her there, he knew in his heart that he would do whatever she demanded of him, no matter how decadent her fantasy desires may be.

After all it wasn't as if he had nothing to gain from this. It was quite obvious that Nora Barker was in love with him but would never admit it to herself or anyone else.

In a way it didn't really matter, she was just using him for her own selfish ends. Yet it was an arrangement both could benefit from immensely and so why not?

His main problem was how he could ever live with himself afterwards, although the monetary reward he was being promised almost made up for it.

He walked over to Lightning's stall and looked at him. The magnificent black stallion nickered lightly and seemed to recognize him.

"Good boy, Lightning" He patted his head gently and the stallion responded eagerly with another nicker.

Masterson had seen Lightning race and knew he was lightning fast. In his opinion there wasn't a finer animal alive. It made him angry to think of him being used as a tool for something so perverted.

In his mind Nora Barker was using both the horse and him in a twisted game where nothing seemed to make sense.

The worst part of all was having to play an active role in making her debased fantasy come true.

Nora Barker sat on top of her favorite mount. She could feel him breathe underneath her.

Her heart beat faster whenever they rode off into the countryside. It was then that she truly loved her life.

She had given him orders about Lightning, told him that he wasn't to be ridden by anyone.

She wondered where Masterson was taking them. For that matter he wasn't sure himself. All he knew was that there was a place she wanted to go.

She would show him. In truth there was a small house out in the country that she wanted to use for something very special.

They didn't speak of what they were going to do. It was enough to enjoy each other's company without having to make awkward conversation about such an abominable thing.

When they got to the place she led the way through a small field where they approached a white picket fence.

They walked up to the front gate and opened it. Then she began walking up to the porch and he followed behind her.

"This is the place I want you to come back to tomorrow." She whispered softly so no one would hear.

The inside of the house was immaculate and beautiful with an aura of warmth and welcome. It wasn't at all what he expected when she said the word "brothel."

His eyes fell to the large round bed sitting in the middle of the room covered with rich silks. On each side were lamps burning brightly that lit up the whole area.

It was dark outside. As she stepped toward him it seemed like the lights of the lamp reflected from her body making her look like a goddess from another world.

In fact that's exactly what she looked like as she slipped off her gown and stood naked before him, revealing herself in all her glory. Her skin glistened softly from the oil that she had rubbed on herself.

When she smiled he felt his heart race. He was mesmerized by her beauty, captivated by the sight of her nakedness. And he wasn't the only one that noticed her attractiveness. His pants bulged with his throbbing manhood that swelled at the sight of her magnificent breasts.

"Masterson, do you find me pleasing?"

"Yes, ma'am, but my concern isn't about that."

"Your concern is for your own safety. Yes, I know. But don't you worry about that, just let me deal with that."

Masterson didn't argue with her because he knew it was useless. When a woman decides on something, there was no changing her mind. The best thing for him to do was to go along with it.

As he stood facing her across the room staring into her eyes he felt his pulse quicken, which was not unusual for him whenever Nora Barker was around.

If he were honest with himself he had to admit that ever since he had begun construction of the strange device he had been thinking about her.

It was not his desire for her beauty alone that had stirred his emotions, but the feeling that she represented something more than that.

Ever since he met her two weeks ago when Mr. Barker introduced them at one of the society balls, he felt an immediate attraction toward her.

There was a force inside her that burned bright that spoke to him on a deep level. He had fallen in love with her the moment he laid eyes on her.

Now that his infatuation would soon become fact he thought for sure it would dissipate as such things often do when their reality does not match up with our fantasies.

He knew what he was about to do could very well be dangerous and perhaps even fatal for both of them.

Yet the feeling that gripped him when he was working on it and later when he stood next to it in all its magnificence kept him going.

And as time went on he had to admit to himself that what he felt for Nora Barker wasn't love per se.

Her attraction, which could only be likened to that of a beautiful portrait painting, possessed for him something else, something even more important.

Nora Barker had courage, a trait he held in high esteem and seldom encountered in a woman.

And so it was this inner force that propelled him forward toward her unattainable goal, this unquenchable hunger, which in another place and time might have been called love.

It was Melanie’s twentieth birthday. The sun was shining bright in the azure sky. And there were many young men and women celebrating the special occasion for her.

The young ladies were showing off their new summer dresses. And the gentlemen wore handsome hats. There was an air of excitement present.

There would be singing and dancing. A buffet was set up outdoors, with an indoor dining room waiting to accommodate the guests in case of inclement weather.

Melanie, like the other girls, came dressed in white. It was a special occasion after all. Her father walked next to her while holding her hand and introducing her to people she had not met yet.

He knew many of them already and it would have been considered proper etiquette if he simply took his daughter over to them and engaged them in small talk.

But Franklin Barker knew his daughter and knew that she did not care for idle chitchat. He was a sensitive man and made every attempt to try and understand her moods.

The truth was he feared being unable to connect with his young daughter ever since she mother passed away. And now he feared more than anything that her solitary moods were keeping her from finding suitable mates.

As much as he loved her he wanted his little girl to lead a normal life, one in which she was provided with the kind of affection that only comes when you love somebody and share yourself with them.

But how do you tell your precious little girl this? How do you express to her your heartfelt desire for her to find someone who will make her happy?

Franklin Barker didn't know. He felt he would be unable to get his points across without seeming a meddlesome old fool.

Perhaps even worse, a self-serving manipulator trying to force her into doing something she didn't want.

His greatest fear was that if he did come out and tell her how he felt she would be shocked and appalled.

This is what kept him from making his feelings known to her. It wasn't until a few weeks later that the opportunity arose.

Melanie was walking alone in the garden one afternoon thinking about all the suitors she had turned down during her twenty years.

The men ranged from handsome to plain but each had only one thing in common: they bored her senseless.

Melanie was tired of meeting the same type of young man time and time again, their banter always a variation on the same theme.

She was also worried about her father who kept hinting about finding her a suitable husband and was beginning to despair that it would ever happen.

But none of these thoughts were on her mind when she rode Lightning through the fields. Her dream came flooding back to her as if the events actually took place in front of her eyes.

Her cunt throbbed as she remembered the vision of the colossal pole that protruded out from Lightning.

Suddenly she found herself becoming so dizzy that she pulled on the reins to stop him. The sudden jolt nearly sent her flying off his back.

Lightning stopped and turned his head around as if to ask her why she did that. He nickered and snuffed hot air onto her bare back.

A chill went through her when she felt his breath touch her. She didn’t know what was going on inside her head.

Ever since that crazy dream she could not get her mind off the idea of fucking her favorite horse.

But a person doesn’t actually do something like that; it was just a figment of her wild imagination.

She patted him on his soft neck and gently tugged on his mane, telling him in an almost apologetic tone that he was a good horse.

She had told him this a hundred times before but only today did it become a ritualized excuse to feel his warm body.

The image of her dream was still in her mind and she knew deep down in her soul that it meant she had to fuck Lightning.

But she would never admit this to anyone else but herself. And who could she share this desire with that she thought might understand?

When Melanie left the barn Lightning whined and shook his head at seeing her go. She didn’t hear the sound or turn her gaze at him.

Her thoughts were centered on something that he could not possibly fathom. She wondered why it had to be so difficult.

Every young woman should find a suitable man who will make her life complete. But she was in love with the only one who could never satisfy her desires.

Melanie tried to put what happened earlier out of her mind. Her father would never allow what she wanted most in life anyway so she had to force herself to stop thinking about him.

He was just a dumb animal after all; how could she possibly want to lie with such a thing?

Lightning was a big strong horse, a stallion that every man coveted to breed his prize mares with, but they were no match for Melanie when it came down to whom he belonged.

She loved everything about him from his coal-black mane, to his powerful muscular legs, and his soft velvet nostrils.

But she knew deep inside what really drew her toward him. She had seen his massive cock rise up out of its sheath more than once and she was fascinated by it.

When he snorted and whined she knew what he wanted. The animal had needs just as every other living creature did and she was his caretaker.

There were times when they were alone that his thick cock would begin to emerge from its hidden confines and stand up proud and erect before her sight.

It made her heart flutter. Her cunt throbbed. Every fiber within her pulsed with the passion to touch and caress it.

Only when her father came into sight or one of the stable boys would she reluctantly go away so as to hide her true desires.

Sometimes it was not enough and they could tell by her feverish cheeks that something was happening inside.

When she lay at night in bed her fingers would slip through the slit of her pussy lips and tease the clit until she had to stuff a hankie into her mouth to keep from crying out.

Her dreams were haunted by the image of his long, thick cock jutting out from its hiding place and rising up towards her quivering cunt.

She always seemed to wake up just before her thighs opened wide to receive its wondrous length and width.

Each night before she went to bed she would drink a tall glass of gin. That way, when the dream came it would make less of an impact when she woke up.

For many nights in a row, each and every dream ended the same way. She knew why her subconscious kept playing the dream the same way but refused to acknowledge it.

She just could not accept that fact that she was in love with Lightning. How could a woman fall in love with an animal?

It was ridiculous. It didn’t happen like that. Not in this world anyway. This was something out of a fairy tale.

But she could not erase the dream, which meant there was something more that would bring it into being.

There was only one thing that she could do. If she really wanted to live out her fantasy she would have to make it come true.

Melanie realized long ago that the dream was trying to tell her that she should stop fighting against the feelings that were pulsing inside.

But this was still too much for her conscious mind to contemplate and she pushed it aside as some sort of childish foolishness.

But when night came again so did the dream, forcing itself upon her. This time she saw Lightning more clearly than ever before.

The dream seemed to have gained a solidity that had been missing before and she felt her whole body pulse with desire at its sight.

When he moved towards her she could feel his warmth touch every nook and cranny of her sensual soul.

For the first time she began to see something of Lightning's face. He was smiling and wagging his head up and down. She tried to touch him but the image began to fade away into a cloudy mist. Then he disappeared.

Her heart raced and she woke up with a start. She was covered in sweat.

Then she thought of what had happened in the glass dome. This time in her dream she understood that Lightning was the object that created the rainbow aura in the glass.

She wondered where the house came from because she had never seen it before in real life, but knew for certain it existed inside the dream.

Lightning was there waiting for her inside its magical confines and that she would soon arrive. That was all there was to the dream except the glass house with the opening in it.

The opening formed itself on the right side of the wall and she saw through it a path which lead off into the distance towards another part of the land.

A white picket fence bordered each side of the path and she saw a small figure in the distance moving toward her.

It moved slowly but inexorably and she could hear the thud of it's footsteps reverberating throughout the area.

Melanie knew who it was before she recognized its features. It was her favorite stallion Lightning.

For the first time he walked erect, upright, like a man, not a beast, moving majestically down the long aisle of the fenced-in yard.

She marveled at his transformation because this had never occurred in previous dreams. The sight filled her with delight.

They were back in the glass house where they met on the spinning circular platform. In her last dream Lightning took her but there was no sex.

He merely licked and sniffed her everywhere until she exploded with passion into a wild orgasm.

Then the dream stopped suddenly with nothing more to be revealed. But when Melanie saw Lightning walking toward her in all his splendor, she understood that another dream had begun.

They stood staring at each other inside the glittering glass dome. When they reached out their hands towards each other it created the image of their hands touching inside the aura of the rainbow spectrum.

But they could not physically touch each other. Lightning took several steps closer and Melanie could feel his warm breath on her face.

She smiled but he did not smile back at her. Now a serious look came over the horse as he stepped even closer to her.

His mouth was mere inches from her lips and she felt them tingle in anticipation. She closed her eyes.

Lightning gave a loud snort and when she opened them he had lifted his hindquarters and turned around facing the other way.

He looked back over his shoulder at her, nodded his head as if urging her to approach. She did so and he gave another whinny.

He shook his long mane for a moment, nodding his big head again as he urged her to come closer still.

When she moved to put her hand on the silvery-gray body he snorted. She could feel his body shake as he did.

The smell of his earthy equine flesh penetrated deep into her brain. It was the only smell she wanted to breathe in that very moment.

There was no other human she needed contact with, save him, at this point in time. His presence enveloped her soul completely.

His soft coat glistened underneath her searching fingers. His scent was intoxicatingly sensual. She wanted to get as close as she possibly could.

When she stood directly next to him her legs were shaking. She placed the tips of her fingers upon his chest and moved down over his silvery-gray hide.

The warm flesh was tingling with anticipation of her touch. The softness made her sigh in appreciation as she glided them along its supple texture.

Melanie felt her skin prickle where he exhaled on her bare neck. She heard his high-pitched whinny from being so close.

He began licking her hair. He licked at her head and moved to the side of her face, making wet trails as he went.

Suddenly the warm muzzle covered the top half of her cheek and stayed there for what seemed like minutes, although it could only have been a few seconds.

Finally the muzzle retreated and then it happened. They were standing facing each other and they kissed.

Lightning extended his neck toward Melanie until their two faces touched. Lightning moved his mouth over hers.

The kiss was not really that. A horse cannot actually kiss a human. It is simply their way of expressing their devotion.

Horses touch each other with their snouts when greeting, showing affection, or saying goodbye. So a simple act of physical contact did not mean they were kissing.

Melanie, however, took it as more than a sign of affection. She wanted it to be a symbol of something even more primal and raw, the sexual attraction that had always existed between them.

It wasn’t only physical. Her desire to share her bed with Lightning was driven by an emotional hunger that she could only define as love.

If it were up to her, she would gladly lay down on the hay-covered floor of the stables and present herself to him in order to satisfy this gnawing passion for him.

But when she woke up from these reveries and thought about what she really desired from her beautiful stallion they made little sense to her conscience.

She tried to think it through, to find some explanation that would explain why she desired an animal so deeply in her heart, so badly that she was willing to give her soul to satiate her desire.

The thoughts never ended up leading anywhere and left her just as confused about the matter as before.

So her mind kept coming back to her favorite fantasy; how she was lying on the white fur lining underneath the mating stallion with his powerful hind legs kicking away and thrusting his mammoth cock down into her throbbing cunt.

She would see herself holding the leather strap that guided her lover deeper and deeper into her until it reached its ultimate goal and buried itself to the hilt within her womb.

How many times had she lain on her bed and imagined what it would be like to have that horse pump away at her like a giant piston while her juices flowed like molten lava.

How many nights had she gone without sleep because she could not stop masturbating? That wonderful cock had made its way into her dreams every night and haunted her throughout the next day.

Her life had become hell because of this obsession. She thought of nothing else. The need for self-release was now becoming a compulsion that could no longer be satisfied with her own hand.

A plan began to form in her fevered head. As crazy as it was she could think of no other course to pursue than to make her dream a reality.

As long as it remained a dream it was safe, confined to the unconscious world. But to live out the fantasy and turn it into a reality was something else again.

She knew of only one way to proceed. She contacted a man named Masterson Mistler, an engineer who would do anything for money.

Masterson came highly recommended as having some unusual skills, particularly in building devices of unusual designs that might have been beyond the reach of others less gifted.

His talent lay in the fact that he had a great aesthetic sense, something you don't normally find in someone with his skillset.

Nora paid him well for the construction job but there was no way to tell if she would be alive tomorrow to write the next check.

When Frank Barker drove up to the entrance of their spacious country estate there was a huge smile plastered across his lips.

The business deal he had just closed down in Florida had gone off like a dream. He now had access to two million dollars.

The plan that he and his lover, Nora Kruger, had formulated would put the extra millions to work quickly.

Her son, Robert Kruger, a twenty-year-old youth with a mind only half as sharp as his father was worth more than seven million dollars.

There were few ways he could get his hands on it. One of them involved a divorce settlement that could easily be contested in court.

His only sure route to get at Robert Kruger’s money involved killing him but there was no surefire method he could employ in the task without being caught.

The two of them sat drinking coffee when they brought the matter out into the open.

It had been preplanned between them for weeks before they had finally confronted each other with the problem of their impotent marriage.

Robert didn't know much about his father except that he had made himself rich. When he found out that his father was actually penniless because he had mortgaged everything just to keep up appearances, the boy knew there would be trouble.

"But how did you lose the money," said his stepmother Nora to her husband. "Did you lose it gambling?"

"No, not exactly."

"Then what? We have only a month's lease left on this mansion, which will run out just when Robert comes of age."

"If we could hold out for a little while longer, it would be all right," said Frank Barker.

"Hold out for what? You've sold off every asset."

Frank had thought long and hard about this dilemma. There was only one way he could come up with a solution to their mounting financial problems.

But his wife's cooperation was essential, something which he doubted she would give.

"Nora, how old is Robert Kruger?"

"Twenty years, why do you ask? You know that very well."

"And he's due for a fortune when he comes of age."

"What does that have to do with anything? He has been emancipated from my control a year ago when he was nineteen. Why do you mention it now?"

"Because he might contest your will if I make the death look suspicious and if it comes to court it would only mean our failure to gain his estate."

Nora Barker thought for a few minutes. She couldn't understand why Frank was so adamant about killing Robert Kruger but she had to agree that it did complicate matters.

"So what are you suggesting Frank? That I just allow the boy to live?"

"No of course not, there is too much riding on his demise."

Frank was sitting in a chair by the window of their bedroom. He was deep in thought. How could he ever have gotten involved with such a foolish project.

He realized now that everything he had heard about Robert Kruger's father wasn't true. And now he found himself without means.

"We will have to devise some other plan," he said "But we may still profit greatly from our original goal, although now it involves someone else entirely."

Nora came closer to her husband.

"I agree completely," she said and unbuttoned her blouse. Her soft breasts bounced inside her bra as she removed it.

Frank grabbed at them roughly and pushed her over onto the bed. He climbed up next to her and took hold of the crotch of her panties.

He ripped them apart as she watched him with anticipation. Slowly his hot, hard cock came into view. It was already throbbing.

He pulled the panties aside exposing her gash to the cool air and rubbed the tip of his dick around her sopping pussy lips.

Slowly he worked more of its length into her cunt until it became buried all the way to the hilt.

Then he began to grind down upon her hips pushing with all his might against her pubic bone.

She gasped as the sensual thrill of their union shot through her body causing her heart to beat faster.

When he came it felt like he had just shot a pail of steaming piss into her womb. Then he stopped to take a deep breath and started again.

Melanie awoke the next morning and lay in bed contemplating her life. As the light peeking through the window brightened she realized that she was in love.

For so many years she had avoided thinking about anything having to do with sex. And now she couldn't think of anything else.

It was more than just desire. It was passion, lust, yearning, unbridled love. She didn't care what it was called. She just had to make it happen.

She was glad it was still dark enough that nobody could see her getting out of bed.

There was nothing unusual about it except that she had no intention of getting dressed or eating breakfast, either.

The light streaming into the window grew steadily brighter until Melanie got up and walked across the room to pull down the shade.

It was then that her eyes swept past the mirror that stood against the wall of her bedroom.

Her own image caught her eye and stopped her in mid-stride. When she turned around fully to face herself she was shocked by what she saw.

She had lost weight and she didn’t need to step on the scales to prove it. Her normally fair skin looked pasty and pallid.

Her cheeks were sunken and the dark purple rings that hung below her pretty blue eyes stood out in sharp contrast to the sickly pallor of her skin.

As she looked into her own sad eyes the memory of her dream came back. In that same moment when she remembered it in stark clarity another thing dawned upon her:

What happens if you take a person who has spent more than twenty years running away from sex and expose them to what they most desire? What does that do to them?

When that thought ran through her head, she turned away from the mirror, went to her bed and began to cry herself back to sleep.

She was lying naked atop Lightning with his massive cock thrust up between the thighs of her straddled body.

The tip of the monster just barely touched the outer edges of her soft, wet cunt lips. The throbbing heat coming from the shaft was like a red hot poker burning her delicate pussy flesh.

Then slowly she allowed her weight to press down upon it and the tip broke through into her steaming gash.

It was so big it filled every millimeter of space within her love nest and then some. Her mouth fell open and her breath stopped.

Her beautiful blue eyes closed when the pulsing thrill of the first wave shot through her trembling body. She knew her orgasm was imminent but she wanted to hold on for one more powerful thrust.

Her heart pounded violently and she almost lost her breath as the blood coursing through her veins seemed to turn into molten lava.

It was an agonizing sensation that almost overpowered her senses. Just as she reached the brink she pushed her pelvis against the beast with all of the strength left in her quivering muscles.

Now the full weight of its two-foot length plowed through every cell in her vagina and slammed into her womb with all of its brutal force.

She felt the head penetrate deep inside and push itself so far up her cunt that it was literally touching the back of her throat.

Then when it had fully broken through she felt the weight of it begin to pull her down and drag her cunt along the pole.

As it slipped out the friction made her scream but she would not give in to it and held the pain behind a barrier of teeth biting hard upon her lower lip.

When the head finally popped out of her steaming cunt her body lurched backwards. A sharp jolt seared through her whole being.

A wave of vertigo surged through her brain from the intense strain she was under and for a brief moment she lost consciousness.

It was only for a second or two, then she heard the high pitched whinny of her stallion Lightning.

The sound brought her around. But it also gave rise to an odd sense of familiarity that bordered on déjà vu.

Suddenly the memory of the dream came back full force. It was more than she could handle and forced her out of bed.

Her long blond hair streamed down over her face until she brushed it back and went into the bathroom to look at herself in the mirror.

In the light of the moon shining in through the window, and with her mind filled with the memory of the dream, the eyes gazing back at her did not seem human.

In them she saw not the eyes of Melanie Barker but rather the blue gaze of a creature who had lost all sense of sanity.

It was almost a relief to wake up from the dream that had left her gasping and panting in perspiration in the early morning hours.

The dream had come home to haunt her many times since she had first had it. But this time it had taken on a new perspective.

In the dream she finally captured the phallic object she had always pursued without success. It was Lightning, her horse.

And then something very odd happened. They were in that strange glass house of color again. She knew exactly where they were going.

They had ridden through the magnificent glass dome to enter its inner chamber, where his mighty organ would become an obsession she could barely control.

Melanie came out of her reverie and tried hard to remember more about the dream but the image wouldn't return. The feeling of excitement still hung around but she felt empty inside because of the blank spot that kept eluding her.

Her mother called for her to come downstairs. "Hurry along now Melanie, the boys are all here and waiting for you."

"I'll be down shortly Mother, tell them I'll only be a few minutes more."

It was another hot evening in July and the boys were cooling themselves with tall glasses of lemonade, iced tea, and sodas on her back porch.

She wanted to see how she looked in her new bikini before she joined the handsome boys, so she walked into her room to inspect herself in front of the long mirror hanging from the closet door.

Even at 18, the lovely princess possessed a body men could not forget, especially in something like the scant bikini she wore today.

The bikini accentuated her every physical attribute and left nothing to the imagination of anyone looking.

Her big tits pressed upward on the flat of her chest, causing the nipple area to jut out slightly. Her nipples were dark and pointy and poked out clearly through the skimpy material covering them.

Even though this suit showed everything, it still revealed enough that any man looking at her could only begin to fantasize about the treasure concealed underneath its flimsy material.

This was Melanie Barker and she wanted these boys to see her beautiful body in the skimpy bathing suit before she joined them.

A smile escaped from the corner of her lips as she viewed her reflection in the mirror. She wanted those handsome young men to see how beautiful her body looked in that swimsuit and dream about the girl beneath it.

In truth, Melanie secretly had a desire to show off her magnificent body in public, and since most of these boys hadn't seen her wearing this sexy two piece yet, she felt like today was a perfect time to let them feast their eyes.

Even though her father wouldn't approve of his young daughter prancing around practically naked for the neighbors to see, he wasn't home right now so he'd never find out.

Melanie did wonder though, where was daddy? Usually he told her whenever he was going away on one of his long trips, but this morning he didn't mention a thing.

After checking herself out in the mirror several times, she turned to leave when suddenly her attention was caught by something outside.

At first she couldn't quite make out what it was, but she kept staring through the glass, and it appeared there were three men bringing in some sort of contraption into the yard, and it looked to her like they were going to put it underneath Lightning's pen!

She rushed to the side door which led directly into the backyard where she could see them better.

Her mouth hung open when she realized what the thing was; it was a breeding stand, like they used in farms with cows and horses!

"What kind of an insidious mind would build that perverse device?" She wondered, horrified.

Nora Barker came up beside her wearing a huge smile, clearly pleased at seeing the completed project finally taking shape in front of her excited eyes.

"You're not really going to use that awful contraption, mother?" Melanie asked in disbelief.

"Oh yes I am," the old woman replied, beaming down at her with excitement gleaming from her bright eyes, "you heard your father tell us it's my birthday present."

She watched the older woman slowly circle around the wooden device and stop in front of it again.

Melanie could still barely believe that she had made plans to let a stud mount her atop this thing so that they could see his cock thrusting into her. She simply couldn't imagine a worse act to witness even if it was an animal!

Yet there she stood, dressed only in a filmy red bathrobe while peering hungrily at it with lustful anticipation burning in her eager eyes.

"Do you really intend to go through with this?" She finally asked after a long uncomfortable silence.

"Of course I do." Nora replied tersely without even turning her head to face the teenager standing behind her. "Did you really expect any other response?"

Melanie sighed loudly, unable to comprehend her stepmother's obsession.

"But... Why? What do you hope to accomplish by having them watch us?"

Nora did turn around when she heard those words because now there was a different light gleaming in her eyes. It was excitement burning within their depths.

"Let me tell you something, young lady, something which will sound a bit unusual to you, but I think you will understand. Do you remember those wonderful toys your father got you last Christmas?"

Of course Melanie remembered. They were two gorgeous dolls that her stepmother had given her.

The first one was named Lucy, and she was a princess-like doll who came complete with an exquisitely styled dress.

The second was named Sara, and she was a farm-girl doll. She came complete with jeans and plaid shirt and straw hat.

Melanie couldn't help remembering those precious toys and what happened when Nora, dressed in only her red bathrobe, had come to play with her that day.

She walked over to where the young girl was standing and said:

"Let's have some fun! Shall we play with your dolls?"

Melanie smiled and nodded. Nora pulled the blanket off the big four-poster bed. "I'll get Lucy," Melanie exclaimed and went to the chest against the wall where she kept them in their wooden box. She ran back and leaped onto the bed. Nora pulled the princess doll from its wrapping and handed it to her.

At last the appointed evening arrived. There were only two more hours before her beloved husband would leave to go on his business trip. He had promised her that he would make up for the many lonely nights during which they were apart when he came back. But she couldn't wait for his return.

She would do something that was dangerous, sordid, even immoral; but there was nothing she could do to help herself. It was simply beyond her control. The desire within her heart had grown into a craving that was becoming unbearable. She realized at this point that it had been slowly growing since the day her daughter Melanie had become possessed of that marvelous horse.

They used to ride together when she was small enough to hold onto her waist. But then suddenly one day they both disappeared and left her all alone. What made it worse was the fact that she never really knew what happened to them because Melanie always refused to talk about it. It was almost as if they were hiding from her. When she had asked Melanie about where she and Lightning had disappeared to one day after returning from one of their riding adventures, she had answered vaguely. "We rode through the countryside and we went for a swim in the brook."

When her daughter began to blossom and come into womanhood, she had taken over her former companion, Lightning, as her main source of joy. For nearly three years now they had been the best of friends, confidants really.

She couldn't fathom what kind of feelings Melanie must be experiencing during those long hours away from home on that horse. All she knew was that one night about six months ago the image of a naked Melanie being mounted by her beautiful Lightning sprang full force into her sleeping imagination and would not let go. Since then every night the same scene played itself out in her dreams while she slept, only each successive dream was more passionate and wilder than the one before. It got to the point where Nora Barker could barely stand to live with herself or her dreams anymore. She felt like she wanted to die.

Then Masterson Mistler entered the picture. She remembered the first time she met him. She didn't feel anything special toward him except a general appreciation for his good looks and his fine workmanship. But when he asked her for the money she owed him after completing the harness contraption, something came over her. In an instant she lost control over herself and her passion exploded inside. She knew that he wouldn't ask her for such a large amount unless he knew something about her inner life which most people didn't even suspect. That something was that her heart yearned for him. She didn't care so much how he looked or what his status in life was. For all that mattered at that moment was that he knew her secret longing for him and that was the most beautiful thing she could have dreamed of.

They began to meet together on several occasions a week, mostly at night after Mr. Barker had left and their sessions often turned into passionate bouts of love-making. But there were many nights where Nora would insist upon the use of the harness for her to experience another encounter with Lightning, who she loved beyond words could say. At those times she would order him to take Melanie's place and mount her as hard as he could while wearing Lightning's harness. Even though Masterson was reluctant at first and thought the whole thing pretty sick and weird, the pleasure that Nora bestowed upon him was enough to convince him to comply with her wishes. Over time he grew accustomed to it and learned to enjoy it although he still had to suppress his feelings of unease toward the obscenity of it all. He felt lucky to have such an experienced and generous woman to service. And he got paid handsomely for it.

Nora was beginning to sense a conflicting tension growing up inside her that she had not thought of before: she was developing serious feelings for Masterson and yet she was in love with the horse. What was happening to her? She loved them both. But what does one do in such a case. She couldn't have both. It just wasn't done that way. So she decided that what they had going now between them, namely the harness experience with Lightning and the lustful liaisons with Masterson would be plenty for her until she could figure things out later on. But as usual later on never came. She kept putting it off in the hopes that perhaps everything would work itself out without her having to decide anything. She hoped this would suffice until events took an unexpected turn.

Melanie was bored and restless. The summer was dragging along too slowly and she found nothing much to do, so she wandered about aimlessly looking for something exciting to happen. Eventually she wound up at Masterson Mistler's tool shed where they always stored the large wood carvings that Masterson made every year for the spring exhibition in town. There were all kinds of strange sculptures, most of which looked like abstract figures of animals, men and women in strange contortions of erotic love-play, but then there were some truly bizarre objects that defied description except as being freakish monsters. As far as Melanie was concerned she could not see anything even remotely interesting in any of it. Then she remembered something that struck her as very odd. It was the fact that Masterson never seemed to leave this shed in the afternoon even during the hottest times of summer. There seemed to be something rather mysterious about this whole thing. Her curiosity had been sparked into flame and she knew that until she learned the reason why he spent all of his spare time locked up in a cramped hot little shed filled with a lot of useless junk she wouldn't feel contented. So she decided that now was as good a time as any to find out exactly what Masterson's secret was. She walked quietly over to the door that led into the shed and placed an ear against it. For several minutes she listened carefully for any kind of movement or activity. She could hear nothing. She tried the doorknob and surprisingly enough it turned easily. She pushed open the door slightly and peered inside. All she could make out through the opening was a faint dim light that seemed to hover around the edge of a blue cloth draped object. It must be the sculpture of which he is so proud, she thought to herself. It certainly must be quite magnificent for him to work on it almost exclusively. Her curiosity began to grow as her mind was filled with questions that demanded answers. What kind of sculpture could it be that would interest Masterson so deeply? What were its unique features? The mystery surrounding it intensified. Now she desperately needed to see this wonderful creation that caused a man to forsake even the simplest human necessities of food and drink. Slowly she opened the door wider, stepped inside, and closed it behind her. The interior was quite warm due to the intense heat of summer and also because there had been no ventilation whatsoever since yesterday morning when Masterson had last come here. A musty smell hung heavy in the air which was thick with dust particles floating about wildly as they swirled erratically before coming to rest upon surfaces nearby. "Hello", she called out softly. There was no answer so she stepped forward towards the object covered by its blue drapery. When she got closer she could hear strange sounds emanating from somewhere deep within the shed. As she advanced toward the unknown source of these strange noises, it soon became apparent that they were human moans. These moans were clearly coming from behind the cloth-covered statue but whether male or female Melanie was unable to ascertain. "Who's there?" asked Melanie nervously as she reached out to gently touch the edge of the sheet covering up whatever lay hidden underneath it. Then suddenly everything went dark and quiet; completely silent except for occasional small whimpers coming from inside the shed. Silence now filled the air. And yet somehow there was an unmistakable feeling of life inside these four walls. This newfound sensation caused chills to run up and down her spine causing goose bumps to erupt across her skin.

Lightning trotted along briskly over the uneven terrain carrying his fair cargo securely upon his muscular back. Melanie loved riding the gentle stallion and often did so daily during daylight hours in spite of objections raised by members of her family who felt it unwise due to their close proximity to one another. Yet there was nothing more pleasurable than being able to ride this beautiful creature all day long without having to worry about anyone spying on them. His pace quickened slightly once he noticed that the road ahead was becoming clearer. When they arrived at their destination, Melanie climbed off Lightning immediately, then waited patiently while Masterson opened up the gate leading into the corral where horses could graze freely without any restraints whatsoever. Upon entering the pen, Lightning headed straight for some fresh hay piled high nearby and began munching on it ravenously as if famished after spending so many hours exercising himself tirelessly against those strong chains holding him back against his will. Once again, Melanie stood quietly watching from behind as her companion continued feeding eagerly unaware that another presence loomed not too far away watching intently with eager anticipation awaiting the next move made by each individual involved. Her attention was soon drawn towards a small mound shaped strangely similar to that of a woman's form lying prone upon a bed or couch positioned just below it. And there beside them sat two large metal boxes attached to electrical wires leading into holes drilled into their sides exposing circuitry hidden inside that powered lamps illuminating everything visible around them including themselves. The lamp flickered causing shadows to appear dancing crazily across both figures leaving Melanie transfixed staring at them intently trying desperately hard to determine what exactly was happening before her eyes. But instead, she simply turned her gaze away and proceeded walking forwards steadily ignoring whatever happened beside them as if nonexistent altogether. Then suddenly without warning, she sensed something touching her foot followed closely afterwards by something grabbing onto her thigh causing her legs to shake uncontrollably nearly sending her sprawling flat upon the ground beneath her feet. However, before gravity took full effect bringing about its desired result, a strong arm wrapped itself tightly around her waist holding firmly steadfast preventing movement entirely rendering her incapable of acting otherwise other than remaining absolutely still motionless standing upright facing forwards. Then just as swiftly as it started, everything changed instantly leaving Melanie feeling incredibly dizzy unable to keep balance anymore losing all semblance of stability altogether becoming completely disorientated within moments until finally collapsing totally unconscious upon earth beneath her toes once more knocking completely senseless forcing mind into darkness completely eliminating light temporarily banishing existence utterly destroying consciousness permanently extinguishing awareness forevermore ending awareness leaving lifeless corpse lifeless upon dirt beneath dead body resting now peacefully unaware anymore nothing mattered anymore nothing left but oblivion forevermore never again wake again ever again alive ever again no longer existent existing any longer forevermore gone now forgotten completely vanquished forevermore disappearing never again remember being able recognize remembering nothing else existing not remembering anything else nothing left except total darkness surrounding everything totally surrounding completely enshrouding engulfing enveloping encompassing surrounding completely encompassing wholly encompassing fully encompassing enveloping engulfing swallowing totally engulfing entirely covering completely covering everywhere every bit of everywhere completely surrounded wholly overwhelmed overpoweringly powerful immensely powerful tremendously forceful tremendously strong tremendously strong tremendously strong utterly devastating utterly obliterating utterly annihilating utterly annihilating utterly devastating utterly wiping out completely wiping out utterly exterminating totally exterminating thoroughly eliminating perfectly eliminating flawlessly eradicating perfectly annihilating impeccably eradicating perfectly eradicating impeccably obliterating wholly obliterating wonderfully obliterating magnificently obliterating marvelously obliterating wondrously obliterating magnificently astonishing spectacular superbly terrific terrifically terrific wonderfully wonderful marvelously magnificent amazingly beautiful perfectly gorgeous breathtakingly gorgeous gorgeously gorgeous divinely lovely superbly stunning astoundingly awesome splendidly fantastic superlatively sensational gloriously splendid stupendous sublimely marvelous supernaturally magical spiritually mystical extraordinarily incredible exceptionally amazing wondrously extraordinary unbelievably astounding incredibly fantastic astonishing amazingly awesome phenomenal fantastically fabulous stupendously glorious miraculously magnificent marvelously magnificent superbly perfect exquisitely beautiful breathtakingly wonderful absolutely splendid perfectly lovely outstandingly delightful marvelously wonderful enchantingly splendid magnificently divine supremely divine splendidly exquisite amazingly gorgeous superbly divine heavenly splendidly magnificent amazingly perfect unbelievably fabulous utterly breathtakingly fantastic wondrously fabulous marvelously wondrous terrifically glorious perfectly gorgeous fantastically fantastic splendidly fantastic extraordinarily superbly magnificent perfectly exquisite superlatively lovely astoundingly terrific tremendously terrific amazingly wonderful perfectly splendid supernaturally glorious spiritually divine absolutely perfect exquisitely flawlessly beautiful unbelievably fantastic tremendously fabulous perfectly perfect absolutely perfect extremely perfect incredibly perfect utterly perfect completely perfect endlessly perfect incredibly perfect splendidly perfect supernaturally perfect heavenly perfect perfectly gorgeous superlatively lovely utterly divine exceedingly perfect divinely perfect unbelievably perfectly superbly perfect superbly superbly perfect wonderfully perfect beautifully perfect gloriously perfect amazingly perfect perfectly flawless wonderfully perfect fabulously wonderful divinely perfect perfectly perfect divinely perfect absolutely perfectly flawlessly perfect endlessly perfectly perfectIn fact she had been for a week now since she first laid eyes on the finished product in the tool shed.

She moved away from Lightning to disrobe. When Masterson saw her in her naked splendor his senses swam with the beauty of it.

No longer could he control himself, or did he want to anymore, and so he took himself out and masturbated fervidly while watching his lovely mistress.

Nora stood before the marvelous stallion. The size of the magnificent horse dwarfed her delicate frame.

Her large, firm breasts were taut and her stiff nipples pointed in his direction. She was completely bare in between her legs.

When she turned around Masterson got a good look at her tight ass and he almost came just from seeing the image of her.

Then she walked toward Lightning and led him up into the wooden construction where the huge leather strap was fastened to the harness.

The moment arrived. There was no turning back.

Masterson led the horse while Nora walked behind him until he had been placed on top of the platform.

He could smell the sweet aroma coming off her. The anticipation of the experience had made her pussy very wet indeed.

He was afraid she was too horny for it. But there was nothing more he could do about it now.

When Nora looked into the stallion's eyes a powerful surge ran through her whole body. She felt herself begin to shiver uncontrollably from the passion of it.

A fire had begun to burn in her groin. A flame that grew hotter and more fervent with each second that passed.

She wanted Lightning's cock; needed it to quell the raging desire building up inside her.

She would give anything right now to see Lightning's mammoth member erect and ready to take her.

Masterson had done exactly as she asked of him. He had brought the magnificent animal Lightning around and placed him in position next to the contraption.

His strong hands guided the harnessed horse toward the steps and helped Nora get situated beneath it on the white fur.

Once properly seated on her perch Nora watched while Masterson removed Lightning's bridle and replaced it with a simple halter so that he wouldn't hurt himself trying to get off his back.

Now Nora was prepared. All that remained was to call Lightning forward so that he would mate with her.

Her eyes became very large as they gazed upon the stallion she loved above all others.

"Masterson, please remove his breeches. I can wait no longer."

She almost fainted as she watched her servant remove his breeches revealing the massive dong underneath them.

It sprang into view. Nora could feel her juices beginning to flow and a fire blaze within her body as she gazed upon his magnificence.

Her hands trembled in fear, yet she knew what she would do with them in just moments.

Now naked above, Masterson walked toward her with his massive prick bouncing off his belly as he strode toward her.

She stared at the thing with bulging eyes, a combination of shock and desire in them as she looked at its enormity.

Now his cock was so close she could reach out and touch it. But she wasn't allowed to. Her arms were held fast above her head.

She was trapped in a fantasy she had no power to deny. She wanted him to do the unthinkable to her. She knew that was her true destiny.

Nora's body responded even if her mind wouldn't let her see its real truth. The juices of her arousal began to seep through her pink folds as her excitement mounted.

Masterson Mistler took hold of her shoulders and turned her around roughly, so that she faced the white fur below her.

His rough grip was the catalyst she needed to make the image of her lust come rushing into her.

He bent her over at the waist and pulled up the hem of her dress. With one firm hand he yanked down her panties.

There was no mistaking her condition; her juices were already flowing like Niagara Falls down her thigh.

She felt her body begin to react to his forceful manipulation of it. His rough hands felt excitingly pleasurable in her secret spots.

Before she knew it, he had spread her buttocks wide apart and plunged his entire right hand up her cunt.

The act caught her so unaware that she moaned and groaned in painful ecstasy and lost control.

Before she could do anything he had her lying on top of the tool chest. She was moaning heavily in her swoon as he undressed himself behind her.

Then she felt it, the thing that made her tremble all over. He placed the head of his enormous cock in line with the wet folds of her labia.

Before she knew it they were flying through the countryside. Her hair flew around her face as if the wind itself was trying to tangle it into knots.

Her breasts were being rubbed against Lightning’s soft neck and backside by the breeze created by their swift gallop.

As exciting as it all was there was something missing in this picture, a certain presence that she loved above all else.

As excited as she was, even though her heart swelled inside her breast with her passion and love for Lightning, there was only one person that completed the fantasy for her.

This time when they reached the clearing where the house made of glass stood the image of the vision had become solid.

As the powerful stallion plodded towards its destination, Melanie tried in vain to force herself awake.

It would do her no good. When she entered the glass house with her favorite animal a strange power swept through her, locking her eyes into position and freezing them on the sight before her.

Inside the huge chamber was Nora Barker. She was lying naked atop a soft bed of fur. Her limbs were bound spread-eagle with leather straps.

Above her stood Lightning, his two hind legs placed in a position to support him so as not to press upon the prone woman beneath.

In the throes of passion Lightning moved forward and backward rhythmically, as if he were performing some ancient ritual in his lovemaking.

His cock was moving at an even faster speed and Melanie saw that the end result of this movement had already begun to manifest itself.

Thick wads of spunk spewed forth from the head of the massive tool and drenched the lower half of Nora Barker.

As Lightning plowed forward he caused her to jerk around. The movement was so powerful that it knocked the wind out of her and forced her to gasp.

It would also cause the tip of his gigantic rod to brush against her naked, vulnerable nipples.

Her passion rose to such heights that she felt herself reaching for the huge member with one hand, but she kept falling short.

The other arm holding onto the metal lever did its best to maintain her balance.

Finally she managed to get a solid grasp of the cock with her free hand. With her heart racing in anticipation and desire, she placed the tip of his gigantic penis in line with her wet gash.

Now they were slowly approaching the spinning platform and Melanie couldn't help the vertigo feeling she was experiencing even as she sat upon the back of her stallion.

They seemed to be floating forward, but it was really just her state of dizziness that made it seem so.

Once again they approached the mirage of the colorful bubble that would open before them like a curtain from heaven.

Then they entered into the rainbow glow and she saw the image of the beautiful bed-like platform. It was revolving on its axis with Nora Barker stretched out naked atop it.

As soon as this came into view Melanie immediately realized that her mother would be lying in wait for the mating frenzy of Lightning's throbbing rod.

In horror she watched Lightning approach the bed faster than he ever did with her riding on his back. His two feet supported him and raised up to a crouching position over the prostrate figure.

Her arms spread out and were bound tightly to either side of the platform. Her legs were splayed apart as if a surgeon were about to prepare her for surgery.

Nora had requested that Masterson bring a small bag containing several vials of a special potion that she planned to drink to increase the passion of her orgiastic fantasy.

Once she started the process of becoming drunk with the erotic drugs the whole course became irrevocable.

She had taken so much of the stimulating drug that she seemed to glow like a celestial body as he looked upon her from beneath the horse.

He couldn’t see any other signs of emotion because his view was obscured by Lightning galloping in place over the contraption.

He could see, however, that Nora did not seem to show the first sign of pain. Her lips curled in a grin from ear to ear and he heard the moans of ecstasy reverberate around the shed.

His heart beat rapidly in fear for her safety. There was no way to stop what she was doing until her lust had been fulfilled.

He was bound by his promise never to reveal her actions, otherwise he would call an end to this travesty.

The horse seemed to sense her presence underneath his flailing hooves and thrust forward in anticipation.

This was only accentuated by the powerful thrusts of his erect member. Nora, for her part, grasped the bar to support her writhing body against the power of the beast.

The stallion could smell her hot cunt and it drove him into a frenzy of lustful fucking.

His member was so engorged it appeared purple. Nora wanted it so badly she felt the saliva dribbling out of her mouth.

The stallion pounded incessantly for several minutes. Finally his massive cock spurted its hot semen all over her heaving bosom.

Nora could hardly wait until Lightning finished spewing his creamy cum all over her belly and tits.

Her mind swooned with the thought of tasting it. When he finally completed ejaculating and his member began to soften, Nora reached for the reins and held it up so he could see the leather straps.

With her other hand she stroked the underside of his flaccid pecker which made it start to swell with a rejuvenated erection.

When she knew that he was completely engorged, and throbbing powerfully, she placed the reins around the front of his head.

She slid forward with all of her weight and leaned across Lightning's powerful neck while she brought his big penis inside her pussy from behind.

Now that the reins were wrapped around his neck she was able to pull down and lever herself toward him at the same time.

The stallion was thrust into her fully and the pressure on the bridle tightened around his throat causing him to gag and sputter.

Nora was pulling down on the reins and her whole body shook as she tried to take even more of the giant penis inside her wet cunt.

Masterson felt terrible, as he always did, when he had to assist in the mounting process. It seemed obscene to him.

Nora had been very firm about how everything was to be done. And he could not help himself after being paid so much money for just assisting in a brief episode.

He knew that the harness would kill her if she attempted to be ridden in it once her husband left on his trip.

Her son and daughter both visited friends during those weeks that their father was away. That left her all alone.

There was nobody that could know or be told except Masterson Mistler.

When he came back to work on the Barker farm it was obvious that they shared an unspoken secret that neither cared to reveal to another living soul.

In addition to being built to specifications, Nora was amazed at how much trouble Masterson had taken with the aesthetic aspects of her apparatus.

It was smooth and glossy varnished wood, which shined with a high-gloss radiance. It also smelled of sweet-smelling varnish that tantalized her nostrils.

The interior of the contraption was covered in fur so soft that it felt like velvet. The leather strap was wide and padded so that the flesh under it would not rub raw during the mounting.

As the horse bucked into it she would be able to grab onto the bar to support herself. A spring device attached to the underside would be engaged by the horse and pull the strap just as she was ready for the massive cock.

The main structure of the apparatus was solid and unyielding. Nothing could ever penetrate it, even under the power of a full grown stallion.

And yet it was designed in such a fashion that the harness itself had a play about it so that it was able to maneuver when it had to during the frantic action.

Masterson was truly gifted at constructing machinery. The design was so exquisite and detailed that even its creator stood awed by its sheer beauty.

But the knowledge of where the apparatus was placed and what it was designed for put a damper on Masterson Mistler’s artistic sense of aesthetics.

He wished he could burn the thing. He didn't want to have any part of it and his conscience would not allow him to leave his employer at its mercy.

And so the day arrived when Nora Barker stepped into her wooden dream and began to strap herself inside the harness.

Her son, Charles Barker, looked at Masterson Mistler standing across from the shed door looking nervous as hell.

Charles had been watching him ever since his father drove off in his car to go to work and he wondered what the man was doing just standing there.

His mother must have left out the side door for where she goes nobody knows. She has kept herself locked away in her room the whole time his father has been away.

Charles decided to find out what the strange man was up to. He walked over to him and tapped him on the shoulder.

Masterson was lost deep in thought and the touch frightened him. When he turned around he nearly jumped out of his skin.

He knew immediately who the boy was for he had seen him walking around the grounds many times. But they never spoke until today.

They were about five yards from where his father stood chatting with Nora Barker in front of the barn doors.

Charles asked the question that had been puzzling his curiosity for weeks.

Nora Barker turned toward Masterson Mistler.

"There's one more thing. I want to have you there when I'm mounted."

He was struck speechless by her blunt statement. He couldn't answer.

"Of course you are welcome to watch me during the actual event but afterward you will escort us back here and clean me up. Then I will leave and go back to the house and act as if nothing ever happened. We will never speak of this again."

Nora Barker stood before the mirror in her room. It was a few minutes past seven and soon she would venture into her sordid fantasy. She had thought over this moment every day for weeks. Now it was about to come true.

For years her life was dull, boring, pointless. She had two children and a husband that she cared little about. The marriage had been one of convenience to start out and then went cold when they got married. She didn't mind all that much.

The children were a blessing she had prayed for. They grew and their father did his duty by providing them a fine life and she did hers by loving them with a devoted intensity that only a mother could feel. Her children kept her from thinking about how dull life could become in middle age.

But she was an unusually sexual woman. All the while her family needed her care and protection she always fantasized about having sex with some other man.

She fantasized many times a day. Some were mundane affairs such as being undressed and sucked off by one of the workmen who frequented the stables.

In most of her fantasy situations, men came upon her, unexpectedly, as she passed them by in the stable and she would begin her seduction of him.

Other fantasies were more exotic and involved her being abducted and gang banged by a group of swarthy men who held her captive and used her constantly.

And still other more sordid and depraved dreams centered about her secret fetish for being rammed into oblivion by a wild animal.

The sordid, lascivious acts of the beast became more daring with each passing hour as they took up her waking hours and even intruded upon her sleep.

Her lust drove her to new depths of desire as she contemplated more and more elaborate situations involving animals and their sexual proclivities.

Some of her imaginings bordered on the obscene. One situation involved an enormous bull fucking her and another time was when she saw herself gang banged by a pack of wild dogs.

Yet when she woke from them all, she remembered none of the details save the feelings aroused within her own loins.

She would be sopping wet afterwards. And in the cold light of morning after she had washed off the residue of her erotic dreams, she would dismiss these episodes from her mind and try to go on with her normal activities.

Melanie tried everything she could think of to drive the lustful thoughts out of her head. But nothing worked. She was still obsessed with the image of Lighting’s pulsating cock.

One day she took Lightning and led him toward a shaded area next to one of the many lakes that surrounded her father's estate.

There was a wooden table overgrown with wildflowers growing next to it. The place afforded a wonderful view of a crystal clear lake framed in trees.

The place had been set up to serve as a picnic ground for visitors to the estate, although none ever came.

It was so well-kept because Melanie had made use of it herself on so many occasions. It was here that she spent most of her days reading books and doing her needlework.

In the back of one of the cupboards inside the table, the door slightly askew from neglect, Melanie discovered some interesting objects.

She reached her small hand in and pulled out a couple of old leather harnesses used for pulling a buggy, which were quite worthless.

Then something caught her eye.
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Her voice rose and fell. His voice grew deep and guttural. Their bodies moved together faster. Then slower. Then faster again. And suddenly, a moment when neither moved while their orgasms raced through each other's bodies. Their bodies trembled as an explosive eruption consumed both of them simultaneously. And then nothing except the weight of James on top of Kate while his penis twitched several times inside her still pulsing vagina.

Several minutes later, James looked at Kate and said, "I thought you might not have ever done that."

Kate smiled at James. "You must be thinking about your sister," Kate said.

James grinned sheepishly.

"And who taught Lori?"

"We sorta taught each other."

"Not very good teachers but great pupils," Kate mused.

"It was my first time teaching," confessed James.

"Then I have to commend you," said Kate. "The student becomes the teacher. Maybe next time I can be the teacher. That is, if I understand what just happened."

"It's sorta like this," smiled James as he penetrated her with his tongue, mimicking sex. He withdrew his tongue almost all the way. He inserted his middle finger all the way, wiggled it against the front of her vagina and rotated it slightly. Almost instantly, Kate began to tremble. When James' thumb rubbed her clitoris, she came, hard, her body quaking while her hips lurched violently.

James held firm until she calmed and kissed her tenderly on her lips. Then he held her tight. When he released her, she hugged him and whispered in his ear, "That was unbelievable. If I had only known sooner what you can do..., oh my God! It's no wonder Lori didn't want anybody but you. Is there anything else?

"Anything else?" asked James.

"How many ways are there for two people to make love?" Kate explained.

"How long is your list?" asked James.

"Right at this moment it extends beyond my limited experience. You opened whole new vistas of experiences when you did what you just did. It never felt like that before," admitted Kate. "I'm sorry that I interrupted your self-gratification but it would have been a terrible shame for you to miss that as well."

"Mom!" exclaimed James. "We can't do that very often. We'd lose all respect for each other."

"Agreed," responded Kate. "But we don't need to lose any of the respect we already have for each other. It was great and no regrets. Do you remember how old I am?"

"Almost forty-seven," James answered. "Why?"

"Not quite fifty yet," Kate concluded. "In almost twenty years, only one man has ever given me orgasms even approaching what happened this morning. And he is your father," she concluded.

James had seen enough pictures and watched too many home videos to know that Kate retained her beauty well into her late thirties and early forties. In the last two years, she seemed to retain it as she entered her forties. "You look like you're still in your late thirties," he said admiringly.

Kate laughed. "I have you to thank." She hugged him and kissed his nose. "I'm hungry. Let's make brunch together," she suggested.

For the next six weeks, they were able to enjoy an extended period of sexual bliss. Lori called several times and told James about her sex with Bill and he reciprocated with the details of the sex he had with his mother. The phone conversations lasted long and were accompanied by mutual masturbation using Skype or Facetime. When Lori returned home on weekends, there was an adjustment period. Then Sunday evening after dinner, she'd retreat to James' bedroom again. During the week, James enjoyed having his mother alone almost every morning.

One weekend, Lori and Kate met at the market on Saturday afternoon. Kate shared more than she anticipated with Lori about her relationship with James and she also confirmed details of James and Lori's sex life that Lori didn't think her mother knew.

"It was different having someone else in bed when you and James are together," explained Kate. "You should know that James is very good at oral sex and he loves to do it. Maybe we can get Bill interested. He'd be so much better at it if he knew what to do."

Lori stared at her mom. "Is James your new toy now?" she asked.

"Maybe I can learn some of your secrets from him," Kate answered as she smiled at Lori.

James walked into the kitchen and found mother and daughter staring at each other over coffee mugs. He moved behind Kate, put his arms around her chest, cupped both her breasts and kissed the top of her head. "Good morning, love," he said. Then he released her and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.

He reached for another mug from the cabinet and poured himself coffee. "Do you two need any privacy?" he asked sarcastically.

"Just confirming a rumor I heard," Lori answered.

"I don't suppose that I'd be privy to what this rumor might be," James reacted.

Lori laughed. "Not on your life," she replied.

After a long pause, James asked, "So what do you hear from Bill?" He referred to Lori's fiancé.

"We had a date tonight," answered Lori, "but it'll have to be a rain check. He has an out-of-town business meeting in Phoenix beginning Monday. I told him I'd be staying home."

"Do you have homework?" James asked.

"Just some reading to finish for Monday," replied Lori. "It really isn't a big deal."

James smiled to himself and thought 'good.' That meant Lori would likely sleep in his bed that evening. As long as they kept their activities to before Bill returned on Tuesday, Kate wouldn't need to know. Maybe the next day too, he hoped. They both loved Bill but missed each other almost daily.

James and Lori were siblings still living at home at ages 24 years and 22 respectively. While both are sexually active, Lori is much more active sexually than James. She craves sex almost daily and has little difficulty finding partners although many relationships only last one night or one week. A few months earlier she met an older man named Bill who swept her off her feet and into his bed. She loves Bill and believes that he'll make a perfect husband and father to her children but she also misses the sexual activity and love she shares with James. Her relationship with Bill hasn't excluded sex with James, but it has become sporadic. Lori manages to meet with James once or twice a week but spends every weekend with Bill in his house a couple miles away. She sleeps in James' bed on Sunday nights and returns to Bill on Monday morning.

Last Saturday while Bill was out of town on business and Lori didn't have any schoolwork to finish, James had an early night in his own bed watching X-rated videos from internet when there was a knock on his door. He quickly covered his erection under a sheet and replied, "Yes?"

"James, it's me," said Lori, James' sister and secret lover. "Can I come in?"

"Sure." He opened his laptop to a video depicting a woman performing fellatio on another woman with a young man sitting in front of the women stroking himself.

Lori sat on his bed and watched the screen for a moment before commenting, "I wonder what Bill would do if I surprised him by doing that?" She was referring to her fiancé.

James reached across his body and ran his hand over Lori's back, across her breast, and down her bare arm. She had been swimming and her tank top, shorts, and running shoes were damp.

Lori pushed his hand away. "What are you doing? I'm sweaty. Your sheets will get wet and smell like me." She pushed herself off the bed and said, "Take off your shirt so I can sit back down." James stripped off his shirt and Lori sat on the bed. "What did I interrupt?" Lori asked.

"My attempt to beat my previous record," answered James.

"With mom watching?"

"After breakfast this morning, we agreed to make love to each other when dad was out of the house."

"Did that work out for either of you?" Lori asked.

"'Make love,' yes. I'm not sure if either of us would call what happened 'beat my previous record,' although I came closer than before she knocked on my door. If that doesn't sound incestuous enough, she sucked everything from me so I couldn't 're-set' the previous time.

Lori laughed. "So that's how it happened. But don't tell me there wasn't going to be a next time and a time after that because you couldn't satisfy mom once and she needed another fix. Or didn't your mom come first?"

"It's like any other drug," he answered. "Mom had an orgasm but then wanted more."

"As bad as mine can get, I don't think it compares to that," Lori stated.

"When I came inside her, she started convulsing and screaming. She squeezed my erection almost painfully until every drop of semen was in her stomach. Then she rolled over and fell asleep, still holding my half erect penis."

"Did dad suspect anything when he found the two of you sleeping like that?" Lori asked.

There is a story behind that," explained James. "When we got out of bed after having sex a second time, your mom dressed and then left my room by the window, climbing down a tree near my room. She insisted on going first in case your dad returned sooner than planned. In our excitement, we forgot to check if she had gone when dad pulled into the driveway. When dad found me in bed alone and asked about your mom, I told him she wasn't home but expected soon. When she finally arrived at the house later in the morning, I heard the confrontation from my room through an open window and your dad took her straight to their bedroom."

"Mom let him have it, didn't she?" Lori laughed. "It would be so much fun to have watched that. I love my parents so much right now because they've given me you," she concluded, hugging him. She put her lips to his and pushed her body against his, her nipples getting hard and her sex swelling with desire.

"Let's go back to the room before mom misses us," Lori suggested.

"Why? So, we can give each other another orgasm or two while thinking about mom?" James responded.

"Something like that. Maybe add your dad to the mix too. I don't think you really liked my story," Lori laughed.

"That's an idea," James acknowledged. "If only we could make those things real."

Later, alone in their hotel room, Lori had her turn in the bathroom while James relaxed on the bed watching the last fifteen minutes of the previous night's sports news program. When Lori emerged from the bathroom, she was dressed only in panties and James took full advantage of her nakedness as well as what the panties revealed. Soon he was naked on top of Lori kissing and licking her lips and face, rubbing his erection on her belly, and kneading her breasts with his hands.

Lori had something other than sex in mind. "James," she gasped when she managed to push his mouth off hers for a moment. "The game! Let me watch the last of the game." She put one arm around him and rolled him over until he was on his back next to her. Lori turned on her side and faced the television while James put his arm under her neck and lay on his back next to her.

She watched intently as the announcer explained what had just happened and what was probably going to happen shortly. He talked about what was going on nationally and internationally. It wasn't the same sport James played in college but the basics were similar and he enjoyed it too. They sat, cuddled together, through most of the rest of the game. At first, James concentrated more on Lori and her responses to what was happening in the game. However, after a few minutes, he became enthralled with the game and forgot his arousal. Lori didn't forget, however. When he began to stroke James' erection absentmindedly, he pulled her hand away.

"Don't you want to?" she asked.

"Of course, I do," he replied. "But if you continue, the outcome will be determined much sooner than we would like."

"I don't mind," she insisted.

James smiled. "You never mind because your orgasm is always there. But mine needs the stimulation of time."

"What can I do to get it back faster?" Kate asked.

"Just lie there and be my beautiful mother and lover," James replied. He stroked his fingers through her pubic hair as if he were stroking the petals of a flower.

Kate felt her arousal grow. It was more than just his stroking fingers; it was more like his eyes devouring every part of her naked body. His look and his gentle touching excited her. The feeling that grew deep in her body became more than she had experienced even with his father. This was an incredible, new experience for her. And she knew that James could feel it as well. She could see his erection lengthen and harden.

The only thing preventing them from doing what they both wanted was their relationship: He was her son. No matter how hard she tried, that wasn't a factor she could ignore. Then a thought struck her. "James, you're using protection with Lori, aren't you?" Kate asked.

He looked surprised at the question, especially since they were going to have intercourse with each other, but he replied honestly. "Yes I am," James informed her.

Kate smiled as she remembered she had bought condoms years before when she suspected that Lori and James were becoming sexually active. "I'll get them," she said. As she pulled on her robe and started toward the door, she turned around and ordered him. "Stroke yourself slowly so you don't become unmanageable." With a smirk, she disappeared through the doorway.

James had not considered the possibility that he might be unprotected when making love to his mother. He was grateful for her diligence even if her request was unnecessary because he couldn't even imagine getting aroused without her next to him. When she returned with the small packet, he wondered aloud. "I thought that Lori would have taken care of it?"

"She may have," acknowledged Kate, "but we both know how often young women are erratic about remembering to take their pills. There was no reason for me to trust her more than myself." She put the package on the bed and kissed him tenderly. "And I'm glad that I did."

James opened the packet and rolled the latex onto his erection. Without words, Kate positioned herself under his body. James supported his body on his arms, Kate held his penis steady with one hand, and his erection slid easily into her vagina. When they were firmly connected, James lowered his torso until he was lying against her and kissed her tenderly. Kate's body shuddered when the kiss ended and a moan escaped from her throat.

James lifted his hips away from her body but left his erection within her vagina. Then he settled again on her body, his erection penetrating deeply into her body. Slowly, he moved up and down, allowing his full erection to enter her fully before slowly withdrawing almost totally out of her. The tension built in his body as did hers. Each knew that the orgasm building in their bodies was going to be powerful and would shatter the tension. When that happened, there would be no more rational thought; only an incredible relief of pleasure would exist in either of them. James continued to build the speed of his pumping until it became frenzied. Kate moaned incoherent sounds. And then it happened.

"The best man is the winner," said James as he took the last bite of his hot dog and set his plate on the table next to him. He wiped mustard off his mouth with the back of his hand. Lori followed closely behind James but she hadn't finished her hot dog. There was mustard at the corner of her mouth too. She set her plate on the table and wiped her fingers on her shorts. Then she leaned forward and tried to rub the stain off James' shirt with her finger. James playfully tried to brush off her finger but failed.

Lori and James sat at a small outdoor table on a busy patio at their local mall. It was the third Saturday after James met his mom, Kate, in his bed, while watching a pornographic video and masturbating. A lot had happened since that morning.

At about 10:30, his dad knocked on his door looking for help with a leaky showerhead. He walked into James' bedroom to see if he was awake and caught James with the video display frozen on an explicit scene of fellatio and another of an explicit sexual relationship involving a young woman and two men, one older than the other. In addition, there was an empty bottle of lube on the floor. His dad immediately turned around and left the bedroom without a word. When James heard his bedroom door close, he checked for his mother to make sure she wasn't watching again and then shut down the video and closed the lid.

Kate didn't say anything during lunch although it was clear that she wanted to say something. After lunch, while doing dishes, she told James that they needed to talk. They moved into her bedroom which, fortunately for James, was also on the first level of the home but on the opposite end of the house from his bedroom and that of Lori who used to share his bedroom. Once in Kate's bedroom, they sat in comfortable chairs across from each other.

"It appears I was right," observed Kate.

James remained quiet, expecting the worst.

"I'm sorry I was right," Kate continued. "You didn't disappoint."

"Mom..,... Kate," corrected James. "Please don't get mad but we aren't finished yet. At least not with me."

Kate glanced at James' erection. It was back, maybe stiffer than before, if that were possible. She raised herself on her elbow and reached over and touched his cock. His cock twitched and a drop of clear liquid emerged from the small slit in its tip. "What did you have in mind?" Kate asked.

"Lie back down," James directed as he positioned himself over Kate's body. He had never seen his mom naked. Her breasts were smaller than Lori's but just as firm with small nipples about 1/2-inch long. Her abdomen was flat without any visible indication that she gave birth to a child twenty four years ago. As Lori would say, Kate had a "great pussy."

His mother spread her legs wide enough for him to fit between them. The smell of her arousal reached James' nostrils and he smelled her perfume.

His erection lay heavy on his mom's pubic mound. Kate reached down between their bodies and began to rub his cock, spreading the drop of pre-cum over the head of his penis. After several moments, she lifted her hand. The palm and part of her fingers were coated with pre-cum. She brought her hand up and rubbed it over her erect nipples. They glistened in the light like drops of dew on morning grass.

"You'd better put it in now," suggested Kate.

She was right. If this continued any longer, he wouldn't be able to stop. He took his penis and rubbed its head up and down her slit a few times and then directed it to the entrance to her vagina which had been vacant for more than twenty years. With only a momentary hesitation, he pushed slowly forward until the entire length of his erection was engulfed inside her. For several seconds he remained stationary, enjoying the tightness of her vagina around his organ and waiting for her to adjust to his penetration. When he did begin to move, it was slow and deliberate, allowing him time to savor each stroke. He lasted less time that either expected before he tensed and pumped the first volley of semen into her vagina. Moments later, he collapsed on her body with only his buttocks making small involuntary contractions as he pumped out the rest of his release.

When Kate recovered enough to think again, she wrapped her arms around her son. "James, thank you. You made me feel great and I really appreciated it."

"Sorry to disappoint you," he apologized.

"I wasn't disappointed," she insisted.

"We're not done are we?" he asked.

"I need time to recover," assured Kate. "You know a way to keep yourselves busy."

As he watched his mother walk away from his bed, James had an epiphany. He was never going to experience this kind of sex again in his life. Lori was terrific and would be an outstanding sexual partner for anyone. But no one was his mother. This momentous occasion might never happen again. And it certainly couldn't continue after this summer. They agreed to "help" each other until Lori returned home.

Kate returned quickly wearing a long cotton house dress that tied at her waist. It would be easy to slip on or off without delay. Her feet were bare. James was standing beside his bed removing the rest of his clothes when she returned. "We agreed this isn't a one-way street," he reminded her as he removed his underwear. "Your turn for a second helping," he said as he climbed on his bed.

Kate smiled, sat next to him, and started to unbutton her gown. "Do you want me to do that for you?" James asked.

"No thanks," said Kate. "It helps to have something else to think about." As she continued to unbutton the gown, it slipped down her shoulders.

James reached behind her back and found her bra clasp. "May I help?" he asked.

"As long as you're only interested in helping," replied Kate.

James undid her bra clasp and held her gown while she dropped her arms out of the sleeves. Her nightgown was quickly tossed aside. "How often does this thing need to be cleaned?" James joked.

"Probably every week now," grinned Kate.

"You don't expect dad to know what happened here, do you?" he asked.

"Only after we decide to tell him," mom replied.

"We should take this upstairs," said James.

They went to Kate's bedroom in the master suite. There was no evidence of an intrusion by James' dad. Kate took James' t-shirt and tossed it on the chair. "This will be less comfortable," she advised as she sat on her bed with her feet on the floor, spread her knees apart, and held up her gown over her hips.

James knelt between her legs and leaned into her vagina. His nose brushed against her clitoris when he extended his tongue into her vagina. His mother screamed, thrust her hips upward, and wrapped her legs around James' shoulders. He began to drag his tongue and lick Kate's vagina. When he applied his lips to Kate's labia, sucked hard, and used his tongue on her clitoris, she screamed again and released a stream of cervical fluid onto James' waiting tongue. He was rewarded with two more screams and another ejaculation before she fell back on her bed, relaxed her grip on the back of James' head and her thighs and her muscles went limp.

He sat back on his heels, smiling at his mother lying exhausted on her bed and licked his lips. "James, that was beautiful," Kate complimented him as she sat up and kissed him gently on the lips. She stood up and removed her nightgown. James admired her body now fully exposed to him for the first time. He'd seen it many times in swimming suits but that was long ago. And while Lori had a similar body type, her curves were not as sharp or well toned. He wondered about Lori's lover. Could he compare with James? Kate lay on the bed with her eyes open waiting for him. He stood up and stripped off his shorts. As his shorts went by his erection, it twitched and jumped slightly. It was obvious that it knew what came next.

Kate saw it too. She reached out, closed her hand on it, stroked it slowly, and rubbed her thumb against the moist tip. The result was instantaneous. James' erection grew harder and longer and a drop of moisture oozed from his slit and was captured by Kate's waiting thumb. "I don't think we'll have a problem," she said to herself aloud.

She pushed gently on James' shoulder, and when he was lying back on the bed, straddled his legs and leaned forward with his erection in front of her face. She opened her lips and inserted James' cock into her mouth. Her lips were warm, wet, and soft and felt like heaven around James' erection. And her tongue worked miracles. Soon, James began to thrust his hips and Kate responded by sucking as hard as she could and using both of her hands to rub up and down. It took less than twenty seconds before the tension built beyond belief. James announced, "I'm going to cum."

Kate increased the pace and then released James' penis with a slurp and a smacking sound. She held James' dick tight and jacked him hard. He erupted immediately, shooting five large spurts of semen over her breasts. James lay back while he regained control. After a minute, he opened his eyes and looked up at his mother standing over him with drops of his semen covering her breasts and abdomen. He put his hands on her waist and kissed her navel. She leaned over him. Using his tongue, he licked her clean. Kate bent over him, kissing him. "What a 'help'," she said with a smile. "We've never been closer."

Over the next few days, Kate and James were busy in and out of bed, exploring each other's bodies and learning about how to please the other. James called his mom Kate most of the time and used mom occasionally when he wanted to reinforce that she was both his mother and his lover. He was comfortable being naked in front of her anytime the occasion presented itself; including the kitchen, living room or laundry. He learned that she was uncomfortable doing anything in front of Lori because she worried about what Lori might think of her relationship with James. On Saturday morning, Lori showed up unexpectedly, just a day earlier than usual. Lori saw James coming out of the bathroom nude after an early morning shower. "Hi big brother," she greeted him with a smile.

"Hi Lori," James answered as if his nudity wasn't important.

"How are things with mom?" Lori asked.

"They're fine," answered James. "I see you every Sunday but this is only the second Saturday I've spent without you since we started our relationship. How are things with Tom?"

"Just perfect," gushed Lori.

James smiled at his sister. "If Tom's any good you should be pretty happy by now," he suggested.

"James, don't ask or tell!" scolded Lori.

"What do I know?" shrugged James.

James and Lori were having dinner together on Tuesday evening in their favorite restaurant. The subject turned to sex between them while they waited for desserts to arrive.

"By the way, James," commented Lori, "I hope mom's all right."

"Mom? Why?"

"When I returned home after work on Saturday I saw mom naked and I was surprised by what I saw," explained Lori.

"Surprised about what?" asked Lori's friend, Tiffany. They were seated next to each other at their usual table at the local coffee shop where they often met to talk about whatever came up. This morning, they started talking about James and Kate. Lori wanted to unburden herself of everything she was feeling and thinking since the previous weekend and had a lot to share.

Lori blushed before answering. "Surprised that she could be so sexy," she said. "I mean, I knew that she was still a young woman but I always thought of her as 'my mother' not someone who really had sex. I always felt embarrassed when James and I made love in my room and thought that maybe mom suspected something."

"You should be careful," suggested Tiffany. "Your relationship with your mother is complicated enough already without making it more complicated. Did she see you looking at her or anything like that?"

"Yes," replied Lori. "Not intentionally, of course, but I must have let my eyes wander too much."

"So what happened next? Were things weird between you and her?" asked Tiffany.

"We had breakfast together and mom didn't leave for a half-hour or so after she came into my bedroom," said Lori. "But she was very subdued. Nothing overtly suggestive. After a while she just stood up and told me she had a lot to do today and she went upstairs to get dressed."

"I'm afraid your mother was expecting more from James than he might have wanted to give her," explained Tiffany. "He is only 18, Lori."

Lori laughed. "Trust me, Tiff. I know exactly how well developed James' sexual skills are. She would have been completely satisfied and then some. No, I think she got much more from James than she was looking for and it shook her emotionally. The woman I met when she returned home later in the day was definitely 'all there' again but not like this morning. Now, don't ask what I mean by 'all there.' It wouldn't be proper and I promised to keep her secrets. And you can bet it didn't involve sex, at least not that kind of sex."

"All right, don't tell me about her 'all there' whatever that means. So, what do you think happened yesterday afternoon? How did your mother come back from what happened this morning?" asked Tiffany.

"You want a real guess?" Lori said.

Tiffany nodded affirmatively. "I'm guessing she and dad had sex and my guess is dad gave her what she needed without realizing why she needed it," explained Lori.

"Your father! Is that what you really mean?" responded Tiffany. "He's your father. What happened yesterday that was so different than what happened in your bedroom with mom this morning?"

"Dad has always been more physical with mom," mused Lori. "It may be part of why they've stayed together."

"And how much time did you spend around them when you were growing up?" questioned Tiffany. "A lot more time than I ever spent alone with your parents."

"You're right," conceded Lori. "The first time I ever saw my mother topless was when I spied on them having sex. After that, she seemed to always have an excuse to remove her clothes when dad was around."

"And they attended weekend parties for as long as you could remember?" added Tiffany.

"Well, yes," said Lori. "That is correct also. As we became older, they had some of their friends come home from these parties on occasion and have dinner with them on Sunday afternoons or we'd meet them out at the mall or something."

"They weren't secretive about these parties?" asked Tiffany.

Lori hesitated. "I can't really think of anything specific they did to let me know there might be more to these parties than just dinner. Now that I'm thinking about it, I suppose they just never denied any of my speculation."

"What exactly was your suspicion?" questioned Tiffany.

"My initial suspicions were they were sexual in nature," answered Lori. "And I never doubted the fact. After all, dad has been a sex object for years. And I remember mom showing quite a bit of cleavage, her bra lines exposed above the top of her dress, and skirts shorter than normal or with split legs higher than normal. Of course, when we got older, those signs weren't uncommon when she wasn't 'going out.' She even started wearing pantyhose under her dresses instead of panties if she was going out."

"But why do you think their behavior may have caused mom's transformation?" continued Tiffany.

"Well," Lori answered, "I believe you're old enough now to understand at least part of what happened. It's just not appropriate for me to tell you everything because it involves some things that are still private."

"Like I don't need to know mom had sex with someone other than dad?" Tiffany questioned. "Lori, don't forget how much time I spent around you two over the past year. The night that James and I had our first dinner party here was the first time that I met Mrs. Taylor. That's your mom and my aunt if I understand our relationship correctly. That was a big step for me."

"Oh yes, I agree," interrupted Lori. "How did that go by the way?"

"She seemed to enjoy it," answered Tiffany. "I've gotten a lot of compliments on how grown-up you must be. A few even mentioned that Mrs. Taylor said the meal we served was 'refreshing.' She also seemed interested in how James was progressing in his graduate studies."

"But about mom..." Lori prompted.

"Mom is amazing," confirmed Tiffany. "James has obviously been 'helping' mom a lot lately. Mom always seemed mature to me but I'd say she has been experiencing a kind of sexual awakening. When dad comes home, she's there but when he leaves in the morning or goes out alone for the evening, I often see her running around in short, tight skirts and skimpy tops. She dresses provocatively like your mom dressed when she came here for dinner and even more so some times."

"What do you mean by 'more so?'" questioned Lori. "You can't dress more provocative than what she wore that night."

"That's just it," Tiffany explained. "A while ago, she was complaining about how much her clothes had changed since you and she went shopping a few years ago. She asked if I wanted to go shopping with her. So we spent two hours one Saturday driving to an antique mall in Pennsylvania where she said we might be able to find some clothes from the era when she was our age."

"Was that successful?" asked Lori.

"It wasn't productive but it was entertaining," answered Tiffany. "The place was loaded with stuff from the '50s and '60s but nothing that mom would be caught wearing in public."

"Not even the clothes she wore the first time she was at your house?" questioned Lori.

"Worse," answered Tiffany. "Some people are trying to make a comeback and dress in polyester plaids, ginghams and floral prints, and poodle skirts. Mom saw stuff like that and shuddered. We did find some slacks and blouses from about twenty years ago, including some nice summer linen outfits with low-cut cleavage top blouses that will work well in this weather."

"What was James' reaction when he heard about mom and I shopping?" Lori asked.

"He thought it would be great fun," replied Tiffany. "Especially since he wouldn't have to go along. However, we had a little problem finding shoes that would match the new outfits because everything back then was wide with really high heels."

"So what happened?" prompted Lori.

"Mom had an idea and suggested that I call you," Tiffany said. "We could use your old clothes if you don't mind," she explained. "They wouldn't fit us quite as well but they're not too tight or short."

Lori knew exactly what Tiffany wanted. In fact, Lori was tempted to get them out herself even though no one else was likely to see them and the idea of showing off her 20 year old's legs and cleavage in front of James' mother seemed wrong, very wrong.

"I'll be more than happy to have you go through my closet," Lori promised. "Do you think your mother would do something like that?"

"I know she would," admitted Tiffany. "But dad might object. Besides, we should start with the stuff we can buy on sale now. If things work out well, we can do the rest another time."

The week started quietly for James and Kate. Their activities centered around meals prepared by either or both of them with a little physical play after dinner in the family room while they watched television. Saturday evening, Kate knocked on James' door again. "Good evening, James," she said as she entered the room. She wore a white terry cloth robe and slippers but was clearly naked under the robe.

"Good evening mom," James replied from his position at the window. He had just finished brushing his teeth, wearing only a towel wrapped around his waist. His eyes moved from her head to her toes and back. He liked what he saw. She obviously liked it too based on her quick inhale. He dropped the towel and approached her.

"Aren't you getting cold?" Kate asked when he reached her and put his arms around her. "That's better," she sighed when her body melted against him.

"And isn't dad home?" James asked, knowing the answer before he asked the question.

"Dad will be home late tomorrow morning," answered Kate. "He and some friends went to Atlantic City for a weekend of gambling and sex."

James laughed. He wasn't really surprised. They were both mature adults living sexually fulfilling lives. He turned serious again when his eyes wandered back to Kate's pubic mound. He was fascinated by the curly, jet black hairs covering her vulva. He separated the hair with two fingers again and gently licked Kate's vulva, the length of it from the base of her anus, up and around her vaginal opening and to her clitoris. Then he put his hands under Kate's buttocks and raised her pubic area so that he could extend his tongue along the crack between her asscheeks. He licked and explored until his nose was buried in her pubic hair and his lips encircled her clit.

"What are you doing?" gasped Kate as she squirmed in pleasure. She tried to control herself but failed completely. She pushed her ass toward James' face and pulled away, trying unsuccessfully to break away from his oral grip.

James held fast. His tongue teased Kate's clit while one finger probed the wetness surrounding her vagina. A second finger followed.

The combination proved too much for Kate to endure. Her orgasm was short-lived but intense and caused her body to convulse multiple times. James watched, holding her tight against his mouth throughout her orgasms. When she finished, James removed his fingers and replaced them with his tongue.

"Oh, my God," gasped Kate. "No more. Give me a minute." James did.

When she relaxed again, Kate pulled her body from his face. "Enough," she demanded. She took several deep breaths, calming herself. She opened her eyes and looked at James who was sitting between her open legs. She pointed toward the ceiling. "Sit against the headboard and let me sit on your lap," she directed.

Kate pulled her nightgown over her head. She turned sideways to look at James while they moved into their new position. James gasped when he saw her naked body. James' brain flashed through a series of thoughts, one after the other. First, she had perfect breasts – full and firm with beautiful nipples. Second, she has a great ass, perfectly formed and muscular. Third, she has the most beautiful hair, jet black, long and curly. And fourth, she was stunning and I'm an idiot for not looking at her differently before today.

She climbed into his lap with one knee on each side of his hips. As she positioned herself, the hard shaft of his cock touched her pubic area. She pressed her chest against his and kissed him hard and deep. His erection, trapped by their bodies, began to throb with pleasure and anticipation. Her breasts crushed against his chest were soft and warm but her stiff nipples felt like sharp pebbles through their skin. When they finished their kiss, he reached for a breast to hold while his other hand slid over the back of her hip and grasped her butt cheek.

James kissed down the side of Kate's neck as she threw her head back. His lips traversed her collar bone until he came to her breast. He licked slowly around her nipple until it became a tight point in the middle of her areola. Her hand held his head tight to her body as his tongue flicked her nipple. Her breathing changed from quiet to loud. "Stop," she said quietly.

When he stopped, he watched her intently.

"Don't stop," she insisted. She smiled at him and pulled him back to her breast.

After several minutes of oral manipulation, Kate moved her hips slightly forward, raised herself up a few inches, reached between their bodies, grabbed his erection, and pushed it backward into her vaginal opening. It penetrated easily, filling her completely. Then she let her hips drop on the bed. He penetrated into her fully, his penis stretching her wide open. She groaned as the last inch of him entered her.

James held his hips still and waited for her to adjust to him. The tightness of Kate's pussy amazed him. It was nothing like he had experienced before, not even close to what Lori had taught him. She felt warm, wet, and tight around his entire erection. James looked at Kate. Her head was tilted back, mouth partially open, and her eyes closed.

Slowly, Kate began to move her hips from side to side. A series of soft moans escaped from her throat. James bent over Kate and put his lips on hers. At first they just rubbed together while she rotated her hips beneath him but, after a moment, Kate opened her mouth and allowed his tongue in. They kissed hard while Kate wrapped her legs around James' hips and lifted her pelvis off the bed again.

At that moment, James' self-control ended. He plunged into Kate with long, rhythmic strokes, pushing deeply with each one. Their kiss dissolved into individual moans, gasps, and cries of sexual excitement. When James thought he couldn't last any longer, he felt the telltale rush of semen building up and racing down his sperm ducts. It came on so quick there was no way to stop it and he emptied every spurt into her womb. As soon as the last spurt ended, his erection collapsed leaving behind an uncomfortable feeling of shrinking flesh still encased in Kate's warm womb. He tried to withdraw but Kate grabbed his butt cheeks with both hands and pulled him deeper into her. "No, please," she pleaded. "Just stay this way for a minute."

James waited and then slowly began to stroke in and out again. His penis began to expand and grow firm again. The pleasure of making love to Kate washed through him. After a few moments, when James started to increase his speed, Kate suddenly arched her back and gasped loudly as if all the breath had been squeezed from her body. For several minutes, small tremors shook her body.

Then Kate put her hands against James' chest and pushed him onto his back. She straddled him and slid over him. "This is the best ride at the fairgrounds," she murmured.

They moved together for several minutes. Suddenly, and with no warning, Kate began to cry out. Her body trembled from head to toe, her voice became ragged, and her eyes closed. Tears flowed down her cheeks. Her orgasm overwhelmed her, forcing all thoughts except pleasure from her mind and body. She fell onto James' chest, still pulsing with the aftershocks of an incredibly powerful climax.

"That was just like a fantasy I had before you and Lori were born," Kate admitted. "The rest of the afternoon was so nice, and you've been such a nice help." She leaned over and kissed him gently on his lips.

Moments later, Kate stood up from James' bed and walked into his bathroom. James admired her rear view as she disappeared into his bathroom. She had a beautiful derriere. When she emerged five minutes later, she had refreshed herself but hadn't bothered to get dressed. James liked that. "Lunch in about half an hour?" she asked. "I'm starving."

After lunch, they returned to bed and made love until time for dinner. They showered together, changed the sheets on James' bed, and prepared a light dinner of leftovers and a tossed salad. Then they went back to bed and slept peacefully until Sunday morning.

At breakfast on Sunday morning, Kate announced she would be leaving soon and she would be home late. There was a party at her friend Debra's house and Kate volunteered to help prepare lunch. "Do you need me to help?" James offered.

"No," Kate answered quickly. "Debra and I will have it done before too many other people can get there."

At that moment, James' cell phone rang. It was Lori. James said nothing more than he loved her and he missed her. "Call me later if you're available," he requested.

The rest of Saturday night passed slowly for James. His thoughts went back to Thursday morning when he had sex with Kate twice in less than an hour. They'd continued over the weekend exploring each other's bodies through sexual activities that exceeded any of James' and Lori's previous experiences. And neither of them had any expectations or restrictions on their sexual activities. While they had yet to have penetrative vaginal intercourse, most everything else was fair game.

They had only one conversation about what might happen when dad returned. Dad was due home around four o'clock on Sunday afternoon and they agreed to stop and freshen up when they heard him arrive. Then, they would dress appropriately, as a mother and son, and meet him together for dinner at five o'clock. Kate planned on preparing a special meal including the steak that Jim preferred and the baked potato with all the trimmings she knew he liked. That way he wouldn't be disappointed by going out to eat and it wouldn't raise any questions about why they didn't go to a restaurant.

After hearing James talk with Lori on Saturday night, Kate seemed anxious to continue her lessons on the art of oral sex. She began the evening with a blow job that nearly drove James mad with desire. He thought he was going to embarrass himself by coming in under ten seconds after Kate released his erection from his shorts and bent over with his penis between her lips. She was just getting started when the timer buzzed announcing that the steaks were ready for the broiler. She stopped abruptly, removed the steaks from the oven, placed them on the broiler pan and turned the burner to 500 degrees. The potatoes were already pre-cooked so James took care of setting them in the warming oven.

At five minutes after four, Kate heard the garage door open indicating that Jim was home. She quickly kissed James, told him to get dressed and headed toward their bedroom. Fifteen minutes later, James entered the kitchen wearing an oxford shirt and chinos. "Mom?" he called.

"In here," responded Kate from her home office. She was working on the computer.

James hugged her from behind putting his arms around her waist. Kate closed her eyes briefly as memories of the previous hours flooded through her head. James nuzzled her neck. He couldn't resist the urge to bite lightly on her earlobe. Kate gasped while heat raced through her body and settled between her legs. She stood up, pushed her hips back against James and held both of his hands. "It's probably better if you don't do that in front of your father," she commented.

The door from the garage opened. "Hi honey," greeted Jim as he entered the house.

Kate spun to the side so she would be hidden behind James. "We're in here," she announced. She squeezed James' hands. James let go of Kate's waist. "How was golf?" asked Kate.

"Tough today," answered Jim. "I never had my rhythm." Jim walked over to James and gave him a hug. James turned sideways so it was mom who was being hugged. Then he put both hands on her chest and felt her nipples harden immediately.

"Lori wasn't able to keep your rhythm," James said. Mom jabbed him in his ribs. He responded by squeezing her nipples.

"What do you mean by that?" asked Jim.

"Didn't Lori call?" asked mom.

"Oh gosh! I left my cell in the car. It'll have to wait until after dinner," Jim concluded. He headed down the hall towards their bedroom. When he walked into the master suite, he stopped, dumbstruck at what he saw. Kate and James were engaged in a 69 position on the bed. Their naked bodies covered with sweat reflecting light from the overhead lamp. James' hands were under Kate's ass while his lips circled around her clitoris and his tongue pushed inside her pussy. Kate had her hands on James' buttocks, pushing him toward her mouth. When she saw Jim staring at the couple she pulled James away from her so there would be no doubt about their actions. "Jim, this isn't what you think."

"So who is this guy?" asked Jim.

"This isn't any guy," Kate said. "This is your son, James. He's come to help me satisfy a need we both share."

"You're having sex with my son!" yelled Jim.

"Yes, and it feels good," admitted Kate. "I'm not proud of it but I can't help myself. I've loved every second of our relationship. It seems like a miracle and I can't bear to let him go just yet. If it ends today, so be it, but if it goes on for a while longer then let's give ourselves permission to enjoy it as long as it lasts."

Jim stood next to the table with his mouth open.

"You said yourself, no one in their right mind would blame you or want to condemn you if you were doing something together. What better way to get revenge on our children than for us to find happiness together?"

Kate grabbed Jim's hand and pulled him back to his chair. She took her seat across the table from him. Jim looked stunned. Kate waited patiently while he sorted out his emotions and thoughts. Eventually he picked up the wine bottle and refilled both glasses. "When did you think about this first?" he asked.

"When they were first discovered. Maybe I had some suspicions before then but that day is when I thought it would be nice to have another partner. But we seemed to be going well. I wasn't sure what I wanted except an occasional sexual fling. I was satisfied with what we had for quite a while," explained Kate.

"But then your satisfaction with what we had lessened?" he asked.

Kate nodded. "More like the novelty of our situation wore off."

"We stopped being interesting to each other?"

Again, Kate nodded. "I'd go so far as to say I became bored."

"Bored!" exclaimed Jim. "That's a harsh word."

"I'm sorry to use it," replied Kate. "But that's how I felt at the time. And, even worse, your sexual activity with me seemed perfunctory and unexciting."

"So what changed for you?" Jim asked.

"Maybe nothing. It was certainly true what I said earlier. Our children are incredibly attractive people and having sex with either one is more than adequate reward for any effort you put into your sexual activity together. When we thought that our kids were siblings, it provided a safe outlet for us to explore our fantasies or act out on our dark side with no long term effects or repercussions."

"We did take advantage of that possibility," remembered Jim. "Some of them would shock the sensibilities of a normal family."

"Which only demonstrates why those ideas became fantasies and never had the courage to express them outside of our group," observed Kate.

Jim leaned across the table and took Kate's hand in his own. "What do we do now?" he asked.

"We should finish dinner," suggested Kate. "Afterward we can consider whether or not there is an ongoing future for us as partners."

It didn't take long for Jim to clean his plate, refill it, and clear half of it again. Kate took longer to complete the meal. "Is there any coffee?" asked Jim when Kate finished.

"I'll make another pot," she responded. She made enough coffee to serve all the remaining guests that were at dinner. When it was ready, she poured two cups, put cream and sugar on the table next to Jim and sat opposite him.

Jim sipped his coffee and contemplated what Kate had said. He couldn't argue with what she had said although it seemed so strange. "Do you think Lori will come home this weekend?" asked Jim.

Kate shook her head. "No, I don't," she replied. "This is her first time living away from home so she will take every opportunity to be with her roommates. And if she has a new lover in her life, she probably won't return home until after work on Sunday night. Besides, I don't think she would consider coming home unless you invited her and that seems unlikely."

"We were so close when we thought she was my daughter," said Jim. "What happened? Wasn't she just as surprised by the DNA test result as me? She didn't want this to happen anymore than I did," Jim stated emphatically.

"You are both acting as if it was something neither one of you wanted," commented Kate. "If that were true, wouldn't you have been able to adjust to the news that you weren't siblings?" Kate reasoned.

Jim shook his head. "I guess not," he admitted. "At least I know now that I am very interested in sexual activity with Lori."

"I thought maybe you would recognize it sooner," teased Kate. "Especially since she has shared your bed for almost two years."

"That doesn't mean we've had sex all that time," answered Jim.

"Don't be too sure," responded Kate. "The only way to be sure would be to ask her."

James bent over Kate's abdomen, his mouth hovering inches above her groin and inhaled deeply. The scent of Lori's genitals invaded his primitive brain, triggering an immediate erection and a powerful impulse to continue what he'd started with Lori's mother. It required a significant conscious effort to suppress those impulses to focus on finishing what he'd started with mom.

While Kate appreciated Jim's technique with his fingers and tongue, she didn't have patience or endurance for extended oral exploration. Her husband enjoyed performing oral sex on her but even he found her body impatient and demanding at times. Kate grabbed his ears, pulling him away from her groin, and rolled off the bed onto her knees, forcing James to move onto the bed next to where she had been lying.

She began to unbutton his shorts. James was already breathing heavily with anticipation when his shorts hit the floor. She knelt, leaned over James' lap and captured his erection in her mouth. This wasn't about pleasuring him, it was about preparing him for intercourse. She sucked hard on his penis while simultaneously rolling his testicles in her hand. She squeezed firmly and felt his balls compress against each other. When his sperm was close to the surface, she stopped sucking and released his penis. She waited a few seconds for him to relax and then started the cycle again. By the time she finished, his penis was rigidly erect, and his orgasm imminent. She moved between his legs. "Now!" she said as she forced his lower body closer to her by squeezing her knees around him.

James penetrated Kate's vagina with just the head of his penis.

"Don't tease me!" she demanded.

James thrust all the way into Kate's pussy and her hips met him with equal force. Kate held him tightly against her, rocking her hips with increasing speed. James struggled to breathe and tried not to come. They were both on the edge and neither wanted the sex to stop so soon. James felt Kate tremble. "I... can't... hold... much... longer," she warned.

Kate's body relaxed suddenly, the tension draining away as a shudder started at her groin. James erupted uncontrollably with her.

They held each other close while their breathing and hearts returned to normal.

"Mom? Can you hear me?" called Kate's husband as he entered the house through the kitchen door.

Kate's eyes sprang open. "It's your father. Get dressed," she said quietly, quickly pulling on her nightgown. With a quick kiss, Kate left James' bedroom and headed toward the kitchen. She met her husband in the hall just outside the kitchen door. "Hello, honey," she greeted him as she gave him a hug and kiss. "Did you have a good day on the golf course?"

"Good enough," he answered. "But the guys I played with are boring. All they did was complain about their wives or something that happened at work."

"You could have come home sooner," said Kate.

"But then you'd be angry because I wouldn't have won enough of your money for those new plants," grinned her husband. He walked over and hugged Kate where she was standing between two rows of seedlings.

"And Lori would have had a very bad day," observed Kate as she returned the hug. "What am I going to do with all this extra sperm now that I don't need it?"

"You can either freeze it or sell it," joked her husband.

"Not funny," giggled Kate. "Maybe I'll ask Lori and James. They like me anyway and Lori likes having sex with family members."

The man shuddered. "Please don't tell me anything about your sexual relationship with them," he requested. "That has no place in my fantasies when I'm alone. Besides, you're a much better lover than Lori could ever hope to be."

"Lover?" commented Kate. "I haven't had a lover since our first year of marriage."

"Well, you have one now," stated her husband.

Kate's eyes widened. "Doesn't this complicate everything?" she asked.

"Only if we make it," observed Kate's husband.

The End.

My First Black Man

He was a little older, tall, dark skin and handsome. You'd say he looked like Denzel Washington only a little thicker. My name is Tamika, and I'm 5'8', I got big brown eyes and wavy blonde hair, not too light, but light enough to see some highlights when I move in the right light. Anyway, his name is Marcus, and we grew up together so we're kinda good friends.

I had just got off of work at one of those fancy restaurants out in the suburbs, I go there every weekend because they pay real nice plus my aunt owns the joint, I was taking some old bread out to the dumpster as soon as I got to my car someone pulled me back towards them, covering my mouth.

"You gon let me rape you, or you gon gimme money?" a deep voice whispered in my ear, sending chills down my spine. It was a guy...a sexy one! "You ain't got much money on you, but that pussy looks real sweet."

I tried to yell, but he put tape over my mouth. He kept one arm around me while he reached through my window, turning my car off. "Let's take a walk before people think y'all screaming for a different reason." The man dragged me into the parking lot and towards his car. He opened the back door, bent me over, then stuck his finger in my pussy to make sure I wasn't wet. That pissed me off because nobody has touched me down there in 4 years. Well except for myself, when I'm trying to masturbate at home or thinking about this really hot guy at work who's been flirting with me all week.

When he was done checking for wetness he laughed. "Aww shit, you really wanna fuck!" He took his arm off of my neck and pushed me onto the back seat. He got behind me and tied my ankles together with the same rope used to tie my wrists, but tighter. Then he turned me over on my back and pulled my skirt up over my face so I couldn't see anything. All of a sudden, I feel his weight on top of me. He grinds his cock against me as he rips my shirt open, smashing the buttons across the floorboards. The cold air hitting my exposed breasts sent more chills down my body and I moan beneath the tape again.

He squeezed my nipples real hard and rubbed my clit through my panties with his finger, then he laughed again and said, "I can't believe I'm about to fuck a nigga! Your lucky your cute cause I like what I'm feeling"

After he said that I realize I was in deep shit. The first thing I thought was I gotta get out of this car. So I begin to wiggle underneath him trying to squirm away from his fingers on my clit, but with his full weight on top of me it doesn't do any good, all it does is make him mad. He pulls his hand off of my left breast and starts whaling on my ass, yelling "What the fuck did I tell you about moving! I'm going to punish you until you learn some mother fucking respect!" I try my best not to make any sounds after the last slap just in case he hits me again. After whacking me about five times he sits up, pulling me up with him. My head's still under my skirt and when I hear him start unzipping his pants I try even harder to get loose and escape from him, but to no avail. In one quick motion he had me completely impaled on his 10 inch dick.

I couldn't help it, I cried out, not because it hurt, but because it felt so fucking good to have all that cock crammed inside of my dripping pussy. I immediately felt the tingles begin inside of my vagina as the muscles began contracting and squeezing his man meat. He gave an evil laugh and said, "I told you I like what I feel, don't I?" He reached under my skirt, pulled off the tape and I moaned a low yes, while trying to push myself against his cock more. But he pulled me up and turned me around. Once I was facing him I wrapped my legs around his waist and put my arms around his neck. As we're kissing, his hands are all over my body touching, teasing and driving me crazy. We finally stop kissing long enough for him to remove my clothes and once I am completely naked he pushes me down onto the car seat, forcing my legs to unfold from him.

He pulls his shirt off revealing an athletic built chest and arms, as well as 6-pack abs, I can't help but moan at the sight of all that male flesh. He bends over me to capture my breasts in his mouth and I reach up to stroke his smooth chest. He alternates between biting and sucking, sending bolts of fire to my pussy and causing more juices to leak from between my legs. Finally he spreads my thighs apart with his knee and moves his cock into place rubbing it on the outside of my lips, gathering the cum leaking out. Then he presses forward burying it all in one quick movement.

I scream "Yes" at the sensation, arching my back trying to press him in deeper. He doesn't waste any time and starts thrusting into me making sure I'm feeling every inch. He pounds away for about 2 minutes before slowing down and changing angles so now his shaft rubs against my clit with every stroke. This sends me into orbit and I have another earth shattering orgasm as my body writhes in the aftermath of climax.

When I finally open my eyes after this massive explosion, he is smiling and I say, "you are good", as my pussy clenches repeatedly around him.

We begin again, this time he is slower, softer almost. He reaches under my neck pulling me closer. Then we start moving together in perfect rhythm. His cock is touching something deep inside me with each thrust and I feel myself being pulled higher and higher towards a peak so great I'm not sure if I can handle it. Soon though, I no longer have any control. He pushes me over the edge and we climax together crying out simultaneously.

When we wake up it's mid-afternoon and we have sex one more time before James leaves. This is an afternoon I'll never forget...and certainly won't turn down anytime he offers. I don't even try to hide my limp, smiling at anyone who looks at me...this may become interesting.

As soon as she gets home from work, Lori tells me that she wants us to do the same thing our parents did for us when we were growing up - she wants us to be honest with each other. She goes first - she has been very happy living with Mike. But the relationship hasn't been all honey and milk.

Mike's sexual appetites are somewhat different than Lori's and it doesn't help that she still craves regular sex and isn't getting enough of it from Mike. As a result, she has begun experimenting on her own...using toys. At first, she started with small vibrators that she kept hidden in drawers of her bedroom dresser. Eventually, though, she bought several larger ones that are much more satisfying but not so easy to hide. And then the day came when Mike caught her using the largest one and watching porno videos. He became upset, accusing her of being unfaithful, and said he wanted some time to think about what he should do.

I'm surprised and not sure what I should tell her. The last thing I expected today was that I would end up having sex with my mother. So, when Lori starts talking about how we need to be open and honest with each other, especially in the sexual area, I can't think of a thing to say. After she finishes telling me what has been going on with her and Mike, I'm really speechless - I have no idea what I could say to help. Fortunately for me, mom and dad arrive at that point. Lori leaves after making me promise that I will keep what she told me completely confidential.

I've been thinking about my experience with mom all morning. I know I want to continue because it felt so good to let go of my tension and just float in a sea of bliss. When mom asks if everything is okay, I have to confess that I'm having difficulty concentrating on work since she gave me the best blow job of my life earlier this morning. Mom says, "If it was so great for you, imagine what it would have been like for Lori. Maybe it might be something we could use to improve our relationships."

We don't get to explore her comment as dad arrives home. Dad greets us both and goes upstairs for a nap while mom begins dinner preparations. I help by cutting vegetables and peeling potatoes for mashed potatoes.

By the time we sit down to eat, the atmosphere feels as it always has and there's nothing left from this morning in their demeanor or actions to suggest they did anything out of the ordinary today. After dinner, dad plays with some gadget while mom washes dishes. I dry.

The evening continues with the usual television viewing for another hour when everyone retires to their rooms. Dad and mom turn in and I head to my bedroom. Once I've closed the door, I hear the television start. Mom and dad watch TV each night until nine. That usually means they'll be in their room for half an hour and then asleep - hopefully not making love tonight since the walls are very thin.

At ten o'clock, mom knocks on my door. "How are you doing, son?" she asks as she opens the door and walks in. She is wearing a different nightgown now - a flannel robe-like number with matching flannel slippers.

"I'm fine, mom," I say as I close my laptop and give her my complete attention. "Just working on next week's presentations."

She sits on the side of my bed. "Did you enjoy yourself today?" she asks as innocently as she can.

"It's a bit strange talking to you about it," I admit.

"Is there something wrong?" she asks.

"Wrong, no," I assure her. "Unusual and unfamiliar, yes."

"So things did go well between us," mom says. "I've had my doubts since it happened."

"We're just not used to telling each other things we may not normally discuss with each other," I explain. "Like Lori and me, what happened with you is an exceptional situation which requires us to treat the others differently. For example, if someone overheard some of our conversation today or saw us embracing at home they might think something very unusual is happening or has already happened. If you have any qualms about going further than we went yesterday, I completely understand. As far as I am concerned, what happened yesterday between us was perfect. And as for today, I hope this helps both of us deal with the stress of relationships outside ours. You know you can depend on me for help as often as you like and, maybe, as long as this works, we can take a few steps every now and then to make things better.

"So we're still together," mom confirms.

"Only if you agree," I assure her. "I would like us to continue but only if you're comfortable with the changes so far."

Mom stands up from my bed, leans over, and kisses me on the lips. It's not one of her motherly, chaste, pecks. It's a long, tongue-filled, sensual kiss. As she backs away, she tastes the residue of her juices in my mouth and smiles at me. "I don't think there's any question what I want to happen next," she says. She takes both of my hands in hers. "Stand up."

As I stand, mom runs her hands down my arms, onto my chest and then embraces me, pressing her body against mine and kissing me again. She's wearing a thin, tight, tank top and no bra. Her hard nipples are easily detected as she presses her chest to mine. My erection returns quickly.

She notices. "We'll take care of that later," she says with a smile. "But there are several things we should do first," she continues as she turns me around. I feel the pressure of her breasts pushing on my back and her hands holding my buttocks. Her lips and tongue wander across my bare shoulders. Suddenly, my boxers fall to the ground and I realize she pushed them down.

"I guess you have more planned than I thought," I tease.

"It helps if your pants don't fall down when you're trying to seduce a man," she answers with humor in her voice.

As I step out of my boxers, I turn and embrace my mother. "Your next," I say and run my fingers under the bottom hem of her tank top and drag it upward until she raises her arms and allows me to remove the shirt. I toss the tank top on the floor near my boxers and turn my attention to my mother's breasts. As they emerged from under her tight-fitting top, I realize how hard my erection had become again and move myself against her to feel her body pressing against mine. She presses back.

We embrace in our mutual nudity for the first time as lover. My arms encircle my mother, pulling her close while she embraces me and lays her head on my chest. Her eyes wander down and fixate on my erect penis, pressed tightly against my stomach by the pressure of her thighs and abdomen. She smiles like she has won the lottery, pushes me away so she can reach out and touch my erection. As her fingers encircle my girth, she looks up at me and says, "I have one last surprise for you."

"What?" I ask, expecting the answer to be something more about her sexual prowess or what she wants me to do next.

With her right hand still stroking my erection, she lifts her left leg up and points her foot in the air. With a wink and smile, she moves her left hand behind her leg, exposing her sex from an entirely new angle.

For the first time, I see my mother's anal rose. In that instant, I want to experience anal intercourse with her. The opportunity seems beyond impossible but it is my immediate goal.

Lori is kneeling beside us now, watching carefully and rubbing herself as we go. "I think it is time for him to get to work on the both of you," she observes, and puts my hand onto Mom's breast. As my fingers find their way around the softness there, Mom arches her back, bringing her chest towards me even more, while she leans down to kiss my lips again. After a moment though, she sits up and pulls off her T-shirt to reveal that she was wearing no bra underneath. I bring my hands back to her chest, letting my eyes feast on the sight before me. The feeling of her hardened nipples under my palms and the sound of her gentle moaning in response to my touch causes my shaft to throb once more inside Lori's warm tunnel.

While I caress Mom's breasts, Lori begins to move again up and down on my cock. "Oh God..." she says, "... that feels so fucking good! So hard but yet still soft enough to press against all my walls inside." She keeps bouncing on me and after a minute, I can feel her walls fluttering slightly inside and recognize this as the start of an impending orgasm for her.

Mom, seeming to read my mind about knowing the signs of when Lori is on the verge of cumming, leans forward to whisper in my ear, "You should fuck your little sister from behind now. Doggy style. It'll be easy to make her cum that way."

Lori's eyes meet mine, and I don't need to ask her what she wants next. I give one more quick kiss to Mom before Lori stops her bouncing just long enough for me to roll out from under her. She gets onto her hands and knees in front of me, shaking her sweet round ass invitingly in front of me. Taking her invitation, I move up behind her and quickly position myself at the entrance to her wet tunnel again. I reach out and run my left hand over her back, enjoying the sight of her firm ass presented to me so perfectly like this. She's facing away from me with her head lying flat against a pillow while her beautiful hair spills around it. When I begin pushing my cock into her slick sex from behind, Lori moans and arches her back in response. She's not going to last very long as already halfway into her passage and I can feel her gripping my hard rod. With how quickly I got her aroused after our pause, I won't last much longer either.

"I love you Lori," I state, "And I think you're a complete idiot to throw this chance at something so fantastic with me away, no matter what happens at work."

Hearing this, Lori moans loudly into the pillow she's lying on, her tunnel squeezing me tight. My hands grip her hips and begin slamming my full length in and out of her. She screams again and I see her fisting the sheets beside her face. The feeling is indescribable, and we both know we won't last much longer. So I decide to take it up a notch further for us both.

"Mom," I state clearly. This time when I say the word 'Mom,' Lori can't contain herself. I'm only halfway into my thrust when her walls grab hold of me tight, and the scream she lets out is unlike any other she has given so far tonight. She bucks wildly under me and I struggle to stay buried in her sweet pussy as she begins her orgasm. Just before my own climax hits, I have one final thought as I finish by calling out one last "Mom!" This is it...this is heaven! And I shoot thick ropes of my cum deep into my sister's fertile young cunt.

Afterwards, our breaths coming out ragged as we both recover from the force of the orgasms, I finally let go of her hips and lie flat on top of her back. After giving myself a few more seconds to recover, I slide myself out of her with a wet pop, and fall onto my back next to her. I close my eyes as I still feel like my whole world is spinning. It takes nearly a full minute for me to open my eyes again after this, and when I do, I take in Lori lying on the bed. Her face is to the side facing away from me, but I can still see that her eyes are closed, and a smile creeps onto her lips even while her chest moves rapidly from her breathing. When I follow her bare body down her naked back, my eyes land on her smooth ass which is sticking up and showing off that beautiful starburst between her cheeks and that delicious pussy between her legs. Both glisten with their mingled fluids covering them.

As if feeling my stare, Lori raises her head slightly and turns around to look at me. Our gazes lock as I try to memorize this moment, the two of us looking at each other while basking in the glow of sex. Then suddenly without warning, tears start spilling out from Lori's eyes. She then breaks our gaze by putting her head down and burying it in the pillow again. But I'm not fooled into thinking that she isn't crying any less intensely though, as she starts shaking with emotion while muffled whimpers come from her now covered face. My heart wrenches in pain from seeing this, and before I know what I'm doing, I put my arm around her shoulders and pull her closer to me. With no resistance on her part, I soon feel the warmth of her entire body against my side as she cuddles next to me with one of her hands on my stomach.

At first, her cries and tears are too much for me to think I did anything good here. But soon Lori looks at me again, and seeing my worried expression, quickly reassures me by saying "I'm sorry I got you started on all this." My mind takes that to mean how everything started back when we were just brother and sister, before she became a vixen in front of my eyes. Back when all we had were memories of our family time together, and the idea of even thinking about getting sexual with each other would have been absolutely absurd.

She continues talking between her occasional sobs. "I know I caused you pain when you wanted more of me than I could give you. I've tried to be there for you but..." As she trails off, I know immediately she's referring to her boyfriend, which seems ironic that after being such an important source of pleasure in our lives, he's also become the central source of stress and frustration.

For all the happiness Lori has brought to my life, there's been equal amounts of sadness too. I can hardly count how many times my heart felt like it was about to break every time she went off somewhere with her boyfriend, sometimes for several days, while leaving me lonely in our bedroom. Not to mention what it was like on those countless Saturday nights where it took every bit of willpower I could summon not to chase after her into the dark parking lot of some club as I watched her disappear into the unknown without even giving me a goodbye hug or kiss. Those were bad times for sure, times when I thought I might actually go insane with rage and grief.

The only thing that kept me going in those moments was knowing that, eventually, our family routine would start again the following day and she would come back to my bed and me, her brother. It made it almost worthwhile, knowing that there would always be that much at least to look forward to. Still, there were some really low points during that period, even worse than those final few weeks of separation before moving out completely. The absolute lowest point by far was seeing my baby sister standing beside the stranger who now owns her, his arms around her waist while they chattered away as if they already had a lifetime worth of memories together. As hard as that was on me personally, though, I was also thinking about mom too in that moment, especially knowing what kind of toll all this emotional turmoil has taken on her.

Even after she's been gone for a while, I still remember all too clearly the morning after their first night together when she came into my room to find me watching porn on my laptop, stroking my erection, imagining it was my sister and preparing to spray cum onto my stomach. I thought mom would just leave and close the door behind her, but instead she stayed and watched with me as I continued jerking off, probably because it was the only thing keeping her from bursting into tears right there next to my bed. I know she said nothing of my activities since we have an unspoken agreement that my sister is absolutely off-limits as something to discuss. Still, I got the distinct impression that her watching me masturbating to thoughts of my sister wasn't exactly what she had in mind when she told me to make sure I wasn't feeling neglected. But the truth of it was that my sister left home long ago and Lori hasn't returned there since that man took her away. So I was alone, lonely, horny, frustrated. It's one thing to miss being able to fuck your little sister when you've come home early from work or she's ditched her college classes so you can play out your incestuous fantasies. It's another thing altogether to go for weeks without getting laid at all. At least in this particular instance, mom came through and gave me all the release I needed for the time being, just as she promised she would when she made the offer.

She even went above and beyond what I thought would be necessary that morning when we started getting involved again after her move to his place, when I was lying on my bed with the laptop balanced on my knees and jacking off as usual to thoughts of Lori, who had moved out months earlier. I was about to finish when mom walked into my room without knocking, which isn't that unusual these days. She didn't close the door behind her though, and it occurred to me that she might have been intentionally trying to get caught in that position. The satin robe I'm used to seeing her wear was all the way open and she wasn't wearing anything underneath except panties, and those were black thongs, not the white cotton briefs I always imagine her wearing in normal life. She seemed disappointed when she saw I hadn't come yet, almost like she wanted to watch the whole thing happen, and stood there right next to the bed until I finished, then pulled down my covers and watched as the last drops oozed out onto my stomach. Then she cleaned my belly off with a warm wet washcloth like she used to do when I was little. It was nice how intimate it made us feel in spite of our obvious age difference, because now we've started having sex regularly again just like when I was still in high school and Lori was home taking care of me.

After my mother had cleaned me up with the cloth, I decided to turn the tables on her by reaching out to grab the front of her robe. My hands found nothing but skin under the soft satiny material; the only part of my body touching hers at first were my fingertips against her breasts. As soon as I realized my mother was actually naked under her robe and that I could easily touch her where no son should be permitted to touch his mother, I pulled her onto the bed and pinned her under the weight of my own body. Once she'd recovered from being startled and started realizing what we were doing, my mom wrapped both arms around me and kissed me full on the mouth—even though it's against our unspoken agreement. I've got one arm propped up to hold my weight and balance so I can look down at my naked mother, and the other one is busy reaching under her satin robe to grab her ass.

As if it couldn't have gotten any weirder already, my mother is looking back up at me with her arms wrapped around my neck. She's making the kind of sounds that tell me she's horny, just like when Lori wants sex badly enough that she can't wait for me to take my time, but I can hear what Lori was talking about now because this isn't how my mother usually sounds. When Kate talks during sex, it's mostly quiet noises and some panting while dad keeps pounding away; that's exactly what they sound like too since their room is next to ours, not that Lori and I care anymore if people can hear us screwing around. This time is different: My mom's moans are higher-pitched and more frequent. I think that even though I'm doing everything almost the same as Dad would normally be doing right now, she feels comfortable enough being with me like this that it's more exciting than usual—more forbidden, if you will. Or maybe she really has needed this kind of relief all along, and all she's really needed all these years is the release she gets from getting off on her son's cock instead of her husband's. That's another part that feels very different; my mother's pussy has always seemed much tighter to me than Lori's—although the two holes are probably pretty similar since Mom takes bigger cocks—so my having more trouble slipping my finger inside of her feels wrong in some weird way, as if she's not ready yet despite her moaning. Still, after a couple minutes of working my index finger between her slippery pussy lips and rubbing all around inside of her, I do finally manage to pop my finger inside of Kate's twat. Now it's time for something new, since my dad has never done anything in his life to get her off in this way.

My mother gasps audibly as I pull my wet, sticky finger out of her twat. "J-James..." she stammers just as I push that finger against her asshole. "What are y- Mmmh!" Kate whimpers as I force my fingertip past the muscles there, letting my first knuckle slip into my mom's back passage.

"You seem really tense right now." I say with a wicked grin as I look up into her eyes. "Did something startle you?"

Kate only whimpers a little bit, her jaw trembling so badly that she can't talk for a moment. After she sucks in a long, deep breath, though, my mom does speak: "How did you... Y-Your finger is already so far up my b-butt... And what were you trying to do in the first place?! I n-never told you t-that you could touch me down there; even your father doesn't play with me like this... I thought we agreed to start slowly here?!"

I'm still smirking at her, enjoying how she's obviously loving what I'm doing to her even though she probably won't admit it just yet. "Yeah, well, what can I say? If we're gonna take it slow here, then I wanted to try exploring some part of you... Plus, it looks like I'm doing a good job either way. It wasn't hard to slide a finger in your ass and then another, especially when you've already got my cock halfway up your pussy, and..."

Before I can finish speaking, mom gives another loud shriek as I curl my finger inside her pussy at the same time as I bend the two fingers buried in her butt a little more too. All of that stimulation causes her to have the biggest orgasm I've seen from her yet. Her entire body twitches wildly on my lap as her arms release my neck and instead grab at my arms with desperate force. Mom tries to lift herself up but finds that she can't do so until I let go of her hip; as it is, I get to hear her whine weakly while she rides through her climax on top of me.

The second Kate finishes coming, I pull my fingers out of her pussy and then slide my hand over the wet patch of pubic hair to find her clit with my thumb and forefinger again. This time, she's so sensitive from cumming that she shrieks immediately. While I hold her waist down with both arms, I gently bite her nipple before taking her breast into my mouth completely. "M-master!" Mom screams, throwing her head back against the pillow behind her as she struggles not to cum again.

"That's it, mommy," I whisper into her ear, nibbling it a bit while I start fucking her asshole even deeper with my three fingers. She lets out a small shriek as she realizes this, eyes widening even more now as I work to push the last part of my pinkie into her tight hole alongside the rest of my digits. She's moaning softly now, trying to move back and forth like she needs something else... But what? "You like that, don't you? You're so fucking horny for your son's cock that you can't help yourself anymore, right?" As I speak, I keep fingering her clit just a bit slower than the pace at which I'm drilling my four fingers into her butt, making sure not to actually get her close enough to cum again. The only reason she hasn't is because she's holding herself back; it feels like she really wants to explode all over me.

Kate's entire body goes stiff after that one remark and she comes screaming on top of me. Her scream cuts off and her breath catches when I pull out my hand from inside her asshole. Then, I take the opportunity to finally give myself some attention; I need it, badly. I unzip my jeans and release my rock hard rod, sighing happily when I feel myself freed. Then, without any warning or buildup whatsoever, I shove every single inch of my long shaft all the way into my mom's tight butt in one hard thrust. In fact, her orgasm is still going strong when I do so; there's no resistance from her body whatsoever. Kate almost faints while riding that wave, her pussy juice flooding onto my balls and her asshole swallowing every inch of my thick meat at once, and I think she'd gone entirely limp if we hadn't been connected. She screams louder than ever though once she feels me fill up her little ass with my huge dick, like she can't even believe how much it hurts yet. There are tears streaming down her face and she whimpers helplessly, eyes rolling back as I begin to hump away at her perfect, round booty. I've gotten her so wet that I can tell exactly how far inside her sweet butt I am at any given time with each thrust; every few seconds, my swinging nutsack hits her juicy, exposed cunt while I pound her from below. "Fuck, mom... Fuckin' hell..."

Her entire body's quivering as she leans over and presses her soft breasts against my muscular chest, letting herself fall atop me and wrapping her legs around my waist, and her big boobs squishing against me helps me stay focused and keep moving in and out of her beautiful backside even when her tightening ring threatens to push me back out every couple of thrusts. After a minute or so of non-stop buttfucking, she's managed to catch her breath and she lets me know it's OK if I go faster, harder. I take off like a jackhammer after that, really giving it to her while she holds on tight, my powerful body smashing her own into submission, making sure her sweet booty never forgets how much of a man I am. With the way I'm slamming my fat cock up her asshole, I just hope her ass will be able to go back to its usual tightness after this, although knowing my mom, she'd probably just have me fuck her butt again if she got worried about that, and then tell me I should do it harder. She really is fucking amazing, my own private slut... "Mom, oh fuck yeah!" I say before ramming my long rod all the way into her tight, stretched hole and stopping it there to shoot deep inside her guts with the biggest cum of my life. Her booty squeezes around my cock and milks more of my thick semen out even once I start slowing down, which just makes it hurt that much worse as her already insanely tight anus goes into overdrive and forces me out inch by inch. By the time my orgasm finally ends, I feel like half of it got trapped inside mom's incredible body along with the first loads, while the other half is pooled on top of us between her round breasts. Mom lies back and rests for a moment, giving me a great view of her naked curves under the overhead light. Then, after recovering from our hot anal sex, she pushes me onto my back, climbs between my legs, and swallows my flaccid member down to its root without hesitating. My eyes open wide as she stares right into them and goes to work, her warm mouth slowly sucking more life into my cock, making it swell back up quickly now that I'm so well-drained, and before long she has me nice and hard again, just from her incredible skills and the knowledge she's sucking out most of my anal cream as well as her daughter's pussy juice from the source. With a wet plop, my mom releases my stiff dick and pulls herself up on top of me once again. With one hand stroking my shaft while she lines up my helmet with her rosebud, she gives me the most devious smile imaginable. "So, son," she asks innocently. "Did your mother take care of you?" She says it in such a cute, sweet manner that my brain doesn't catch up with what's about to happen until she sits down and begins taking me up her still tight anus right into the deep recesses of her bowels, squeezing past her ring that clenches firmly against my veiny pole in the hopes of ejecting me, but my mom's an incredibly strong woman when she wants to be, so much so that it isn't even that much of an effort to lower herself inch by inch all the way down until her round behind presses up against my balls. With an almost dreamy look on her face, mom stares at me for a long moment as the muscles in her sphincter contract along my girth, sending chills down my spine at how wonderful this feels... "Mom's gonna make everything better," she promises before starting to bounce up and down on me, sliding those amazing curves along the length of my cock which only helps get me harder and faster even as we go crazy on each other all over again with mom moaning like crazy while I hold on tight. In no time at all, I'm back at full strength and fucking her anally as hard as she takes it. We've had a good rhythm going for a while when I start to realize I really do have something else to do today besides screwing around with my sister and mom. The guilt comes creeping back up as I continue enjoying myself anyway, but when mom leans down to kiss me hard on the mouth again, I can't help losing myself to my lust, kissing back as I wrap my arms around her curvaceous body. My hands sink into her smooth skin and pliable body, pulling my mom back onto my pistoning dick where we begin to really pick up steam. As she rides me, I grab onto mom's ass with both hands and squeeze a couple times just because I can. Then I run my hands up along her soft sides, loving the feel of her naked skin under my fingertips. Eventually they settle on her massive tits that wobble as she bounces and rocks, and she groans again as I cup them and roll her nipples between my fingers. "Fuck! Your cock is so big!" Mom cries as we move faster and faster together. I know our neighbors aren't too close but if anyone has their windows open, they'll definitely hear her scream like that. Fortunately for us, it's Sunday morning, so everyone who lives near us will still be in bed asleep... For the most part. I don't mind that mom isn't the quietest woman out there, though... in fact, I think I love it even more.

I let go of her breast, watching the soft flesh bounce up and down on me, and push myself up enough to suck one nipple into my mouth. After giving each tit a nice, wet treatment, I fall back to the pillow and watch as my mother gives my shaft another good polish with her sexy asshole. Mom seems like she's getting into the flow of things even more now as she works those hips and moves those gorgeous curves to and fro. Before long, she starts slamming my rod with more gusto than ever before, driving herself further toward her second anal orgasm. And by now she's totally lost the inhibitions of doing this with her son. Her cries come faster as we get closer together. In a few minutes I feel my own load building to release inside my sexy, older mother who wants nothing but to ride my meaty pecker for all its worth. But it isn't long after when I suddenly notice my sister creeping toward us quietly on her hands and knees from behind our mother's rocking butt. She looks pretty damn hot crawling along like that, not wearing any clothes anymore. Even hotter is knowing what she has in mind for both of us. When Lori sees me watching her, she gives me a wink and sneaks in real close, and mom has no idea as she keeps pounding me with all she's got. I grin as Lori crawls past me, and then lean forward to suck on her tits as she passes by. Once they've passed over my face, I look down my chest at the spot between mom's butt cheeks that are currently clapping around my erection like a wild cowgirl. Lori gets in real close, reaching out one hand to grab mom's plump booty right on her smooth cheek. Then she gives me another wink, opens her mouth, and goes for it. The first time her tongue flicks across mom's backdoor, mom jumps like lightning struck her right in the ass and lets out a huge, shocked gasp. "Wh-What?! What was that?!" But instead of jumping away or stopping her hips, mom just keeps on riding me harder than before. Now, I can tell she's getting into some kind of double pleasure, and once again, I wonder how often this woman is being sexually satisfied considering how much fun she's having.

"It's nothing, mom," I say calmly. "Keep going." So she does.

Mom slams her butt back against her daughter's mouth while Lori buries her face between mom's juicy buns. Both mom and I moan loudly, and my sister gives me yet another wink over mom's rocking waist. And then something happens that makes things even better. As mom is grinding her hot body and moaning louder and louder, I reach for her nipples with my hands and start tweaking them. Her eyes roll to the back of her head and her entire body becomes tense. In only seconds, I've managed to make mom come.

She rides her anal orgasm like a champ. It takes a little while for her to finally ride it out completely, but when she finishes, her cheeks are red and her chest is flushed from exertion. I bet she wants more.

So do I. I stand up from the table again, but this time don't stop until I'm behind mom, holding her around her midsection. I feel like a strong and virile man behind mom, holding onto her tight stomach as she turns around to face me. Now both of us can stare at my sister on the floor still eating mom's ass. Mom smiles devilishly at me and reaches into my trunks, wrapping her smooth fingers around my shaft, stroking it gently, before pulling me out and showing off my hard, long cock to my sister on the ground.

Lori stares at me for a second as I push my meat in-between mom's tits and start thrusting lightly. This feels good. My sister watches intently, squeezing her thighs together as I pump mom's massive bosom faster now, getting excited at the thought of fucking mom's huge jugs. And just like that, without any warning, I'm about to come. My legs begin shaking and I lean against mom, who seems to understand what's happening. She cups my balls and begins helping me milk myself over Lori. "Let it all out," mom says soothingly into my ear, stroking my cock faster, which triggers my orgasm instantly. I erupt on top of Lori's back, groaning at how fantastic this feels. "Wowww." I hear Lori say below me, her eyes widening in surprise as she watches me spray her entire back from the waist up. My cock throbs intensely as I continue jerking out rope after rope of hot sticky cum over my sister, until my load is finally spent.

Mom kisses me softly on my forehead and looks down at Lori again, grinning. "You're all messy," she tells my sister. "I told you that you'd have to bathe again."

My dick continues twitching while Lori crawls towards mom's feet, looking up at me while licking the tip of my dick clean. "Thank you," she says politely, winking at me. Lori knows what I liked—what I'm still liking as my cock slowly softens in her mouth, my hand resting on her head. Once again, I don't have to beg; I've already gotten to do more with my mother than I ever thought possible in a million years. If Lori wants to show her thanks, so be it. It's certainly not the worst thing she's done today. I pull back my shaft once it gets completely flaccid and then take my spot between mom and Lori.

For a while we simply lie there, catching our breaths. When I glance over at mom, I see her touching her breasts again and I know she's eager for some attention of her own. But Lori must know this too because she slides onto her back and pulls mom until she has room to suck on one of her nipples. This doesn't exactly seem like it would do much for Lori herself, but I suppose it can feel nice just to please someone else, so who knows? At least now I'll finally get a chance to give mom some of that pleasure that I owe her, so I grab Lori's ankles and slowly slide them apart again.

It takes another second for me to realize that while my sister is sucking on mom's breast, her other hand has come down between mom's legs. "Seriously?" I groan, trying to be quieter than I really want to be. All Lori does is giggle against mom's nipple, and then her entire hand goes down between mom's legs. From what I can tell, she's got a finger or two inside mom, and a thumb teasing her clit—probably something similar to what I've just done with Lori.

"Hey! No fair!" I exclaim as quietly as I can, not wanting to get caught here if I can help it. Then again, maybe getting caught wouldn't be such a bad thing?

It only takes a second more before I stop worrying about anything else. Mom's eyes have fallen shut and her hips are starting to move with Lori's hand. She doesn't realize it yet, but I'm going to repay her for what she's already done by returning the favor from before. I lower myself back down in front of her pussy, but I don't dive straight into eating it out like last time. Instead, I let my breath fall out across her labia, feeling how hot it is, and seeing her clit pulse when it's teased like that. She's still rocking a little, but at least now it feels like she's doing it without even realizing it—she doesn't try to resist as I breathe on her slit, or when I kiss her there. After a few seconds of just kissing, licking, and breathing on her, I decide to slide two fingers right inside. Maybe three. It's hard to tell, because it just slides so easily from how turned on she is, and I can't believe that I did that much to her. That I, this 18-year-old virgin kid, could make someone like my mother feel this turned on.

But that doesn't matter—what matters is how I start pumping those fingers in and out, feeling her squeeze them with her walls, and then I finally dive in to suck on her clit. My lips wrap around her hooded button while I start stroking the whole thing from underneath, trying to get my tongue as deep beneath the folds as I can to tease the flesh hidden beneath her skin. I can taste her juices and how wet she is already, though, which is just another turn-on for me—the idea of getting my mom off, watching her writhe while I make her come all over my face? It makes me want to push just that much further to make sure it happens. And judging by how tight mom grips the headrest right now, combined with the sounds coming out of her throat? I think she likes it too.

So I work on mom some more, sliding another finger into her while my thumb teases her hole, making her whimper just a bit. Meanwhile, I'm sucking on her clit now, trying to be careful with my teeth as they play over her skin. I can feel them scraping a little as I pull back, but I know that I haven't bitten her yet, so it must still be fine, especially because she's pushing herself against my mouth while she cries out again.

"Oh yes James...oh yes baby..." she mutters over and over again, which only serves to egg me on, to really start diving my face into her pussy to fuck her as fast as I can with my fingers and my tongue at the same time. There are juices running down my chin, down my hand, all over the place—we're making such a mess here, it's unreal!

It isn't until Mom puts her hands on mine that I look up from between her legs, wondering if she's ready to come or something.

"I'd love for you to keep going," she assures me, "but I need you in me..." she trails off for a moment, and her eyes flicker up to mine as she licks her lips again before letting them fall open once more. "Please," she gasps out quietly.

Who am I to deny my mom when she asks like that? So I nod instead, sliding myself back and pulling myself up next to her on the bed. She grabs me immediately, wrapping both of her arms around my shoulders while I position myself between her thighs, one leg dangling off the side of the bed just so her hips are at the best possible angle—like riding a bike.

Or maybe being ridden by a horse! My mind flashes to the fantasy from this morning, wondering if we can do something with that, but Mom clearly has different ideas because she pulls me into a hot kiss, her tongue probing past my lips like she's never been inside my mouth before. We kiss for a few minutes, enjoying each other until her hands on my back and ass start getting more insistent, pushing me forward towards her entrance.

So I guide myself forward, letting go of my erection long enough to make sure I'm in the right place, and then I start to push inside of her—slowly. And Mom really seems like she's desperate for me right now, like she needs this way more than I think she does. So I get lost in the sensation of my shaft sliding into her, spreading her walls open bit by bit and then I'm suddenly all the way inside of her, so deep it doesn't seem possible.

The suddenness makes both of us stop kissing and we're both left staring into each others eyes while I feel the tightness of her body contracting around me in slow squeezes, pulsing, trying to milk me like some cow milks a cow, but instead she's milking me...me...my penis and that's what this is called, milking the penis or ejaculating or cumming? Whatever it's called, she's doing it so fucking good that I almost can't stand to hold out anymore, but I need to savor every second of this.

Mom moans, "James, fuck me."

"I'm making love to you, mom," I explain to her as I kiss her cheek, my penis still balls-deep inside her. "We have a special bond, and I don't want it to just be about sex; I want there to be something deeper, something more between us. Please understand what I mean."

Mom says, "Baby, you know I'll do whatever you want to make you happy... but you realize how long it's been since I've had actual intercourse? It might be harder for me to reach orgasm like this compared to oral."

I nod. "That's all right, mom. Let me focus on you for now," I tell her, slowly sliding out of her. My cock is slick and dripping from her fluids. Then I start eating her pussy out again, kissing it and using my tongue to pleasure every little bit of her sensitive skin down there. I even let my tongue dip inside her hole for a second and am pleased at how easy it slides in, thanks to how wet she is already.

Mom moans and throws her head back, her eyes closed and mouth agape, enjoying what I'm doing. Then, without warning, I get an idea. Slowly, I slide my fingers one at a time deep inside her. Mom sighs and grabs my shoulders, her eyes half-open in pleasure. Once I've got them fully in, I begin stroking them in and out...in and out, going faster and faster, trying to imitate what I'm normally doing with my cock. Her whole body rocks back and forth with my movements and she lets out a high pitched moan, her pussy juices dripping onto the bed.

Mom begins to shake violently and suddenly lets out a loud shout. Then, just when I think it's over, more fluids flood out of her. She continues to gush for several seconds before slowly calming down, relaxing, and falling backward on the bed in a heap. For several minutes, she's completely still and quiet and I can see her breasts heaving up and down as she struggles for breath. As far as I can tell, she actually fell asleep right then and there.

With mom now asleep, I look down at my stiff dick and decide to take advantage of it. Since Lori is so close to home now, maybe this'll be the last time I get to do this until next week. Might as well make the most out of it. Without any other way to lube up, I lick my palm and slide it up and down along my shaft, feeling myself shiver as my hand brushes past my sensitive tip. I imagine it's either Lori or even mom's hands touching me as I slowly slide up and down. I reach under the blanket and begin thrusting up into my hand, imagining I'm deep inside her or mom's pussy instead, pounding them fast and hard as I go, feeling it start to swell inside of me, letting all the tension build up. Then, right before I'm about to blow, I stop and push it back down, panting hard and covered in a layer of sweat, waiting for a bit so I don't explode in a few seconds. But no matter how hard I try to hold it off, there's no avoiding it forever. The orgasm comes rushing over me again, making me twitch all over as the cum spills out and over my thighs and hand. God, that felt good! Hopefully next time will be as nice too.

When Kate regained control, she turned toward James and said, "That was the best 'help' you ever gave me."

"Maybe I'll give you more 'help,'" joked James. "Maybe later I could 'do you'!"

Kate blushed at James' offer. She leaned toward him, kissed him soundly on the lips, and said, "You never know where these things lead so keep it in mind. For now, I should think about getting dressed before your dad comes home." She paused a few seconds before she whispered into his ear, "I have so many fantasies. This one went well. Do you think you're ready for the rest? Maybe later you will do me. And maybe it will be me doing you too!"

"And until we try them out?" James asked.

"Same thing after Lori has gone to bed but we're more discrete, as if we were trying not to wake her, and then do what ever we want here when she's gone or in her bed when she's home. It'll be an adventure," smiled Kate. "It doesn't make any difference anyway. The damage is already done."

With those words, Kate stood up from James bed. As she left James room, she closed his door. Later, James thought, he'd have to take advantage of every opportunity that came their way. This had the makings of another great summer.

The next time James encountered Lori's friend JC was the following weekend when they sang karaoke together. By now they were comfortable with each other and were friendly acquaintances. After some teasing about Lori not being available and that maybe JC should consider giving him a try, they were ready to sing. JC went first by herself. She did fine but she couldn't match Lori's performance. Still, it was fun to watch and listen while singing along with the accompaniment.

After her song, JC sat next to me and gave me a kiss on my cheek. Then I went. When I finished, she got up and gave me a hug. In fact, she hugged everyone who went including the bar employees. When we finished and headed home, she rode in the back of the van with me. We talked about various things, sang a few songs to each other, and made jokes. We decided that we should sing together again.

Then the conversation turned more serious.

"When is Lori getting home?" asked JC.

"Her roommate has a beach house and she plans to spend most of July there," I explained. "Lori said she would come by when she has a free weekend. Why? Are you planning another visit like last month?"

"Not exactly," replied JC, "but I might have something that interests you if Lori won't be here."

James thought for a moment about what JC could mean. She'd been very friendly since she learned Lori wouldn't be present. They hadn't discussed or hinted at anything else. But she seemed so confident in this suggestion that there had to be something worth exploring. She didn't seem angry or judgmental so maybe he misread something in her statement. She didn't say no like he thought but maybe like they might want to try something new. "I'm game," he finally responded.

"Then meet me out front tonight after mom and dad are asleep. Dress comfortable but leave everything behind including your cell phone. Oh, and wear a jacket." Then JC disappeared around the corner.

What did she have planned? James wasn't sure but she had him intrigued. He had to find some way to get rid of his erection before he got home or his mother would see it the instant he opened the door. Fortunately, he found himself at the entrance to a small mall with a men's store nearby. He entered the first bathroom he encountered and took care of business. Later, as he entered his house, there were no hints that either of his parents had suspicions. He retired to his room early, ostensibly to read one of the many books on his nightstand. However, he sat on his bed in shorts, T-shirt and reading glasses with a laptop open, reading adult rated stories from sites he found on the net while fantasizing about whatever JC had in mind for that night.

Eventually, he closed the computer, put it away, removed all of his clothes and slid under the sheet with only his t-shirt to hide his nudity. When his father wished him good night several hours later, he replied appropriately although he didn't dare ask him to open the door so he could check to ensure everything was shut and lights turned off. After what seemed like an interminable length of time, James dressed, exited his bedroom door, passed through the family room, and quietly slipped out the front door. Once outside, he made sure that the door was locked and walked down the driveway and onto the sidewalk. When he reached the corner, JC pulled up next to him and he climbed into the front seat. She smiled and drove away.

Ten minutes later, JC turned off the road into a parking lot near a city park. As soon as they stopped, she got out of the car and James followed suit. Without saying a word, she walked toward a path that led into the trees where it became a dark tunnel in a sea of trees surrounding them. Several times, JC stopped to make sure that James was still following her until eventually they came to a clearing. The park had been designed as a sports complex with multiple baseball diamonds, soccer fields, tennis courts, etc. At this time of the evening, there was only minimal light except on the infield area of one ballfield. "That's where we're going," JC informed him and headed in that direction.

When they reached the field, JC headed to the fence adjacent to the bleachers. There were two young women sitting in the shadows in the stands. "I thought you said he wasn't coming?" the first one asked.

"She's right here now, isn't she," commented the second one.

"Don't tell me I'm late," pleaded JC. "You weren't very clear about when and where to be."

"No, no, we're just glad you showed up," confessed the first one. "I'm Tasha."

"And I'm Lori," offered the second one.

Tasha turned to Lori and asked, "What's next? Do I need to buy a condom or something?"

Lori laughed. "No, you don't have to by a condom. We should talk before we meet James though." She took a long look at JC's figure. "We're pretty different but we have several hours so we should be able to find enough in common that James will like what he sees. But there are some things that you have to understand about James."

"For starters, James is incredibly easy to please sexually. He wants sex. He loves sex. He especially loves cunnilingus. Give him your pussy, preferably for dessert, and he'll be yours for as long as you want him or keep him happy for the time being anyway. He can spend an entire weekend with his face between your legs."

"Is he any good?" Tasha asked.

"If you ever had one good orgasm, you'd die in heaven," Lori assured her.

Tasha smiled. "Okay, I see I'm not going to have to do very much. Maybe just watch you."

"You'll still need to know a few things before you meet James," Lori said. "And when you go home with him, I'll make sure that everything goes fine."

Lori was right. Tasha found herself more and more impressed with the way James took control. He seemed to always be thinking of the other person rather than himself and the other person seemed to benefit most of the time. Lori described some of the activities that were possible although she confessed she hadn't been very creative herself. Lori was honest about how many partners James might have had in addition to her.

On Sunday morning, Tasha awoke later than she intended. It wasn't really too late but there was precious little time available for preparation before they headed out to the football game at five o'clock. Tasha showered and made herself a breakfast of scrambled eggs and sausage from a pack in the fridge. She cleaned up after herself so no one would ever know she ate there.

When she returned to the bedroom where Lori was asleep in the bed, she sat on the end of the bed and gently woke her. "Good morning, sleepyhead," she said.

"Good morning, Tasha," replied Lori. "Sorry I overslept."

"No problem," Tasha assured her. "You had a long night." She got up and retrieved a cup of hot coffee that she'd prepared earlier. "Here, this may help you wake up."

Lori took a sip of the coffee. "Wow!" she commented. "It's wonderful but it must have taken a long time to prepare."

Tasha smiled. "You're worth it," she stated. "So do we need to start getting ready now?"

"Not exactly now," Lori corrected, "but fairly soon." Lori put her mug on the tray and then stood up. "Let me use the bathroom and brush my teeth," she said. Lori padded off into the en suite bath leaving Tasha to finish her coffee.

When Lori returned to the bedroom, Tasha was gone. Lori sat down on the bed and began to massage moisturizer into her face and neck. She massaged lotion into her arms and breasts. Lori heard something and turned toward the door. Tasha stood just outside the bedroom door holding several towels in one hand and a pair of pajamas in the other.

Lori motioned Tasha to the end of the bed. Tasha moved closer to the bed but did not move past it. Lori extended an arm and grabbed the waistband of Tasha's pajama bottoms and pulled. Tasha resisted only momentarily before giving into the pressure Lori applied. When they were far enough down Tasha's hips, Lori pushed them to the floor with her toes.

Lori took one towel, folded it and lay it on the bed in front of Tasha. Lori patted the towel indicating she should lie down. Tasha put the pajama set on the bed next to the towels. She moved closer to the towel Lori indicated and lowered her body onto it. Lori knelt near Tasha's left foot. "May I undress you completely?" Lori asked.

"Go ahead," said Tasha.

Lori reached under Tasha's t-shirt and released her bra clasp. Tasha pushed the bra straps from her shoulders allowing her breasts to fall free.

"I knew they were wonderful but you're gorgeous," complimented Lori.

Tasha pulled her t-shirt over her head. "It's easier like this," she commented as she removed her bra. Lori cupped Tasha's breast in her hand. Tasha's nipple was hard and prominent against Lori's palm. Lori bent down and took the nipple between her teeth. She bit gently and sucked until Tasha moaned. Lori licked and sucked each nipple several times while her fingers played with the opposite breast.

When she lifted her head from Tasha's chest, Tasha leaned forward and kissed Lori on the mouth. She put her tongue against Lori's lips asking permission for entrance into her mouth. Once admitted, they tangled with each other while their hands caressed any and every part of the others bodies that their hands could find. Their pajamas remained around their thighs or bunched under their knees.

Lori separated herself long enough to pull off her pajama top and throw it onto a chair. When she turned back, she saw Tasha had also freed herself of her t-shirt. She pulled Tasha close to her body again. She felt Tasha's breasts against hers and reached behind Tasha, pushing both pajama tops to their ankles. They kicked off their pajama bottoms and moved onto the bed together in full contact.

They lay on the towel for about twenty minutes enjoying the freedom of being together. Tasha's lips nuzzled Lori's neck while her hand teased Lori's breast and nipple. Lori ran her fingers through Tasha's hair, stroked her back and rubbed her ass gently.

Finally, Lori asked, "Are you ready for your bath?"

"Not really," Tasha said with her lips against Lori's skin. "I'm having too much fun just holding you."

"So am I," confessed Lori.

Tasha lifted her head slightly so she could see Lori's face. "Do you have anything to drink in the refrigerator?" she asked. "I'd like some iced tea if you have it."

"You're not going to move away from me, are you?" Lori asked as her grip on Tasha's body tightened slightly.

"No," Tasha assured her. "But the refrigerator is only about five feet from here."

Lori lifted her head far enough off the floor to look around the room and to the refrigerator about five feet behind them. "Okay, you convinced me," she said with a smile and released Tasha's waist.

"I thought you would understand," replied Tasha as she stood up. Tasha bent over, picked up her pajama bottoms, removed two bottles of water from the refrigerator, and returned to their original position next to Lori. As she leaned over Lori's body to return to her spot next to Lori, one of the small plastic bottles brushed against Lori's vagina.

Lori gasped, reached for the bottle, and pulled it toward her vagina again. The side of the bottle massaged her swollen clitoris and stimulated her even more than she was before they separated. Without hesitation, she guided the mouth of the bottle into her wet opening and rubbed the rest of the length along her clitoris. When the plastic bottle closed completely around the bottle stem, the opening formed a cap over her clitoris and continued to stimulate her further. The bottle made a satisfactory penis substitute. It wasn't too thick or long, the ridges on its sides were a delightful variation on the feel, the open end pressed against her clitoris adding more stimulation, and the fact that it had been between Tasha's thighs and was warm from its contact with Tasha's vagina made it unique.

Tasha watched this unusual display of sexual arousal with amusement. Lori's face contorted into a series of unintelligible expressions in what Tasha considered to be a unique combination of pain and pleasure. She realized what Lori was doing when the bottom of the bottle began to rotate slowly under Lori's hand while her hips undulated above the bottle.

As fascinated as Tasha was by Lori's reaction, she became concerned about where it was leading. If Lori had an orgasm using the bottle like a dildo, her cries would probably draw unwelcome attention to them. With that in mind, she pushed herself forward until she could move to lie next to Lori again and kissed her on the cheek. "I think you might want to stop what your doing and give me my water bottle," she whispered into Lori's ear. "If you don't, I believe the others may interrupt us."

Lori opened her eyes briefly and focused on Tasha's face. Then she nodded in understanding, stopped rotating the bottle, and withdrew it from between her legs. When she removed the bottle, most of the pressure and excitement of her sexual arousal disappeared and she relaxed, lying limply next to Tasha.

"Thanks," Tasha said. "That didn't look safe." She took the water bottle from Lori and screwed on the cap. It was dripping wet, inside and out, with a mix of Lori's and her own body fluids. There was no way she could drink from it again, at least not today. Fortunately, she had some clean bottles in her backpack that she could use for refilling in one of the streams later in the day. But there was still a more immediate concern. The moisture that drenched the outside of the bottle was now pooling around their thighs where Lori had lain down when she finished using the water bottle.

"You're sopping wet," Tasha explained. She rolled over onto her back and held up her right arm above her head. "Come here," she urged. Lori moved quickly. Tasha lowered her arm until it encompassed Lori's shoulders, Lori's head resting on Tasha's left shoulder and breast. "Now lift your leg over mine."

Lori obeyed and raised her leg over Tasha's left thigh allowing the accumulated fluid to run from her groin to her thighs. Then, Lori reached across Tasha's chest and hugged her left arm tight against Tasha's breasts. In the process, Lori shifted her weight slightly to her left hip. Now they were lying side-by-side, Lori's head pillowed on Tasha's left shoulder, her face buried in the curve between Tasha's neck and breast. Tasha's right hand rested on Lori's hip and thigh and her left arm was trapped under Lori's body, hand holding gently at Lori's rib cage. Their position reminded her of how she had held Lori that morning after discovering her masturbating herself with the water bottle. Then it had seemed only natural and protective. Now she wasn't as sure but they were committed to this position.

They lay still for a few minutes letting Lori's sexual excitement diminish without threatening her sanity.

"I've wanted to be like this since earlier today when I thought I saw you watching me in the bathroom mirror," whispered Lori.

"You don't have to convince me," whispered Tasha.

"No, I want to convince myself," Lori answered.

Lori put her hand on Tasha's breast. "Is this real?" she asked.

"Only for you," Tasha answered.

"Forgive me then," pleaded Lori. She lifted her head from Tasha's shoulder, turned her body away, and moved her right arm so she could use her fingertips to hold and pull at Tasha's nipples. Her lips closed around Tasha's left nipple, her teeth holding it tight. Her fingers continued their manipulation of Tasha's other nipple and her fingers and thumb grasped a small amount of skin between Tasha's breasts and twisted gently.

Tasha's back arched, her groin raised, and she groaned. "Ooh God," she screamed softly as Lori continued to suck on her breast while tormenting the other. Lori added more sensations to the mix, licking her tongue across Tasha's nipple before closing her teeth over it again. Tasha felt her orgasm approaching like a giant wave approaching shore.

Lori's hand snaked down Tasha's side and rested on her abdomen for a brief time before it slipped into Tasha's sex. It paused to rub against her clit before two fingers plunged inside and began rubbing against her vaginal wall. In her ear Lori whispered, "You are the most incredibly sexy woman I know or could ever imagine."

Lori was rewarded by feeling Tasha's body tighten against hers just prior to feeling an orgasm tear through her body. Lori continued to massage Tasha's breasts and rub the sensitive tissues in her vagina but less firmly so she didn't prolong her climax past its natural conclusion.

When Tasha finally collapsed, Lori withdrew her fingers from Tasha's sex and pulled Tasha into an embrace, letting Tasha rest her head on Lori's shoulder. "I love you," Tasha said.

"Do you really think you do?" Lori asked.

"Yes," confessed Tasha. "There may never have been a time that I didn't even if I wasn't aware of it before today."

"That's how I feel about you too," admitted Lori.

James resumed licking Kate's labia while continuing to stimulate her clit with his fingers. With no restrictions other than those in his imagination, James let his desires run wild and inserted two fingers into Kate's vagina while fluttering his tongue on her clitoris. That combination elicited moans from deep inside Kate and she grabbed James by his ears and moved his face onto hers. She kissed him savagely as the result of her orgasm exploded through her body. "Oooh God," she exclaimed as her mouth released from James' and her body trembled through its conclusion.

When her trembling stopped, Kate put her hand over her eyes. "It's been forever since I felt like that."

"Like what?" James asked.

"I remember an overwhelming feeling of bliss," Kate confessed.

"It shows," James said.

"How so?" Kate asked.

"Your satin gown is soaked here," James indicated as he pointed at her groin area.

"I wonder what your shorts look like now," Kate laughed.

"Soaking wet too," James admitted. He stood up to remove his shorts and expose his fully recovered erection. When he returned to the bed, Kate moved on to her side to give him room. James moved next to her, his erection sticking straight up in front of him. Kate took it in her hand and pulled on it gently. "You were my first after daddy," she told him.

James froze in surprise. "That's something I would never have dreamed," he admitted. "I thought Lori was your first."

"Why would you think that?" she asked.

"Lori claimed she was yours. I guess I thought the reverse was true," James said.

"Oh," answered Kate. "We agreed to keep that just between us. Our first experience didn't go perfectly and we decided there wasn't anything to be gained by sharing it."

"Now you've shared it with me," James pointed out.

"It would seem that way," conceded Kate.

Kate pulled James on top of her. His semi-erect penis found her slit. On impulse, she lifted her hips off the bed and his erection sank into her. They began to rock together in an easy rhythm that increased the stimulation they felt. Kate spread her legs further as her pleasure built.

Moments later, they lay facing each other. James kissed her. He could taste himself in her mouth when she returned his kiss. Kate wrapped her hand around James' penis which was trapped against his thigh. She stroked gently with intent to excite not exhaust. Her efforts were rewarded quickly when he ejaculated on her stomach and his penis became flaccid.

Kate ran a finger through the semen and licked it clean. "Now we're done," she stated.

"Yes, we are," James agreed. They embraced tenderly.

"What do you think of my first time with a woman?" Kate asked.

"If I didn't know better, I'd think I had discovered your secret, sexual side for the first time too."

Kate gave James a wry smile. "I may have just done that," she admitted.

James and Kate showered together and dressed in jeans, t-shirts, and flip flops. Kate was wearing her bra and panties under her jeans. James noticed her panty lines under her jeans and commented on them. She shrugged and explained that she wasn't going without any underwear because she didn't know how long they would be apart. That brought the discussion about what they were doing.

"It doesn't feel weird and unusual to you? As if we've stepped outside the rules of what we can do and it's somehow wrong or bad?" James asked his mother.

"No," she said. "I mean, it should but it doesn't. I wish I knew why it doesn't."

"Maybe when dad gets home from golfing and sees us sitting together, he'll give us a clue," James suggested. "But now I have some 'help' to provide to a very sexy woman whose son I am."

James buried his face in Kate's crotch while Kate grabbed his head and held him tight to her groin. Kate's orgasm came quickly but it wasn't as satisfying as she expected and wanted. Her legs pushed against his hands while James' tongue circled around her clitoris and slid inside her vagina. She pushed her clitoris against James' nose, stimulating herself further. James felt her shudder, knowing that she was going to climax again. When she did, the muscles in her arms, which had been holding his head captive, went slack and he could move his head.

While James massaged her abdomen with his fingers, he asked, "Is this all right?"

"Perfect!" answered Kate. "How is everything else? You aren't disappointed?"

James answered by rubbing her abdomen more forcefully and inserting one finger into her vagina. After several minutes of this activity, he added a second finger to her vagina and moved both fingers inside her until they reached her G-spot.

Kate screamed, her back arched, and a torrent of liquid flowed from her vagina onto James' hand.

"Wow!" exclaimed James. He continued to stroke her G-spot with his fingers while licking her clitoris. A few seconds later Kate's body shuddered violently and another stream of fluid rushed out of her. She continued to twitch and shudder for almost a minute before subsiding. Her breathing slowed but was still rapid when she started talking.

"That was fabulous," she enthused. "How did you know what to do?"

"Lori liked it when I did that," admitted James.

"That explains a lot," responded Kate. "But enough about Lori." She sat up and removed her nightgown. "Where were we?"

"You'd taken your nightgown off," said James.

"And?" she prompted him.

"I need more 'help,'" said James as his erection regained full strength.

Kate quickly sat up, pulled the gown over her head and tossed it on the floor. "All better," she said. She put her hands behind her neck, pushed her chest out and wiggled her shoulders so her breasts jiggled. "Anything else you need?"

"One or two things," suggested James with a smile.

"Take your shorts off and let's get to work."

James removed his shorts while Kate rearranged herself on the bed with her feet flat on the bed and her knees pointing skyward. Her legs were spread enough for James to insert two fingers between her thighs and reach her clit. She moved one hand to her labia, pulling them open and using one finger from her other hand to hold open her urethra. She moved a third finger to the side of her clit as James knelt in the space between her legs. With his erection poised at her vaginal entrance, James leaned forward and impaled Kate in one smooth motion.

She screamed, grabbed his buttocks, and pulled him against her with every shred of her being. At the end of each stroke she would raise her hips just enough that he was out of her almost completely and then pull him back inside, holding him long enough that he had time to kiss or nibble on her lips or nipples before raising her hips again to repeat the action. They moved together slowly for several minutes, their rhythm in sync, with James trying to maintain control while Kate urged him to quicken the pace.

Their actions eventually became wild and uncontrolled. Kate held James close to her body, refusing to release him. Her body trembled uncontrollably and her cries increased in volume and duration as she neared climax. A few seconds later she cried out something incoherent, released her grip on James and collapsed onto the bed.

"Wow," James said when he recovered. "Mom, I mean Kate, how do you feel? Was this the 'help' you wanted?"

"James, that was marvelous and I'll never call your 'help' ever again," Kate said as she sat up next to him and put an arm around his back. "Your dad will have to learn to live with me getting what I need from you." She pulled his head towards her and kissed him fully on the lips. Her kiss told James that her love for him extended beyond mother-son boundaries.

They sat for a minute or so and then Kate turned until her feet touched the floor. "I should probably start my shower now or I may be late meeting your dad for lunch."

James reached over and grabbed her waist. "Kate, it's still morning, the day has barely begun, and you're leaving me again already?" he complained.

"James, let me go now. We'll have more fun when I return home," Kate promised.

When they got to their feet, James put one arm around Kate's shoulder and guided her toward the door of his bedroom. His penis nudged her hip, making it obvious that his erection was returning. "Can't you wait just a little longer?" Kate asked.

"Don't leave mom!" begged James as he opened his door. Kate didn't hesitate to step through and turn to the right.

Moments later, with the shower on high heat and pressure, Kate had her right leg bent at the knee and braced against the wall, while her left hand held onto the bar for support, and James was buried to the hilt in her steaming hot pussy. Both screamed unintelligibly as each worked themselves into a lather under the pounding water.

Twenty minutes later, Kate emerged from the bathroom wearing a terrycloth robe and with her wet hair wrapped in a towel. James was sitting up in his bed with one pillow behind his back. The laptop rested on a pile of other pillows at the end of the bed. She leaned over and kissed him fully on his mouth with his tongue penetrating deeply. He tasted her pussy juices from their last encounter and smelled her special odor of lilacs mixed with musky sex. He wondered why he had never noticed that aroma before but decided it was because they were family. And this morning, family was different.

"What are we watching today?" asked Kate.

"The same thing I watched yesterday morning when you knocked on my door," he admitted. "I can fast forward if you like."

Kate glanced at the laptop screen. "Looks like a good video," she observed. "Maybe I should start at the beginning," she suggested.

"It would be hard to watch just a little," James stated. "Are you sure you're ready for more of the same?"

"I think it might be fun watching together this time," Kate admitted.

James started the video over from the first scene and fast forwarded to where his mother entered the room. "She looks a lot like you, mom," he said.

Mom watched the scenes in which she looked remarkably like herself. The camera never went above her breasts but the similarities were remarkable. When they reached the climax of the scene in which James had been watching earlier, the real life activities between mother and son paused as the actress and actor finished on the screen.

When the movie was over, James turned to Kate. "How are we going to handle our relationship from this point out?" he asked.

"It isn't that complicated," answered Kate. "You knock on my door early Sunday morning about once a month and we see how things go from there."

"And dad will just have to accept it," commented James. "Won't he wonder?"'

"I think I can keep your father satisfied while leaving time for us," said Kate.

"Can I take you at your word?" asked James.

"Yes," Kate answered. "But now is not the time."

Kate turned toward James. She pulled his shorts over his erect penis and off. "My turn," she stated as she lay back down next to James.

She started stroking him again. She bent over and used her tongue to taste him. Then she engulfed his entire member in her mouth and continued her sucking motion with her hand holding and stroking what wasn't in her mouth.

This had to be better than breakfast, thought James. No comparison.

After about fifteen minutes, James felt himself beginning to reach another orgasm. It took longer than the first time this morning because Lori's ministrations were not forgotten or diminished by Kate's but enhanced by them. He managed to pull away and warn her just before he erupted, spraying semen and sperm on Kate's chest, face, hair, and into her open mouth. James leaned forward and kissed Kate. They licked each other's lips and tongues and passed his essence from one mouth to the other until they swallowed it all.

"Mom!" sounded across the hallway, drawing their attention. It was dad calling to Kate. He must be back home, thought James.

"I'm sorry," Kate apologized, getting up from James' bed. "We have guests for lunch and I have to change my clothes." James lay still, watching her walk slowly out of his bedroom as if there was nothing unusual in their activities. She looked back at James before she closed his door. Her gown had disappeared when she left his room and he had an unobstructed view of her magnificent naked body. It didn't help his refractory period at all.

The rest of that week, they managed a couple more brief sexual encounters, mainly oral sex. But those were enjoyable interludes before mom became totally focused on preparing for a weekend party, attending the party Friday night into Saturday afternoon, and cleaning the house afterward Sunday afternoon. And dad was home most of the time which made their privacy difficult to manage.

The next Wednesday, Kate returned home from errands just as JC was leaving after a visit with James. "Nice to meet you Mrs. Davis," JC said as he walked past her and exited through the garage door.

Mom stepped inside the house and stopped in front of James. "Who was that?" she asked.

"An old high school chum," answered James.

"Why haven't I ever met him before?" mom asked.

James decided to be honest about his friendship with JC but not the reason for his visit today. "I'm sure you heard me mention that JC plays in a bar here in town several times a week. Lori has heard us perform several times but has never heard our music or me sing."

"Does Lori know him too?" mom asked.

"A year ago we ran into JC in downtown when we were on a date. They really hit it off. So well that he came by here last week looking for her. When I told him she wasn't living here any more, he wanted to talk to her."

"That's understandable," commented mom.

"I asked him why and he said that she had stolen his heart and he wanted to make sure that he was the one who broke hers," James continued. "So, I called her."

"How did she take that?" asked dad.

"She said he's a really great guy but they didn't belong together," answered James.

"Did she explain?"

"Yes and no," explained James. "She doesn't expect him to remain single forever but they're just too different for an ongoing relationship."

"That's disappointing," dad opined.

"Very," agreed James.

"We still going to see her?" mom asked.

"I think we'd better," James observed. "For her sake. There aren't that many of us and maybe one day she'll meet another guy who appreciates what she has to offer."

"What do you mean by 'see her'?" dad asked.

James laughed. "You may have an opportunity to get laid again," he chuckled.

Lori didn't come home to stay that weekend. "My friends were counting on me being with them this weekend," she said. She made it sound like a complaint but really wasn't.

Kate knocked on James' door before going to bed. They shared one long kiss and fell asleep.

When James woke up Saturday morning, Kate was spooned behind him. His erection throbbed with its need for attention. Kate had a leg wrapped around his legs and her arm draped over his abdomen. When he moved, Kate tightened her grip on him, pushing her pubis against his butt and her hand over his penis. James put his arm over her arm. In doing so, his forearm contacted her breast. It took several minutes of careful maneuvering before he could turn around in her arms without waking her and face her while they slept.

It also put the tip of his penis touching Kate's pubes. Her skin was so warm that his penis tensed slightly against her. That simple contact sent a powerful electric charge racing through his body and increasing the pressure in his groin. If it was any indication of how this would be every day from now on, he could live with the consequences. His thoughts of possible consequences drifted away while his erection throbbed in protest.

The pressure became overwhelming and when Kate turned onto her back, his erection slipped through her spread legs and into her still wet vagina. She moved her hips and moaned in her sleep as James slid inside of her completely. He lay still and savored the warmth and sensation of being inside his mother. No, make that being inside of Kate.

He pulled out slowly until just the head of his penis remained inside of her. When he slid back in again, he felt an explosive twitch and surge toward ejaculation. Involuntarily, he repeated the motion, a second surge stronger than the first. "Not yet," he whispered. He closed his eyes and thought about golf until the urge subsided. Then he started to stroke himself in and out of his mother with slow deliberate strokes. After the third or fourth stroke, Kate began to respond by meeting him stroke for stroke. Their pace increased and their breathing got faster.

A few minutes later, Kate's moaning got louder and more frequent. Her hips pumped harder and faster against James. His orgasm came as a surprise. An explosion deep in his body erupted and flooded Kate's insides. A moment later, he felt Kate stiffen. Her legs wrapped around James' and her hips pushed hard against his. She moaned deeply. James watched her face while she came. As each wave of her orgasm hit, she grimaced, opened her mouth to moan, closed her eyes tightly, and pounded James' body with hers. When her orgasm subsided, her breathing calmed and her grip on him loosened. He bent forward and kissed her forehead. She responded with her arms wrapping tightly around his back. She smiled and returned a kiss on his forehead. They remained like this for several minutes until James withdrew from Kate. She rolled over onto her stomach, her legs spread apart. James admired the sight for a long time before reaching out to gently cup her ass.

They lay on the bed for ten or fifteen minutes. Their conversation was halting, non-intellectual small talk. "I'm hungry," Kate said, sitting up. "Should we get lunch?"

"Sure," answered James.

"Give me fifteen minutes to shower and dress and then meet me in the kitchen. I'll fix us sandwiches."

"Great," said James.

As promised, they were sitting at the table in the kitchen in twenty minutes eating sandwiches made from leftover prime rib and drinking beer. The lunch was almost silent except for comments about their lunches. James sensed that both of them were uncomfortable after what had transpired. They needed time to think about their feelings before their actions moved on to whatever would come next.

When lunch ended, they cleared the table and went their separate ways; Kate to her desk to work on the budget for the house and James to the den to do some work on his laptop. The day was warm and comfortable without humidity. They left the windows open when the air conditioner went on around three o'clock. Around six o'clock, Kate fixed them an appetizer and mixed drinks while they watched TV together on the sofa. By nine o'clock, they were yawning and decided to go to bed.

Kate had taken a shower before dinner and told James she had showered. In turn, James took his own shower. After he showered, dried off, and returned to his room, Kate was lying naked on his bed with just enough light in the room for him to see her clearly. "You're going to sleep with me tonight?" he asked.

"Only if you want," Kate responded.

"Of course I want you to," James insisted as he joined her on the bed. "Is it going to be safe?" he asked.

"We may have sex but we're not having intercourse," Kate declared.

"I thought maybe you were ovulating or something," James explained.

"Do you know when I'm ovulating?" Kate asked incredulously.

"Of course I don't," admitted James. "Lori has an app on her phone and she would always make me wear a condom."

Kate was surprised. "You used condoms when you were with Lori? I never saw you do it."

"Of course we did," said James. "But usually only when we weren't alone in the house."

"And I think I remember that Lori wasn't always in heat around this time of the month," he thought.

"Are you in heat?" James asked cautiously.

"Let's say I've been more 'normal' the last few months," explained Kate.

"I remember that my mother hadn't been particularly flirty or frisky the first year after I had started having sex with Lori," recalled James. "She went back to being herself within two years, even becoming quite aggressive sexually once she recognized her urges."

James inserted two fingers into his mother and began to wiggle them around. His thumb reached for and found her clitoris. He stroked across her clitoris gently then rubbed it in small circles with just enough pressure to tease and titillate.

Kate sighed, shuddered, and began to pant. Her body quivered. "Don't make me wait any longer," she gasped. She put her hand between her legs next to his, removed his fingers and placed his penis at the entrance to her vagina. She pulled on his shoulder with her other hand.

James slid over his mother's body, supported by his hands, and buried himself completely in her. She cried out as his invasion pushed her to the precipice of an orgasm. He withdrew and entered again while rubbing her clitoris with his thumb. After four or five strokes, Kate exploded in an orgasm unlike anything she had experienced before. The convulsion started deep in her core, raced through her abdomen to the tip of her head, down to her toes, and back again. It repeated again and again each time a little less than the previous one. Her mouth opened and no sound came out. She grabbed at her son with both hands. Her vagina squeezed with a regularity matching her silent climaxes until she stopped and her body became slack.

James stayed poised on top of his mother with his full weight on her. His erection lost its rigidness and slipped partially out. When he was comfortable that his mother had finished, he tried to roll off of her but was unable to move. Kate kept him in place with her hands gripping his shoulders and her legs entwined behind his hips. When James tried to withdraw, Kate held tight, pulled him closer and whispered, "That was sooo goood."

James relaxed again allowing most of his weight on her breasts and abdomen while his hands explored her sides, the outline of her rib cage and then moved back up to the outside of her breasts. With each new sensation Kate shuddered again. "Your body is incredible," James said with admiration.

"Thank you," replied Kate.

"I don't think my weight is helping," James noted. "Let me roll over so we can get more comfortable."

Kate reluctantly relinquished her hold on James, allowing him to shift their positions. Kate was now lying on top of James, her head resting on his shoulder, his hands continuing to caress her back. Her gown had come down to cover her again as she moved but was caught on James' erection which lay against her abdomen.

Kate turned her head up, reached up to kiss James and shifted her hips against his erection. She could feel it pulse gently between the folds of her vagina through the slickness of her body's juices and the film of her previous orgasm. As they continued kissing, her pelvis began to rock against James' erection in sync with his twitches. After a minute or so of rocking, Kate reached down and adjusted the head of James' erection until it was positioned at her vaginal opening. Then she relaxed and allowed her weight to penetrate her body. Slowly, she slid down until their bodies were joined completely.

Their eyes met briefly before both closed them as their bodies began to synchronize. Their motion started small and slow but quickly became larger and faster. Soon the only sound in the room was their ragged breathing accompanied by the wet sounds of their bodies connecting and separating.

After some indeterminate time, James felt himself teetering on the brink of another orgasm. It appeared that Kate was doing the same as her hip motions became more irregular and erratic. With an almost primal roar, James lost control. Spasms wracked his body and his muscles tightened from the pressure in his groin. Kate's spasms seemed to follow his, amplifying what was already unbearable pleasure. Kate cried out with her release at the same time James did. Their bodies collapsed onto each other with neither possessing the willpower to move.

James rolled off Kate, lying on his back next to her with his arm over his eyes.

"Did I kill you?" asked Kate.

"Maybe just temporarily," replied James. "What about you? Did I 'help'?"

"More than I imagined," answered Kate.

"That seems to be how this family functions," commented James.

They lay together in silence for a few minutes when Kate reached between James legs, wrapped her fingers around his soft penis, and tugged it gently. "It would appear that the magic isn't working today," she said. "Your father can come home any time."

"If we follow your logic," replied James, "I'll take care of this one and go find something to do while you put on some clothes and fix dad and me a snack. In an hour or so, we'll meet in the kitchen again. That way, neither of us will have to explain anything about what we're wearing or doing," concluded James.

They kissed deeply and parted in opposite directions, both anticipating meeting again soon.

After he entered his room, James threw himself down on the bed. With his mind filled with images from this morning's activity and the thoughts of what might happen later, he easily resumed the erection he had abandoned after his mother's visit earlier in the morning. But he was going to control himself this time and think about other things to prevent another disappointment. A few minutes later, his door opened slowly. He watched as his father came into the room and closed the door behind him. He didn't hear a lock click but then he never did when they had sex. His father approached the side of the bed.

Mom stood quietly outside James' bedroom door. She thought about how much she wanted to get undressed and climb in bed with him but she wasn't ready to risk exposure just yet. And there were still things to do before she'd see him in the kitchen in a short while. She turned around and walked past the front door and her office at the end of the hall. Her office overlooked the yard, pool, and patio area and contained little except a computer table, printer, bookcase, and filing cabinets. Next to her office was a small bathroom.

Kate slipped quietly into the bathroom, closed the door behind her, and flipped on the light. She stepped to the sink and looked in the mirror over the sink. Her face showed an unaccustomed flush of excitement and pleasure. That was not what she wanted James' dad to see at this point. She leaned close to the mirror and studied her face closely. Satisfied that the evidence was gone or would be masked, she opened the drawer next to her sink, extracted a hairbrush, and proceeded to remove any remaining evidence from her hair. Satisfied with her appearance, she dropped her robe in the hamper, took off her gown, and deposited it in the hamper also. Naked now, she turned on the shower, adjusted the temperature, and stepped into the spray.

Naturally, her thoughts wandered back to the events of the morning, specifically with her son in this bathroom while she was in the shower. Her soapy fingers found their way to her crotch where she lingered until the water started to turn cold. Then she quickly finished and exited the shower stall. A soft towel caressed her skin as she dried off. Then she wrapped herself in the same satin, thigh-length gown she wore earlier, gathered up her robe and nightgown and carried them out of the bathroom with her. At the foot of the stairs, she turned toward the utility room and deposited her laundry in a basket. She returned to her bedroom where she put on shorts and blouse before heading for the kitchen.

As expected, James arrived a few minutes later. Kate had just finished brewing coffee and was pouring two cups when James entered the room. "Would you like some coffee?" Kate asked.

"Thanks mom," James acknowledged. He reached for a mug and she poured his coffee. He took a sip. "Mom, did you make a new pot of coffee?" he asked. "This tastes different."

"It does?" Kate responded. "The label on the can is almost full. If I recall correctly, we filled the can about ten days ago. Is something wrong with the taste?" she asked.

"A lot richer than I'm used to but very good," answered James as he sipped his coffee again.

Kate took a sip from her mug. "Very good," she said. Then she turned toward the refrigerator and got milk out. She returned to her kitchen table with her milk. Then she reached for her son's cup and poured about a tablespoon of milk in it before handing it back to him. "Try this," she suggested.

James took another sip. "Even better," he decided.

"That's the way you usually take your coffee?" Kate asked.

"I'm afraid so," he answered. "If I didn't think there was something strange about drinking my own cum from your mouth, that might have tipped it over."

Kate laughed. "I don't expect we'll be doing much of that in the future."

"You think not?"

"Not after you give me orgasms like that," she said. Then she stood up from the sofa and started for the kitchen. At the doorway, she turned toward me and said, "I have no experience and nothing to compare today with, but I expect it may be difficult to find women who will be as eager or receptive as your mother is today." She paused briefly to let the import of her words sink in before adding, "You know where I am and when I'll be there if you're interested." Then she walked away.

"Mom! Kate!" James shouted after her. But she had already entered the kitchen.

Several hours later, James returned home after walking around town for most of the day. He was greeted at the door by a freshly showered, nude, and very excited woman whose only goal for the evening was sex.

The next few weeks were blissful for mother and son. They spent almost every evening together sharing their experiences during the day and comparing what they experienced while pleasuring themselves and each other. In bed, the boundaries that were so carefully drawn and maintained for a lifetime faded until they dissolved altogether. Nothing was forbidden. Nothing was too outrageous or too kinky. When they finished making love, they cuddled until they fell asleep, wrapped in each others arms, legs intertwined, naked bodies touching from their toes to their foreheads.

One Thursday evening, while preparing for bed, Kate mentioned that the weekend parties at the club were coming up and that she and John were going Friday night and staying through Sunday afternoon. Saturday would be mostly social with an elaborate dinner. The rest of the activities would be private as couples retreated to their bedrooms or any other comfortable and private space that interested them.

"Are you going to do anything?" James asked. "Other than spend most of your time in bed?" He grinned impishly at her.

Kate looked at her son and smiled suggestively. "We will be spending some time in our room." She walked across the room and sat on the edge of the bed near where James was lying. She kissed him. "James, there are certain expectations regarding this party and they don't include me staying celibate and alone in my bedroom for forty-eight hours," she confessed.

"I assumed you wouldn't go without dad," James admitted.

"That doesn't answer my question. Do you mind if I enjoy the weekend? With someone, or someones?" asked Kate.

"Mom, Lori has had many other partners before and after I came into her life. And, even though we're still occasionally having sex, she has moved in with Mike. We haven't discussed it but we both understand it's a temporary arrangement and probably won't last much longer." James concluded, "I'd be hypocritical if I were angry about any sexual relationships you choose to have."

"And if your father chooses to have a relationship?" asked Kate.

"Then why worry about my reaction when you don't know what he might do," contended James.

They spent the day talking, cuddling, and having sex in positions and places they wouldn't expect. James took several opportunities to take photographs of his mother which, in addition to being good blackmail photos, gave him hope that this relationship would continue after Lori returned and perhaps continue beyond when Lori found another relationship. James knew the photographs were good insurance.

Saturday evening, Kate attended the party at the club while James watched pornography movies and masturbated furiously to keep himself aroused in anticipation of an eventful afternoon or early morning. When she returned Sunday night, they resumed their sexual exploration but had to contend with Sunday dinner with dad and then dad's habit of watching television until the news program ended.

Monday morning started much as previous Monday mornings had. They shared breakfast as the family did every weekday morning. Lori headed to school and dad for a full schedule at the office. James headed back upstairs, sat at his computer, and started surfing porn sites while mom dressed for her office. She walked into his bedroom without knocking. "James," she called from the door.

"I'll be down in a minute," James responded from his desk, his back toward her.

"Take your time, son," replied mom as she entered the room and closed the door behind her. "We're not going anywhere right now." She moved to stand next to him, placed her arms around him, and nuzzled his ear. "We have other priorities to resolve first."

"Mother, this is not a good time for this kind of interruption," he complained.

"What were you thinking about?" she asked while moving one hand down to caress his growing erection.

"Lori and I had an interesting afternoon on Saturday," answered James.

Mom looked over his shoulder at the images on the screen. "That looks like fun," she observed. She ran a finger through his hair and along his neck until it crossed his collarbone and came to rest between his nipples.

"Would you be willing to do that?" he asked.

"If Lori could watch and take pictures or video for me, why not?" she answered.

"Do you think Dad would be open to being a cuckold?" James asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. "Probably not this year but if we have a good time tomorrow, maybe next year."

James put his lips to Kate's labia and licked while his hands gently manipulated the folds around her entrance. When he pressed his tongue through her folds, he heard Kate moan again.

James had never been here before with someone else other than Lori. Their sex, like most siblings' sexual activity, occurred mostly under a cover. It might be dark. The room might be lit by candlelight. They never did much exploration of each other's bodies beyond the point where their bodies met. And, as it turned out, the first thing Lori asked when she moved out was "Do I need to get myself tested for STDs or AIDS?" He always thought of himself as a good lover because Lori was usually completely satisfied after they finished. Maybe, he reflected, it would help to know what women found pleasurable so he could replicate that for future lovers.

His mother certainly appeared to be enjoying what he was doing. And what he was experiencing was different than with Lori. Kate was much older with experience gained from a life full of disappointments, challenges, successes and failures, both personal and public. He doubted Kate had the inhibitions that characterized so many young females today, perhaps more influenced by popular culture than reality. She wasn't afraid or embarrassed by her body or sex or anything sexual. For him, it felt almost natural and unforced. His mind was fully engaged even if his heart was emotionally neutral.

James continued his oral attention to Kate's genitalia until he was confident that he knew where her G-spot was. He put one hand under her backside, lifted her body toward his face and probed deeper with his tongue. He held his head steady while his tongue manipulated her vagina. Her groans became louder as the tension grew in her pelvis and legs. When the groans morphed into grunts, James knew he'd found something important.

Kate grabbed a pillow to suppress her scream when her orgasm overwhelmed her. A wave of warmth flooded through her torso ending at the tips of her fingers and toes. She closed her eyes and concentrated on what was happening in her groin and stomach. Her orgasm began to recede but then built again into another, higher intensity, stronger, more powerful release. James was still stimulating her clitoris with his thumb and manipulating her vagina with his tongue when Kate felt her orgasm begin to wane for the third time. He held his position for a few moments until he was sure she was finished. When he sat back, there was a pool of his mother's lubrication below her bottom.

James moved over Kate's body and laid next to her. She was still holding the pillow over her face. He pulled at the pillow until she surrendered it to him. Then he leaned over and kissed her gently on her mouth. When she opened her mouth to welcome his tongue, she tasted her own fluids. The flavor surprised her. The scent she loved on his male odor was missing. "We'll have to work on that," she thought.

She lay back and took a deep breath. She reached over and stroked James' face. "Where did you learn how to do that?" she asked.

"You're talking about this morning or in general?" he asked.

"General," she answered. "And in specific this morning."

"Well," he confessed. "It started during my junior year of college when I went to Europe for a semester with JC and Ricky. While we were in Rome, we made the rounds of all the museums in the city center and surrounding towns. We were standing on the steps of some museum one day in the late afternoon sun and JC made a joke about a female statue wearing nothing more than a fig leaf. 'Imagine what it would look like if someone put clothes on that thing,' he said."

Kate chuckled.

James continued. "Ricky countered by asking, 'do you really want to do that?' He went on to explain that every artist through history has had their own opinion on how to capture the spirit of the person they were creating. 'The way they see it is how they created it and that's why every artist paints, sculpts or carves slightly differently than the one before him.' JC looked at him like he was speaking a language from another world and then realized he was right. 'I get it,' JC said. 'So if they were going to dress her in clothes, she should be dressed naturally.' I agreed but Ricky said natural wasn't necessarily naked. And we started talking about how women would dress in ancient Rome versus modern Rome."

"Are you still talking?" interrupted Kate.

"No, we're there now," admitted James.

"Please tell me," encouraged Kate.

"Anyway, Ricky got us on the road back to our rented apartment because he had something to show us when we got home. He led us into the apartment, asked us to sit down and not touch anything until after he finished. He picked up his laptop, sat down between JC and I and started his presentation.

'This is from a movie made by my cousin over ten years ago that became a surprise hit around the world,' he began. 'There are copies in most major languages around the globe and they're still selling today.' He pressed the key to start the video. We were watching this grainy amateur movie like it was a masterpiece of art in full hi-def quality on the big screen in our local movie house. Ricky paused the playback on an image of what appeared to be an old woman. 'That is my Great Aunt Lucille. She's 94 years old, widowed for more than thirty years, lives alone and thinks she's too old for sex or sexual relations.'

He pressed the button and resumed the playback. A much younger, handsome man entered the room followed by several others. They began to undress each other and within a few seconds they were naked except for my great aunt. As far as I could tell, all the men were very well hung and my aunt wasn't paying attention to any one of them but her face kept turning to look at each one individually. When they turned her onto her knees and two approached her from the front, Ricky paused the playback again.

'The man in the front has one of the largest penises I've seen anywhere outside of Africa although my own isn't small and the man behind has a reputation for doing unbelievable things with his hands. Now watch Aunt Lucille,' he directed as he started the video again."

Kate came down from her orgasm gradually and then suddenly collapsed in exhaustion. James pulled himself next to her. As she recovered, her tongue explored his mouth seeking his taste and searching out the flavor of her orgasm.

When she stopped trembling, Kate stood up beside the bed. Her body was beautiful. Her breasts were perfect ovals with dark brown areolas capped by large hard nipples. They weren't high on her chest like a teenager's. The skin from her waist to her navel was taught without stretch marks or cellulite. Her stomach was flat and her thighs firm and tight. Her mound and legs were bare of hair but a dense forest covered her groin. It made James' erection rise again.

"Your turn," Kate announced. She leaned over his hips and kissed the underside of his erection at its base and licked under each of his balls. With her hands supporting her upper body, her breasts hung above the center of his body. His eyes were drawn to their perfection and he reached up and touched them. He squeezed her right breast and then ran a hand under it and cupped it from below.

She took his cockhead in her mouth, held it with her lips and gently scraped her teeth across the surface. He shuddered and thrust his hips. She repeated the sequence, her tongue exploring each time she released him from her teeth. When his cockhead felt like a small balloon stretched well beyond capacity, she moved away. She lay on her side next to him so her breasts rested on his hip and stomach. Then she slowly wrapped her left hand around his penis and stroked it gently.

As she stroked him, James realized that although it may have taken longer, this was what he started when he pulled the sheet away from his erect penis. "My turn," said James. He maneuvered until Kate was lying back again and took both nipples between his thumb and forefingers of each hand. He massaged them gently and then began to roll them in opposite directions. At first Kate's response was non-existent or at least none that he recognized but soon she reacted with sighs and moans as he increased the intensity. He continued until they became hard points on the end of her breasts.

James dropped kisses on Kate's shoulders, neck and lips before continuing downward. He nuzzled her breasts with his lips and tongue until Kate's responses indicated her arousal and need. The tips of Kate's breasts grew turgid under his attention and James closed his mouth around the right breast nipple and tugged gently while running his tongue across its tip. She moaned and ran her hands through his hair, holding his head to her body.

When he switched his mouth to the left breast, Kate whimpered in need. He continued sucking, tonguing and nibbling until the nipple tightened between his lips and Kate writhed beneath him.

"I don't think I can wait much longer," James confessed. "Lori and I have been exclusive for so long now I'm afraid I'll cum too soon."

"That doesn't sound like a problem to me," Kate said.

"It's no good that way," argued James. "We should take care of your needs first. And, I guess that includes more than one session."

"Just do something before I lose my mind completely," begged Kate.

James knelt between Kate's legs and bent over her. She was lying back with her eyes closed and her head moving from side to side. James held his erection in his right hand and rubbed it over Kate's clit and labia. In the midst of a wilder response, she opened her eyes and realized what James had planned.

"Wait! Put that on!" she said and pointed to a package of condoms on her nightstand. "Lori is too smart to take chances even if I'm not," explained Kate.

When James returned, Kate reached for James' erection. She held him gently as he struggled with the condom package and finally tore it open. When James removed the condom from the package, Kate grasped the condom ring with her lips and then rolled it over James' hard penis.

James knelt between Kate's extended legs, positioned himself with his erection at her entrance, and paused. As he felt the pressure of his tip sliding into her well-lubricated opening, she put her arms around his chest, locked her fingers behind his shoulder blades and lifted her hips off the bed to force herself onto him. The penetration continued until Kate held all of James' erection. He began to slowly move in and out. Her hips met his stroke by stroke. They moved in perfect sync until she began to spasm, her vagina contracting repeatedly, milking his penis.

It only took one extravagant spasm to overcome James' determination. As the second convulsion began, his control snapped. With his penis deep inside her, his semen erupted, filling the reservoir of the condom. His contraction and hers combined caused another eruption which triggered another simultaneous contraction, repeating for a half dozen explosive releases of semen.

Their orgasm passed simultaneously, Kate's hips sank onto the bed and she lay motionless except for her irregular breathing. After a couple minutes of similar irregular breathing, James relaxed and dismounted Kate's body. He crawled up next to her and put his arm around her. A long minute passed as they regained their composure.

"How did I do?" Kate asked.

"Mom, you have to ask? That was incredible!" James exclaimed. "You know what an orgasm is. That wasn't your first. But your reaction? Like you hadn't experienced one in years," commented James.

"It has been more than 20 years," confided Kate.

"Really?" marveled James. "Why haven't you had sex? I can't believe there hasn't been anyone in all these years."

"There've been a couple but nothing serious. Maybe no one I'd feel comfortable with or safe with, or maybe no one who made me feel special or needed me. Maybe I wasn't willing to compromise the respect they have for me."

"Mom, I can hardly imagine any man feeling uncomfortable around you," said James as his finger stroked through Kate's slit. She moaned quietly and her eyes closed slowly until her eyelashes rested on her cheeks. "I certainly don't feel uncomfortable."

Kate sighed deeply. "James, your father is 64 and he may not want sex very often and when he does, it's short and fast, usually in the dark. Afterward he goes to sleep and doesn't wake up until the morning."

"That doesn't sound much fun," James commented.

"It isn't," smiled Kate, "which makes what we are doing today even more wonderful. I'm floating and I think my nipples are harder than they've ever been." She put her hands over her breasts and gently kneaded them, her nipples pushing out her gown with their distension. "And this feels different too."

"Better or worse?" asked James.

"The opposite. Before you went down on me, I would have never believed how hard my nipples could get. And that is one area that your father has never explored."

"But now?" James asked.

Kate moved one hand from her breast to her vulva. "Look for yourself. My nipples feel like pebbles," she said.

James put one finger over Kate's nipple and moved it over the hard protuberance. His finger slid easily over her taut flesh. She was right, there were small bumps on the end of her nipple.

"I'm going to get dressed and finish my morning routine," Kate stated.

James had the impression that it wasn't entirely a choice but something she felt she had to do. He watched her pull on shorts and a tank top. Even as tight as her clothing was, James could see her nipples were still erect when she left his bedroom.

Later, Kate called James into the kitchen for lunch. He was surprised to find they had company. Standing in the kitchen wearing only a t-shirt and shorts were Lori, JC and Jim, another guy who worked with James and JC at their jobsite. All three were sipping ice tea.

"Hi guys," he said as nonchalantly as possible.

"Hi big brother," Lori greeted him. "Can't stay away from each other can we?"

"Maybe there's more to it than you think," suggested James.

"Whatever," said Lori. She turned to their mother. "Hi mom." She leaned over, gave their mother a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "Where's dad?"

"Golfing," answered Kate.

Lori put her finger in the center of her chin and acted like she was thinking. Then she announced, "This sounds like just the opportunity we need for a little fun."

"Don't forget I'm your mother," cautioned Kate. "How can I have 'fun' with my children? Don't I have to discourage your dad from looking at other women? How could I have an open mind about having sex with another man?"

"First mom, that's the beauty of it. Dad will be so wrapped up in ogling other women that he won't be aware of your reaction when a man hits on you. Second, maybe your reaction will give us both some insight into why other men might find you so attractive," Lori explained. "You've heard James describe the effect you had on him the night you interrupted him. I want to know what you feel like when a strange man thinks those thoughts about you."

"Your dad will be looking for me," cautioned Kate.

"I'll call him on my cellphone. If he gets antsy before we're through, I'll tell him something has come up here and he should continue enjoying himself without us. He won't mind. That gives us at least four hours. We can do plenty in four hours."

"Four hours?" exclaimed Kate. "Your father doesn't expect anything more than two hours out of me."

"That just means I have four hours with nothing to do but give you pleasure and enjoy making you scream. Now turn around," James directed.

Kate flipped onto her belly without hesitation.

James slid down until his face was about 18 inches from the mattress. He reached under her hips, lifted her up by her waist, and moved forward so her knees were supported by the bed. Kate rested her cheek on her arms crossed at her forehead. "James, I love what you are doing."

James lowered his mouth and began to lick, kiss, suck and nibble every square inch of Kate's incredible ass. Every action solicited another moan, a gasp, or a plea for mercy. Kate's ass was now covered with small red marks. As James' assaulted her behind, his hands moved constantly, kneading her ass cheeks, sliding underneath between her abdomen and thighs, squeezing her labia together and pulling them apart.

Kate tried to control her response. She had an orgasm in mind and wanted it to be intense but James' efforts were beginning to overload her circuits. Her moans became louder. "Please stop," she pleaded. "I have something else in mind."

Reluctantly, James stopped what he was doing. He eased her body back onto the bed. When he saw Kate's face, it took his breath away. It was flushed; her hair was tousled and she was panting like a dog.

"You're incredibly sexy," breathed James.

Kate opened her eyes and stared into his. "Thanks. I've never felt that way before."

James put one hand on each side of Kate and moved his face close to hers. As their lips met, she put her arms around his neck and pulled him to her. They were chest-to-chest, belly to belly, penis to abdomen. James' erection pressed against Kate's lower abdomen and he squirmed to adjust his angle. When his erection slipped between her legs and nestled between her labia, it seemed to be exactly what she wanted. She spread her legs, rolled her hips slightly, and his penis slid partially into her.

James pushed with his hips, sliding most of the length of his penis into Kate. The sensation caused both to stop kissing so they could enjoy every nuance of the feelings flooding through their bodies. James began to thrust in a slow, rhythmic pattern as Kate responded by matching his rhythm with rolls of her hips and the movement of her legs up and down the backs of his thighs. Kate closed her eyes while James continued to look at her face and the play of emotions that passed over it.

Kate was feeling something she had never felt before. It wasn't an orgasm but rather the building toward an explosion she hadn't known existed. James could feel Kate begin to tense up and respond to his motions like never before. Suddenly she shuddered uncontrollably from her head to her feet. She gasped for air. Then she relaxed.

James slowed his rhythm to prolong the experience. Kate looked up at him. "Why are you stopping?" she asked.

James smiled down at her. "I'm letting you catch your breath," he explained.

Kate smiled back at James. "Thanks for asking," she said.

"Mom..." James hesitated and stopped when Kate frowned at him. "Oops. Sorry." He paused again before continuing, "You look incredible when you cum."

"That felt incredible," breathed Kate. She pulled James to her and kissed him, his face still wet from her juices. As they were kissing, Kate noticed movement out of the corner of her eye. "You're getting hard again," she commented. "Can you use your computer while we kiss or should I use my hands to encourage things along?"

"Both?" suggested James as he retrieved his laptop and moved it and himself closer to Kate. She opened the lid and pushed the power button while James lay next to her watching. The screen filled with a list of thumbnails of videos and a small player in the middle showing the paused scene with the young woman performing fellatio while the mature man licked her vagina.

They sat together and watched the video. When it was finished, Kate flipped through several others until she came across one she liked and pressed play. The action was much different from the original. It showed a single actress, an attractive middle-aged woman sitting in front of her vanity making up her face for some occasion. While she applied lipstick, a handsome older man about 50 entered the room, disrobed, and stood behind her. He put his hand on her shoulder and caressed her neck. She put down her lipstick and looked up at him in the mirror.

"You know what I want," said the man. "And I see you've removed your panties." He smiled at her reflection.

The woman turned around slowly on the bench and slid forward with her legs apart. He positioned himself between her legs, reached down, and inserted his penis into her vagina. When his groin touched hers, he leaned over and kissed her on her forehead. They remained motionless until they broke their embrace.

Kate shut the computer. "Is that what we're going to do?" she asked as she leaned back so she could put her arms around him.

"Is that what you want?" asked James.

"Maybe," replied Kate.

"What do you want now?" asked James as he stood up. He offered Kate his hand and guided her onto the floor. James moved the laptop out of the way and spread his blanket over the bed. Then he lay down and beckoned Kate to join him. Kate climbed next to James and they lay together kissing deeply for several minutes.

After a while, they lay next to each other enjoying the feel of skin next to skin. Kate rolled onto her side so James could stroke her entire body, her nipples stiffening almost immediately at his touch. James spent extra time stroking her mons which resulted in the spreading wetness making her pubic hair even curlier than normal. Kate turned and lay on her back so James could concentrate on her mons and breasts.

It didn't take long for the attention from James' hands to produce an erection. When it was firm enough, Kate grasped his penis in her hand and stroked lightly causing a wave of warmth to spread throughout his body. Her hand stopped, moved upward, and touched the tip. She held her finger straight while she brought it close to her nose and eyes. When she lowered her finger, James could see that there was a small spot of seminal fluid on the end of her finger. "Can you get something I can use to clean this off?" she asked. James reached past her for the box of facial tissues on his bedside table. Kate used a couple of them to clean her finger and then her abdomen.

"Now what?" James asked as he took the used tissues from her hand.

"You need some more help, don't you?" said Kate. She slid onto her side with her hip against James' stomach, took his penis in her hand again, and started to slowly pump up and down. Her strokes grew longer. On the upstroke her palm passed over the head of his penis before sliding down his shaft and back up again. It felt wonderful and caused another surge of blood to fill his organ.

Eventually, Kate put her arm around James shoulder and encouraged him to lie on his back again. Then she placed both hands on his hips to hold his hips steady while her mouth took control of his penis.

Kate's mouth was warm, wet and inviting. Her tongue wrapped around his penis like an amorous snake with James becoming her slave. It took every muscle he had to keep from thrusting up into her mouth when he could feel the telltale throbbing begin to erupt in his groin. The pulsing increased until he felt the first spurt escape and flow out of his body. Kate held still while James' orgasm ebbed and flowed several times until the pulsing slowed and his erection started to diminish. Kate sucked harder and swallowed once, twice, and a third time. Finally, his penis relaxed and Kate let it slip out of her mouth. "Wow," he said.

Kate kissed her way up to James' head. She leaned down and kissed him long and hard. When they stopped for breath, Kate licked her lips and asked, "Was that a help or just fun?"

"Fun? Yes. Help? Not so much," James replied.

Kate laughed. "We may have to work harder on your self-control. Did you see what I did after your first pulse?"

"Not really," answered James honestly.

"After the first pulse of semen erupted from your penis, I covered it with my tongue so that most of what was left in your penis went into my mouth instead of getting past me and onto your abdomen and legs."

"I do remember when I felt your tongue on my erection," confessed James. "I thought my orgasm was stronger than usual because of the change.

"Did it make a difference?" asked mom.

"Of course it did!" exclaimed James. "And what about me? Did I disappoint you?"

Kate put her hand on James' erection. "Look how quickly you recovered from your first orgasm. If we don't take advantage of that opportunity, then your recovery period might become shorter. So, can you please continue what you were doing before I interrupted?" Kate requested.

James didn't say anything else. He leaned forward again and ran his tongue over Kate's moist vagina. Kate reached down and held her vaginal lips apart for James while he inserted his middle finger into her warm opening.

The scent of an aroused woman assaulted James' senses when his tongue penetrated the entrance to Kate's vagina. Her fragrance intoxicated him like an alcoholic drink and her moisture fed his desire. He withdrew his finger and pushed both fingers and his tongue into Kate's vagina. She squirmed and cried out louder this time. When James' tongue found her clitoris, Kate cried out again.

Her body shivered as she experienced a full-body orgasm. Then James felt the contractions of her vagina, first irregularly and then repeatedly until they stopped.

James sat up on his knees between Kate's legs. Her gown was still pulled up around her waist and her pussy was exposed. As he watched, several drops of fluids leaked out from her opening. His erection ached. He reached down and guided the head of his penis over her clitoris and then back to her vagina. He inserted his penis just enough for it to enter the opening of her vagina. "May I?" he asked.

"Please," she responded.

Kate gasped and James moaned when the head of his penis moved past her tight outer lips and slipped inside her vaginal cavity. He moved slowly forward, letting Kate's body accept each inch of his organ before allowing it to go further. He stopped only when his hips pressed against the backs of her thighs and he felt his penis bump the tip of her uterus. It had taken him longer than most times with Lori to penetrate so far because Kate's vagina was tighter and more inflexible than Lori's. Lori might be an expert on oral sex but James found Kate's vagina at least as good, maybe even better.

He began to withdraw. Kate wrapped her legs around his hips and tightened them, pulling him closer, locking him into place. "Mom," James moaned, "That feels good."

"Kate," she corrected. Then, "You feel incredible. Keep doing what you're doing!"

James pulled out slowly, enjoying every sensation. At the halfway point he pushed forward faster, stopping after he had moved just inside. He continued like this for a couple minutes. With each stroke he began to push deeper. With each backward stroke he pushed deeper. As he continued, his body rubbed her clitoris. Every downward motion pushed a small breathless moan from Kate's mouth.

When James was completely inside of Kate, she raised herself off the mattress, hugged him to her body, and rolled both of them onto their sides. In this new position, their hips were more comfortable, especially while they explored kissing each other as well as each other's bodies. She ran her fingers through James' hair and cupped the back of his head, pressing his face closer to her, forcing his tongue deeper into her mouth.

She ran her fingernails on his scalp and massaged his neck before moving them down the contours of his shoulders. Then she traced around the hard pecs of his chest until she could gently pinch his nipples between her nails. Her hands slipped down his abdomen and around to his back where they found the long sinewy muscles running diagonally down to the top of his buttocks. There she gently scratched his back and used her fingernails to caress each vertebrae from his neck to his tailbone. When her fingers found their way to his firm buttocks and cupped them in her palms, James pushed himself deeper into Kate's body, burying his penis as far as possible. She groaned from the feeling and returned her lips to his, biting and pulling gently at his lower lip.

Kate rolled onto her back again and spread her legs for James. He rested himself between her legs and pressed his weight onto her, feeling her breasts crush against his chest, her hips arch towards him, and her strong thighs enclose his hips. They kissed again and he felt the moist heat of her pubic hair against his stomach. He pulled away from her body, sat up, and looked at her. Her hair had fallen away from her face revealing every fine feature and every line. James noticed that she wore no make-up which accentuated the womanliness of her face. He smiled when he saw a small amount of red fluid staining her upper lip. Reaching out he used his thumb to wipe away what he thought was spittle, but then realized it was his semen. Instead of wiping it off he brought his hand to his own lips, tasting again his own essence before lowering his lips to hers for a passionate kiss.

He pulled back from her and slid farther down until he lay on his stomach with his head directly over her mons. Her bush tickled his nose, teasing his sense of smell, but he took the time to enjoy its musky scent and its texture which had softened in the humidity between them. Then he reached out and parted the outer lips of her vagina with his tongue and sucked softly on her clit, flicking his tongue across it every few seconds while enjoying the wetness that slowly seeped out from her. Her breathing became more ragged as her excitement increased, her moans becoming soft cries as James' sucking and licking turned into deep probing movements. His mouth opened wider, trying to encompass all of her labia. With every stroke of his tongue his nose brushed against her clit. When he inserted a finger into her hole her hips shuddered in pleasure as if they had been electrified by the stimulation.

"Ooh," she sighed, "James, I need your cock in me right now."

With an audible slurp James broke free from her vagina and climbed back up her body until his hard, throbbing cock rested on her belly. Looking deeply into her eyes, he said, "Do you know how much I love you mom?"

It felt strange saying mom in this situation, but it also turned him on immensely.

She bit her lip and looked like she was about to cry as he bent his head forward for another passionate kiss. He could feel her breasts beneath him, nipples stiffening further as he rubbed himself against her body.

Her arms wrapped around his back, holding him to her. Her lips pressed against his and her tongue found its way into his mouth. James felt a rush of blood downwards again. When they finally pulled apart, he couldn't help staring at her. She was beautiful: eyes wide and glistening, full, swollen lips and a flush rising above her neckline that had nothing to do with makeup or embarrassment. She stared back, breathing heavily and looking just as happy as he was.

"I never believed we would go this far," James admitted. "And if I had any doubt at all, you look so wonderful."

"I've wanted this for so long," confessed Kate. "To let someone love me completely and without constraint. To hold my husband and forget my responsibility to my family, the children's school, church events, volunteerism. To let me be just a woman without being defined by what other people want or need from me. To give myself, unconditionally and completely, to one special person to do with what he wants and needs, regardless of propriety or public opinion. And now you're here and I can't imagine why it took us so long to get here and how we can move beyond this point."

"We have been so close and now we are here," acknowledged James. "We are more than mother and son. We are friends, companions, lovers, and now that we have gone this far we will have to continue until there is nothing left."

"You are right. And you said you don't know how far to go but the next step is obvious."

James positioned his rigid erection above Kate's pussy and pushed against her labia. He stopped when he touched the opening to her vagina. Kate held him close and they kissed. It was a slow lingering kiss as if they had never kissed before.

When their lips finally parted, James whispered, "Do you want to use protection? I don't usually carry any but you were expecting me to make love to Lori."

"Lucky guess," admitted Kate. "But in your room there's a bottle in the top drawer of your nightstand. It has a few of what you're looking for."

"I'll be right back," promised James as he rolled out of bed.

Moments later, Kate felt the weight shift on the mattress and James returned. They kissed again. Then Kate pulled back and spread her legs. James' erection was covered with an instant condom he found in the drawer along with a nearly empty bottle of lubricant.

Kate reached between them and positioned his erection so it entered her pussy. As his erection penetrated deeper, she wrapped her arms around his shoulders pulling his torso against hers. His lips met hers and she wrapped her legs around his thighs and hips. They maintained their connection without motion until James couldn't bear it any longer. He withdrew almost completely from her body and thrust deeply into her, grinding his hips against her pubic bone. Kate moaned her pleasure and tightened her grip.

They moved together, first slowly and then picking up pace with each successive movement. Their bodies were covered with perspiration, increasing their connection by eliminating the friction they experienced otherwise. When James slowed, he would lean back and watch as Kate ground her hips against him, pushing his penis deep inside her and driving her clitoris against his pubic bone. Their eyes would meet and they would kiss again.

It happened more quickly than either one expected. After three or four slow movements, James picked up the pace and accelerated faster. When both knew the inevitable was close, Kate unwrapped her legs and bent her knees allowing her to dig her heels into the bed for more power. As James began to move even faster, Kate pushed back harder. Both knew it wouldn't last much longer but neither wanted to surrender. The race was on and neither wanted to lose.

With several quick pulses, James won the race and pumped semen deeply into Kate's vagina. As he completed his orgasm, Kate reached hers. Her heels dug into the mattress, holding James immobile while she moved against him, drawing out every spasm of pleasure her body could elicit. Eventually, she released the pressure from his backside with her ankles and they separated their bodies.

James lay beside Kate, catching his breath and watching as she stretched and smiled a contented smile. His penis and abdomen were covered with his emission that escaped from Kate's body while they slept together. He got up, stripped the sheet off the bed and tossed it on the floor. He turned down the covers at the top of his bed. Then he walked into the bathroom and cleaned up. He found an oversized t-shirt in a drawer and put it on without any undershorts.

When he returned, Kate was lying beneath the sheets, facing away from the door. He slid in beside her and spooned against her. It felt right for the moment. They both drifted to sleep. When James woke up, his erection was nestled between the cheeks of Kate's ass. With only the thin material of a shirt separating their skin, Kate knew he was awake. She ground back against him, pushing hard against his erection. She turned her head, pulled his head toward hers and kissed him. He responded to her kiss.

James moved his hand under Kate's nightgown, seeking her breast. Kate twisted slightly to improve James' access to her breasts. Her gown rode up over her hips revealing the entire length of her incredible legs. As he massaged her breast, Kate rotated her pelvis against his groin, trying to drive his erection between her thighs and into her vagina. Finally frustrated with the lack of cooperation on his part, she broke their embrace, raised up, and stripped her nightgown over her head. Naked from the waist up, she repositioned herself face to face with James so her left nipple was close to his lips. He sucked the offered nipple into his mouth. The soft nipple stiffened against his tongue and he began to chew and suck it.

Kate moaned in ecstasy. Her hands moved down over James' t-shirt until she found the hem at his mid thigh. She slid her fingers beneath his shirt until she could feel the coarse hair on his abdomen. With the flat of her fingers, she traced a line up his torso to his chest. He shifted her weight off him as she pulled his t-shirt over his head. She leaned across his chest and licked each of his nipples, teasing them into peaks that stiffened into small nubs. Then she returned to her position lying next to him.

This time, when she ground against him, her skin pressed against the skin of his hip. She took his hand again and brought it to her breast. His hand closed on the soft flesh. "James," she said softly. "Take your shirt all the way off and lie on top of me."

Kate rolled over onto her other side to allow him to comply. As soon as he lay down on her back and she felt his erection against her ass, she squirmed her legs apart to encourage him to reach between them to her moist vulva. James slipped his hand around her leg until his palm cupped her pubes. His finger ran over the full length of her labia.

James began to rub her clitoris using just the tips of his fingers. Soon Kate felt another orgasm building within her. She turned toward James and kissed him. When she pulled away, there was a string of saliva from his lips to hers. The sensation drove James to press hard on her clit. Suddenly she went limp. "Too sensitive," she panted.

"What can I do?" James asked.

"Relieve that thing poking in my ass," she suggested. "But be gentle. I'm not ready for a pounding."

"Can I have your breasts?"

"Of course, but first let me get this gown off."

Kate rolled onto her stomach. "Let me up so I can stand next to the bed."

Once standing next to the bed, she held onto the bedpost and lifted one foot on the mattress. James got the hint and started to remove her nightgown from around her ankle. Kate was wearing tiny bikini panties made from a shiny red satin material with thin side ties that looked like garters. While he untied them, he couldn't help but kiss the rear of her thighs while they were exposed to him as the ties fell away. Kate trembled and then pushed her panties down herself until they were low enough that gravity did the rest.

Standing next to the bed, naked, James could finally feast his eyes on his mother's incredible body. His mother was not only beautiful but physically fit from a regular program of exercise. He moved behind her and put his arms around her holding her breasts. He kissed the back of her neck and whispered in her ear. "Thanks for getting rid of your clothes. Mom, I mean Kate," he said.

"You are certainly welcome, son," she replied as she turned toward him. She put her hand on his shoulder, bent down, and sucked his semi-erect penis into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip and bringing him fully erect almost immediately.

With James' erection fully grown, Kate stopped sucking his cock and instead nibbled her way up his body stopping briefly to gently bite his nipples. She licked up his neck, nibbling gently on his jawbone until she reached his mouth where her tongue invaded his mouth. They continued to explore each other's mouths until James felt that it was his turn to take charge. He picked his mother up off the floor and laid her on the bed before jumping on top of her, using one hand to line his hard erection up with her vagina. As the head of his shaft slipped into the slippery walls of her warm wet channel, he heard her moan deep and low. Slowly and gently at first, he moved in and out of her, feeling her insides gripping him tightly as she groaned her pleasure, louder and louder with each thrust. Finally she screamed her climax into the room as he pounded hard and fast against her groin. Her nails clawed into his buttocks as she shook with wave after wave of her orgasm. As he too climaxed, he buried his face in her chest as a massive rush of air exploded from his lungs.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily and totally exhausted. Once she had regained control of herself, Kate smiled at her son with love in her eyes and thanked him. "James," she said, "that was just what I needed today." He pulled her close and they cuddled quietly for a few minutes, before starting all over again, this time more aggressively. This time James took Kate from behind as they knelt together on the floor facing her dresser mirror. They both watched as his shaft plunged in and out of her sopping tunnel in a mixture of juice and sperm. James wrapped his arms around Kate, fondling her large breasts, tugging and pulling on the nipples while she ground her bottom against him as he plunged deeper into her warmth.

Soon they were moaning again, as Kate started to come in huge crashing waves that rippled through her whole body, squeezing and clasping at James' swollen erection, urging him further inside. James began to grunt as he pumped away faster and harder, finally emptying his huge load deep inside his mother's core. As James' erection softened inside her and slowly withdrew, the mixture of their juices spilled onto the floor. The couple flopped backwards onto the soft carpeted floor, breathing hard but smiling contently.

"Wow," was the only thing James could say as he stared in wonder at his mother.

Kate giggled like a school girl as she reached out to hug James. "I agree 100% Wow," she said between gasps.

James turned his head to kiss Kate lovingly. "Did you know this is the way we'd end up this morning when you knocked on my door?" he asked.

Kate laughed, "Well no! But I'm happy it happened and I hope it happens more often."

James kissed Kate again and moved closer to her, gently caressing her body and pulling her close to him. They lay on the carpet for a while holding each other tightly.

"I feel very sticky," said Kate as she released James from her grip.

James looked down at his groin, "Me too," he admitted. He got up and stepped into the bathroom for a clean towel. When he returned, Kate had moved to the side of the bed away from the wet spot and stood in front of him. He handed her the towel. "Thanks," she replied. She cleaned herself off and tossed the towel toward the dirty clothes basket. The towel hit the wall and fell to the floor. She looked at James who shook his head in resignation, bent over, picked up the towel, and placed it in the clothes basket. Kate smiled broadly. "My hero," she said.

He stood next to her and she kissed him tenderly and passionately. Their hands wandered freely over each other's bodies while they explored with their tongues and lips. Eventually, they pulled apart. "We're making more of a mess than cleaning ourselves," James observed.

They went into the bathroom together and turned on the shower. They held each other under the spray while they lathered each other with soap. When they rinsed off the soap, James pushed his erection between her legs. It was a little awkward at first as he adjusted his thrusts for maximum effect but eventually he found the sweet spot and she found the best way to support herself for the ride. It wasn't long before they both exploded in orgasms, holding each other tightly and kissing madly as the water pounded against their skin.

The couple finally climbed out of the shower. After drying themselves and returning to the bedroom, James helped Kate straighten the bedsheets. They lay nude on the clean sheets and cuddled, exploring their bodies. They talked quietly about the sex they had shared that morning. Finally, they got dressed again and joined his father for a late brunch at the club. James was glad there was a tablecloth extending below the edge of the table.

Late in the afternoon, they drove home together after dropping off her husband at his favorite golf club bar.

In the basement, Kate led James to a room used for storage of furniture and other large items that no longer fit anywhere else in the house. Among them were a couch with worn fabric, a coffee table littered with newspapers and magazines, and an end table that wobbled when anything was placed on its surface. Next to a lamp was a telephone answering machine with a red LED indicator telling them that they had five new messages.

Kate turned up the volume on the phone answering machine and played the messages. Message #1 from Lori: "Mom, it's Lori. I miss you too. Call me whenever." Delete. Message #2 from Lori: "I've been thinking about some things we discussed earlier. Can you call me before I go out tonight?" Delete. Message #3 from "John, this is Susan..." Kate looked at James questioningly, he shrugged his shoulders, and deleted message #3. Message #4 from Lori: "It's still early. What time will dad be home? Call me so we can talk. I need your help." Kate deleted the last message from Lori. "You're sister's very needy, isn't she?" Kate observed.

James agreed, "And very persistent."

Kate walked to him and put her arms around his neck. She pulled his face down until their lips met. "How much do you love your sister?" Kate whispered.

"Is this going where I think it is?" James asked.

"Yes," replied Kate.

"She's my sister," James said.

"But, you still love her as your sister," Kate commented.

"Maybe as much as any son loves a sister but more than others," James confessed.

Kate walked to the table next to the window and picked up the telephone receiver. She held the phone so that James could hear the dial tone and pushed one button on the speed dial. James listened while it rang once, twice, three times. It continued to ring while she replaced the receiver on the table next to the window.

The room fell silent. There was no sound other than their breathing. Each breath was audible in the silence. Then there was another sound. The distant, almost muffled, ringing of an unanswered phone. As they listened intently, the tone became clearer and louder until it filled the room. Kate moved away from the table next to the window but left the telephone line open. She walked toward James and stopped directly in front of him. She leaned down and kissed him, first gently but progressively more firmly. She turned and walked to her closet door and turned around again to face James. "Well, let's try this," she said as she began to open her blouse buttons. "No, not yet," she admonished as James tried to get up and walk toward her. "You can start later." She reached behind herself and opened her bra catch, then shrugged her shoulders. The sleeves of her blouse and her bra straps slipped down her arms, the weight of her breasts causing them to sag only slightly.

James thought she looked beautiful and sexily appealing. He watched intently as she slid the blouse off her arms and tossed it onto a chair by the window. She stood facing him, a coy smile on her face, with the early morning sun shining through the lace curtain behind her, silhouetting her figure for him, the light making visible through her thin white cotton panties the outline of her full bush underneath.

She looked down at James who was lying back on the bed watching her with great interest. She felt incredibly sexy and powerful. Slowly and provocatively, she slid the zipper down at the side of her skirt, allowing it to slip over her hips. Inch by inch, her thighs were exposed until the skirt fell around her feet with a rustle, leaving her wearing just her bra, panties and high-heel shoes.

Her hands went to her bra straps now hanging loosely on her upper arms. Her eyes on James' she slipped them off, sliding the straps down her arms slowly to the point where gravity would take over and she quickly allowed the bra to fall into her hands which held out it before her. Her large breasts dropped free and swayed ever so gently from their pendulous weight, nipples erect and pointing straight at him. The sight of those two beautiful, full, naked breasts caused an almost painful surge of excitement in James as he stared, dumbfounded and amazed at the sudden and unexpected erotic spectacle playing out before him.

She then stepped her high heel shoe clad feet out of her skirt pooled at her feet. Now she had only her panties on.

With her hands still supporting her bra she turned slightly and placed the bra onto a chair behind her, making certain that James' gaze never left her breasts. This was confirmed by James' sharp intake of breath as he took in more closely the perfect beauty of her breasts in all their glory as they were revealed when she turned back toward him. She stood perfectly still for a moment allowing him to drink in the full impact of her nakedness, before saying "Well... are you going to make me stand here alone forever?"

It was the first time James had seen a completely naked woman other than Lori and mom, but even seeing Lori like this after all these years, or his mother who he'd often peeked at swimming nude didn't do it for him like watching Kate right now. She looked totally amazing... absolutely fabulous! The long legs emerging from the lace topped stockings, the black garter belt circling her waist... the high heel shoes accentuating her shapely calves... the dark full bush covering the pouting lips of her sex just peeking out through her silken panties... it was almost more than his mind could grasp. This gorgeous, sexy young girl who'd been fucking his best friend for months was now standing there in front of him with such an obvious air of sensual desire for him. For James. In fact, he realized how strange it was... she hadn't even attempted any small talk; no 'How have you been?', or 'Nice weather we've been having'. But then, small talk was unnecessary right now, all they wanted to do was fuck each other senseless.

It only took James a second to reach across to the armchair next to him and pick up a pair of large scissors from the sewing box there, cutting off her panties just below her waist and tossing them aside, allowing her pussy to be fully exposed to him. He moved back and lay back on the bed, gazing straight up at Kate. This time he held her gaze without dropping down to ogle her perfect breasts as he had so many times before.

She slowly descended and stretched out beside him, lying on her side facing him, but maintaining a little space between them, smiling slightly as she studied him through half-closed eyes. Then she closed her eyes, letting her mouth relax. She let out a long, soft sigh of anticipation. Without saying anything, he could tell that she was already aroused. She felt herself flush a bit as her nipples hardened at his lustful stare and felt a dampness begin to form between her legs. With her lips parted and still wet from their kisses, James began to kiss her gently on the corner of her mouth. They pressed their open mouths together in a slow, lingering kiss as they ran their hands all over each other.

Then she pulled away from him to move behind him, sitting on the bed facing his back. She slipped her arms around his waist and hugged him gently for a moment before reaching into his unzipped jeans and easing his cock out of the hole in the front of his shorts, slowly beginning to stroke him while planting light kisses along the side of his neck and shoulder. Her other hand found the front of his shirt, feeling for the tiny buttons that kept her from touching his skin. Within seconds she had undone most of the buttons. James was moaning softly as Kate stroked him and began to kiss more aggressively at his neck. After a few minutes, she moved around in front of him again, continuing to gently pump him with one hand while using the other to quickly undo his belt buckle, button, and zipper. As she tugged them down past his hips and then his thighs, James lifted himself so that he was kneeling on the edge of the bed and kicking them off his feet. She returned to kissing him deeply on the mouth as he slid the straps of her nightgown down over her shoulders. Now both naked, Kate put her arm under his and gently laid them back onto the bed again so that they were side by side facing each other.

Slowly running her fingernails lightly up and down the length of his stiffening erection and cupping and gently massaging his balls, she reached back and guided his right hand between her thighs to find that her labia were already moist from anticipation. Slowly circling her clit with his finger, James leaned in to kiss her neck and shoulders again, gradually moving lower. Finally taking her breast in his mouth and teasing her nipples into rock-hard nubs with his tongue. Kate began to groan deep in her chest as she continued stroking and fondling him. Soon they were both so eager for penetration that they positioned themselves above Kate to enter her. Looking into each other's eyes as they shared these new sensations, she held him and guided his cock inside her. When he had entered completely, he pulled himself back up again, still looking deep into her eyes. The first thrust caused an audible "Ahh" to escape from Kate's lips as she gripped his ass with both hands.

She pulled him deeper into her. The room was filled with the smell of sex and the sound of moans, heavy breathing, and gentle cries of pleasure. James' thrusting increased and became faster as they climbed toward their own climax together. They tried to delay the inevitable, but within minutes, the spasms of release ripped through them at almost precisely the same time. Both of them lay there panting as Kate smiled up at her son, brushing a few strands of hair out of his face. He grinned back sheepishly as if he were embarrassed and felt awkward lying here in such an intimate position with her. But it didn't feel wrong... it felt wonderful. James rolled onto his back, breathing hard and covered his eyes with his forearm. "Wow."

They spent the rest of that Saturday afternoon and night having sex multiple times. They took breaks to eat something and take short naps. James learned much about female orgasms and Kate demonstrated her oral skills more than once. At one point, they went swimming naked in the pool. Then they retreated to their bedrooms to dress for dinner. In the dining room, the sexual tension was almost palpable but the parents ignored their children and talked to each other through the meal. After dinner, dad went to his recliner in the family room to watch television while Kate did the dishes, cleaned up, and packed away any left-overs. When she finished, she joined James, who was reading a book on his laptop on the deck overlooking the pool. It was getting dark, it was quiet outside, and mom joined James on the lounge chair where he was sitting. She pushed close to him and put her head on his shoulder. James stopped typing, closed his laptop, and wrapped his arm around his mother. A few minutes later, mom said, "I don't know about you, but I'm exhausted."

"Me too," agreed James. They got up, walked down the hall to their bedrooms, and kissed each other goodnight at their doors.

The next two weeks were very strange to Lori. On Tuesday evening, she came home from work early and found a note from Bill taped to the refrigerator. "I can't do this anymore. I've moved all my clothes and personal effects to a motel near downtown. Don't expect me back. Sorry, Bill." Lori collapsed on the floor in tears. She called the police but by the time they arrived, Bill and his car were gone. The policeman took down some basic information but there wasn't much they could do.

When she finally regained her composure, Lori thought about calling James. He'd make her feel better and tell her how much he missed her. But after two weeks of separation, he was probably out doing something else or with somebody else. The same went for her best friends and everyone else she knew. She was alone tonight. Well, not completely alone.

Lori picked herself up and made her way down the hall to their bedroom. She had almost as many things in this room as Bill so she felt like it was as much hers as it was his. She closed the door behind her and removed all of her clothes. She stood in front of the large mirror between the windows overlooking the backyard. Her skin was pale with no tan lines, evidence that she hadn't sunbathed naked since summer. Her breasts were small B-cups and firm, with hard brown nipples. In the mirror, the area just above where the bottom of her stomach met her vulva was covered in her thick dark pubic hair.

In the bedroom she felt safe enough to let her guard down and relax. After her first encounter with James, Lori discovered that she loved having sex and having it often. However, until the past two weeks, it was an almost daily activity; at work during breaks in classes, after work or class before meeting friends, even occasionally sneaking away from her boyfriends before dates or after dates.

Lori sat on the edge of the bed, then leaned back until she was flat on her back, staring at the ceiling fan slowly turning in the dark room. She reached out with both hands, put her thumbs together to form a vee that framed the ceiling fan and pushed them slightly left and right to create a strobing effect in her vision. Without really trying, she imagined she could see James and his erection in a strobe light display. The next time she caught him masturbating she was going to be sure the room was dimly lit. It would be very exciting and he'd love it too. He couldn't resist anything new for his sexual life, especially when his partner was as uninhibited and adventurous as his sister, Lori.

The weekend after Lori moved into Bill's apartment she came home to see James. James had been very upset and needed someone to hold him and console him. In his bed, he held her and cried quietly while she told him how much she loved him. When he was done crying, they talked about why Lori moved out so quickly and how they would react to their mutual separations. They admitted to each other that being alone was more difficult than either of them expected but that they wanted to continue their separate lives, each with their respective partners.

However, during the ensuing week, she felt guilty that she didn't feel as bad about leaving James alone as she thought she should. After dinner on Friday night, she made sure everyone was busy or pre-occupied then retreated to her bedroom for some private time. She removed all of her clothes and lay in James' bed where she began to caress herself. Her breasts were not particularly sensitive but she ran her fingers over them anyway. When she was excited enough, she let her hands wander down between her legs.

Soon she was aroused and frustrated. She slipped on a silky blue negligée, grabbed her car keys and headed for the door. At the doorway she bumped into James just as he came into the house from the back door. Lori's negligee was open to reveal much of her upper body to which James responded by looking down her front. Lori saw him look at her bare breasts. He wasn't moving so she grabbed him and pulled his head down to her chest. He reached out and grasped her around the waist while his mouth closed over her breast. He gently sucked and teased it with his tongue. Her knees buckled and she slid to the floor while he dropped to one knee, still holding her tightly, keeping his mouth sealed to her breast. His right hand cupped her ass cheek under her negligée and slowly massaged her smooth flesh.

With her free hand, she reached down and groped between his legs. His erection was straining against his pants.

"Oh dear," came their mother's voice from the other room, "they're at it again."

Their father mumbled something no one could hear.

Lori looked at him and laughed. "If they only knew!" Then she stood up, took James by the hand and led him upstairs to his bedroom, which was closer than hers.

On Saturday morning, after Lori had moved in with Bill, James went down to the kitchen for breakfast. The house seemed empty but there was coffee already made so he poured himself a cup and put some bread in the toaster. Then he heard footsteps coming from his parents' bedroom toward the kitchen. It was mom. "Morning son," she said, looking very refreshed and more cheerful than she should have been in her flannel pajamas and slippers. She wore no make-up, her hair was a mess and James thought he saw a small spot on the front of her pajamas, either blood or dried semen.

"You're up early, mom," commented James as he pulled out a chair for her.

"Thanks," she answered and sat down.

James set a mug of coffee on the table in front of mom. Then he kissed her on the forehead and returned to his own chair and his coffee.

"That's really nice, son. Why are you being so sweet?" asked mom.

"It might be because I don't think I've ever seen you so unattractive. Is this what I'd look like if you weren't here when I got up?" joked James.

Mom blushed. "I'm afraid you're right. Not about your appearance but mine. I've only been awake a half an hour or so longer than you." She paused. "Have you noticed? Lori and Bill aren't here," she continued.

"Where could they be? Lori wouldn't leave after promising she'd come back every weekend," wondered James aloud.

"Do you think they might be late getting out of bed today?" asked mom.

"Late getting out of bed! My sister has sex on her mind at all hours of the day or night but I can't imagine Bill having anything but business on his mind this morning," insisted James.

"You really don't see it do you?" asked mom.

"What am I missing?" quizzed James.

"Bill isn't just an employee. Lori has made no attempt to hide the fact that they have a personal relationship other than their jobs," mom explained.

James stared at her open-mouthed for a long moment. "Why? Where does that leave me?" he asked.

"You can go see him and decide for yourself or you can let it remain the question you just asked. If it is important to you, go talk to him. That's all you can do," answered mom.

"Thanks mom."

Early Monday morning, James went to the plant to speak with Bill. Bill had worked in the plant almost as long as James could remember, first in the factory and then in a variety of supervisory positions. When the company installed automatic screw machines, Bill became a programmer and he never left. Over time, his programming responsibilities were expanded into management oversight of the machine tool installation in the plant as well as responsibility for maintenance and repair. He was very good at his job and his work output more than justified the extra money spent on his salary.

When James entered his office, Bill smiled broadly. "It's good to see you, young man," said Bill. "Can I assume your visit has something to do with the new computer systems we're planning to purchase?"

James laughed. "As usual, you get right to the point. Do you have some time to talk about it now?"

"What I always tell management when they ask the same question? 'Yes, if the discussion doesn't require more than twenty minutes; no, if more than twenty minutes."'

"Then I'll be brief," replied James.

A half hour later, Bill stood up behind his desk, reached out and shook James' hand. "Thanks, James. It will help a lot if I can tell the company their plans mesh with ours. What we need is a good presentation to convince them."

"How good does it have to be?" asked James.

"Simple, direct, and short," explained Bill.

"I can put something together for you tomorrow morning. When do you need it by?" asked James.

"The sooner you get me something the better," insisted Bill.

James nodded as he left Bill's office. James had just turned onto the main walkway from the service entrance toward the administrative building where he worked when he saw Lori walking briskly toward him, obviously late for a meeting. "Hey sis," he greeted her when they met in the middle. "Is this some new definition of running late? I think it's still twenty minutes late if your five minutes early."

Lori reached out, put both of her arms around his waist, and hugged him tight. She looked up into his face, gave him a big smile and said, "Hi there."

"That is one happy girl I haven't seen since you moved out of mom and dad's house. Is it JC or something else?" James asked.

"Actually you're the something else I need to talk to you about," Lori responded.

"I'll walk you to your meeting if there's time," James offered.

They strolled through the landscaped parking lot on their way to Lori's meeting. "Tell me," said James.

"My new guy has a friend, Mike, who wants to date me," said Lori. "We're having lunch tomorrow at The Club."

"Do you know much about him?" asked James. "Are you ready to date another guy?"

"He's about my age but is still working his way through college. And yes, I'm ready to date other guys and will continue to date this new man," Lori responded.

"Have you made love to either of them?" James asked.

"Yes, both of them," Lori said flatly. "I'm sorry but our relationship wasn't going anywhere. It was time to move on. Both Mike and Jack, that's the name of my new guy, were great for starting something new."

James sighed deeply.

Lori picked up on James' reaction. "You don't have any reason to be sad or disappointed. We always knew we wouldn't last forever."

"I guess so," replied James. "But I've lost more than just you. Mom moved out a little less than two weeks ago. When she knocked on my door one morning wearing sexy pajamas and a lace robe that barely hid what was underneath, well, it happened."

"It happened?" asked Lori.

"Yes," answered James.

"What kind of an answer is that?" she asked. "You had sex with mom? And you expect me to understand? And why was she even thinking like that? Is dad going to understand?"

"She wasn't thinking when she put the nightgown and robe on. She came to my room because she thought I might be sick but heard me making weird sounds and saw the X-rated video I was watching on my laptop. But, Lori, this woman is so incredibly beautiful with a body that can cause wars if women knew it existed."

Lori looked down. "Well, what are you waiting for?" she asked. "Show me how good your tongue feels on a girl you love."

James moved up behind her and slowly slipped his erection into her pussy from behind. He went slow as he penetrated until he bottomed out. She moaned and pushed back against him as much as she could in that position. Then he started fucking her hard and fast like the lovers they were. With each thrust, the bed banged hard against the wall and they both knew they wouldn't have much more time to enjoy this.

Finally, his strokes became slower and deeper and he could feel himself getting ready to climax.

"Yes, come inside of me," Lori begged, knowing his intention.

At that very moment, James heard someone coming down the hallway outside his room. In a second or two the door would be opening.

He pushed in as far as he could, trying to make every last millimeter of skin inside of her feel him. He knew it was now or never. If he did not release everything that had been building up he would never have the chance again. So he focused his mind on her pussy, imagined the feel of her insides and the pressure around his penis as his orgasm grew deep inside of him. And as Lori felt his dick harden she moaned for more but there wasn't anything else there to give. James released his load deep inside of her, gritting his teeth as each throb sent shockwaves through his body and then she felt herself explode, moaning even louder as wave after wave of intense pleasure wracked her body, leaving her a quivering mess.

The bedroom door opened while they were recovering from their orgasms. A surprised gasp filled the room and James looked up to see his mother staring at him and Lori. She started to speak but didn't seem able to formulate any words. "Mom," James said gently. "Why are you here?"

Kate closed the door and stood next to the bed. Her face flushed when she saw that her nightgown was still bunched around her waist and her son's erect penis sticking out of her daughter. It was obvious that he had been inside her recently. "I, uh, was getting dressed for golfing with dad and remembered my handbag," she replied pointing at the handbag on James' desk chair.

"We're fine here so you can leave if you like," said James. "We can talk after I finish with Lori."

"Talk about what?" asked Kate.

"What we were talking about before you came into the room," James replied.

She blushed an even brighter red. "And Lori is part of that conversation?"

"Only as a third party," James answered.

"Then I'll wait outside," said Kate picking up her handbag. She hurried to the door.

Lori was smiling. "I didn't think mom had it in her to do what she did here with you."

"And you?" asked James.

"Well, after being fucked so well by an experienced older man like yourself," she smiled, "who else would I fuck around with? Let alone let into my mouth or pussy for a while? No way JC, or anybody else will ever compare to you fucking me. Besides," Lori laughed, "I've been sneaking out of here every night at 1 a.m. to go visit my daddy!"

"I'm your daddy!" JC gasped.

"Uh-huh," Lori smirked, "but only one of you has really fucked my brains out yet! So there's a clear winner."

After they came, JC was quiet, thinking deeply. "Lori," he said, "I still don't know whether you're joking or if you're really serious."

She looked directly into his eyes. "What do you think?" she asked softly.

"I have no idea!" he replied fervently. "My life has gone completely out of control in just two weeks!"

Lori put her arms around him and pressed close against him. She whispered into his ear. "You're my daddy. The best daddy ever. I love you."

He hugged her close. "I'm still going to hell for this."

"You haven't done anything yet," she teased.

"And when I start to?" he asked.

"If you were still a good boy, you'd walk away from me," she said.

"But we're beyond that," he assured her.

"Far beyond," agreed Kate. "I love you."

"I love you too mom," James replied.

"Kiss me James," whispered Kate.

He laid his body on top of hers, felt their bodies connect, and bent his head for their kiss. As his lips touched hers, his penis found her vagina and glided effortlessly inside her. Her arms wrapped around his neck and he settled deeper into her embrace. Their kisses became deep and long as they moved slowly toward the orgasm they both wanted.

Their orgasms were long in coming. When they were complete, they held each other close and drifted asleep. They awakened simultaneously three hours later, still spooned together, their sweat-covered skin stuck together. "Good afternoon," Kate smiled.

"It is," James agreed.

"Do we take another shower together like Lori and I used to do?" she asked.

"Why not?" answered James. "We're already naked."

The shower was just what they both needed. Afterward, James dried Kate's back while she dried hers. When finished, he wrapped the towel around her and hugged her close from behind. He rested his chin on her shoulder. "That was good for me, wasn't it for you?" he asked softly.

Kate leaned her head against his chest. "You know how great it was, my wonderful young lover." She turned in his arms and looked directly into his face. "Thank you. I hadn't been that active or had that many orgasms in months." She put her lips to his ear. "Your mother may have done a lot of things in her past but none so incredible as sex with her son. If your sister were here..." She didn't finish her thought. "Come with me," she commanded.

"Where?" asked James.

"My bedroom."

James didn't resist. They walked, hand-in-hand to Kate's room. When they reached the side of her bed, she released his hand and turned toward him. She slipped her hands under his shirt and lifted it off. As before, she explored his chest with her hands. But this time, she took advantage of what was offered by pushing his shorts to his ankles and helping him step out of them. She grasped his penis and began to stroke it. James reached behind her and slid the zipper down on her nightgown, allowing it to drop from her body. She immediately removed her bra and panties. They stood naked, kissing and exploring each other's bodies with their hands.

With a final kiss, James turned Kate toward the bed and gently pushed her shoulders to encourage her to lie down on her back on the bed. When she had, he positioned himself between her legs, lifted her legs to his shoulders, and lowered his mouth to the moist entrance to her vagina.

At first, James only used his tongue and lips. He inserted his tongue into her vagina and felt its warmth. He sucked on her labia, licked his way around and over her vagina, sucked her clitoris into his mouth and then flicked it with the tip of his tongue. Then he slid two fingers into her and curled them up. She responded exactly as he hoped. She moaned, her hips bucked slightly, and her vaginal walls rippled.

He moved up to suck her nipples into his mouth while his hand manipulated her pussy. "Oh fuck, yes," she moaned when James moved his fingers faster and put more pressure on her g-spot. Her hands were holding his head against her breast and her feet were pushing him away. Then, her whole body tensed. For several seconds, her entire being contracted around the center of ecstasy in her brain and vagina. Her back arched and she pushed her pelvis up and into his hand.

As suddenly, Kate melted like a piece of ice left in the sun, her body collapsing into the bed and relaxing, her mind falling into a pool of bliss that was only interrupted by brief but welcome thoughts of James.

James moved beside her and held her while her senses returned from some distant world. Kate's eyes opened. James leaned close and kissed her. The taste on her tongue wasn't unfamiliar but now the knowledge of where it originated did matter and brought a moment of reality. James recognized the concern. He smiled reassuringly and said, "Welcome back."

"Thank you. And thanks for your 'help,' I enjoyed every minute."

"Good," replied James. "My 'donut' craving is gone too."

Kate turned to face her son. "I know we had an unusual introduction to each other's company and what happened isn't something that happens often and can only happen once. But you are handsome, a great kisser, and good at oral sex. Do you think we'll have opportunities like this in the future?"

"We will as long as we want," assured James. "How far we take things will be up to us but no more than either of us wants. We may want different things from time to time and we should discuss it so there's no misunderstanding about what we want."

"What if I want to be your lover but don't want to go too far? Or even worse, what if I want to have intercourse but don't want to be impregnated?" asked Kate.

"We can work around both," said James. "We won't worry about protection for now. I haven't been intimate with anyone for quite a while and, unless you or dad have an occasional fling, neither have you. However, if it makes you feel better, you should visit the doctor for a checkup. If nothing else, they can start you on birth control pills."

"And I assume you've taken care of the problem," commented Kate.

James flushed red with embarrassment. "Mom," he defended himself, "I'm healthy and my last partner is a woman who has never had more than one sexual partner and has an unblemished record. And she hasn't done anything since she saw me last, including being intimate with someone else."

"James, just remember that sex is more than a male function. A female body is also involved and she could have complications. That's why I had Dr. Morgan prescribe birth control pills for you," explained his mother. "They help to regulate a number of female functions as well as prevent pregnancies."

"And how can they do that if sex isn't possible?" asked James.

"Not what I said," responded his mother. "But sex can be accomplished even with female problems by oral or manual stimulation, like you and I did this morning."

Kate put her fingers in her pussy. James watched her face as she masturbated. When it appeared that she was about to climax, James inserted first one then two fingers in her pussy. He rubbed the palm of his hand against her clitoris while he stroked her pussy with his fingers. Kate came quickly and violently, the contractions of her orgasm squeezing his fingers together. James removed his hand from her pussy and tasted her juices with his fingers and on his hand.

"James," whispered Kate. "You're incredible."

"It helps to have an incredible teacher," explained James.

"We've been here for almost an hour," continued Kate. "Lori's had intercourse numerous times by now."

"Are you sure this is what you want?" asked James.

"As I told you before, I've thought about it many times recently," explained Kate. "This isn't just a sudden whim. If we stop now, I'll only have more frequent erotic thoughts about us and they'll only get stronger."

"Do you believe there won't be any consequences to our activities?" asked James.

"No consequence will be greater than my continuing fantasies and increased lust," concluded Kate. She rolled James onto his back, climbed on top of him and kissed him with passionate desire. He returned her kiss while their tongues entwined, her pelvis grinding into his, causing his erection to swell once again. They spent the next ten minutes exploring each other's mouth.

"Kate, are you sure we're ready for this?" asked James.

"What can you imagine as a consequence that could be worse than your stopping before I climax or, God forbid, before you climax."

James flipped Kate onto her back with her hips near the edge of the bed. He bent her knees and spread her legs wide. He reached under her and cupped her butt cheeks in his hands. He lifted her ass toward him, positioning it so he could enter her. She watched as he pushed forward with his erection until she felt its head against her entrance. They made eye contact. She held her breath while James slowly moved into her vaginal cavity.

"My God, you're big!" she cried out.

James stopped halfway in. "Shall I stop now or go all the way?" he asked.

Inarticulate, she shook her head affirmative. She held her breath once again when he pressed further in until their pelvises met.

They remained motionless for a full minute.

Kate recovered first. "James, move."

James didn't waste any time. He withdrew slowly until only the tip of him remained inside her, then pushed forward slowly as Kate adjusted her angle of penetration. He continued this motion until their pace increased and then increased the speed at which he pushed deeper into her until they were slamming their groins together in unison. He felt her sphincter constrict around his erection and knew she was on the verge of an orgasm. When she did orgasm, he thought his entire lower body was going to explode. He thrust one more time as hard as possible and exploded like a depth charge in the deep recess of her inner being.

He collapsed on Kate, kissing her neck, licking sweat from her collarbone, and massaging her breasts. "That was incredible," he gasped.

"It was," she agreed. She held him close and they drifted off into a peaceful restful sleep.

The ring tone in James' cell phone woke them both. James recognized it as Lori's call and answered.

"Hi, mom," said James.

"Lori wants to talk to me," James whispered to Kate.

James listened for about thirty seconds. "When you called my cell did I answer? That explains a lot," said James. "Why don't you come home next weekend and we'll work through it."

James hung up his phone. "She didn't find you in your room," he explained. She came looking for you in here."

"So how does she know we had sex?" asked Kate.

"Her sense of smell, her intelligence, her ability to detect bullshit, or some combination," explained James.

"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea," suggested Kate. "Maybe we should stop now while there's still time."

James leaned over and kissed the tip of one nipple and then the other. "Kate, my mom knew when Lori and I were having sex long before she actually caught us. She's probably suspected for years and just waited for the moment when she would know for sure," he stated. "If you're asking if mom has any sexual interest in me, yes she does. And she does realize the dangers of having sex with her son and I'm sure she realizes the problems that would develop if anyone found out."

"Then I think we should tell your father and find some place new for you to live," Kate concluded.

"No chance of that until Lori moves home permanently," declared James.

"Then maybe we shouldn't be doing what we're doing," responded Kate.

"Mom, if there were anyone else who made me happy as much as you do or more, I'd gladly leave our relationship as mother and son," explained James. "We would still have wonderful memories, but that won't happen until after we make even more wonderful memories."

"You mean it," concluded Kate.

"You are an incredible woman," exclaimed James. "Beautiful, intelligent and loving, both sexually and non-sexually. Lori is the luckiest sister in the world."

Kate put her hand on her sons face and rubbed his cheek gently. "You're so good for a self-centered bitch like me."

"I'm your son, you can't call yourself a bitch," protested James. "But you are an incredibly sexy bitch," he said before kissing her clitoris and driving her into another frenzy of motion and moaning. When she quieted, she was almost asleep. James got out of bed and went to the bathroom to get a warm washcloth.

While he was gone, Kate gathered her senses, stood up and removed her gown and robe. James returned to find her naked except for her panties, laying across the bed, her head near his pillow, and lightly snoring. He gently cleaned her vulva with the warm cloth and wiped any wetness off her body. He folded her panties and used them as a pillow under her head. He picked up the quilt from the chair next to the dresser, unfolded it, and covered her body. After putting on clean shorts, he lay down next to her and pulled some of the covers over him.

When James awoke later that afternoon, Kate was still sleeping soundly next to him. They had slept through lunch and he was hungry. He looked at the clock, 4:00. His dad would be home in thirty minutes. It seemed that mom wanted this time together to be their secret. With that in mind, James decided that waking his mother and asking about what to have for dinner might be too intimate for an ordinary mother-son conversation. He decided to let her wake on her own.

With no appetite for anything in the kitchen, James headed for the refrigerator and the half case of beer that Lori bought when they moved in. He took two beers and went to the couch. By then he could hear his dad's car coming up the driveway.

James heard dad open the garage door and come into the kitchen through the door from the garage. Dad stopped when he saw the beer bottles on the coffee table. James turned his head and saw dad holding one bottle and looking at the label. He looked at James as if he was trying to make a decision about something. Then dad put his bag down, walked over to the couch, sat down on the far end and picked up the unopened bottle and opened it. "Do you mind?" dad asked as he pointed the opener toward James' bottle.

"Help yourself," answered James.

Dad opened James' bottle. The father and son sat quietly for several minutes before dad spoke. "You're mother has been preoccupied all week," dad explained.

James considered several responses but settled on saying, "Really?"

"Did something happen yesterday?" dad asked.

"I've been wondering about the same thing," admitted James.

"Well I'm glad to see that you came home yesterday," said dad. "Is Lori still there?"

"For all I know," said James. "I haven't talked with her today."

"When you do, ask her," directed dad.

"I will," promised James.

About fifteen minutes later, Lori called. "Hi lover boy. How's it going?" she asked.

"Mom wanted me to ask if you'll be home this weekend," replied James.

"Why did mom want to know?" asked Lori.

"She wants me to invite friends over for dinner Saturday night," explained James.

"Sure, that will work for me," agreed Lori.

"Dad invited a lady from the club over for dinner Sunday night so we can entertain her daughter who happens to be about your age."

"Maybe I'm interested," teased Lori.

"How long since you've seen Paul?" asked James.

Lori's face went blank. "You know when."

"Did anything happen Friday night? That's why I stopped coming by Saturday morning isn't it? Paul had something to do with it didn't he?" asked James.

"Yeah, there is something going on there," Lori confessed.

"Good news then. He doesn't have to sneak into my room to see you anymore and we can go back to where we were before Saturday two weeks ago."

"Maybe..., maybe not. Remember what he said about your friend JC who has been giving me driving lessons in his Corvette?"

"Of course I remember," admitted James. "I even called JC the next day just to make sure there wasn't anything real there."

"And there wasn't?" asked Lori hopefully.

"Nothing he'd ever admit," James stated firmly.

"You believe that?" asked Lori.

"That they wouldn't dare mess around with me watching or nearby? Damn right, I do," asserted James. "Besides mom has said as much several times."

"But it still sounds risky," observed Lori.

"Risky may be fun," concluded James.

"For some, maybe even you but not me," explained Lori. "I would like to make my relationship with Paul exclusive again. But you know that if James or his friends are around when he comes over, I'll probably end up with him in my room."

"Maybe we should just have an open relationship with Paul," suggested James.

"With you or other women too?" Lori asked.

"No!" exclaimed James. "What happened with me and Lori is unique! Don't think for one second that mom and I will be doing something like that again. You're my sister and mother or not, it's still icky thinking about it."

"Thanks big brother," Lori responded. "Then I'm back to my original statement. It sounds risky to me."

"I'll take care of it," promised James.

James called his dad as soon as Lori walked out.

"Hi dad. Mom wanted to make sure your tee-off time didn't change before she finalized plans for next weekend."

"It's good that she checked," answered Dad. "We've had so many cancellations that the Pro gave us 10:15 am tee time."

"Got it," replied James.

James hung up and walked to the living room where Lori was lying on the couch watching TV. "What did he say?" she asked.

"That tee time is still 10:15. Anything on your end?"

"He said the last time they went to Atlantic City there were no casino vacancies when they got there," she told him.

"So it's looking better and better for us to get away Friday night," stated James.

"How are you going to leave early and still sing Saturday afternoon at JC's club?" wondered Lori.

"We'll get dad to arrange a tee-off time that puts us back well before noon," answered James.

Lori thought about her brother's answer for a moment before asking, "What if there is only one room available?"

James shrugged. "Mom always gets two queen beds when they travel. She says they can be lonely traveling alone so the extra bed may just allow her to bring home a man she meets and has fun with."

Lori giggled at James' description.

"Anyway, you'll know where I am or won't be next Friday night," James concluded.

They talked a while longer and decided that it would work out well and Lori had better start shopping for a new dress and underwear that were a little sexier than the normal cotton bras and panties that she preferred to wear. Then James sent his mother an email.

To: KB@KBCPA

From: JB@KBCPA

Date & Time: 11 July, 2020, 13:45

Subject: Update

Mom (Katie),

Just checking in. Dad is sitting here watching golf on TV so I thought it would be good time to contact you. Things are still progressing nicely for us. He was pretty well pleased with my performance this morning and has offered several more suggestions we can explore today and tomorrow. How's the trip going so far? Any news from Lori and Jason? I assume dad and I will see you Saturday afternoon.

Love you, James

————————————————————
[image: image]


To: JB@KBCPA From : FK@JCDGALA Subject: Re: Update Date & Time: 14 July, 2020, 23:54

James,

Mom got your email. When she did, she put down her phone and smiled. Dad asked if something was wrong. She replied that it was all good news but nothing that she could talk about at the moment. It seems that your performance this morning met her expectations. I am glad for you both. I have an interesting request from mom though. Can we meet next week? I don't think my parents will be able to come home until Saturday evening or Sunday. Can you take Thursday or Friday off? Lori's not sure how long Jason can get away so he may not be available until late Friday night or early Saturday. We can work out the details later.

Love, Katie (I love my name but mom's the only one who uses it. Don't be surprised if she wants you to call her Katie when we meet.)

—————————————Subject: Update Date & Time: 30 May, 2017, 23:46

From: JB@KBCPA.COM Subject: Update To: FK@JCDGALA Errt: From JB@KBCPA COM> Katie is a wonderful name for you although I may forget sometimes and use your more common name.

You're both too kind to me and I hope mom's 'expectations' are met as often as possible. Yes, her visit this morning was totally unexpected, completely erotic, and definitely memorable. And the most important thing was that mom was absolutely correct about my being 'frustrated.' You've had a similar experience in the past but not as recently as now. I don't think anyone has been as generous in their attempts to help as mom was for me today. Maybe she should teach a class in 'helping your lonely child' for moms across the country?

Dad called home around three o'clock (a very early end to his golf game) so I haven't seen much of mom since around 10:30 am. She did stop by my office just before dinner to see what I would be doing that evening.

By the way, do we want to make some specific plans about meeting or should we discuss things next week?

Love, James

—————————————Message Date & Time: Tue, July 04, 2017,8:57 AM From: JB@KBCPA.com (Jake) Ert: Replying to JB@KBCPA> Katie is a wonderful name for you though I may forget sometimes and use your more common name. That would have made the scene in the kitchen very strange.

You're both too kind to me and thank you also because if mom's expectations were met then, they weren't just met, they were exceeded by a goodly margin.

Your mother had been correct. I'd been frustrated although not so badly as she implied but certainly in need of female companionship. Your mom has helped greatly and I've become aware of what I was missing. And, while you are aware that this is all new to me, I hope you also realize that there was an instant spark between us, at least for me. So we do have something going which will be interesting to see where it leads. But don't be surprised if the relationship develops differently than you might expect. It will probably continue for some time as long as neither of us get bored.

—————————————Top Message Date & Time: Tuesday, July 4, 2017, 5:21 PM Subject: From: FK@jc.com (Frank) Ert: Katie is the first woman I have seen naked other than my wife since before we were married almost thirty years ago.

I know that sounds strange and, maybe even crazy, given the opportunity and opportunities available to me during those years. What can I say? Maybe I'm conservative or maybe just weird. Anyway, seeing her completely nude is a new experience. She's beautiful!

By the way, Lori called. I was afraid she wanted to talk about the conversation we had with James at dinner last night but she doesn't appear to be mad about it. We talked about JC's upcoming wedding and then she mentioned some friends who are dating again after several years and getting into serious relationships quickly. She seemed to be hinting she may want to do the same soon.

Hopefully, the next time I see you, things will be different for both of us.

Love, Frank

P. S. And it's very good being your father although I'm not sure how that's going to translate in our sex life.

———————————-—top message date & time: tuesday, july 04, 2017 8:03 am subject: Re: From: FK@jcinc..com (Frank) Erot: erotica frankkennedy2019@gmail.com wrote: You are one great brother and even better son!

Your mom shared my email and now I understand your situation with her and your feelings about this email from me. You need to know that you'll always be my son and Lori will always be my daughter and nothing is going to change that. But what you need to do is think about how you feel about Lori and how Lori feels about you sexually. It sounds like you have some interesting experiences together and maybe even love each other a little bit. You need to figure out whether you'd be willing to take the relationship with Lori into marriage or if you might meet someone else who may interest you more. Your mom and I have already talked about this but you should consider where you stand before we take another step in our relationship.

Lori moved into an apartment by herself today after a long conversation with your mom and me this morning. We had brunch together but, unlike your last visit home when the three of us spent almost all of our free time together, she took a long walk by herself for a while, went swimming with mom at the club, and then returned to her apartment to spend the evening alone. The whole family is invited for dinner Saturday night and we expect to have a great time. We all need to accept that whatever happens from here is a completely natural progression. We've loved as mother, father, son, and daughter and now it's time for things to move into other areas.

I wish you and Lori all the best. Love, Dad

———————————bottom message date & time: friday, august 11, 2017 3:19 pm subject: Re: From: FB28462@verizon.net (James) Erot: erotica To: frankkennedy2019 @ gmail.com wrote: Dear Frank, Lori is having a difficult time dealing with the separation although we expected that would happen when we told her our news. I know she loves us as parents and I'm afraid her love may be fading fast toward me as more than a brother. I do hope we can remain close despite your announcement.

Thanks,

James

—————————-—bottom message date & time: Friday, August 25, 2017 7:28 pm subject: Re: From: fk 2019 @gmail.com (James) Erot/Incest/BrotherSisterSex wrote: Dear James, As instructed, Lori moved out today. Our plan for Saturday dinner is still on. However, your father may need to work at the office tomorrow afternoon which would postpone his return home until around noon. We're both sorry about this but circumstances do interfere sometimes. Lori should be available tomorrow morning and after three o'clock if you wish to visit with her and catch up. Maybe it might be nice if you were here when she returns from school tomorrow. We look forward to seeing you Saturday evening. Mom

I received mom's e-mail shortly after returning home from my second year at college. I have been living on my own at home during my summers for the last three years because we live more than two hundred miles away from any of our families and it's inconvenient for us to travel that many miles every weekend.

As I read the e-mail, I remembered how excited we all were when Lori graduated high school in June and we announced our intention to take advantage of a real estate downturn in the economy by renovating an old farm house located about halfway between my college and Lori's college so she could move into one wing of the farmhouse after graduation and continue commuting to college until she earned her degree.

The purchase price was right, it had four bedrooms, two bathrooms, a large country kitchen, dining room and living room with a fireplace. All it needed was new plumbing, electricity, wiring, roof, insulation, furnace, hot water heaters, and other odds and ends. At first glance, the project seemed a great deal for everyone. Over the summer, we worked very hard remodeling the old place. Mom painted everything in sight while dad, my brother, James, and I completed most of the work.

James is four years older than me and has lived at home since graduating college five years earlier. He works at a local chemical company. Lori was living at home and preparing for her entry to college as an education major while taking part-time jobs to help finance the trip. We've all been close and it wasn't unusual for Lori to join James or me in bed whenever she couldn't sleep and didn't want to be alone. The only issue mom and dad may have had was sharing their bed but that problem dissipated when they bought a king-size bed to accommodate their sexual interests.

The renovation was nearly complete but several items still needed attention. It was obvious to us all that we were going to stay on for another few weeks to resolve some items which, because of the age of the house, was difficult to determine the actual cause of other items.

Mom had prepared the master bedroom suite and we expected her to move back home any day while the rest of us moved into one wing of the farmhouse to live while completing renovations. Dad's company decided to send him to Europe on a project which would keep him overseas for six months. In preparation, dad spent little time at home. Mom stayed with him most nights and it appeared we would be living in the farmhouse when dad left on his European trip.

Dad and mom did spend Thursday night in our old home. Mom was scheduled to meet with an accountant at the beginning of next week concerning the purchase of the farm house which required information from her personal records at home. While mom was packing up her records and personal effects, she received a call from her realtor who informed her that there was an opportunity for her to see the dream home they discovered earlier in the spring. They arranged to meet with the realtor after the end of the business day at mom's office. When mom arrived at work Friday morning, she had two messages to contact her realtor as soon as possible. After receiving a third message later in the morning, she contacted her realtor directly. The realtor explained that the listing expired at midnight and if the offer was going to be made, it had to be done immediately. It was decided that mom would meet with her realtor late-morning and go directly from her meeting to view the house. We would make the decision after viewing the house, making an offer, or deciding not to pursue the opportunity further. Mom called dad and updated him on what was happening and he planned to return home Friday evening.

At ten o'clock Friday morning, James was helping me install some molding in the parlor of the farmhouse when mom called. "Hi honey," I said. "How's your day going?"

"My day's fantastic but my luck stinks," mom said. "We missed the house. My agent couldn't get me a minute with the owner and then I got hung up in a multi-car accident on the freeway trying to get to the house and everything closed out just before midnight."

"Did you want it enough to renegotiate or find another house?" I asked.

"No," conceded mom. "The house was perfect and worth what we were offering even with the renovations needed for our lifestyle. What about dinner? Are you ready?"

"Dad took me to lunch and made reservations at a local restaurant," James responded. "What should I do about dinner?"

"Nothing," mom decided. "If your father took you to lunch, he probably won't be back until after ten so he can have an early breakfast before catching his flight. He did text me this morning saying that he had to be in Chicago by seven tomorrow morning and we planned to leave here by four-thirty or five." She stood up and held out her hand to me. "C'mon, let's go out and find a quiet place to get drunk."

I laughed. Mom was seldom tipsy when she drank and had no problem driving home from a party after consuming more than I would drink in a night. She didn't drink as much but she was still coherent and sober.

"Should I take my car?" I asked. "I'm pretty sure I'll be good to drive if I only have two drinks and then wait until they wear off before I drive."

"Leave your car here," mom suggested. "If you drink anything, you can have dinner, spend the night, and drive yourself home whenever you feel up to it."

We spent the next hour having lunch at one of our favorite seafood restaurants with me sipping soda while mom had wine with her lobster salad. Mom insisted on paying the check which gave me an idea for what I should do for dessert. On the way home, I directed mom through a drive-through of an ice cream shop and bought her a double chocolate shake. After we got home, I went straight for my bedroom to make some arrangements for what I hoped would be my special dessert. When I finished, I walked back to the kitchen and found mom still there finishing her chocolate shake. She handed the container and straw to me. I sucked in the last swallow of shake as noisily as I could.

Mom stood up from the table, leaned over me, and kissed me. Her tongue pushed between my lips and invaded my mouth. After I surrendered my mouth, she backed off and said, "You taste like double chocolate shake. Let's see how it tastes on yours." She put her hands under my armpits and pulled me out of my chair. I stumbled to my feet, still holding the shake container in one hand and a straw in the other.

Mom led me down the hall to my bedroom and through the door. A couple of candles were glowing by the bed. Mom turned and began to kiss me passionately again. "What a sweet boy you are," she murmured. "Let me help you with those clothes."

She pulled the shake container from my hand and dropped it with the straw to the floor. Then she used both hands to unbutton my shirt. She continued undressing me until I stood naked in front of her. She knelt in front of me and licked my flaccid penis from my testicles to the tip several times as if it were an ice cream cone. I quickly developed a full erection.

"Lie on the bed," she told me. "I have just the thing for your little problem."

She lay next to me with her lips pressed against mine. The kiss was incredibly arousing. Before long, mom reached down and captured my erection. At that moment I was ready to explode but I had no outlet. I wanted to pull out of her hand and rub myself against the soft skin of her hand and belly but I couldn't move away. When her grip around my penis tightened, I exploded. I ejaculated copiously over her hand and onto my stomach and leg.

When I was finished, mom put her lips back on mine and sucked my tongue into her mouth. When I broke the kiss to get some air, she put her cum covered fingers in her mouth and sucked.

When I saw her do this I thought this woman had sex on her mind 24/7!

While we rested from our orgasms, Kate told James about her sexual life with Jim. It began soon after their wedding day and almost every night since except during Lori's pregnancy and Lori's delivery (which was cesarean section.) They enjoyed vigorous sex with each other but were open-minded enough to admit a need for outside stimulation, not necessarily another sexual partner. Jim found an invitation-only sex club that catered to wealthy, attractive older people interested in expanding their horizons without damaging their reputations or relationships. He would accompany Kate at least one Saturday a month although usually twice a month when time permitted. Jim did not have many sexual partners through the years; Kate on the other hand found new partners frequently and enjoyed the variety they added to her sex life. She found women more sensitive to subtle sexual overtures but men more passionate, especially if given permission to enjoy and explore. As her story unfolded, James' erection slowly returned.

"Mom, Kate, you are amazing!" declared James.

"You don't have any problem with your father?" Kate asked.

"Why should I?" replied James. "As you described your experiences, he obviously adores you."

"There you go again," remarked Kate.

"Where?" said James, unsure what he said wrong.

"Talking too much and thinking too much," complained Kate.

"Well, mom, what do you suggest?" he said as he lay next to her on his side, running his finger slowly over her belly.

"I thought you'd never ask," Kate smiled as she grabbed his hand and directed it into her vagina. She sighed audibly when his fingers penetrated her, spreading her open. "That's much better," she moaned, lifting her pelvis. "And no more 'mom,' please."

Kate closed her eyes and gave herself to the feeling of James' long middle finger probing inside her. His thumb brushed her clitoris. The sensations ran through her body like lightning bolts. He moved from her side onto his knees between her legs. Using both hands, he manipulated her sensitive spots; one hand moving deep inside her, the other manipulating her outer areas. When she opened her eyes, he was looking down at her with an intent look on his face. It turned her on even more. He wanted to please her...he wanted to have sex with her!

James inserted another finger into her vagina. Her labia stretched out from her body slightly but not uncomfortably. He withdrew his fingers then slowly reinserted them, spreading them ever so slightly to stretch her wider. He bent his fingers inside her vagina and found her G-spot while pressing his palm against her clitoris. Kate moaned in ecstasy.

She reached out and began to stroke James erection which seemed to grow even larger under her touch. She pulled him closer to her by stroking him harder and moving his hips between her legs. She let go and put her hands on the sides of his ass. When she squeezed and pulled him toward her, he took the hint, withdrew his fingers and pushed himself toward her instead.

James paused momentarily when he felt the end of his penis hit the inside of Kate's pubic bone. They looked at each other before James pushed even further, slipping completely inside Kate. They both held still for a moment and they kissed hungrily. Kate ran her fingers through his hair. "God! I'm glad you're here," she moaned.

"So am I mom," James agreed. 'And your body is everything I hoped it would be," he explained as he pushed slowly forward, stretching her further until he hit bottom again. Kate shuddered, closed her eyes, and relaxed around him. James pushed again, pulling back slightly before hitting bottom. When he hit bottom, he pulled back even further so his engorged tip rested just inside her outer vagina. Again and again he pulled back more with each stroke until he was stroking deeply, rhythmically in and out.

Kate's moans rose in frequency and volume as their coupling increased in intensity.

Soon, James could no longer hold back. "I have to cum now," he warned her.

"Then cum...now!" Kate directed him, her arms and legs tightening around him, locking him in place while she climaxed at the same time.

For James, there was an immediate flash of bright light and an explosion of pleasure in his groin and a corresponding one in his brain. Kate gasped for air as waves of pleasure raced through her body. They relaxed gradually with James finally removing his fingers from Kate's vagina and releasing her clitoris from his lips. James moved up to lie next to Kate and put his arm around her shoulder.

Their breathing slowed to near normal. Kate turned toward James, "Thanks James. That was incredible."

"Thank you, Kate," agreed James. "But we're not finished. We still have to 'help' each other."

Kate kissed James. "I hope you're ready," she said and wrapped her hand around his hardening erection.

James smiled, "I think I am if you are."

Kate moved closer to James, positioned his erection and rubbed it through the crease between her labia to lubricate his penis and wet her vulva. She pulled him onto her body so their eyes were inches apart and the tip of his penis rested at the entrance to her vagina. James flexed his hips, the tip of his penis entering her vagina and they held steady. James pushed a little deeper with each breath until he reached the resistance of Kate's hymen. They locked gazes. James pushed forward and broke through her hymen as gently as possible but Kate still winced slightly from the pain of it.

He held himself still while he kissed her until the pain passed. Finally, her pelvis began to move against his in search of her orgasm. After only a few moments, he reached the crescendo of his orgasm. He tried to hold back but failed. When Kate realized what was happening, she locked her legs around his body and ground against him until she could join him in his ecstasy.

After their mutual orgasm ebbed away, they lay together quietly without speaking until Kate spoke first. "That was beautiful, son. I'm so glad you're my son and I'll never regret your father giving me that pleasure."

They kissed gently until James reluctantly removed himself from her embrace. Kate stood next to James' bed watching his reflection in his bedroom mirror while he retrieved his shorts. Her nightgown fell to cover her legs and waist. He admired the shape of her body covered only by her gown. She watched while he dressed and she walked toward the door. As she was leaving his room, he said, "I'll never forget this day with you, mom."

She stopped, turned toward him, and smiled. "And neither will I," she agreed and left the room.

From then on, James and Lori were alone only when he was out late. They continued to make love occasionally but without their previous ardor. James and Kate often spent Saturday mornings together although they did vary the place for variety. Their first encounter had been in James' bed, the next in the bathroom with a combination shower and tub. After that, they switched to Kate's bedroom. In the weeks since they began spending Saturdays together, they also included occasional evening visits as well.

They had not repeated their morning adventure after the first time, both satisfied that their physical relationship worked without repetition. However, while sitting at breakfast one Saturday morning, Kate said, "Your birthday is next month, isn't it?"

"You know it is," James replied. "I've asked for a birthday dinner. What did you have planned? Steakhouse or pizza with my friends?"

"You don't remember your last birthday?" Kate asked.

"Last birthday? No. I guess I didn't do much last year."

"Your 21st," she prompted.

"Of course." James smiled as he thought of the previous celebration. "Mom did make me something special for breakfast."

"Do you still like it?"

"She made me eat it every day."

"That's my boy. Do you think the birthday girl should do the same?" Lori asked. She stroked him once and squeezed the tip of his penis between two fingers before leaning forward. Her head dipped below the sheets. He felt her tongue flick out, teasing the sensitive spot just under the glans. She took as much of his cockhead in her mouth and suckled for a moment; then she began working his cock with quick bobbing motions that sent waves of pleasure up his shaft. As his excitement grew, his balls tightened against the base of his erection, and he couldn't help but thrust slightly into her eager mouth.

Kate spread her legs further and moved her hand between her thighs. She held her lips apart with one finger and gently rubbed her clit with the index finger on her other hand. James continued licking, sucking, and nipping at her labia and clit as Kate approached the edge of her orgasm. The edge loomed near as Kate's pleasure continued to increase and James' attention became focused on her clit. Suddenly, James slid first one and then another finger into Kate's wet, willing vagina. When he sucked her clit again and his fingers began massaging the interior walls of her vagina, the edge Kate was balancing on seemed to drop beneath her and she plummeted toward a powerful climax.

"Do you... I'm going... Oh, James," Kate said brokenly. She came, her back arching violently off the bed and her vagina spasming around the invading fingers. James continued pleasuring her, drawing her climax out until Kate reached down and pulled his face from between her legs. "Enough," she gasped, "I can't take any more."

James wiped his mouth on the back of his hand as Kate recovered from her release. For all their talk of helping each other, James had not planned to take this particular step with Kate. It just happened and when it did, his only thoughts were of what Kate would enjoy. His erection ached and begged for relief but James didn't expect anything from Kate. He could wait until he had privacy later.

He watched as Kate breathed deeply. Her breathing slowed and became regular and deep. He thought about leaving until she stirred and sat up. She stretched like a cat awakening after a nap in the sunshine and looked at him. She smiled. "Thank you, that was amazing," she said.

She put one arm around James' neck and gave him a hug. Her other hand cupped his crotch and pressed against his erection. "This seems familiar," she quipped as she kissed him. She wrapped her hand around his erection and began to slowly stroke him.

James returned her kiss and felt his body warming. As he moved toward orgasm, Kate broke their kiss, pushed James onto his back and crawled between his legs. She positioned herself so that his erect penis was resting against her breasts, pushing them together to make a warm, moist place for him to thrust between. "I have to go back to work soon but I don't think this will take very long," she explained as she lowered her head and took his penis in her mouth.

In minutes, James was ready for climax again. He groaned loudly, raised his hips off the bed and pulsed twice before his ejaculation erupted into Kate's mouth. She sucked hard on his penis until he had stopped pulsing. Then she swallowed again, licked him clean, and released his spent penis from her mouth. "That will give you something to remember when I'm gone," she observed as she reached into her robe pocket for her phone. "Now it's time to go."

She checked her phone for messages and read an email. When she finished, she texted someone. Then she leaned over and kissed James deeply while at the same time pulling him against her naked breasts. He kissed her back with intensity. They lay in each other's arms for several minutes. Then her phone buzzed and she checked it. "We'd better get up now," she announced.

Five minutes later, they were in the kitchen with their clothes straightened out and drinking a glass of wine. The interlude would last less than half an hour and then Kate would head back to work at a local bank.

The first week passed slowly for James and Lori. James called Lori on Sunday night, just to check in but the conversation quickly drifted into sexual innuendoes and finally became graphic sex talk that lasted until after 12:30 AM. After he hung up, he realized he hadn't even mentioned dinner on Thursday night or lunch on Saturday with friends as they had planned a month earlier. On Tuesday morning, James stopped in the office of one of his coworkers, a pretty brunette who flirted outrageously with him but to whom James wasn't interested in developing any kind of relationship. He asked her if she would consider having dinner and going dancing on Friday night. She hesitated. "Is this a serious date? You know what I mean," she asked.

"Serious date, yes," James answered. "I'm not sure about the rest."

"In other words, you're looking for some fun and games and possibly a quickie," she translated.

"Yes, no strings attached," James agreed.

"Give me a day or so to think about it and I'll let you know tomorrow," she proposed.

Lunchtime on Thursday found James seated across the table from Lori at a quiet Italian restaurant a few blocks from where they worked. It was one of their favorite lunch places as Lori loved pasta and the chef didn't skimp on calories, sauce or cheese. Lori had been pouting since they arrived.

"A penny for your thoughts," James offered as he pushed the food around his plate.

"Why haven't you called me this week?" she asked.

"You mean texted you?" he replied.

"We don't have much time before we go back to work and I'm really starting to miss you."

"I thought it would be easier to get used to not seeing you as often if I stopped contacting you," he explained. "Apparently, I've underestimated what you mean to me and how much I miss you."

"And now?" Lori asked.

"Now is lunchtime and we don't have time for anything but finishing lunch," James concluded.

"Maybe tonight," Lori proposed. "We can do something short and sweet like a half hour and then get out the rest of our energy during the weekend."

Lori left first followed shortly by James. On their way out, James stopped at his mother's office. When she noticed him standing in her doorway, she said to her secretary, "I'll be back in a few minutes." To James, she said, "Come with me."

In the hallway, James walked next to his mom while she strode purposefully toward her private ladies room. He waited outside the door while she went inside. A minute later she came out and said, "You can go in now."

He entered the luxurious, one person bathroom. It had a dressing table, chair, toilet and bidet. And it was spotlessly clean. After a couple of minutes he emerged and met his mother. "That is the neatest ladies room I've ever been in," he told her.

"Thanks," replied mom as she turned and headed back towards her office.

A few hours later, James got a text from Lori on his phone asking if he could join her for a quicky in her office when he finished what he was doing. He agreed to be at her office in five minutes. When he arrived he knocked on her door.

Lori opened the door part way and blocked entrance. "James, I know I invited you here but I'm expecting someone," she explained.

"What time will he arrive?" James asked.

"In ten minutes or so," answered Lori.

"Do you have time for us now? I mean you and me not you and him together?" James asked.

"We have time for a short interlude but that's it," Lori stated.

James resumed licking, sucking, kissing and nibbling Kate's labia and clitoris while she moaned, writhed, and called his name. When she cried out, he thought of something he wanted to try with Lori if she would let him. It took about five minutes to coax the orgasm out of Kate as her body twitched violently when he was finished.

Kate looked down at James' face glistening from her juices. James rose from between Kate's legs to stand by the side of the bed next to her. He dropped his shorts and pulled off his t-shirt before laying on the bed next to Kate.

Kate rolled over onto James and lay prone on top of his body. She gave him a kiss and said, "Thanks. That was absolutely wonderful. Just what I needed." She slid off him and put her head on his shoulder. James put his arms around her body and held her tightly. For some reason, he began to reflect on how much this woman meant to him. She had always been his mother even though she was absent for several years when they were growing up. It never mattered to him except for the impact on dad. When mom reappeared in their lives, it was as if they never missed her. But today was different. Today, they were lovers and not just mother and son. Maybe it was because, like Lori, this is his first lover? It might be worth asking Lori and her viewpoint on having sex with someone besides JC? Maybe someday, with her help, they'd find another lover or lovers? They hadn't promised each other fidelity, just affection.

"Mom...," he started to say.

"Call me Kate," she corrected.

"...Kate," he corrected himself. "We may have gone farther than either of us intended."

Kate nodded. "Yes, we have but I wouldn't have changed a thing if I had known." She kissed James on his neck, raised herself above him, and straddled his body. "I still don't know," she continued as she slowly slid herself up until James' erection nestled in her pubic hair, "and it doesn't matter."

"Kate...mom," protested James.

"You don't understand," responded Kate. She grabbed James' penis and stroked him to full erection. When his erection was fully enlarged and pointing proudly toward the sky, Kate guided him into her vagina. "This is different from anything I've ever experienced before and I never want to forget it," Kate explained as she sank down on James.

They settled into a comfortable position, Kate leaning back with her hands resting lightly on James' thighs and James with both hands resting on her hips and thighs. They rocked gently, Kate lifting and dropping her hips while James helped her by pushing up as she descended on his erection. It felt good but they knew the orgasm was elusive although they kept trying to capture it until they finally conceded they needed an additional step.

"I'm not getting close enough to coming," Kate announced as if James were ignorant of her frustration.

"Maybe we're trying too hard," suggested James.

"Let's take a break and think about it," suggested Kate.

"Why don't we take a shower together?" asked James.

James led the way to the master bedroom, stopping briefly by the front door. He collected their wine glasses from breakfast and continued into the bedroom. Kate followed him, naked as the day she was born, unconcerned with nudity but confused about James' purpose. When she entered the master suite she could hear water running in the shower. She stepped into the bathroom to find James adjusting the water temperature. He tested the water, removed the rest of his clothes and stepped under the water flow.

"Your shower is big enough for both of us so why don't you join me?" James called to her over the sound of the falling water.

Kate didn't reply. She stepped into the shower enclosure next to James. He picked up a bottle of bath gel, poured some in his hands, and handed the bottle to his mother. She poured a small puddle of bath gel in her hand and held her hands out as if asking permission to touch him.

"Go ahead," James encouraged her. "You can touch me anywhere you like."

Her hands started by running down James arms and then back up and around his shoulders. She moved closer to him to allow her breasts to brush against his chest and continued rubbing the lather over his back and then his buttocks. Her fingers played with his pubic hair, running in small circles under and around his scrotum while she avoided touching his penis until finally allowing one finger to glide from root to tip of his rising erection. Then her fingers returned to his testicles, separating and rolling them in the palm of her hand.

It took several minutes for Kate to rinse away the remaining suds before James began to return the favor. She spread her legs slightly and put her hands on his shoulders to help support herself as he ran his soapy hands down her body. Her breathing was almost silent, her breathing barely perceptible as James cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples into rigid peaks. He worked his way down her abdomen with his hands and his tongue, her moans building louder and more insistent until he reached the dark pubic triangle protecting her most personal region.

Kate's entire body trembled when James parted her pubic hair to expose the pink folds of her vulva. She opened her stance wider to encourage James' exploration. Her hips moved forward seeking the stimulus she felt would bring release of the pressure building in her loins. He pushed one finger through her curls to the entrance to her vagina, his middle finger tracing small circles around and through her wet slit to stop in front of her erect clitoris.

James used his tongue to mimic the circles traced by his fingers, his tongue teasing and stimulating Kate's clitoris while he slowly inserted first one, then another finger into her vagina.

Kate responded as expected. She began to breathe deeper but in controlled bursts, her chest rising and falling, while holding her breath momentarily at the top of each arc of her breathing cycle.

Her grip tightened on his shoulders, pulling him closer against her abdomen, and her breathing accelerated beyond the cycle she was able to control. She bent at the waist putting one hand behind James' head while the other grabbed his forearm for support as he pressed a third finger into her vagina and began to fuck her with them. The tension on his arm told him how hard he should stroke. Kate was building toward a tremendous orgasm and wanted him to continue doing what he was doing.

It came suddenly, a climax more intense than Kate imagined possible from any oral stimulation. Kate gasped for air, holding James against her, her muscles taut, while he continued his thrusting, adding his fourth finger in the middle of her orgasm and returning to suck and bite gently on her clitoris when Kate finally released his head.

James slid up to lie on the bed next to her. Kate was exhausted, barely able to talk. She put one hand around his head and pulled him close so their lips almost touched. "Thank you James, you did help me a lot." And she kissed him hard.

When their mouths separated, James had to ask, "Can you do it again?"

Kate's body language responded immediately. Her body shook like she had an electrical charge running through her. She didn't say anything but rolled James over on his back and moved to kneel between his legs. Her left hand wrapped around his penis as it rested on his abdomen while her right hand separated her pubic hair and held it aside.

With no hesitation or preliminaries, Kate took James' penis in her mouth. His penis grew quickly. When it reached maximum size, Kate pushed his penis into his abdomen until the tip of her nose touched his skin above the base of his penis. Kate began to use her throat muscles to squeeze the head of his penis in rapid strokes.

The combination of the incredible sensations she created and the image of his mother's beautiful face with his erection invading her throat quickly brought James to climax again. He reached over to Kate's arm and tried to push her away without success. "I'm close to cumming," he managed to gasp.

Kate didn't budge from her position. If anything, she increased the frequency of the strokes of her throat and squeezed his buttocks with both hands. Within moments, James released everything he had left in his balls and Kate swallowed all of it.

Kate let go of James' penis which immediately fell limp onto his stomach. It slowly became flaccid while Kate sat up. "You taste sweet and salty," Kate said as she licked her lips.

James smiled weakly.

"You came twice pretty quick," noted Kate.

"That's why I tried to warn you," explained James. "Once in your mouth and again when you continued after I told you to stop."

"What? You're going to tell me that I should have stopped because you were about to cum? And spoil the incredible experience of having my son's penis in my mouth and drinking his ejaculate? That's so wrong yet so fulfilling," argued Kate.

"I just wish I could have lasted longer before cumming in your mouth and spoiled everything," replied James.

"James, that didn't spoil anything," countered Kate. "I found it to be very fulfilling. I hope that doesn't bother you too much," she admitted.

"No more than being able to have sex with my mother who just happened to be my sister at one time," James said sarcastically. Then he laughed.

"There is that," Kate conceded with a smile and a shrug of her shoulders. "We are getting better though. That last time lasted twice as long."

"That does mean that we've doubled our stamina from less than three minutes to six," he noted. "Not that I'm keeping track."

"You're still hard. Can we continue?" Kate asked.

"Do you need more help?" James asked.

"Only if that's what you want," she answered.

James stood up and Kate knelt before him, facing his erect penis. She grabbed his erection in her hand and put him back in her mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth rapidly for several moments while she explored every inch of his erection. Her efforts soon had James ready to cum again. As he stiffened, Kate released him from her mouth. She quickly maneuvered James onto the bed so she was above him and lowered her vagina onto his erection.

James began to buck his hips up when his penis was only half way into Kate's vagina. Kate pressed down hard trying to contain her impending orgasm until James penetrated all the way into her and could contribute to her orgasm. At that moment, he erupted inside her triggering her response and a mutual orgasm flooded their brains with joy.

The remainder of that summer became a blur. Kate had been as good as her word and her offer to 'help' whenever he wanted or needed her was never denied. If dad suspected something about the change in the relationship between mother and son, he never commented on it. It helped that Kate continued to wear her sexy lingerie when they were home alone. They experimented sexually on occasion but they both agreed there was little sense repeating activities they had practiced many times with others or by themselves. Instead, they focused their energies on expanding each other's knowledge and capabilities rather than reinventing the sexual wheel.

It worked. By the time school started again in the fall, James rarely masturbated even though he continued to experience a sexual relationship with Lori who seemed to have no idea about his other options. Lori had developed a very intense relationship with her new lover and they usually spent weeknights and weekends together. But she still came home on Sunday nights for a marathon session of sex with James on Monday mornings before reporting to work at the local shopping mall boutique.

That fall semester went remarkably well for James. He made the Dean's List several weeks after school started and, for the first time, felt optimistic about making his goal to be an attorney. At Christmas break, Lori returned to the house and announced she was engaged to her boyfriend. Kate was very nice about the announcement, welcoming Lori's new fiancé, Michael, into the family. The engagement lasted until late spring when Lori realized she wasn't yet ready to get married and break her bond with James. The relationship was reset to dating although spending most nights with Michael.

When summer arrived, everything changed dramatically. With the exception of Christmas, mom spent less time wearing provocative lingerie, sometimes going days without wearing anything even vaguely sensual. Her relationship with dad underwent the same transition except when dad was in the house; she became a proper wife again. This coincided with Lori announcing that she would marry Michael in January after she finished college. James didn't need to ask, he assumed it had to do with Lori's wedding. It meant that she would lose the two most important men in her life within months and she might never find another to replace them.

As the summer progressed, mom got involved in many projects around the house while dad spent more time at his club. The time came in mid-summer when dad informed James that his father's friend was coming to town for a visit from Australia. "I need your help, son," he said.

James responded cautiously. His mother was in the kitchen preparing supper so they were relatively alone. "How can I help, dad?"

"Your friend, JC, is always entertaining when he comes to visit and he expects others to live by those expectations," observed dad.

"You want me to take him out so he can find some strange pussy?" asked James.

Dad hesitated and then confessed. "That would probably work but I wasn't thinking along those lines. I was thinking along the lines that there are times when my wife has needs similar to your sister's. Sometimes you need someone you can trust."

"If you want it, you should be honest about what you're asking for, dad," said James. "We don't have the same needs, mom and I do," I responded. "My first time was special while hers probably wasn't even close."

"I'll try to remember that," conceded dad. "Can we move on? We have only a short time before she finishes her morning routine and comes downstairs."

"What next?" asked James.

"Well, I know how Lori likes this done so I assume it works with most women. I lay on the bed, get as comfortable as possible with your head between my legs. Mom begins by rubbing my chest, abdomen, and groin. At some point, she moves downward and takes my erection in her mouth. You'd have to use whatever you're using to satisfy yourself and hope it lasts longer than I do or we can finish together and mom gives us both a second chance to clean up after we finish."

"So you've got this all figured out," said James.

"Lots of practice," Dad explained. "Now go ahead. Get undressed and under the covers."

James pulled off his shorts and shirt, tossed them to the side, and climbed into bed, lying flat on his back and pulling the sheet over his body.

He closed his eyes and relaxed while dad rubbed his chest and abdomen. Dad's hands wandered further, eventually reaching James' groin, gently massaging him. It was comfortable and pleasant. There was no urgency in the feeling and James didn't feel rushed. James let himself relax until dad moved again. He felt dad lean into the bed, his face passing close to James' erection before lowering his head further and taking his erection in his mouth.

The sensations were immediate and familiar, as was dad's technique. James relaxed completely, allowing dad to set the pace and intensity of stimulation. He thought about Kate, how incredible it felt when she did the same thing for him but this was not bad either. It wasn't as good as with Kate but what would I expect, thought James. He had spent several years learning how Lori liked her blow-job performed and that's how dad was doing it now. He probably learned his skills from mom, concluded James.

When he recognized he was going to come quickly, he grabbed dad's shoulder and pushed him back. They sat next to each other on the edge of the bed. "Why are you stopping?" asked dad. "We're just getting started."

James stood up, removed his shorts, and tossed them onto the growing pile of clothes on the floor. Dad got off the bed and removed his shirt, boxer shorts, and socks, tossing them toward the pile. Dad took hold of James' erection and led him by it back to the bed, where he sat on the side with James in front of him.

Dad leaned forward and captured James' penis in his mouth. With his left hand he held James steady while his right hand tickled his perineum. Dad stroked James' penis gently, sucking on its head as if he were eating an ice cream cone. While he did this, James reached for a tube of lubricating jelly and squeezed some into his right hand. He put the tube down and turned his hand upside-down. He slid his left forefinger up his own rectum. He had watched his mother do it for his father a few weeks ago when they thought he was asleep so he knew it would not be difficult or uncomfortable.

He slid another finger in behind the first and then a third one. By the time he had a fourth finger working on opening his sphincters he was having trouble focusing on what his dad was doing. A twitch in his groin told him that it was nearly time. "Dad," he whispered, "You should move over before I explode again."

Dad let go of James' erection and stood up, allowing James to lie down on the bed with his ass positioned at the edge of the mattress. When he had done that with Kate a few minutes ago, he discovered it allowed them to do what came next. His mom always complained about how long it took to get this activity organized but he was going to enjoy doing it this morning. This was like an assembly line he'd heard about where everything is designed to come together in harmony with perfect timing.

James lay on the floor with the towels underneath his butt and shoulders. He positioned dad's erect cock at the entrance to his asshole and gave him a push with his toes. The tip slid in and then popped out again. Dad tried again and they watched each other while dad entered James. It was the most beautiful sight for either of them. It may not have been the ultimate sex, but it was the closest either of them had ever experienced.

James reached between their bodies and held his father's cock between thumb and forefinger just behind the corona. It wasn't difficult. As tight as his ass was around his father's cock there was enough space that he could hold it with a loose grip. Every time he released, his anal muscles tried to expel his father's cock from his ass and his father withdrew fractionally. When he tightened his grip, his muscles pulled his father forward and his father drove deeper into his rectum.

When James' pubic hair began to interfere with the grip he wanted, he reached higher on his father's penis until his finger found the spongy mass of nerves just below the rim of his corona. At this point, father and son were completely in sync with each other. They rocked together and apart in unison like the rocking chair grandfather built in his shop.

In an earlier conversation, Kate had confessed that it took her several years to teach her husband what she liked best. And he learned well. She told him that since they discovered Lori and James' relationship, she'd frequently thought about having sex with another man. That man could be almost anyone except for specific requirements she admitted she was biased on: age, physique, and sexual orientation. If nothing else, today convinced Kate that the man was going to be James if only they could figure out how it could be done.

"Tell me what you want to do," James asked.

Kate was silent for a moment. "I want us to make love."

"Like normal?" James asked. "You know. Missionary?"

"For a start," Kate agreed. "And I'll do all the work."

Kate's fingers slipped down under James' balls and around his sensitive hole. Her touch produced goose bumps all over James' body.

"Do we use protection?" she asked. "You're supposed to be the expert here."

"Mom? Do I still get to call you mom in bed?"

"Yes," smiled Kate.

"I haven't needed protection so far with Lori or other girlfriends," James explained. "It's been several months since my last test but I'm clean. And unless it's become really bad recently, this is your time of the month and we probably shouldn't risk pregnancy."

"What other options are there?" Kate asked.

James smiled, stood up, walked naked across the hall to the linen closet and returned with a towel. Kate watched him intently with great interest. This was the first chance she had seen her son unclothed. He returned to the bed and held out his hand. She gave him her hand and he pulled her up until she stood next to him. Then he draped the towel over his shoulders and back and put his arms around Kate's waist. They were face-to-face only inches apart.

"Are you ready to continue?" James asked.

"Absolutely!" gasped Kate.

"Get on the bed," instructed James. Kate sat on the edge of the bed with her feet dangling over the side. "Lay down," directed James. Kate laid on her back and adjusted herself into a comfortable position, her thighs splayed wide inviting James to settle his body on hers. She reached for his neck, drew him closer, and kissed him passionately.

When he broke the kiss, James slid off Kate's body, put his hands under her knees and moved his body into position, his erection inches from Kate's opening. "I'm ready when you are," Kate said.

James took a firm hold on her hips, adjusted her butt upward and pulled her tight against him as he slowly entered her vaginal tunnel. Inch by inch, he worked his erection forward until their pubic hairs mingled together. Slowly, he began to move in and out, withdrawing his penis about half its length before pushing it back into place. They quickly got into a rhythm with Kate matching each push by pulling him toward her. Her eyes closed and her breathing heavy, she pushed her head hard into the pillow under her head.

James was looking at her face. Suddenly her eyes opened wide and her mouth formed an 'O'. "I'm coming!" she exclaimed just before her whole body convulsed. Her hips spasmed as they thrust toward his abdomen, her legs trembled and then locked around his legs. James held on as tight as he could. He continued to make small strokes to extend his mother's orgasm. Kate collapsed into unconsciousness. When her body relaxed enough to unlock her ankles, James withdrew and dropped down next to Kate.

They lay together for a few minutes until Kate came too. "Oh God," she murmured. "What happened? I've never experienced anything like that in my life."

"Did you enjoy it?" asked James.

"If you didn't feel me, I didn't enjoy it," answered Kate.

"Then why don't we go ahead and do something different so your brain is fresh for tonight?" James asked.

"Something different like what?

"How about dinner out at your favorite restaurant and then a movie?"

"Done with just food or maybe another climax after the movie?" she teased.

"Maybe an encore like breakfast but much more pleasant," James replied.

They showered separately, dressed separately, and took Kate's car to her favorite restaurant. While they waited for their dinners to arrive, James said, "I have a confession."

Kate looked inquiringly at him, smiled and nodded, "Okay, but you should probably keep it secret. I'm your mother after all."

"You won't like it," warned James. "It's about the first time Lori and I had sex."

Kate frowned. "James, now is not a good time," she advised.

"But it's relevant to our situation today," James argued.

Kate shook her head negatively but said nothing.

"It was about two weeks after dad went out of town. When we thought you were asleep, I took advantage of the fact that Lori sleeps naked," confessed James. "In my defense, she made every effort to convince me we could do it without getting caught. She even suggested you would be turned on if you were to see us. That didn't seem logical so we proceeded. I'm sure I was too excited and we couldn't be very quiet."

Kate blushed. "That explains it. It also explains why your father wanted to take me to a hotel in San Francisco while he had to go there on business for a few days. I agreed. The hotel room was wonderful but, after what you and Lori said, your father couldn't excite me. I knew the sounds of you and Lori doing what you did. It sounded like you two were having a very good time and my body responded to the sounds. I felt like I cheated on your father."

"That may have been where Lori learned how to make love to me," reflected James. "The first time she gave me a blow job it seemed more mature than I expected from her and I wonder if she watched you. We didn't do a lot of oral sex until those nights you spent with dad. After that, oral was part of our regular routine."

Kate moved around until she lay next to James on her back. She was breathing fast and irregularly. She pulled her nightgown over her head. She put one foot on the floor. "I need this," she begged.

James understood exactly what she wanted and needed. He got on his knees between her legs, kissed her passionately, and pressed the head of his erection against her swollen labia. Kate wrapped her arms around him and her leg around him, urging him to penetrate her body.

James felt himself slip into Kate's body as he had into the bodies of numerous women before her. Kate raised her hips until his full length entered her vaginal tunnel. She began to pulse against his abdomen with an increasing rhythm. Her body began to tremble. "Oh God, Oh God," she cried over and over.

She began a low scream that started deep in her body and burst out as a loud yell of orgasmic release. When she was silent again, she pushed her face against his neck and cried openly and inconsolably while James held her close.

Later, they lay together cuddling. They talked softly, laughed comfortably, and enjoyed each other. After an hour, they dressed in their robes and went into the kitchen where Kate fixed them lunch. They fed each other. During lunch, they decided that, while neither had sex needs every day, several times per week was certainly desirable. Since James still had to use the same bathroom he shared with Lori before she moved out; he would call Kate from his bedroom to indicate he was ready and she would meet him there. While no one could know about them, they were in love and happy for the moment.

The next Saturday, James woke up alone, as usual. It had been two weeks since he and Kate developed a sexual relationship, albeit an intimate secret. They only managed to connect once in the interim. Each night during the work week, James would masturbate to relieve himself after he spent the evening fantasizing about what Kate would look like naked or how he might take her in some interesting position. It was always frustrating to come by himself. If only... He heard a tap at his door. It was a little later than usual this morning but maybe mom felt frustrated too. The door opened and his sister, Lori entered.

"Hey, Bro," she said and came to sit on his bed beside him. She was wearing her terry cloth robe that covered her from neck to ankle and tied at the waist. The robe had a deep cowl that revealed an alluring amount of cleavage if she didn't move suddenly. She smelled faintly of soap indicating she just took a shower.

James had the sheet pulled up over his morning erection. "What do you want, sis?" he asked with suspicion. Lori generally visited early, not midmorning, and always unannounced. He knew immediately something was amiss.

Lori looked at the tent in the sheet and grinned. "You have a problem?" she asked innocently. Then she reached out and pulled the sheet away from his groin revealing his throbbing hard-on.

"Sis!" James exclaimed.

"Ooh," purred Lori. "I miss that big, beautiful piece of meat."

"Then why did you dump me for some guy who probably can't please you?" James complained.

Lori stood up and dropped her robe exposing her naked body. She sat on the bed with her back against the headboard, feet toward James, knees apart. "Because it wasn't always available like this one," she admitted as she pointed to his still rampant erection. "But I'm not here to relive what we had," she stated.

"Well, what are you here for?" James asked.

Lori scooted across the bed until her right hip was flush with James'. He couldn't ignore how familiar her body felt. When she reached over his chest, wrapped her fingers around his erect penis and squeezed gently, he remembered again that while Lori was not his favorite woman, she was excellent in the sexual arts. In reflex, he raised his hips pushing his erect penis through the tunnel made by Lori's fingers. Lori smiled triumphantly at the automatic response.

James' penis quickly became harder than it had been a few minutes earlier, when he watched videos of real women making love. At least these women thought they were being observed in private moments, he rationalized. But even those images dimmed his desire for Lori's hand moving up and down over his penis. It was only when she reached down below his penis with her other hand, gently squeezed his scrotum, and then pulled down on it to pull the loose skin tighter and expose more of the shaft of his penis did his memory of their previous relationship return. And his orgasm grew close again. He held back.

James realized that while his mind was wandering, Lori kept stroking him slowly with her hand. When he glanced over to her, she stopped momentarily and bent down to take his entire erection into her mouth.

James looked again at the X-rated video displayed on his laptop, closed it, and lay on the bed watching Lori suck his penis. She moved quickly at first, sucking him in with a forceful stroke and withdrawing with a similar powerful sucking motion. Every time she withdrew his penis from her mouth it popped from her lips wetter and shinier and every time it disappeared it grew slightly longer. James was mesmerized by what Lori was doing but still he tried not to orgasm.

"Stop! Stop!" James exclaimed.

"Do you want to do me now?" Lori asked as she paused at the end of one downward stroke. Then she licked up his shaft and around the head before asking, "Or is there something else you'd rather do? Something a little more exciting."

"You mean...," James started to say.

"No, not that," Lori answered. She pushed her finger against his anus, pressed hard enough that he felt her nails through the thin membrane and held it there. "We'll need a little preparation for that to be a possibility."

Lori let her finger go deeper until her finger reached her knuckle joint. James thought the experience would be painful but it wasn't. "What are you doing?" he asked.

"Teaching you something new. I learned it from an experienced woman who taught me other things I still use when I'm with you and will now expect to do with others. It feels uncomfortable at first but it can be very rewarding later. Relax and enjoy what is about to happen."

The initial feeling in James' anus faded quickly to one of fullness. But nothing more happened. He felt pressure in his rectum increasing gradually and his prostate began to ache as if there was a large lump growing in his rectum.

As the pressure increased in James' rectum, Lori stopped moving her finger inside him and slowly increased the strength and frequency of stroking the underside of his penis. Her rhythm matched the increase in the pressure in his rectum. It became difficult to keep control. If his attention wasn't drawn from his rectum by Lori's hand on his cock, the feelings of pressure on his prostate were almost unbearable. When she focused on his cock, his awareness of the pressure in his rectum became intense. At that point, Lori increased her speed with both her hand and her finger. With her finger driving the feelings of fullness, her hand stroking his erection, and a growing sensation in his penis that had to find release, he began to writhe on the bed as the tension increased in his body. Lori continued, never letting up on the pressure of her hand or her finger until suddenly there was a sharp change in his anal passageway and his entire groin erupted into a torrential stream of pleasure and relief unlike anything he had ever experienced before. He came again, harder than his previous orgasm. In less time than it takes for a baby to come, James filled Lori's mouth, overflowed her hand, and covered the sheets below him. When it ended, his body trembled uncontrollably from head to toe.

"That's what you meant by help?" James asked rhetorically. "How did you know that would make me come like that? No woman has ever done that for me. Not once!" he exclaimed.

"It's supposed to feel wonderful for you. I didn't realize how much it was going to feel wonderful for me."

"When my orgasm started, it felt like your finger shot out of my ass."

"I pulled my finger out as soon as you climaxed," Lori informed him. "I could tell everything worked by what spilled out of you when your penis throbbed with your last few spurts."

"I really think we should get out of here," James insisted. "Before one or more parents come home and find us here."

Lori didn't seem to hear him. Instead, she continued to suck him slowly until she realized he was going limp. When he fell out of her mouth, she reached for him again but this time to stroke his flagging erection. In a matter of seconds, his erection was mostly restored although still covered with a mixture of her saliva, her juices, and his ejaculate. She held his erection up so it wouldn't bend.

"Now we should get out of here as fast as we can," suggested James.

Lori ignored him, moving down with her mouth, sliding her lips around his shaft and taking him as deep as she could while he was standing upright. Lori held him tightly as she moved off the bed onto her knees. She stood up and turned her back to him.

"Lori?" he called out.

"Please don't talk anymore," pleaded Lori. "I'm almost there. Fuck me." She pressed back against his groin and reached around and grabbed his ass pulling him close.

James stepped closer, aimed his erection and pushed himself into his sister's body. It was slow going but eventually, James was buried entirely inside Lori, his testicles tight against her vulva, his groin flat against her buttocks. He slowly withdrew until only the head of his penis was still inside. He began to fuck his sister's tight vaginal opening with increasing speed.

Lori held on the doorknob and braced herself. She matched his thrusts while pushing back at him.

James wrapped one arm around his sister's body to support her and moved his other hand between her legs. With his middle finger he separated her labia until he touched her erect clitoris. While continuing his penetrating thrusts from behind he circled her clitoris with his fingers and squeezed it between his thumb and forefinger. Lori groaned again.

James continued pumping his sister while manipulating her clit. Suddenly Lori's moans escalated rapidly in volume and speed. Then she screamed, "Oh my God."

Kate began to writhe under James' manipulation of her labia and clitoris.

Lori was overwhelmed by wave after wave of spasms which radiated out from her core through her abdomen, her hips, her chest and beyond until they reached her throat and turned into a series of wails and screams of joy.

Kate's cries, moans and groans crescendoed to the point that James would have sworn there were two women under him if he couldn't see for himself what one woman could do while experiencing an orgasm that went on interminably. He wasn't sure but his fingers may have been shaking, her body was vibrating so hard. Then her entire body arched off the bed and hung suspended in midair supported by her feet and shoulders. Finally, she collapsed in a heap, her limbs thrown haphazardly around James' body.

After what seemed like forever, Kate stirred. She reached up and pulled James' face down to hers and kissed him gently. Her tongue swept through his mouth and tasted herself. They kissed for a long time while their passion cooled and their bodies relaxed.

When they finally stopped kissing, Kate smiled up at James, "What next?" she asked.

"There's no plan," James told her honestly. "You seem to be setting the pace."

"Is your erection ready for more?" she asked.

"That seems to be constant whenever I'm not alone and naked these days," James explained. "If we're doing something I need to have attention from my erection then I can stop. I don't want to interrupt what's happening so far."

"Just make sure you finish it before dad gets home," Kate implored. "We probably should have set a timer or something."

"What if dad comes home now?" James asked.

Kate glanced at his watch. "It's just past noon, plenty of time."

James kissed down her abdomen to her mons. Kate spread her legs. "I've wanted you to see me like this ever since I found out that you and Lori were lovers," she confessed. She ran her fingers through her pubic hair, her clitoral hood moving away from her vaginal opening. Her fingers separated her inner labia leaving her vagina open for James. "Your father hasn't seen me like this for almost three years now," she explained.

Kate gasped as James licked down from her clit, through her inner lips, to the tip of her vaginal opening. Her gasp was more of excitement rather than surprise and she moaned gently and pushed against James' lips. He moved back slightly to avoid direct contact with her sensitive clitoral area, then licked back into her pussy. His hands supported her buttocks as he licked in and out, alternating strokes inside her opening and around her clitoris. James watched her eyes as he drove her slowly upward towards a climax. Her face and chest had flushed red and her breathing was increasing to rapid pants when he increased the speed of his licks. Kate moaned softly and wrapped her fingers in the sheet to prevent herself from pushing James' head too hard and prematurely end her climb to orgasm.

When her moans became louder, he focused his tongue on her clitoris. He started by kissing and nibbling the little love nub, teasing it until it stood tall and stiff like his penis, then moving down each side of the shaft, back up, and taking it between his teeth. Kate cried out as a mini-orgasm flashed through her body. "Don't stop, don't stop," she cried. Her hips twitched as another orgasm flooded her body. She felt liquid flow out of her vagina. Her body tensed and her arms reached behind her hips and pulled her upward into a sitting position. "Enough!" she yelled.

James stopped. Kate sat on the edge of the bed panting for breath. Eventually, she put a hand on either side of his head and said, "Lay down. It's my turn to help you again."

Kate knelt between James' legs with his erection poking towards the ceiling. She stroked him twice before leaning forward and taking his erection deep into her mouth. She ran her tongue around the rim and sucked like she wanted to get every drop of semen. She began to slowly bob her head up and down, each stroke driving his erection deeper into her throat. James grabbed two fistfuls of sheet in his hands and arched his back upwards. If he could have, he would have thrust his penis clear through her body. "Mom... Mom...," he groaned as his release flowed through his erection and into her mouth. She held tight with his erection locked firmly in place and accepted everything he gave her. When there wasn't anything left to give, she released him and swallowed. With the taste still in her mouth, she leaned up and kissed James thoroughly. "Was that all right?" she asked when they separated.

"More than all right," replied James.

They were both lying on their sides looking at each other when Lori entered the room. "What are you doing here?" she accused.

"I live here," mom responded.

"You're supposed to be living with Jason," Lori responded.

"Not anymore," mom said.

"I just broke up with Jason," confessed Lori. "I realized he wasn't the one for me. I need James," she explained. "So go home so I can have my own reunion."

Lori undressed as quickly as she could, crawled under the covers with James and his mother, kissed her mother, turned her back to her mother and pushed her naked bottom against her mother's belly. "Go back to sleep mom," Lori directed.

Kate looked over at James in disbelief. James closed his eyes and smiled. Soon Kate was asleep with an arm across both of her children. When she awoke later, Lori had moved from lying beside her mother to lying atop James with their legs spread so that they could mate fully.

Kate quietly got out of bed and stood next to them watching. Neither appeared to notice she had left the bed. They were wrapped in a passionate sexual embrace; their bodies moving sensually with each other in perfect accord. She recognized their love for each other and how it manifested itself when they were together intimately like they are now. And although they looked similar enough that someone seeing them might assume they were twins, she recognized how different their faces were in expression. She couldn't believe they shared parents but even if they did, she was certain neither she nor her husband would be those parents. They had no claim to these two incredible children who found each other and became life mates. Their relationship might have been taboo in many communities and it may cause problems for them but they were adults now and she decided to stop questioning it.

Kate turned toward the door, picked up her robe from where she dropped it, put it on and headed to her bedroom. There, she found her husband still sleeping, lying on his side, facing her spot on the bed. Quietly, so as not to wake her husband, she slipped off her robe, lay down on the bed behind her husband and embraced him from behind. The satin of her gown felt wonderful against his body, almost as wonderful as when he first experienced it. She snuggled her lower body against him with a feeling of warmth that spread into all areas of her body. She began to stroke her hands on her husband's body and felt him begin to react. She let her hand explore downward until she felt his reaction to her caresses. She cupped her hand on him, held firm and squeezed gently. Her husband sighed sleepily and then reached back with his free arm and began to stroke her body in return. He stroked up and down her bare leg while pushing back against her. His erection began to move in her hand.

"I think we're going to miss our tee time today," he murmured.

"It might be fun to watch James and Lori again," Kate said as her husband rolled over.

James had Lori on her back and was lying next to her with his right knee bent between her legs, pressing against her vulva. He had his head cradled in the crook of his left arm, his mouth pressed against her left breast, his right arm around her body. Lori was lying on her right side, her breasts squished against James' chest, her lips and tongue busy teasing his nipple, and her left hand caressing his penis. They had made love four times through the night; once before sleep took them, once when they woke during the night and three times just after waking. Neither was surprised nor cared that they were nude on Lori's old twin bed in the room she had lived in since birth.

"This feels familiar," commented James.

"I'd say we did this many times last summer and maybe even some time before then," mused Lori. She pulled James' erection upward so his erection and testes were exposed from behind his thighs and squeezed. She held on for ten seconds while he squirmed and grunted until she released him. "Does mom know how to do this to you?" she asked.

James winced slightly at Lori's remark. He felt guilty at what he was doing behind his parents' backs but there seemed little reason to stop now. The deed, whatever it turned out to be, had already been done and was well beyond reversing. Kate had initiated their illicit activities and was leading the way. Maybe James' father wasn't such a nice guy as Lori thought. If the situation was reversed, who knew what might have happened? What man wouldn't try something if given half a chance? Even now, James wondered if any man would pass up an opportunity with Kate. If the circumstances were different, he was sure there'd be long lines of men waiting for their turn with her.

"Lori, I don't want to talk about it now," James answered. "But, no mom doesn't do anything like that," he confirmed.

"She never did when dad is here or alone with you?"

"We don't really spend much time together when dad is home or not alone."

"How often does daddy go golfing and lunch at the club?"

"A couple times a week," answered James. "Why?"

"Because this weekend, you're going to show me everything that you do with mommy."

"Mom! Lori!" James exclaimed as his sisters raced into his bedroom.

"Shush!" said mom, rushing over and putting her hands over his mouth. "Lori, help me quiet your brother before he wakes up the dead."

James tried to sit up. Mom pushed him down. Her hand on his chest felt wonderful but that wasn't something he was going to tell her. He watched his 21-year old sister come over and kiss him on his forehead. Her breasts were exposed in the low cut dress she had chosen for her evening at the club. They were magnificent and her nipples hardened quickly. Lori put one hand on James' shoulder and her other hand on his chest. The same electric current flowing through James seemed to flow between them. "Hi honey, we're home," she teased. "Sleep well?"

"What are you doing here? You have your own apartment now." asked James. "Shouldn't you be with your boyfriend?"

"Your mom invited us to spend the weekend here and you know JC wouldn't miss the opportunity," Lori said, motioning behind her. James looked beyond Lori. At first he saw the familiar face of JC, a friend and band mate of his from university. His eyes moved downward and he realized why they had come home early and why his mother and sister were so anxious for him to be quiet.

JC was wearing tight leather pants and his massive erection tented the front. His penis was much larger than any other James had seen, either in person or in photos. The girth was larger, the shape was a different configuration, and the length appeared to be twice that of other men he knew. But James wasn't surprised since he was very well aware of JC's reputation with women and how much they raved about him. He had even heard that some women sought him out solely because of the size and sexual abilities of his "monster." In fact, Lori was one of them. Now Lori was looking over her shoulder at him and her mouth was watering in anticipation of sucking and fucking this god-like man.

"Do you mind leaving me alone while I finish my homework?" James asked, knowing the answer.

"Not at all," smiled JC as he started up the stairs followed closely by Lori. Moments later James heard a loud bang. From experience, James knew that it was his parent's bed hitting the wall and not the sound of JC entering Lori. He continued to work on his essay when the banging started to shake the house and vibrate his computer keys. James couldn't focus on his writing so he closed his laptop and laid down to masturbate again. At first the thoughts that were flooding his brain focused on Lori and he imagined himself plunging into her and emptying a huge load deep into her fertile pussy. She would love every drop and beg for more but her pleas wouldn't affect how quickly he lost his erection and left her hanging. Then his thoughts drifted back to when mom was standing in the kitchen dressed in her tight nightgown, his eyes fixed on the outline of her nipples pointing through the fabric and her cleavage pushing its way out of her gown. Soon he was rock hard, the image of his mother dancing in his head and his cock leaking like a sieve. Then the sounds from Lori and JC reached a new high, his sister's voice calling out "Yes, yes, oh yes, fill me up... Oh my god." That was what finally set James off as he felt the first pulse of sperm leave his body and splatter against his shirt. He looked down at the mess just as another spurt flew and landed on his chest. Then the pounding seemed to stop. James' balls were empty but his heart kept pumping and he watched his deflated prick squirt out everything left in his sack, including the stuff that was supposed to go in Lori's mouth.

Kate had her hands above her head and gripped the pillow supporting her head with both hands. When she recovered enough, she noticed that James was kissing down her body toward her vagina. "You don't need to do anything you're uncomfortable with," she told him.

"This is something I've thought about before but never really considered," he answered truthfully. James had read about it several times and fantasized about doing it but always convinced himself he wasn't interested or that the girl he was dating didn't enjoy oral sex. Now it was going to happen, only not exactly the way he envisioned it. He moved his face to Kate's vagina, her pubic hair almost tickling his nose. It occurred to him how intimate and erotic this situation was – the mother of the girl he is dating is laying with her legs spread on his bed and letting him look at her most secret place. Even more bizarre is that she is telling him that he doesn't have to use his mouth on her. Well fuck that he thought because she is getting an honest-to-God, sloppy wet blow job.

His first lick was tentative – just barely touching her outer lips. His second one went deeper and parted the outer folds with his tongue. She moaned but kept her eyes closed and focused on the wonderful things happening between her legs. He kept licking and poking with his tongue until he realized that he wasn't even close to what he thought the goal should be. He used his fingers to explore which led him to realize that he hadn't done as thorough a job of research as he thought he had. For some reason, he thought that the clitoris would be an obvious place that he would immediately recognize. As he explored Kate's vagina, he discovered something else: his mother is incredibly responsive.

Kate's breathing started in shallow breaths and became deeper with each breath. Occasionally she'd shudder uncontrollably, once so violently she nearly bucked him off the bed. Her moans were deep and guttural, like nothing he ever heard from her before. Eventually, he found what he believed was her clitoris although there wasn't an "aha" moment when he thought he found it. More like a slow realization that when he touched a certain spot near her labia, just below her mons, she jerked like she was shocked. So he kept licking around that general area while occasionally returning to the vaginal opening and penetrating the opening with his tongue and exploring inside her. He also inserted the index finger of his other hand inside her vagina and was stroking in and out as well. Every couple of seconds, he would suck and lick the area right above his hands where he knew her clitoris was hiding. She began to push her hips back and forth slightly, forcing her clit to glide past his tongue over and over again. With her hands, she reached down and held James' head in place so his mouth wouldn't move while her hips rotated around. Then the inevitable happened. Her body froze for what felt like 10 minutes (although probably it was only about 10 seconds) as James kept circling his tongue over her clitoris. The sound of her release filled the room, her legs shaking and convulsing.

Then she came. Kate wailed incoherently and shuddered. She arched her back and raised herself up as if pulled by invisible strings attached to the ceiling. James could smell the intensity of her arousal; her musky aroma becoming stronger with each twitch of her hips. Suddenly he was hit in the face by an unexpected spray of warm fluids.

Startled, James lifted his head and saw the clear liquid shoot another four inches into the air as Kate's groin pulsed with every heartbeat. The fluid rained down on them both.

She released her hands from his head, collapsing back onto the bed as her orgasm ended. Kate tried to calm her breathing while James stared at her crotch in total amazement.

The first coherent words from Kate since the beginning of her orgasm were: "Oh my God," said breathlessly. "What did you do to me?"

"I don't know but I hope we can figure it out," laughed James. "How come you never talked to me about this kind of stuff? I would have loved helping Lori learn more."

"Maybe, just maybe, the thought crossed my mind before last night but we agreed there were to be no secrets. I would have broken my agreement with your dad and I didn't want to lie to him anymore than I wanted you and Lori to have sex so often."

"Now what?" James asked.

"You've helped," Kate began. "I guess now you can 'help' yourself," she smirked.

"It's always nice to take turns and, if I remember correctly, I promised to take care of the second leg."

James stood up and removed his shorts. They kissed. She reached down for his penis but before she could grab it he lowered himself onto Kate. He maneuvered until his penis rested against her wet labia.

"Do we need a condom?" she asked.

James rolled off Kate onto the bed on his back. "Mom... I mean Kate," he started, "the only other person I have unprotected sex with is Lori and my last blood work showed that I'm negative for STDs."

"What about Lori?" she asked.

"Last month when I went with her to get a prescription filled, she mentioned she got tested as part of the physical she had with a new OB/Gyn who took over her doctor's practice," James explained. "I told her to ask the doctor if she was negative and Lori showed me the paperwork confirming it."

"Is this what you call full disclosure?" Kate asked. "No surprises from unexpected partners? No secrets?"

"Yes," James responded.

"Good answer," said Kate as she pulled him onto her body for another kiss. His erection nestled between their bodies. "What else did you and Lori do together?" asked Kate as she pushed his shoulders down until he began to follow her suggestion. When he wrapped his lips around her erect clitoris again, she sighed heavily and pulled his head even tighter against her groin.

James slipped two fingers between Kate's lips and into her wet pussy. She moaned loudly again. James found the sensitive front wall of her vagina. With his free hand, he spread the front of her gown exposing one breast, then the other, and finally her breasts and her entire torso. Her nipples stood erect waiting to be played with.

Kate gasped, panted, and moaned each time James stimulated an erogenous zone she never imagined existed. Before long, she reached orgasm. James heard the increased volume of her breathing; felt her stomach muscles tighten; her vaginal muscles clenched around his fingers; and felt liquid release from deep within her vagina. He continued sucking her clitoris while his fingers rubbed her g-spot until she reached an intense second orgasm.

As James sat up on the bed next to Kate's supine body, Kate rolled over to rest on her elbows. She reached out, grabbed his erect penis, and pulled herself toward him. Then she put James' erection in her mouth. After several strokes and licks, she stopped what she was doing. She sat up with an amused expression on her face. "You've recovered nicely, young man," she said as she began to stroke his shaft again.

"I don't think I'll ever get enough of you or what you're doing now," James declared.

Kate laughed. "That's sweet but probably unrealistic." She continued to stroke him gently but rhythmically. She watched his reaction, looking for any sign that might help her gauge how close he was to another orgasm. It didn't take long. When he got closer to orgasm, she stopped her hand movements and squeezed his shaft just below the head of his penis. "Is there anything else you want?" she asked coyly while making her eyes as wide and innocent looking as possible.

"There is a lot I'd like but let's start with what I came to breakfast hungry for," suggested James as he pushed Kate down on the bed and positioned himself between her legs. He used his fingers to separate Kate's outer labia, opening her inner lips. The sight was stunning, inviting, and arousing at the same time. Slowly, deliberately, he placed the head of his erection at the entrance to her vagina. It fit perfectly, just the way he imagined it would. He leaned forward and began the penetration. It had been only minutes since her last orgasm and James sensed Kate's urgency immediately.

She arched her hips to allow maximum penetration, wrapped her legs around his hips, and pulled his penis into her body until his testicles were firmly against her outer labia. James paused for a moment in the absolute pleasure and beauty of being held by her womanly grasp. Then, feeling her urgency again, he started slowly withdrawing from her depths. As the head of his penis remained inside, he paused again to enjoy the sensations coursing through his groin, thighs, and abdomen before starting his return to paradise.

When they finished, their mutual orgasms coincided almost exactly, James filling Kate's depths with his sperm while she contracted around him to absorb every bit she could get. They both felt drained yet fulfilled in ways neither had thought possible.

They cuddled afterward, occasionally touching or kissing parts of each other's bodies that pleased them. Kate stroked James' erection gently to ensure it stayed hard long enough for them to have another quickie before breakfast. It was after twelve when they walked naked into the kitchen where they decided together to skip breakfast and prepare lunch. Over lunch they made tentative plans to repeat this experience again during the next two weeks or so, as often as possible while father and husband were away. They also discussed strategies for managing their sexual relationship over the long term if their need persisted.

Lori has been gone for two weeks. James and mom, or rather Kate and James, have had sex twice more. Each time has been equally wonderful and each time has generated ideas for other approaches they can try. Kate is currently on her way back to the house following her Thursday trip to her favorite clothing store where she purchased two new outfits of lingerie for their next encounter. She expects to arrive home at about five. James will be ready for her when she arrives and eager to show her his new purchase from his favorite electronics store. A digital camera and video equipment are now available to ensure both of them remember what they do on their special days.

"Hello honey, I'm home," called Lori as she breezed into the living room.

James turned around to face her and responded. "Hi sis, it's good to see you again." He stepped forward to give her a brotherly hug. As he closed his arms around her, he squeezed harder, bent his head forward, and kissed her lips passionately. It felt good having her in his arms again but James sensed that it was too much like having a lover back in his arms and he broke the kiss quickly.

Lori clung to James' body for a few seconds after James backed away. Then she said, "That is such a nice welcome home and we must do that every time we meet again."

"Sis, that sounds like it could be a little awkward given our present relationship," replied James. "You moved in with Mike a couple of weeks ago. Is this going to be a frequent occurrence?"

Lori laughed. "Probably not but we can work out something on occasions when you just can't stay away from me." She grinned as she stepped back slightly. "What an outfit! I love how your shirt shows off your figure." She ran her fingers under the shoulder straps and across the cleavage displayed by the V-neck front. She stepped close again and nuzzled against his neck, her breasts touching James' chest. "I see you got new underwear also." She traced the top of the lace over his nipples and across his ribs.

"Thanks sis," James murmured. "My turn now, what did you bring along for me to enjoy?" He reached around behind Lori's back and pulled the zipper of her dress all the way down. He pushed the sleeves off her shoulders and the material quickly fell off her body to the floor leaving her clad only in shoes, stockings, bra, and panties. James kissed her gently and then bent over to pull off her shoes while she held onto his shoulder. When her stockings were both removed, she released his shoulder and he stood upright.

He kissed her neck and shoulders with his hands caressing her back and buttocks. He slowly moved his hands toward her front while Lori caressed his arms with her hands. James' hands reached Lori's stomach and moved up her sides to the bottom of her breasts. He kissed across her chest, moved over until he was kissing next to her left ear. He moved his hands over her breasts in a slow circular motion using just his fingertips.

Lori responded with low moans of pleasure while she arched her back, trying to move her breast into the path of James' fingers. "Please... Please touch my nipples," she begged.

James moved his fingers to brush ever so lightly against Lori's left nipple. "Touch? You want me to touch?" James teased.

"More, harder," Lori insisted. "Pinch my nipple between your fingers."

James squeezed her breast with his entire hand while pinching her nipple. A jolt ran through Lori's body and she screamed incoherently, shaking her head from side-to-side while arching her back in an effort to drive her breast into James' hand. The tension in her body released slowly like an overtightened bowstring slowly relaxing after the arrow is fired. "That was great," breathed Lori. "Just hold my breasts now." James obliged by holding both of Lori's breasts in his hands, occasionally allowing his fingertips to touch her nipples.

"Can we take care of this," James suggested. He took a firm grip on her panties, slid them down her legs and dropped them on the floor. Then he stood up and unzipped his pants, pushed them down to the ground and stepped out of them. His erection sprang into view in front of him. Lori sat up, pulled down the straps of her nightgown exposing her breasts completely. James pulled his shirt off. Naked except for their underwear, they embraced passionately and fell back on the bed.

James rolled off his mother and onto his side next to her. She was smiling but her eyes were closed. He reached over with his hand and fondled her breast again. Her eyes opened wide and she turned toward him. She smiled broadly when she saw his penis hard against his stomach and reaching towards his navel. She pushed herself up against the headboard of his bed and leaned forward until her lips touched James' penis just under the head. James groaned and pushed against her face. He put his arms around her back. She began to use her tongue to massage and stimulate his penis. His erection grew even more stiff. It twitched once as the muscles at the base contracted to drive blood into its tip. Pre-cum collected at the slit in his tip.

Lori noticed the twitch and she began to lick around the edge of his penis head. A clear drop appeared at his slit. Her tongue swirled and lapped while he moaned. Without warning, the drop exploded from the end of his penis and coated the inside of Lori's mouth. He pushed his penis firmly against her mouth and pumped twice more, each pump depositing another large drop of semen on the back of her throat. She swallowed repeatedly. When she finished, she let his limpening penis drop from her mouth and sat up straight, licking her lips like a cat cleaning its whiskers.

"You should be 'helping' me more often," she said, "if it leads to rewards like that."

They moved around in James' bed until James was resting with his back against the headboard and Lori was between his outstretched legs lying back on his body. James gently caressed Lori's breasts. Lori moaned and squirmed delightfully as his fingers explored her entire torso. His erection, reawakened by the soft contours of Lori's butt pressing against his groin, poked up along her spine toward her shoulders.

James leaned forward, put one arm over Lori's chest for support and used the other hand to capture Lori's closest breast. He massaged her breast and gently twisted her nipple. He held the side of her breast and used the tip of his index finger to massage her nipple. He pulled the side of her breast away from her body stretching her breast and nipple into an arrow pointing away from her body. Kate reached over and used her fingertip to lightly rub her erect nipple. Lori gasped.

James leaned over more. He put his lips around Lori's erect nipple, licked and nibbled. He gently bit down on her nipple and held it captive. Lori pressed her ass harder against his penis, rotating her hips enough to stimulate him almost to orgasm.

"You're too excited for me to ignore your problem," Lori declared as she sat up straight. She maneuvered around until she was facing James, their genitals touching. He put his hands on her hips, guided her up, and slid inside her. She leaned back until they were joined together as intimately and deeply as possible. Then, she lowered her body against his, kissed him soundly, and began to slowly rotate her hips.

"We can be good together without a condom," she assured him. "I'm on the pill and you don't have any venereal diseases." James didn't know how she knew that about him but he trusted her word so he moved his hips in time to her rhythm. They moved steadily faster until they orgasmed at nearly the same moment. Lori collapsed on James' chest breathing rapidly, sweat forming on her forehead. James hugged her, rolled her to the side and put an arm around her. She snuggled into his body, laid her head on his shoulder, and sighed contently. "That was incredible," she mumbled. "You always fuck me like there's no tomorrow."

James kissed the top of her head. "It just gets better and better with you," he said as they both closed their eyes for a much deserved sleep.

"James. Are you all right?" Kate asked.

James was lying next to her, supporting himself with one elbow, with the other hand massaging her breast through the soft fabric of her gown. A single tear was trickling down his cheek toward his mouth.

Kate reached out and stopped the tear from descending to his lips. She wiped the tear from her finger onto the sheets. "You're not okay," she declared. "Tell me."

James paused. "You've always been there for me, mom," he explained. "Always loving me, raising me, caring for me. I feel guilty having sex with you like I did because you were the most important female in my life. It seemed I loved you more than I could love anyone else."

Kate smiled. "There's nothing wrong with loving your mother but you should find someone to be a better and more lasting partner," she admonished.

"I guess it's that we were so happy," continued James. "We had great times together when we were alone or as a family. And those times have lasted longer than most relationships I knew."

"And sex changed our relationship?" she asked.

"Sex has destroyed the perfect life we had together," admitted James.

"What do you mean?" Kate asked.

"My first orgasm in your mouth was an unexpected delight. But your insistence that I reciprocate, I did it but it took all my concentration to get you to release your semen into my mouth. When I realized it wasn't going to be easy I began to regret that you came into my room that morning. I couldn't relax and I just didn't enjoy giving you a blow job."

"I'm sorry," responded Kate.

"Don't be sorry," insisted James. "We'll manage some day."

"Maybe today," Kate declared.

"Mom, we were at an impasse," explained James.

"Kate..." she corrected.

"Sorry mom, I mean, Kate," stammered James.

"You don't know anything about impasses. This may be a new experience for you but it isn't for me. Men are different but women have learned to accommodate each other without resorting to sex toys." She lifted herself onto her elbows so she could see him. "Keep going," she encouraged him.

Kate flopped back onto the mattress. "Please," she implored.

James returned his attention to her genitals, teasing her opening with his fingers while using the thumb on his other hand to tease her clit. With every movement he made with his fingers or tongue, Kate responded by lifting her hips. Soon her hips were almost continually off the bed and her responses to James' touch became less coordinated and more frantic. Suddenly, without warning, her body convulsed as she climaxed. Her hands pressed James' face against her pelvis and her legs crossed behind his neck.

James didn't release the pressure of his actions but let the spasms run through Kate's body until they stopped, her body went limp, and her legs released their hold around his neck. When she relaxed, James raised his head and saw Kate staring at him, eyes wide open and smiling. He grinned back at her.

"Where did you learn to do that?" she asked.

"In college," replied James. "It's probably been a year since I've done it. Not since Lori and I got serious about each other."

"Did you do it for Lori?" she asked.

"Probably a lot faster and easier than I did for you," he admitted. "But Lori does appreciate what I do for her. We both like cunnilingus. In fact, I gave her oral sex early this morning before you interrupted us."

"Do you realize we may be addicted to oral sex?" commented Kate.

"Not really," said James. "You and I have just discovered it but there is no addiction in my book. It just takes two people to find something pleasurable. I'm not sure how far either one of us is willing to go with our new found passion."

"Let's keep that option open as long as we can," suggested Kate.

They moved around until Kate was lying on top of James. She lowered herself onto his chest so that their groins were tightly pressed together. Her erect nipples poked through the material of her nightgown causing her skin and James' skin to break out in goosebumps. She ground her pubis into his, feeling the pressure building and releasing and growing stronger every time. "Can you feel what I'm doing?" she asked.

"It feels wonderful," groaned James. "Just be careful or I'll explode and we'll be done for a while."

"Maybe we should get rid of those clothes," suggested Kate.

Kate straddled James' hips, removed her nightgown from under the pillow where he had stuffed it when they had made their last position move, and placed it next to him on the bed. James propped himself up with both arms, took the garment and folded it. "I didn't expect that response," commented Kate.

James stood up next to the bed. He dropped his shorts to the floor and stood looking down at Kate, admiring her body. "What a body you've maintained after three kids," he said admiringly. Kate spread her legs wider for him to see better. His eyes focused on her groin, taking in everything below the top of her head and above her knees.

When he leaned toward her she grabbed his penis and began to stroke him gently but firmly. James bent lower, allowing his erection to come closer to Kate's face. When James moved between her legs she bent forward slightly and captured the head of his penis in her mouth. "Oh mother fuck," groaned James. It wasn't his intent but his involuntary thrust drove his penis fully into her mouth until his abdomen blocked further movement.

Kate had never been surprised by anything before in bed so she wasn't bothered. She just adjusted her position and wrapped one hand around his testicles and pressed on the spot behind his testicles with the other and held on while his body shook as if he was experiencing an orgasm.

Her plan backfired. Without warning, James erupted in a torrent of fluid. There were five or six spasms and then he was finished. But Kate's mouth still held most of his semen, some having trickled out of her mouth onto the pillow. While James was trying to recover, Kate put her finger against his penis and collected semen and swallowed what was left in her mouth.

"Shit," exclaimed James. "I'm so sorry."

"Sorry for what?" asked Kate innocently. "You've been very 'helpful' and I'm not yet done. How about you try again while you keep doing that tongue thing you were doing? She reached down between her legs and guided James' finger inside her vagina. A couple minutes later, he had her screaming and grabbing the sheets in her fists while his finger explored her orgasm from the inside. When she settled down, he climbed up beside her and hugged her as she recovered.

"Where did you learn to do that?" she asked when she stopped gasping.

"You won't believe me if I tell you," said James.

"I'll believe anything now," Kate promised.

"You're not ready to believe that I'm still a virgin," said James. "Not at 24 years of age."

"Why do you say that?" asked Kate.

"My friends have all bragged about their sexual exploits while Lori told me about how she lost her virginity. I knew something was different about me so I never admitted that I was still a virgin," answered James.

"No woman at college or since then?" mom asked incredulously. "Not even an oral sex? I'll bet lots of girls have tried to go down on you."

"Nothing like that," confirmed James. "But if my mouth was available and we had protection, I took care of the girl's needs. I think there was only one incident when the girl came after we had sex and realized that I hadn't had any physical stimulation."

"That doesn't make sense," Kate observed. "But maybe I shouldn't question it too much." She sat up on the side of the bed and pulled her nightgown over her head and tossed it onto the floor. Naked, she rolled toward James and wrapped her hand around his rapidly hardening penis. She kissed him hard as she began stroking him slowly, gradually increasing pressure as she felt him react to her manipulation. Then she pushed him onto his back and swung her body over his until her sex hovered inches from his face.

She rotated her hips so that her pubic hair swept across James' lips. As her excitement level increased, Kate lowered her sex onto James' face. James thrust his tongue inside his mother's vagina. He wrapped his arms around her thighs. Her legs trembled when his tongue entered her. He sucked and licked her clitoris for minutes until she exploded, gushing hot fluid into his mouth. He swallowed quickly before she flooded him. He held still while she ground her groin into his face, squeezing his head in a vice-like grip. It was several minutes before he heard her moaning and felt her collapse on top of his body.

Kate rotated her body until she lay flat on top of James. He could feel her breasts pressed into his chest and her hard nipples rubbing against him. He grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed as they kissed and their tongues dueled for position.

"It's your turn again," announced Kate.

"What do you mean?" asked James.

"You'll know what to do," she responded as she moved until her breasts hung enticingly over his erect penis. She wrapped her left hand around its base and slowly stroked her hand up and down his shaft.

When James opened his mouth to object, Kate took him in her mouth, her tongue caressing the underside of his penis while her lips massaged the top half. At first, James struggled to maintain control but quickly succumbed to her ministrations and relaxed back on the bed, savoring the feel of Kate's wonderful mouth doing magical things to his erection.

Sooner than he expected, James felt the beginnings of orgasm beginning its trip from his balls through his cock and into his mother's mouth. He fought hard to suppress the onset but couldn't completely. With an anguished cry, he emptied his ball sac into Kate's receptive mouth. She sucked and licked until she had everything he offered. Then she sat up, put both hands on his cock, and swallowed again, looking him squarely in the eyes when she was done.

"That is one big 'help,'" grinned Kate as she lay down on her back next to him. "And so delicious."

James lay flat on the bed for a few minutes catching his breath and rejuvenating before he moved over Kate and began kissing her face. Her body responded, raising itself toward him and pushing her pubic mound against him. The wetness between her legs was hot, humid, and musky smelling.

Kate kissed him with abandon. There were no inhibitions left. Her only thought was to be with James and feel as close as two human beings can feel.

James reached behind Kate's neck, searched for a few seconds and found a button that released the halter on her nightgown. His hand wandered down her neck, between her breasts, along the outside of her breast, and to her ribs. Kate shivered slightly at the contact on her naked breasts. She had not bothered to wear a bra and when James' fingers contacted her nipple she groaned and her hands sought out his back and shoulders.

She arched her back and pressed her stomach against him. With her nipple in his finger, he rolled her nipple causing her to gasp, "More."

James leaned down and sucked her free nipple between his teeth and held it as he rubbed the tip of his tongue on the tip of her nipple. Kate dug her fingers into James' shoulder muscles. He moved until he was sucking Kate's nipple with his lips holding it erect. Then he blew cold air on her moist nipple. Kate convulsed with excitement, pushing herself even tighter against her son's body.

James moved onto her other nipple and repeated what he had done to the first. With his left arm under Kate supporting her in his embrace, James let his hand wander over her abdomen. He stroked every rib on his way down to Kate's navel. After tickling her navel and causing another gasp, his fingers wandered down through Kate's curly pubic hair and into Kate's hot moisture. Her clitoris felt large and hard.

He began stroking in rhythm to his sucking and licking. Kate responded by lifting her pelvis, moaning loudly, and rotating her pelvis against his body. Suddenly she tensed and pushed herself tightly against him. Moments later her head came up as she gasped for breath. She screamed something incomprehensible as her orgasm washed over her entire body. She thrashed wildly until her orgasm diminished enough that she fell back into James' arm exhausted, panting heavily.

"James!," she exclaimed. "It's been years since I've come like that." She took several deep breaths and then continued, "Where did you learn how to do that?"

"With Lori," answered James. "And she told me some tricks that work with just about all women."

Kate pulled herself up to kiss her son. As their lips met, James lowered her body back onto the bed. Her tongue searched out James' and danced a little dance around his. Her hands held his head firmly while she moved her whole body so every part of her body made contact with his, except where his erection was pushing against her hip bone. Eventually, Kate broke away from the kiss and said, "You can show me those tricks anytime we are together."

"Is that an invitation?" asked James.

"That was a challenge," replied Kate.

James smiled, sat up and straddled Kate's chest. Kate raised her head and shoulders and licked James' erection like it was an ice cream cone. James leaned forward on one hand while the other hand found Kate's right nipple through her gown. Her tongue raced over his penis while he pinched her nipple, stretching it until he could feel the end of it pushing back to its normal position when he let go of the strain.

Kate's legs separated involuntarily, lifting her crotch so James could reach his hand underneath. One finger entered her vagina while another touched the base of her clitoris. Slowly he worked those two fingers into Kate, stroking every surface inside her. He had never been this far before so he relied on what Lori had taught him about pleasuring women.

Moments later, James knew he was giving as good as he got. Kate suddenly put a halt to her activity on his erection when she released it from her mouth with a small cry, fell back against the bed, and pulled James down next to her. James stopped fingering but left his fingers inside for several more seconds while her orgasm ebbed. With his withdrawal, she turned toward him, pulling his head and his lips onto hers and they kissed as if for the first time. When their kisses subsided and they stared into each other's eyes. Kate began to speak, "James... I..." She stopped, smiled, and said, "Never mind."

She slid off the bed, straightened her gown, removed it over her head, and tossed it toward her lace robe at the foot of the bed. Standing naked in front of her son for the first time, she said, "I think we've accomplished a lot this morning. Lunch will be ready soon."

When James was dressed, he went downstairs and sat at the kitchen table. Kate appeared several minutes later wearing casual slacks and t-shirt, setting glasses of water on the table, and carrying a tray of salad ingredients. James stood up. "Please," she motioned to him. "You don't have to help. If you want a sandwich, there's cheese, lunch meat, and bread in the refrigerator."

After they ate sandwiches at the kitchen counter, James took their plates and put them in the sink. Kate followed close behind with the remnants of their luncheon. When James turned around, she stood directly in front of him. "I haven't kissed you since we came down and it's been more than half an hour. That just doesn't feel right," she said. She stepped closer, wrapped her arms around James, tilted her head slightly, and puckered her lips. James responded immediately by embracing her tightly and pressing his lips hard against hers. Kate opened her mouth slightly allowing her tongue to explore James' lips. After several seconds, Kate pulled away and ran her thumb across James' lower lip.

"That's better," she observed. Then she pushed against his chest with both hands. "What would I think if you stayed downstairs alone? Your bedroom is much more appropriate," she concluded.

"Is this something like 'red light, green light'?" James asked.

Kate blushed. "I hadn't thought of that but it has been a while since your father and I did anything like play 'red light-green light'. I hope you're not offended."

James grabbed her hand. "Offended? How can I be offended by playing such an adult version of a kid's game with my mother. Come on let's get to my bedroom. You seem to have a lot to teach me."

By the time they reached his bedroom, James had stripped out of his t-shirt, shorts and underwear and kicked his shoes in different directions. Mom paused in the doorway to remove her lace robe and then she pulled her satin nightgown up, over her head, revealing what James already knew from their shower encounter two years ago – a slim body with small breasts and a narrow waist with only a slight rounding to her stomach, and smooth long legs with little flab around her buttocks and thighs. After tossing the nightgown toward the hall, she put her hands on James' shoulders and pressed down slightly as he sat on the side of the bed. She stepped between his knees, lowered herself to sit on his thigh and put her head next to James'. His cock was so hard it was almost painful as it jammed against mom's leg, the base held tightly against his pubic hair and his shaft throbbing rhythmically. He groaned and thrust against her hip.

Mom took advantage of James' obvious discomfort to begin their education in what she promised earlier. "Lie back," she directed. She moved forward, giving him space to do as she instructed. As soon as James lay down, mom swung her leg over his chest so that her pussy straddled James' face and his erect penis stuck straight up like a flag pole in front of her face. The scent of her sex rose to greet his nose and for the first time, he stared into her pussy up close. It was beautiful and exciting; he had never seen anything quite like this before, the folds and creases covered in glistening moisture; he could see all of the inside of her pussy and his cock stirred again at the thought of seeing, feeling, touching and eventually being buried inside it.

James looked up past the trimmed triangle of pubic hair and saw mom staring down at him from under her dress. Her eyes were wide and her pupils dilated with desire; her skin flushed. She bit her lip seductively. Slowly and deliberately she dropped her head lower towards the rigid shaft lying on his belly. A pearl of moisture collected on the end of it which she quickly sucked off, wrapping her tongue around the bulbous purple tip, tasting and savouring him, letting him watch as she played with the engorged knob for a moment.

She smiled broadly now and whispered to him. "This is how I did it." And she slid her open lips slowly over his shaft taking about half of it into her hot, wet mouth, and then back to the tip, leaving behind a sheen of saliva and teasing him again with just the tip of her tongue.

His hips twitched each time she did that but he managed to concentrate enough to understand what she meant by 'this is how I did it,' – this was exactly like she was describing her blowjob to Lori after catching them.

She wrapped one hand round him firmly just under the head of his dick, keeping that in place between her thumb and forefinger while she rubbed the rest of his hardness gently back and forth, squeezing as she did so with just enough pressure to be able to pump it gently from base to top. His body shuddered and another small pearl appeared. Again, she made a show of licking it off the tip and then sucking it into her mouth, her eyes staring into his, smiling now, enjoying her power over him.

"It's your turn now James, fuck me!" She said huskily, laying down on her back and opening her legs invitingly, running her fingers along her thighs to expose more of herself to him.

When he moved towards her she reached out and pushed him back onto his back. Then, straddling him with her backside facing him, she reached between her legs and took hold of his rock-hard penis once again and stroked it. Leaning forward, she sucked on it for a few seconds then looked back over her shoulder at him with a huge smile on her face and positioned the head at the wet, pink opening of her slit. With a long sigh, she lowered her weight fully down until his shaft disappeared completely into her and the head of his penis butted up against her cervix causing them both to moan deeply.

Slowly, she started to rise, then push herself slowly back down, feeling the sensation of him pushing back against the inside wall of her vagina as she did so; then she rose again and began to set a slow, sensuous rhythm, pushing him in and out of her with one hand behind her back holding his testicles while the other supported herself on his knees, using her own bodyweight to pull her downward onto him. Soon, though, his hands had gripped her tight buttocks and pulled her firmly down on him with each thrust; he couldn't help himself, and started to grunt with pleasure with each descent. Her eyes closed tightly in response as she let go of control and simply enjoyed the ride as her orgasm began to build inside of her.

The bed was rocking loudly now, and he could feel his own balls begin to draw up as his climax approached; he reached around in front of her, found her clit with his fingers, and started rubbing it gently back and forth. This brought an even louder groan from Kate which became higher pitched when he sped up the rhythm, faster and faster, until he felt her start to shake violently from side to side as she came, gripping his rod like a vice as it happened; this threw him over the edge too, and after only another few seconds, James pushed up and into her several times hard and deep, emptying his load into her welcoming pussy with such intensity that his whole body shuddered almost uncontrollably as each blast left his body.

They rested on their sides panting for a minute or two afterward, but James soon recovered enough to kiss her lips softly. After catching her breath, Kate returned the kiss with fervor, pulling James' face to hers forcefully, her tongue pushing insistently into his mouth while she reached down and grasped his cock, still semi-erect although beginning to soften somewhat from the exertion of making love to her. Kate rubbed him gently until he began to stiffen again; he groaned in protest and Kate stopped touching him, giggling softly to herself. They kissed briefly one more time, then disengaged from each other reluctantly.

Kate lay on her back exhausted while James rested on his elbow watching her. His fingertips traced circles over her abdomen. His fingertips wandered around her bellybutton before moving lower through her pubic hair toward her labia. "I'm spent," whispered Kate. "Leave me alone for a bit."

"But I can't do that," responded James. "You've given so much of yourself today to 'help' me with my frustrations that it is time for you to be helped," he declared as he spread Kate's legs wide and put a finger up inside her wet pussy, then put the finger in his mouth, tasting her juices on it. "Hmmm... delicious," he murmured approvingly and lowered himself to her groin. Using his fingers to hold her outer lips apart, he began to slowly lick around Kate's inner folds.

She tasted fantastic and James savoured her flavour as he probed her depths with his tongue; he was already convinced that Lori had never tasted like this (not that he was about to ask her), and was enjoying every moment of their newfound intimacy. Soon his licking became faster and more purposeful, concentrating now on her clitoris rather than everything in between; her moaning, panting and occasional cries of delight told him that what he was doing was having the right effect. He looked up at her beautiful naked body lying there on the bed, still quivering after their first sexual encounter. She may have been nearly twice his age but she sure didn't look it! At any other time of course she was just his mother but now that he knew the sensual delights her body held he thought it strange that they had never had a proper fuck before now; in fact, his cock felt like it was going to burst into orgasm at any moment! As he felt Kate's pussy muscles beginning to contract against his fingers, he stopped briefly. "Cum for me, mom", he cooed, before returning to eating her out and bringing her quickly towards another orgasm.

As Kate came down from the clouds, James continued to lightly massage her labia; it didn't take long before she asked, "Fuck me now!"

Kate turned over and got up onto all fours. "Do me like this," she begged. "It's my favourite."

James needed no second invitation. He kneeled behind her, took hold of his shaft and guided it into her waiting entrance, slipping in easily thanks to Kate's previous orgasms. Once he had slid himself in fully, he began thrusting back and forth in rhythm. Kate groaned as he started, but after a few strokes, her groans turned to moans. As James picked up pace, Kate's moans became more frantic. At times, she would lift her head towards the ceiling and let out what sounded like an animal growl.

After one particularly loud moan, James began thrusting harder. This drove Kate closer to orgasm as he was fucking her harder than she thought possible for a 19 year old boy! She began panting as the pressure in her pussy increased and the familiar feeling of an oncoming climax built inside her body.

As if reading her mind, James reached under Kate's hips and began to rub her clit while he continued to thrust his dick inside her. It was enough to tip her over the edge, and before long Kate's body started shaking with waves of ecstasy that rippled from her cunt through her spine and into every extremity. This triggered James' own release and he quickly pulled out and came all over the floor beneath them, which was good timing as he wasn't wearing a condom!

Once Kate recovered from her orgasm, she flipped herself onto her knees, pushed her head down and arched her back. She was still slightly damp with sweat from the intense coupling, which James used to lubricate his re-hardening cock, as he slid straight back into her drenched cunt. Grabbing her waist firmly, he began pumping into her forcefully as Kate began making loud animalistic noises of passion.

"Fuck me hard and fast!" Kate cried. "Make my tits and ass bounce. Show me what you have in store for me this afternoon."

Kate's encouraging words made him harder than he had ever been. Kate moaned loudly as he sped up, feeling an orgasm building with each pounding stroke. James took hold of her hair with one hand and slapped her left arse cheek hard with the other as she let out another low groan of pleasure. Slap! Again, slap! Harder!

Kate couldn't believe how well James knew just exactly how to get her hot and horny. He wasn't going easy on her and it only served to turn her on more, her cries now becoming almost bestial in nature, moaning loudly through gritted teeth as they fucked and came together. They both collapsed after a long session of wild fucking.

While they rested, James wondered about how she was enjoying sex with him. Maybe it wasn't really so different from Lori. It had never occurred to him before but his mother may be insatiable. Lori certainly seemed like that; he never got enough sex and had to find time to masturbate nearly every day. What if mom was the same? He'd just need to figure out a way to satisfy this craving that she obviously had, otherwise she would start having affairs, or sleeping around, with any number of partners who could then potentially expose them and even threaten the entire family.

She was still lying there looking at him and licking her lips when he sat up and started massaging her beautiful feet, making her giggle. She sighed as he worked his way up to her knees, calves, and thighs, rubbing and teasing her body everywhere. Kate felt her pussy spasm in excitement and wetness. He continued to kiss her all over her body, pausing on her large breasts to lick and suck her nipples, causing more spasms in her dripping cunt. She moaned deeply, "I want you inside me."

"Yes, ma'am!" he replied while kneeling between her legs and pushing down his shorts so they were finally both naked. With all her years of sexual experience, Kate knew that her son was a great lover, a wonderful person with a big, thick cock, but she knew something that he didn't know and couldn't yet fully appreciate—he was very unusual, almost extraordinary. A lot of men were well-endowed by popular standards, but not like him. Most men couldn't match him for girth even if they did have an equally long cock, and some were only average in length, no matter how thick they might be. It's rare for a man to be gifted with an extremely large penis in both length and girth. He truly is blessed with what has to be considered one of the biggest dicks ever!

She opened her legs wide and he guided the head of his shaft towards her waiting slit, and then slid into her, burying himself completely in one firm, continuous thrust that forced his cock deep within her wet, quivering flesh. She gasped as her cunt walls struggled to accommodate him; most men could never push into her so far, and the few that could were hardly the best endowed of men. But even those men didn't have a thickness like him either—none had been so large in both length and girth! So few women ever get to experience such an overwhelming sense of fullness.

"Oh god," she moaned loudly as she felt him pushing up against every sensitive spot in her hungry pussy, "I can't remember the last time I felt this full." She wrapped her arms and legs around his torso, wanting him inside her more than she could ever recall wanting anyone before, trying to force herself closer to him. As he began to draw back out of her clutching snatch, she dug her fingernails into the muscles of his back. "No please don't go," she whimpered, "I want it inside me all the time!"

As she said those words, she realized with horror how true they really were: she wanted him to fuck her day and night forever. Never before had she met someone who felt so perfect inside her; there was nothing but her own shame which would prevent her from spending the rest of her life impaled on his magnificent shaft, but she knew that even that wouldn't stop her if only it weren't for the risk of ruining her son's life by making his mother his whore.

His only reply was a grunt of pure male lust as his dick slammed into her again, forcing her tight little twat to surrender yet another precious inch to his determined thrusting. He rammed his cock as deep into her pussy as possible, feeling her vaginal walls closing tightly around every last bit of his throbbing meat. She could feel his hard chest grinding against her breasts through their clothing as he pumped in and out of her with an animal intensity, pounding away at her quivering flesh until every muscle in her body burned with exhaustion from being stretched taut and quivering constantly with the effort to stay rigid. The feeling was incredible! Nothing else mattered to her anymore except how fantastic it was to be fucked by someone who really knew what they were doing!

James rolled onto his side and Kate turned to face him, kissing him long and passionately while stroking his penis. Her juices from earlier lubricated his cock as he moved easily up and down its length with both hands. His left arm slid under her neck as he continued to stroke her gently. With his right hand, he stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers, causing Kate to turn towards them. She opened her mouth slightly as his middle finger slowly entered her mouth. Her tongue caressed the tip of the finger before sucking more deeply until his knuckle was between her lips. With her cheeks concave from suction and her head bobbing back and forth slightly, it was impossible not to think of what she had been doing for the past hour. It took all of his willpower not to just flip her over and start fucking her brains out again.

Kate moaned softly as she pulled his middle finger deeper into her mouth, savoring the taste of her pussy juices still lingering on his fingertips. She ran her tongue all along his finger, trying to get as much of the flavor off of it as possible. James' other fingers began to gently massage the sides of her face, sending chills up and down Kate's spine. Finally, she let go of his finger, licking her lips to make sure there was nothing left on them as well. "Sorry," she said playfully. "I didn't mean to do that."

"No, no, I understand completely!" James told her eagerly, smiling mischievously back at her. He couldn't help himself any longer, moving forward onto her naked body in one fluid movement and pinning her underneath him once more. Kate giggled as he did so, reaching up to wrap her arms around him tightly while spreading her legs so he could settle comfortably between them. He could feel her damp pussy mound rubbing against the underside of his shaft and his own juices mixing with hers, making it slippery and almost impossible to hold still.

Finally though, Kate shifted her weight slightly and raised one of her legs, wrapping it around him as best she could to keep her position firm while looking up into his eyes. There was a glint there, something dark and playful that only made her seem more aroused and beautiful than before. Kate reached up with her mouth and kissed James hard, letting out all the pent up feelings that they had both held for months and finally being able to be free and comfortable together at last. Her hips pushed against his harder, forcing his cock to rub against her clit, the friction driving her to distraction. When they both needed air, Kate pulled away from James, gasping but staring up at him intently. "Oh god...James..please baby, take me..." she whimpered, reaching up again to kiss him hungrily. James was in heaven; never before had he felt such an intimate connection to someone that he had been with in bed before. And yet here they were, Kate writhing and desperate beneath him and begging to be fucked. It was enough to drive anyone to a frenzy and with every bit of lust building inside him, James positioned himself more properly over her with the intention of giving her exactly what she wanted and needed.

His cock easily slipped in-between her legs, sliding right against her moist slit teasingly until her breathing grew shallow and she looked ready to beg even more. With a devilish grin, James bucked his hips firmly forward just enough so that the head of his dick caught on her slick folds, forcing her to gasp suddenly as she tightened up instinctively when he began to enter. She didn't try to resist or pull away. If anything, it seemed like Kate was actually pushing herself towards him. Not wanting to prolong this any further, James leaned in close to her face and placed a soft kiss upon her forehead, whispering gently into her ear:

"I love you..." As soon as she heard those words, Kate relaxed completely beneath James' body and smiled back at him radiantly. At first she looked confused about who exactly he was addressing until suddenly it clicked. James' eyes were focused only on her. That made the situation a thousand times more intimate than ever. He was declaring his love not for his mother, but for her. The woman within. For Kate. They'd been so careful about being discreet around each other to prevent suspicion from others in the family that things had been awkward between them for months. But now, she found it oddly erotic that James still wanted to make her feel special in spite of having to hide the truth about their relationship. In her heart, Kate loved him more than ever and knew he felt the same.

The realization brought tears to her eyes and in spite of her growing happiness, Kate laughed softly before pulling him closer, holding tightly to his shoulders while he began to fuck her in earnest. The way his cock spread her folds apart was nothing short of amazing and after taking the first few inches, it was easy to slide most of his cock in-between her tight, slick folds. James started to fuck her more passionately now; Kate could feel how badly he needed this release. And all she cared about was pleasing him. Making sure he felt good. Being a perfect lover for her baby boy. With her arms looped around James' neck, Kate did everything possible to show James how much he meant to her as he made love to his mother. Every thrust of his cock caused her pussy to ripple in bliss as she cried out from how amazing it felt to be joined with him. The pleasure became overwhelming quickly but in a way, that was actually what she wanted. No holding back now...

Kate gasped out loudly, her head tossed back over the pillow and eyes squeezing shut as a sudden burst of pleasure exploded throughout her body like a flash grenade had gone off. James buried himself deep in his mother's pussy, her pussy squeezing his throbbing dick for several more seconds until he could hold out no longer and then unloaded every drop of cum deep into her womb. Kate moaned softly as she felt a flood of warmth inside her vaginal canal from her son's hot semen spurting against her cervix again and again. It was such an amazing sensation and knowing how full of love their bodies were now brought tears to her eyes yet again. A part of her knew they were going to get caught eventually but for now, she chose not to dwell on that particular subject. It wasn't worth worrying about the inevitable just yet. Her legs hooked around James' ass, keeping him inside of her well-stretched vaginal opening as she kissed him hard on the lips. Their tongues danced and swirled together playfully while their orgasms slowly faded away; Kate broke the kiss, nipping gently at James' lower lip as they caught their breath. She smiled warmly up at him, whispering, "I love you so very much, baby boy."

"I love you too, mom," he smiled down at her. He pulled back slightly, sliding his softening cock out from inside her pussy before laying down next to her. They cuddled together happily underneath the sheets in each other's arms, both completely naked and happy to share in one another's warmth for just a little while longer...

Mom lay with her head on James' shoulder. She ran her fingers lightly across his chest while James stroked her upper arm. Both were thinking but neither seemed to have anything to say. Finally, James took the initiative.

"We really are good together, aren't we?" he asked rhetorically.

"More than I realized," responded Kate.

They both sat up and dressed. Then they returned to the kitchen to eat the cold donuts and drink lukewarm coffee. They talked about family, friends, sports, movies, current events, and everything except what had just happened. Each knew their lives were now permanently changed and each was more relaxed knowing that their partner was feeling the same way.

When James and JC met on Monday to study after their afternoon class, JC started in right away. "How did you and Lori make it without an entire weekend in bed? I can't believe that I can have sex with a different woman every day for two weeks and still be horny when I have to stop."

"Who stopped you from continuing?" asked James.

"Nobody. My body stopped me. And I'm horny again after less than 24 hours," he stated.

"Lori and I found our own ways to pass the time," James volunteered. "We discovered a lot about what works for us."

"I'm almost afraid to ask," reacted JC, "but what do you do if your sister is living somewhere else with somebody else."

"The same thing, maybe better because it doesn't get too repetitive," James explained. "I can tell you some but it involves sharing things we learned about each other and how we manage not to go mad from missing her while we're apart."

"If I had anybody in my life at this point, I'd be willing to try it," sighed JC.

"I haven't done anything with anybody for over two weeks but I don't think it'll take me two weeks before I'm ready again," said James.

"Same here," agreed JC.

"Let me see if I can help," offered Kate as she struggled to sit up.

By the time they were ready to try intercourse, they were lying in the position they used for fellatio. Kate pulled away from James' penis and rolled onto her back. She raised one leg in the air and held herself open with one hand while James pushed the head of his penis against her clitoris. Once engaged, Kate guided him into her vagina. Both groaned in unison at their mutual pleasure.

James thrust quickly toward the peak of satisfaction they were both anticipating. In minutes, he ejaculated powerfully in a series of short thrusts with each pulse of sperm bringing another groan of satisfaction. Kate arched her back and climaxed while he was pumping away. Her contractions triggered his final ejaculation, so deep in her vagina, Kate was sure it never happened.

They held their position and waited for their breaths to return to normal. James pulled away and laid on his back next to Kate who was still panting. After several minutes, Kate rolled off her back, threw her left leg over James' midriff, rested her head on his shoulder and put her arm around him. She gently rubbed his chest until his erection stiffened again. Then she straddled him and moved her labia and clitoris to his penis until they made contact. She rotated her pelvis to spread her labia. In moments, the tip of his penis was inserted into her vagina and their coupling was complete. This time, they lasted longer. Kate had several mini-orgasms but they didn't distract from her building satisfaction. She climaxed strongly in an all-involving eruption while James poured out the remainder of his load.

They fell asleep for about twenty minutes until hunger brought them both back to life. Kate insisted on fixing breakfast, this time without her sexy nightwear, since it had done its job of leading James and her toward intercourse. By the time the rest of the family began to stir, Lori and her parents were chatting quietly on the patio outside the kitchen and James had left for the local fitness center and a workout with JC.

When Lori arrived home Sunday evening, Kate greeted her daughter and hugged her, as she normally did. Lori knew her mother well enough that she could see some difference but she didn't know what to ask or what would happen if she did ask. Her dad seemed oblivious although he also greeted Lori with a hug and a kiss.

James walked with Lori to her room. When they were behind closed doors, James picked up Lori and gave her a strong passionate kiss. Before he put her down, he whispered in her ear, "You won't believe what happened here while you were gone."

"How long have you been planning this?" Kate asked the next morning while James was still in bed, recovering from their lovemaking session during the early morning hours. Kate was standing at the foot of his bed. Her hair was disheveled but beautiful. She had wrapped herself in a small towel, covering her breasts but only with her arm holding it in place across her breasts and wrapping around her body. Her lower body was completely exposed to James' gaze. James stared at his mother, drinking in the sight of the first woman he loved outside his family.

"I had it planned for weeks," he explained. "The minute I found out you were going to be away for the weekend. The opportunity to see JC perform live on stage, to stay over, to have Saturday night at the Plaza Hotel with Lori; All that fell together easily."

"So, your plan was just to take advantage of us being away?" she asked. "Was my surprise encounter part of your plan? What about Lori? What does she know about this?"

"Mom, it wasn't an easy plan. I've been thinking about it since before Christmas when you and dad mentioned you might attend a conference. When JC offered to sing, it became easier. The surprise encounter? Honestly, no, not even on my list of possibilities. I never saw you as a possibility until after breakfast. Lori knows nothing because I know she would try to sabotage what you and I may have here if we didn't include her. We've talked about what a threesome would be like if I ever got up the courage to suggest it. Even now, I wouldn't have brought it up if you hadn't insisted," James explained. "You're sure you want to pursue this?"

"I'm sorry," Kate apologized. "I guess it isn't going to go away unless we try." She took his hand and slid off the couch to kneel beside him. She kissed him gently. "We can keep this weekend private," she said. She released his hand and stood. She pulled him upright.

They stood chest to chest, eye to eye for a long moment. They began to undress each other, kissing every square inch of flesh as it was exposed. Once they were naked, Kate pushed James onto the couch and straddled his lap. His erection rubbed along her stomach and into her pubic hair. He sat still, enjoying the sensation and knowing what was coming.

Kate's hand closed around James' erection and slowly stroked the full length of the shaft from his balls to the head. "You've been ready to cum all afternoon," she said. She kissed the side of his neck while she positioned herself over his erection. She bent one knee to rest her foot on the floor and lowered her body onto James' erection. While there was no resistance to penetration, she was snug enough that she had to force her body down to engulf James' penis to the base.

She moved her other foot to the floor so she was kneeling over James. Then she stood with her feet outside of his knees. She lifted herself up until just the head of his erection remained inside of her. She dropped her hips forcefully and began to fuck him rapidly. Her orgasm built quickly but she refused to let it overwhelm her. Her movement slowed until she regained control. Then she went back to fucking him as fast and as forcefully as she could.

Soon, another orgasm threatened to destroy her control. She slowed again until she once again gained control. "Not yet," she muttered. She pulled away from James, his erection dripping her secretions. She grabbed it firmly in her hand and began to pump up and down. James put his finger in his mouth and wetted it thoroughly. He reached between Kate's legs and began to circle her anus with his finger.

"Yes," cried Kate. "Do it."

James worked his finger into her anal sphincter and deep into her rectum. It felt strange for him but it was what she wanted. He moved his finger slowly in and out. Kate resumed jerking him off. A few seconds later, they both were crying out and orgasms consumed both of them. They lay still, enjoying the lingering sensations. Eventually James withdrew his finger and rolled on his side to lay next to his mother. "That's some 'help' you have there," he quipped.

Kate smiled weakly and turned to her son. They embraced. Kate's legs opened and one leg draped across his body. James could feel the warmth and moisture of her vulva pressed against his body. She took his hand and put it on her buttock. With his other hand, he explored her body from the small of her back to her cheek. In return, Kate pulled his buttocks toward her and they fit together perfectly, the base of James' erection resting just in the top of Kate's open vagina.

"If we want to stop, we have to stop now," mom said softly as she rotated her hips slowly over the length of his flaccid erection.

"We're beyond that point, I think," James commented as his erection started to react. He shifted position to accommodate their developing activities.

Kate rolled onto her back, pulling James with her. She guided him until the head of his erection was positioned against her vagina and then reached down to place him into her vagina properly. When they joined, James groaned, closed his eyes, and held still.

After a few seconds, James opened his eyes to see Kate gazing up at him with an intense stare. "Mom!" exclaimed James.

She stared up at him intently. "Make love to me, James."

James thrust his hips against Kate and she responded by wrapping her long legs around his. They found a comfortable, compatible rhythm. A small corner of Kate's mind reflected how lucky she was to have taught him so well when they were younger and how he had retained his skills for the woman who claimed him today.

They made love for almost ten minutes before orgasms overcame them both. Kate was first, arching her body, holding James' hips tightly against her pelvis. James continued to make love until his own orgasm flooded over him. After several contraction waves passed through their bodies, they relaxed but didn't separate. Their kiss lasted for more than a minute before James rolled on his side and held Kate closely as his erection softened and eventually slipped from her vagina.

As time went by, James got hungry for lunch while Kate remained comfortably full. Eventually, they separated and returned to the kitchen to share a sandwich and chips. While eating lunch, James asked, "Does dad ever join you in parties like we attended?"

"He hasn't been interested and I'm not sure we'll ever go again," answered Kate.

"What! Why not?" exclaimed James.

"A friend told me yesterday that there were rumors spreading about you and me," Kate answered. "We had only been there twice since the rumor started and now it's just too embarrassing."

"You mean, people are talking about you fucking your son in the same way they're talking about people watching others fuck at those parties? Like it might be true?" asked James.

"That's exactly what I mean," Kate replied. "Your father thinks that it's funny."

"How does he know about these parties?" asked James.

"He's never been able to go," replied Kate. "Most people at the club who go believe that they don't need sex outside of marriage as long as their wife is willing when they want sex. And some feel guilty if they don't do their 'duty.'"

"That's why they let Lori go," James concluded.

"I think so," Kate agreed. "We were never happy with their attitude but they couldn't be made to change. Until we found these parties."

"I can see why you wouldn't invite dad," said James. "And we know why Lori has such an open approach to sexual activity. We're a strange family."

"In many ways," admitted Kate. "But your sister doesn't have the natural talent you appear to possess. Now she does have experience."

"You're just trying to make me feel good," said James.

"Why should I? You do that by yourself," said Kate.

James' face flushed red. Kate touched his hand. "Not now, not again."

"But I want to," confessed James.

"I won't stop you if you wish but it's not necessary," reassured Kate. "It's more fun if you wait and join me in my bed tonight."

"Where dad won't be," commented James.

"You know about our relationship?" Kate asked.

"Mom, I live here," explained James. "My bedroom is next to yours and Lori's is across the hall. Neither one of us has a door. Sometimes we heard more than either of us wanted or needed to hear."

"Lori knows too?" Kate asked.

"Of course, we both know what to expect from dad," confirmed James.

"And how do you feel about that?" Kate asked.

James paused for a few seconds, reflecting on Kate's question. "I think I should feel jealous or possessive but I don't."

"It would be different if I were your father and Lori were sleeping around," added Kate.

"And I have no idea when it started," replied James.

"It might be better if you never find out," suggested Kate. "The important thing is that it doesn't interfere with your relationship with each other."

"It shouldn't as long as we keep it quiet," agreed James.

"Which means you don't say anything to JC or any others," confirmed Kate.

"What about Lori? Should I say something about it?" asked James.

"Only if she asks," mom said. "Otherwise, just be happy with what we've become for each other."

"I'm always happy being with my beautiful mother," smiled James.

"Flattery will get you everywhere," purred Kate. "Now please get back to what you were doing before I die from anticipation and need."

"Anything my beloved mother desires," agreed James. "But maybe something more comfortable for us both." He knelt between Kate's spread legs and pushed the hem of her gown toward her breasts. As soon as she realized what he wanted to do, she pulled her nightgown up over her head and tossed it on the floor. "This is so much better," commented James. He put his hand on her abdomen, just below her navel. Kate put her hand on top of his and their fingers interlocked. Her other hand wandered to her nipple and tugged at it. James watched.

Her nipples are bigger than Lori's thought James as his index finger slid along the opening between Kate's labia. Kate groaned in disappointment. She knew what she wanted and James' tease wasn't it. Instead of sliding his finger further into her vagina, he spread it apart so it rested against both sides of her clit. Using two fingers, he began to pull gently on the folds covering her clit and massage the sides of it. With each movement, he pressed it between the tips of his two fingers. He could see Kate's clit beginning to swell. When he felt it swelling, he moved his two fingers down further to where her clitoris retracted to form an incomplete vestibule. By the time his fingers reached the tip of her vaginal opening, she was squirming, pushing against his fingers, begging him not stop but take it further.

Her clit fully exposed, he bent his head low, flicked his tongue across the shaft of her clit and then closed his lips around it and sucked hard. Kate screamed again, bucking her hips off the bed. As soon as her hips touched the bed, James repeated his assault on her clitoris. Kate lifted herself off the bed again. The third time when Kate came down on the bed, James released his suction on her clit and buried two fingers deeply into her vagina. At the same time, he slid his other hand from under hers on her abdomen, under her left buttock, and up toward her anus until the side of his palm touched her anal area. Kate's entire body went rigid, her orgasm starting at the core of her being and spreading outward to every muscle in her body. James felt the tremors within her vagina and he continued to hold his fingers inside of her. He licked her clit rapidly which intensified her orgasm as she arched upward one more time and collapsed back onto the bed.

Kate lay still, trying to catch her breath and return to some semblance of normalcy. After a minute, she said to James, "You're pretty good at that. Have you had a lot of practice?"

"Mostly Lori," answered James. "She loved what I could do to her with my tongue and taught me everything else."

"What else did she teach you?" Kate asked innocently.

James laughed and responded, "Lori's an active girl. You know the answer to that question."

"Can I ask a favor? Kate asked tentatively. "It would mean a lot to me."

"Ask away," encouraged James.

"I have my reasons for asking and if you don't agree with them, I'll understand and won't mention it again. However, will you refrain from mentioning my name during intimate moments like these?"

"If you wish, I promise. However, you need to realize that there may be times when using your name is more appropriate and natural than being circumspect," he informed her.

"I accept," Kate said without hesitation. "Let's get back to business," she reminded him with a sly smile.

Kate's reaction to James' oral attack told him she hadn't had a lot of practice at being orally satisfied. "Has dad been neglecting you?"

"For as long as I can remember," Kate sighed.

"Doesn't he go down on you?" James asked curiously.

"When we were young and newly married, he did it routinely," Kate recalled. "He still tries occasionally but rarely with any success. As we aged, sex was about him, not me."

James bent back down between Kate's legs. He took another look at Kate's genitals before he began kissing her outer labia, nibbling the upper folds of her labia. With his right thumb he separated her labia and probed her inner labia with the tip of his tongue.

Kate let out another moan. She put her hand in James' hair and guided his mouth. James sucked in the lower labia of one side of Kate's pussy and then repeated his attention to the other side. He used a finger of one hand to separate Kate's inner folds while he slowly inserted his middle finger into her vagina. Then he withdrew his finger and spread her juices on her clitoris. Again and again, he thrust his finger into her vagina. Soon his mouth replaced his finger and his tongue lapped at the juices inside her vagina.

Kate couldn't remain passive as James drove her higher and higher toward orgasm. She had three orgasms since she became sexually active in her mid-teens and none of those experiences came close to the feelings she was experiencing now. The pressure inside her groin built up rapidly and she couldn't hold back the rising tide of her release. She thrust her hips hard against James' face and cried out loudly as her orgasm hit her full force. She shook uncontrollably with convulsions rocking her from head to toes. It was like nothing she'd experienced before.

James held Kate's pussy tight against his face, lapping her juices and savoring their flavor. Kate's body continued to spasm uncontrollably and then she fell limp, completely exhausted from the exertion. When her hand dropped from his hair and landed with a 'thump,' James stood up and looked down at Kate. She appeared to be sleeping but when he spoke she replied. "Can you help me up? I think we should get dressed and go look for someplace to eat breakfast."

The next week followed much the same pattern as Sunday morning. In fact, it followed the same pattern every day that week. After dinner, Kate retired to her room and James followed a half hour later. For the rest of the week, they were each satisfied by the other with each orgasm more powerful than the one before. It became so predictable, dad commented that "your mom must be tired," while he went to bed.

At some point during the week, Kate and James agreed they needed to move the relationship along before dad became suspicious about where they went or what they did.

"James, is there someplace we can go to be together without worrying about getting caught?" asked Kate.

"Not in our house and not Lori's place either," suggested James.

"What about my car or yours?" Kate asked.

"Mom," James objected, "That would be impossible. We'd stand out like two deer at high noon on a two-lane country road."

"We need to go away somewhere for a night or two," concluded Kate.

"I think you're right, mom. But it won't be easy," acknowledged James.

Kate was silent for a few minutes before suggesting, "How about next weekend? We'll use dad's club card at the hotel in New Hampshire near our cottage. I'm sure we can find some way to justify it."

"What about JC's birthday party on Saturday night?" James asked.

"If it wasn't the end of summer, maybe Lori would host," Kate speculated. "She's already moved in with Paul so there should be enough room for us as well."

"Not if they are trying to spend an intimate weekend together," pointed out James.

Kate didn't hear James' comment or chose to ignore it. Instead, she continued speaking as if it wasn't necessary to respond to his question. "We don't want to invite too many people," she suggested. "And, given that it is a farewell party for you and JC before you go off to college, we may not need any food other than ice cream cake for dessert."

"A goodbye party makes sense but what excuse will I give mom and dad?" James asked. "I think Lori deserves to be present but Paul is sure to cause problems with his attitude toward me."

"He will have to accept the idea that the only reason Lori has remained interested in him is because you made him jealous and, with your going away, he's been afraid to do anything more than kiss her. Lori is smart enough to make him behave while they're at the party. He wouldn't dare do anything else and she'll make sure he knows that," advised Kate.

"You've already thought about this, haven't you?" commented James.

"It's obvious Lori misses being here every night and she won't have anyone there when you are gone so I'll arrange with her to meet her every Saturday afternoon until the party," disclosed Kate. "That way she can get some things from her room for the party and I can help her organize her plan to handle Paul and keep Lori informed of how the planning is progressing. She can call JC and make arrangements with him. Do you think that might be an acceptable solution?"

"I'd trust Lori to take care of both those areas. If she thinks you're involved in helping her, that may be even better," said James.

The two weeks prior to James' departure for college passed very quickly. He managed to spend several nights each week in his mother's bed with several Saturday afternoons being devoted to sexual adventures involving his mother, sister, or both. He also managed to maintain a regular schedule with JC and spent several Wednesday nights in his dormitory room as part of his orientation to his new residence. His roommate, who had spent the previous semester abroad, was still not in residence. JC, however, made no secret about his living in a single room without a roommate.

The Saturday night of JC's birthday party started as planned. Most attendees brought their own booze and shared generously during the early part of the evening. About eight-thirty, Kate took James aside and announced, "It's time for your presents." She pushed him into the bedroom normally occupied by Lori and James closed the door. When he turned around, Lori was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. James' eyes opened wide when he saw her. She was breathtakingly beautiful. He rushed forward and grabbed her, lifting her off her feet and kissing her deeply while rubbing his hard erection against her.

Lori disengaged from his embrace. "JC has seen this routine many times but mom wanted to surprise you. Do you like her idea?"

"You can't believe how much I like it!" exclaimed James.

"Then let's start by getting you naked," she said as she quickly peeled off his shirt and trousers. When he stood before her naked, she knelt at his feet and grasped his erection in her hand. "This is the best present mom could give us," she said as she engulfed his erection with her mouth. She moved back and forth a half-dozen times, licked down the length of his penis, took one of his testicles in her mouth and gently sucked it before repeating the procedure on its twin.

James stood transfixed as Lori manipulated him sexually. While doing so, she explained, "Mom and dad are still in the playroom having drinks before dinner. We have maybe thirty or forty minutes before they call us for dinner." Then she put her hand around the base of his erection, held his cock at a ninety degree angle to the floor and deep throated him.

James groaned when his penis disappeared into her throat and again when she backed off to the tip while swirling her tongue around it. Before he could regain control, his mother, his sister, and his penis became locked in a timeless sexual trance. After about two minutes of this torture, James moaned loudly, his legs quivered and he felt a massive orgasm racing through his testicles into his groin and then erupting in long jets of sperm into his sister's throat.

When he stopped pumping cum, Lori removed her mouth from his erection and smiled at him. "I needed that. Now you need to get dressed before dad wonders why you're not downstairs." She kissed him quickly and rushed out of his room and toward the bathroom she shared with their parents' bedroom.

Twenty minutes later, James was in the great room, drinking beer with their father and listening to dad's version of golf at their club. They had started setting the table for dinner when Kate announced dinner was ready. James went into the kitchen and found the casserole dishes on the counter next to the stove. Each dish contained half of one of the many beef and vegetable combinations she prepared before the weekend started. One held pot roast and carrots; another beef stew; another sliced steak with sautéed mushrooms and onions; another pork chops cooked in wine.

They each carried several casserole dishes to the dining room table and placed them along with spoons in bowls of potatoes, rice, pasta, and vegetables that James put out earlier. It took two trips from each of them to put all the food on the table. Everyone brought their own plates into the kitchen where they loaded their plates with the dishes of food from the dining room table and glasses of juice, wine or beer and sat at the family table.

James took a large portion of pot roast, a scoop of potatoes, steamed broccoli and an empty bowl. While he helped himself, he explained how he used a similar method as his mother did but without as much organization and structure. Then he returned to the kitchen and ladled three small bowls of gravy: one filled with brown gravy, one filled with white gravy and the third filled with rich, red meat juices, overrode with the brown and white gravies. As he was leaving the kitchen, Lori called. After talking with her briefly about nothing important, he excused himself to his bedroom. Kate and his dad shared a look that showed some concern but both said nothing.

An hour later, Kate tapped gently on James' door. "Go away," James said softly.

"It's just me," Kate insisted. She turned the knob, opened the door and peeked inside. James was lying in the bed, partially covered by his sheet. The back of his hand rested on the top of the sheet at his waist. "May I come in?" she asked.

"This isn't really a good time," answered James.

"Can it be a good time?" Kate asked.

James shook his head in frustration. "Sure mom, come on in," he answered, giving in to her request.

Kate slipped into his room and quietly closed the door behind her. "Is everything all right?" she queried.

"Just great," answered James. "How could I be upset watching these girls doing what they're doing?"

Kate peered over his shoulder and saw an image of four naked young women, three dark-haired and one blonde, on their backs with their knees bent, lying abreast each other. There were six cocks being tended to by those women and three more cocks standing upright unattended. Another video streamed similar activity but from another angle on the bed and still a third angle streaming live video. "I thought I recognized my niece on one of them," she commented.

"Yes," confirmed James, "and the blonde is your cousin's daughter." He turned to look at Kate. "I think this is why I couldn't finish earlier." He adjusted his erection in his shorts for comfort before pointing to one of the screens. "That guy over there just got back from visiting his folks."

"Why is it so important?" wondered Kate.

"Because that's JC, my friend who comes with me to play in the band," explained James. "He's having sex with what looks like three sisters."

"It sure looks like that," confirmed Kate.

They spent the next thirty minutes watching as JC rotated women through the orgy on the bed.

"So that's JC," marveled Kate. "Not too hard on the eyes. A lot of potential here."

James gave Kate an inquisitive glance.

"We've already made love twice," Kate explained. "There's nothing else to hide. And we may be able to do more tonight if you're up to it." She leaned over and gave him a big hug and a kiss.

A short while later, there was a knock on Lori's door. "Come in," said Lori.

The door opened and JC walked into Lori's room. "I'm JC," he introduced himself. "I think this may be the first time we met properly since you got here last week."

Lori put out her hand. "Good to meet you, finally," she smiled. "So now I know who the naked man in your bedroom last night was," she teased.

"What can I say?" laughed JC. "I can't help myself when presented with gorgeous women like those four sisters."

"Who were they, by the way?" Lori asked.

"I think you were with one of the girls when you arrived at my room," said JC. "They are sisters to the young woman that James and I entertained for a day earlier this summer. As part of my payment for entertaining their sister, I have an open invitation to enjoy their company any time I want."

"Sounds like a sweet arrangement," admired Lori.

"It is for now," agreed JC.

"Are they still here? Is your girlfriend here too? Should I be offended that she's not here with you this afternoon?" questioned Lori.

"My friend left last week with her baby daddy," JC explained. "The sisters left to spend Labor Day weekend with their parents but are returning next Saturday. I'll see them next Sunday."

"Where's baby daddy going to be while you're enjoying yourself with his baby mama?" inquired Lori.

"I really don't care," grinned JC.

"So there's an open invitation from the sisters for you to play anytime you're available? And they are willing to accommodate me if you bring me along? That is one special arrangement," commented Lori.

"The other girls have seen your pictures on my wall," explained JC. "It took a little effort to get them to agree to a third party."

"But I wasn't in any of those photos," objected Lori.

"Your image came out with another photograph taken at the same time," informed JC.

"So do you think you could take advantage of this opportunity tonight?" Lori asked.

"With enough effort and encouragement, it would probably work out for both of us," smiled JC.

"And when their sister gets back Sunday night, how about that situation?" Lori inquired.

"I think that may depend on you too," suggested JC.

"What? Do you think she will just naturally accept that I'm involved? That she would welcome my presence?" Lori objected. "Isn't that asking for something that is difficult for some women to accept?"

"Well, they will have to adjust to your presence if they want to keep seeing me," JC explained.

"Why would they want to do that?" Lori inquired.

"Maybe not so much because they like me but maybe because of the situation," JC reasoned.

"And what makes you believe they might adjust if I am with you?" Lori asked again.

"You're sexy. They know I like having sex with you and they would assume that any woman who spends time with me has to be a little like you," answered JC.

Lori laughed. "Oh, you mean an easy slut," she accused him.

"That wasn't exactly what I had in mind when I chose 'a little like you,'" JC defended his response.

"They know that we've had sex," Lori explained. "It shouldn't be difficult for them to understand that I like you enough to keep doing it."

"So how about tonight?" JC inquired.

"No chance, Romeo," denied Lori. "My man just got back yesterday and I need a couple days of getting reacquainted and reminding him why he should stick around."

"But after that?" JC persisted.

"After that we'll see. I still don't think my sister will approve even if their whole goal is to make sure you have plenty of women to play with when your little friend gets too busy with work. I really do have to find time for him," she said with finality.

JC had met up with Lori at her apartment to discuss a possible outing on Friday evening with his sisters. They sat comfortably on Lori's couch and chatted. She wore snug, denim cutoffs, sneakers, and a tight-fitting, low-cut top leaving an ample expanse of skin visible around her midriff. JC was dressed more casually. They shared a glass of wine and eventually moved closer together on the couch as they talked and enjoyed each other's company.

Eventually, Lori shifted her body until she faced JC. With their bodies touching, she kissed him. It was a lingering, meaningful kiss from which neither wanted to break away. While kissing, Lori maneuvered until she straddled JC's legs, their groins touching, their breasts brushing together lightly. Eventually, the urgency in her kiss diminished until she drew away.

"Do you like?" Lori asked.

"Like?" answered JC confused by her question. "Like? Yes. Do you mean your lips or your breasts pushing against me or your..." He couldn't say the final word.

"Yes," answered Lori.

"You feel incredible," replied JC. He had to take a drink before he said, "I think you're very sexy and desirable."

"Just don't go looking for it too often," warned Lori. "And please help me get these off."

Jc unbuttoned Lori's shorts, lowered the zipper, and slid them off her hips. They slid easily to the floor. Lori stepped out of the shorts and pulled her t-shirt off over her head. Standing in front of Jc naked except for tiny briefs, she took both his hands and brought them up to her breasts. As he fondled her breasts, she kissed him passionately. She was breathing heavily and grinding against him. "My turn," she whispered as she knelt at his feet and unfastened his jeans.

Lori had seen Jc's erection through his jeans earlier but had never really touched it intimately or with her bare hands. When it fell free, she stared at it for several seconds. It was much longer and thicker than her husband's. She reached out her hand to grab it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. It filled her hand and then some. She could barely grasp it in her tiny fist. Lori began to slide her fist up and down Jc's penis watching the skin move in rhythm with her movement. Jc moaned in reaction to her manipulations.

Lori moved her thumb to the head of Jc's erection and swabbed around the opening in his foreskin, causing him to groan softly again. "That feels great, babe," Jc exclaimed.

Lori leaned forward and licked her lips. She swirled her tongue on the tip of his penis before lowering her mouth onto his manhood. As she lowered her head, taking more and more of his penis into her mouth, she used one hand to stroke his shaft in concert with the movements of her head. In no time, Lori realized that she couldn't take him fully into her mouth and began using her free hand to stimulate him where her mouth couldn't reach.

JC pushed slightly on Lori's shoulder, urging her to lie back. Her legs were wide open as if inviting JC in. "Now is my turn," he told her. "Your body deserves the best I can give."

He slid down next to her, kissed her lips and ran his hand across her chest. He cupped one of her small breasts and took the nipple in his mouth, nipping it gently between his teeth. At first, she squirmed at this touch but when he let go of her breast and his hand slipped below her waistline, she stopped squirming. Instead, she began to rock her hips rhythmically, moaning louder and louder. "It feels so good," she whimpered, closing her eyes. She reached around his shoulders and dug her fingers into his skin as if she was afraid she might fly away.

JC rubbed her slit, which was already soaked, then pressed two fingers firmly into her opening and found the right spot inside her pussy. A moment later, he pushed a third finger inside her, thrusting them all deeper. As her orgasm approached, he pushed them deep inside her again and then hooked them to the side to massage her G-spot directly. The combination of JC's fingers pushing inside her and stroking her pleasure center was too much for her and she began to wail with intense satisfaction.

"That's my girl," murmured Jc. Lori shuddered against him. After she relaxed for a few minutes, JC slowly pulled his fingers from inside her pussy and smiled.

Lori rolled on top of him and kissed him fiercely. When their kiss ended, Jc asked, "So, how about a late lunch?"

"Let me make you feel as good as you made me feel," she whispered.

Jc groaned. His erection was like a rock and very, very ready. "What have you got in mind, Lori? Because you can do anything you want."

Lori didn't answer, but quickly moved to position herself over Jc's cock. Then she lowered her pussy down until he was completely buried inside her warm wetness. A soft moan escaped from deep in Lori's throat, which sent Jc wild with excitement and desire. He could feel Lori's hot pussy contracting around his erect cock as if she wanted him deeper inside her. Lori placed her hands on his shoulders to keep balance and started thrusting her hips up and down faster and harder against his cock. She let out another long moan. "So big... God, I love your big dick inside of me..." she panted.

"I know baby, just keep fucking me." With that, Jc grabbed her ass and thrusted hard, feeling the friction of his shaft rubbing against her smooth silky walls. He felt a slight twinge at the back of his head, which he tried to ignore; knowing what would come next. Soon, Lori cried out as an orgasm took control of her whole body.

"Ugh!" The sudden spasm was almost too much for him to take and his body shuddered while he felt Lori's muscles convulse uncontrollably against his cock, sending it deeper inside of her.

"Mmh! Your turn, James." When he saw his own release nearing, James couldn't hold it any longer. He grunted and exploded inside his sister with more cum then he had ever produced before. Jc pulled out of Lori's slick pussy and collapsed on the bed with her beside him.

"I don't know how I lived so many years without ever having sex before," said Lori softly. "Every time is better than the last one. Do you feel the same way about us, JC?" She stared at his eyes, hoping he'd say yes.

"Every moment that you're with me is pure heaven, Lori." That sounded romantic enough but it wasn't really an answer and JC knew it. He sighed inwardly as he thought back to what had happened in his life over the past four weeks or so since he had met Lori, knowing she was going to keep asking until she heard a straight answer from him.

It had started off innocently enough, a harmless flirtation and teasing when they ran into each other around town and sometimes, at their favourite club, Saturday nights. Then it turned into something more intense when Lori began to stalk him after he made the mistake of letting it slip out during one of their random chats that he had a thing for blondes. But even then, he hadn't imagined he would end up sharing a bed with his best friend's sister, whom he'd known since she was a young teenager. It didn't stop there either. Within just days, Lori had become an addiction; her presence alone became too much for JC to handle. He wanted to be around her every second of every day. And every time they slept together was the best night of his entire life. They were practically inseparable.

And now there she was, sitting on the bed, naked and looking gorgeous as always with the white duvet partially covering her slim form, holding the phone with her delicate hand, her green eyes boring into his mind as she waited for a proper reply. "Yes, it does feel good," he confessed. He meant every word he had told her, and he was hoping that if he sounded serious enough about this, maybe she wouldn't push it any further and leave him alone because honestly, he didn't want to admit it aloud. There was no denying his feelings for Lori; he was hopelessly in love with her. Yet, he was still unwilling to give in and tell her just how much she really meant to him. "In fact..." JC smiled as he let the sentence trail off unfinished, reaching out and pulling her into his arms instead.

The phone fell from her hands onto the thick rug by the foot of their bed. "JC!" Lori screamed with laughter as JC tackled her to the mattress and pressed a kiss to the side of her jaw before trailing kisses down her neck towards her bare shoulders. They shifted position until she was flat on her back beneath him and he hovered above her. "It was amazing! More than I ever hoped," said Lori in reference to JC's previous response to her question regarding how he felt being with her for the first time. He knew better than to try to hide his feelings from her—she would have known right away whether or not he was serious and lying to her was the worst thing he could ever do to her. Not only did she deserve better than that from him, but he also valued and cherished his friendship with Lori more than anything else he had and he certainly wasn't about to go and throw it all away over something like this.

He pulled the duvet all the way down, exposing her naked body fully and ran his finger lightly up one of her smooth long legs before cupping her breasts in his hands as he lowered his head to kiss each breast tenderly. She held him close against her, feeling his hard chest pressing down on her own soft breasts and ran her fingers through his hair, loving every single moment she got to spend in the arms of her wonderful boyfriend. A few minutes later, JC sat back on his heels as he pulled her onto his lap. His gaze drifted over her exposed flesh appreciatively—he loved Lori's perfect skin, creamy soft and so warm to the touch. She was absolutely beautiful. Her cheeks were flushed with pink, a blush that ran from her face right down to the top of her rounded breasts where he had left little love bites along her skin, the pale red marks accentuating the swell of her breasts beautifully. He wrapped his arm around her waist, supporting her weight easily.

Their eyes met as JC slowly lowered her body until she was fully seated on his hard erection. She closed her eyes tightly, holding back a gasp at the pleasurable fullness inside of her. He was big and it was difficult to adjust to his size whenever they made love, even after all of these years they had been together. She tightened her hold around his neck, trying to relax her muscles as she adjusted to him. She took deep breaths as JC kissed and caressed her bare skin affectionately. It didn't take long until she began rocking herself on him slowly, enjoying every single sensation as her muscles slowly relaxed until she felt no pain anymore but just pleasure.

As Lori settled into her comfortable rhythm, he slid his hands down her bare thighs. He loved her slender yet curvy body and there was no other woman more gorgeous than her, not for him anyway. He loved watching her beautiful features as she rode on top of him, taking what she needed and wanted from him. Their gazes held for a long moment before Lori broke the contact and threw back her head as she arched her back, her breasts pushing out with her hardened nipples teasing him. A light film of sweat appeared on her creamy skin and he thought that nothing could be hotter than seeing this woman he loved enjoying the pleasures he gave her. JC squeezed her plump buttocks and pressed her harder down against his pelvis. At first he thought his rough movements would have made her uncomfortable but as her gasps turned into small moans, he kept increasing their pace until she buried her face in the crook of his neck to muffle the sounds. She held tightly onto him and wrapped her long legs around him, allowing him to push himself deeper into her. As the first trembles of her orgasm washed over her, he moved her onto her back in the soft cushions.

She clung to his shoulders and hooked her legs around his hips as JC continued to thrust himself deeper into her body. He held himself still above her as her body arched from another wave of orgasm. She pulled him down for a deep kiss before pulling away and saying, 'Keep going.'

When they finished, they collapsed beside one another on the sofa in James' house. After she regained her breath, she smiled at him and said, "Good afternoon."

JC leaned forward and kissed her cheek, then the corner of her mouth, and finally her lips before pulling away to whisper, "I love you, baby,".

"And I love you too," she replied softly with a smile. She snuggled close to him and they stayed in their loving embrace while they enjoyed each other's company until her phone rang and she had to return home.

Kate was so wet that her juice trickled down the insides of her thighs and onto her bed sheet. He could smell her feminine scent, making his desire for her stronger. It has been two weeks since she last masturbated as a result of Lori being away with her boyfriend. And that one time didn't really help her get through this long and sexually frustrating day.

Her sex drive was like clockwork, always waking her up around this time of night, craving for release. Kate slipped her right hand inside her underwear and started rubbing her clit furiously while thinking about JC. His touch, his kiss, his cock... The moment she heard his voice when they met the first time, she knew she wanted him, and ever since then, all she wanted was to be wrapped in his strong arms. His dark eyes had been haunting her every dream and thought the past few weeks. But tonight was different because it wasn't only an erotic dream. JC was here and they were both real.

She was moaning softly at first but became louder and faster as the pace of her fingers increased. Her nipples hardened under her thin t-shirt, sensitive against the soft fabric covering her pillow.

Suddenly, JC sat up and watched her, making her blush. She turned toward him as much as the wall next to her bed allowed her to without pulling out her hand and let her eyes wander on his toned body. His muscular shoulders, his firm chest covered in beautiful curly hair, his narrow waist... And what she saw below it was even more spectacular. With the corner of her eyes, Kate noticed his hardness rising and pulsating gently as he enjoyed the sight of her masturbation. His manhood was gorgeous, thick and long enough to make her quiver from just imagining how he would feel inside of her, how it would fill her completely.

"Damn," Kate groaned frustrated when an orgasm evaded her reach and she slowed down, feeling exhausted and defeated. It was no use. She sighed deeply. What she needed was sex. Raw, good sex. With the right amount of passion, gentleness, tenderness and a big, nice dick...

She looked at JC again and wondered what his thoughts were when her eyes drifted downwards. His member wasn't hard anymore but she could easily make out its outline through his sweatpants, still impressive.

"How come you aren't with someone?" Kate asked. "A guy like you... Don't girls run after you? Or are you married? Do I have to feel sorry for her, letting her boyfriend flirt with her best friend instead of spending time with her?"

He chuckled softly as if this question amused him before he gave her an honest reply. "No, I'm single. Actually, I was already engaged last year but... things just didn't work out." He paused for a moment but then decided to share his story with her. "She found out that she actually couldn't deal with my family issues, which I didn't know about myself yet at this point, so yeah... let's just say I'm done with relationships."

Kate's heart made an almost painfully strong beat in her chest at his words. This sounded so much like herself back in the day when she met his father and learned the truth about his family too early. Only that James was talking about some girl who obviously broke off their engagement while Kate had left Michael years ago. She never wanted to admit it but there had been moments, especially after their son was born, that she'd been tempted to try again and get their marriage working again.

Not because she had felt obligated to do so or anything but because she still loved Michael somehow. She was a firm believer of the philosophy that love is blind and once you are in love, really in love, there's nothing you wouldn't be able to do. But she had come to realize that she simply wasn't ready to fight for this relationship anymore. The more she tried to convince herself that maybe it was going to work out one day, the more obvious it got how wrong she actually was. After meeting JC she knew for sure that nothing would make her go back to Michael.

"Wow", she finally managed to reply with a lump in her throat. "That's pretty rough stuff, I don't even know what to say right now, honestly."

JC shook his head, his gaze fixed on a loose thread on his comforter. He sighed deeply and shrugged his shoulders before giving her an almost shy glance. "It happens. There isn't really anything anyone could have said that would make me feel any better, so don't worry about it."

As Kate moved away from him slowly, sitting up on the edge of the bed with her back turned towards him, JC started feeling nervous, as if all of the sudden the atmosphere around him had changed somehow, like maybe this really was just a stupid idea after all. What was he thinking? This wouldn't help anyone, let alone him. Just why did he decide to tell her, anyway? It certainly wasn't one of those things you felt the urge to share with everyone, no matter who they were. He'd never told any of his friends or classmates about what he suspected his parents to be doing behind closed doors every time he happened to have sex in his bedroom, not more than two walls away from theirs. No matter how badly he'd wished he could have been a part of something similar; he simply just couldn't have made himself mention it. So why on earth did he start talking to Kate, of all people, about it then?

"No. No, I mean- yes," she answered quickly. "I suppose I didn't really know what to say... or if there was even anything appropriate for me to say at all."

James' heart started pounding like mad as he waited for her next move. He could hardly stand all the suspense until finally he heard the rustle of clothing behind him when his mom got out of bed, her soft footsteps coming closer to him. And suddenly there she was again, standing right beside him. A quick glance up told him she wasn't wearing her robe anymore, but a different piece of clothing altogether that seemed to cover much less than the sexy nightgown from earlier.

Without taking another look, he kept staring at the wall opposite him and waited in anticipation for whatever it was she planned on doing. However, instead of touching him again she sat down right next to him and cleared her throat before starting to talk in the gentlest voice he had ever heard.

"Listen... James," she said softly, obviously searching for words herself. "First off, thank you so much for telling me this story. I know it must be very hard to talk about this, even for yourself. As hard as I understand this must have been for you... I do think you're wrong. I don't mean to belittle what happened to you by any means, but..." she paused, then took a deep breath. "What's going on between your parents has nothing to do with their love for you. And you shouldn't doubt that one second. If anything, that was the first thing you should have noticed since the beginning: Their love for each other."

He looked at her, almost in disbelief, which only encouraged her to go on.

"When you watch your father... when you see him making love to your mom, all you can feel is the heat of their passion burning you inside, right? They never noticed you because they were too caught up in each other. Because their passion just keeps growing bigger every day, like an uncontrollable wildfire, and they just cannot stop anymore."

Her hand found its way around his neck, gently forcing him to look into her eyes again, where she could finally see tears starting to well up.

"It must feel like a nightmare for you, watching people you loved having sex together while knowing deep inside that you should be there as well. That's how it feels every time I'm about to make love to your father. The only difference is that he doesn't even think about anything else."

They both stared at each other for a while before James finally let out a long, exhausted sigh.

"It's good that I never tried to stop you from watching," she said. "That would have made you feel even worse."

"What do you mean?" he asked, turning back to look at her.

"There were days when we would've noticed if you were hiding in some corner, trust me. There weren't just nights where we decided to fuck on some couch or bedroom floor and forgot everything else around us." She smiled, stroking his arm a little, which almost made him smile back at her. "One night in particular, I don't know exactly when, but it was one of those evenings in late November... It was pretty late... Maybe you were already in bed... But anyways, your dad suddenly just came to me while I was doing stuff in the kitchen. He had a little bit of wine on him, as he does every once in a while."

"I took out his dick," she continued. "But I told him I didn't have time to do anything before falling asleep. So we decided to take the party outside. You should have seen us, running naked through our garden." She laughed and this time, James couldn't resist laughing either, despite being shocked hearing his mother talking about these things. "When we went inside again, there was a point where he started touching my tits and then..." She stopped for a second.

"And what?" James asked. "Come on, tell me."

"Your dad started talking to me like he was the fucking sex god. Like he'd discovered something magical." She let out a snort, covering her mouth with her hand, probably so she could stop herself from continuing to laugh. "He wanted me to go to town on him but I told him 'Not so fast,' because he owed me more than just that after everything he had done last night. So he made me come two times, first with his finger and then his dick." She looked at James as she said that. Her eyes met his and James immediately averted his gaze.

The thought of his father going down on her and penetrating her vagina had left him completely bewildered and stunned. But what made his mom's words even worse was the image they created in his head: images of her squirming around on the same bed she was sitting on right now, and moaning under his dad's touch...

He couldn't stop himself. He grabbed the pillow lying next to him and placed it in his lap, pressing it against his crotch, trying to cover up his growing bulge.

His mom smiled again, staring at the obvious bulge for a moment, before looking away from James once again and back down at the screen. Her voice had dropped down an octave, but it sounded like she was speaking much faster now, getting closer to the end of her story.

"But I guess this is where the most exciting part happens. One night after one of my brother's and my performances, a wealthy older man who attended our performance asked if we would be interested in traveling to some of the other states where he also owned property, to perform there."

The man was apparently loaded with money and very handsome. He knew about performing arts, especially music, since he too was a talented violinist. He owned many properties throughout the country, including a mansion, and apparently wanted my brother and me to live in the mansion for as long as we stayed employed by him."

My mother was reluctant to let us go, but with enough begging on our part, she agreed, saying we had to promise that we'd write every week and come home after a few months, whenever they needed us."

"So me and my brother packed some bags with the essentials and left with our new employer the next day. The trip was pretty uneventful though, until we arrived to the mansion, when our employer revealed his 'wishes'..."

James and Kate were enjoying each other mutually when their father burst through the doorway of James' bedroom.

"What the fuck is going on here?!" he cried out angrily.

James immediately jumped back from his mother, startled and scared, unsure of what to do now, still naked and obviously erect. But Kate, on the other hand, didn't even flinch; completely in control of herself, despite how vulnerable she looked lying on her son's bed with her legs spread wide and totally nude.

It took her a moment to gather herself together. Then she slowly started putting on her clothes while talking to him calmly as if this was perfectly normal: "Oh, hi sweetie. It's nice to see you too. How are you?"

She finished getting dressed before answering his question, giving it as much thought as possible.

"Well, this is exactly what it looks like, honey. I know this might be difficult to accept..." Her tone remained friendly and warm - almost soothing - as she talked about her betrayal with her son standing there, gaping at her. She had no qualms about admitting that the reason why James had walked in on his mother getting eaten-out by another man was that they both needed it badly; they wanted each other so desperately that they had risked public exposure just to be together again. Even now, the very sight of him made her mouth water and pussy drip. She told him that the whole affair was her idea and that if he decided to leave, he shouldn't hold it against John - his stepdad. But she admitted that she wished he would stay for more. And that she wanted to do it to him as well; suck him off until he came deep into her throat. That, she promised, she'd do whenever and however many times he liked, as long as they were both careful not to get caught.

He continued to stare at his mother and she looked back at him with complete self-confidence. Finally, she couldn't take the tension anymore and she sighed.

"Sweetie? I understand this is a lot to ask but I need an answer."

James finally blinked and shook his head slightly as if to clear his thoughts. "Why?" he asked. "I can't imagine any other woman having even half of your charms and grace," he confessed.

Kate smiled broadly, reached out, and brushed James' cheek tenderly with her palm. "Flattery will get you everywhere," she said. "Do it again."

Still looking straight into her eyes, he lowered himself back down between her legs. "And now you have both hands free," she noted, guiding one of his wrists with a light touch, leading it up over the slope of her hip until it rested on the mound of her pussy, the thumb just touching her soft lips, which were plump with desire, already slick with arousal. She moved the other to her chest, sliding it up underneath the folds of her robe until the fingertips were just brushing the taut nipple. Her robe had fallen open during their interlude but James hadn't noticed in his eagerness to explore her body with his fingers.

He ran his hand through her moistened pussy lips.

"Mm-mmm, baby," she purred. "That's right, don't stop now, you've made me so horny. Please let me cum..." Kate was already building to orgasm quickly under James' practiced manipulations; the fact that it had been more than half a year since she'd been pleasured by anything other than her husband, or her own fingers, certainly contributed, but James seemed to instinctively know what drove her wild, exactly how to tease her body until she couldn't think about anything beyond release...

Kate writhed upon the sheets as her son pleasured her, his tongue swirling around her erect clit, while one hand played with her breasts through the soft material of her dressing gown, tweaking her nipples into painful hardness, his other hand running along her thigh...and then Kate was pushing her pelvis against him as James inserted two fingers into his mother's pussy. She cried out for god and James felt her climax starting, her body stiffening, her breath catching...and her inner muscles were squeezing his fingers tightly.

Moments later, James had released her clitoris from his lips, removing his fingers from deep inside her. James smiled to himself as he watched his mother lie panting on the bed, naked and spent, her dressing gown tangled around her body. She was flushed and sweating, the scent of her arousal filling his nostrils. And yet still she looked stunningly beautiful, a small smile of bliss upon her face, the curve of her hip just begging to be squeezed, her dark pubic mound covered with a light sheen of sweat...

James could feel his cock twitching slightly as precum dripped from the tip, smearing across the insides of his boxers; he ached to get rid of his shorts and bury himself deeply within her womanly folds. But he couldn't. It took all of his willpower to keep from just mounting his own mother right there. No! he told himself. She is still my mother...but even the thought made him hesitate; why did that make it less wrong? After all, it hadn't been more than five minutes since she'd swallowed his cum...

Forcing the thoughts aside, James moved away from where he sat on the bed. He grabbed hold of one side of the nightgown and pulled it over her feet, leaving Kate completely naked. His eyes ran down her form appraisingly. Yes, he decided with satisfaction. He had never seen his mom so unclothed, and her curves were certainly appealing. If she hadn't been his mom, he wouldn't have hesitated in fucking her brains out. As it was, he contented himself with bending down to kiss her breasts, running his hands along her thighs as he did so. Her skin felt smooth and warm against his palms, making him shiver pleasantly in anticipation.

Kate turned on her side, looking up at him. "James," she began huskily, but he interrupted by reaching for her hand.

"It's okay." He kissed her fingers reassuringly, then drew away. "I'm just going to..." With one hand, he pointed toward the bathroom. She nodded.

In the bathroom, James washed himself off at the sink, using cold water on his still hard cock to bring it back to a state of more bearable desire. That done, he removed his boxers and walked back out. He was naked as he stood near the end of the bed, gazing down at her. Slowly, hesitantly, his eyes traced her form from the top of her head down to where she lay splayed across the mattress.

His gaze made its way from there down along her inner thighs until they lingered on the juncture of her legs. At this moment he had forgotten all about the fact that she was his mom – all he knew was that he wanted her, needed her more than ever before. It was true that she wasn't a teenager anymore, but she definitely had more appeal now, especially considering that it would be his first time actually making love to a grown woman, one who seemed so eager to share this experience with him. In fact, if he allowed himself to admit it, his mother was really sexy. Her body was still shapely and feminine in all the right ways: slender waist, wide hips, long smooth legs, and beautiful breasts. Her nipples were dark pink ovals pointing heavenward, framed by her ample bosom, surrounded by soft flesh, begging for his attention. And speaking of attention...

James crawled onto the bed and settled in between her thighs, his face once again buried against her hairy pussy, tongue searching eagerly to find its way inside her. When she wrapped her legs around his neck, he felt encouraged enough to reach up with a hand and take one of her breasts into his grasp, squeezing gently while teasing a finger over the taut nubbin of flesh at the center of her tit, pinching softly. After a few minutes, he sat upright, wiping at the wetness on his lips with the back of one hand, the other still massaging her left breast, almost absently.

He then leaned down, kissing her lips tenderly, and whispered to her: "Mommy, I'm going to fuck you now."

Kate smiled broadly up at him, reaching up to ruffle his short-cropped hair playfully. The look in his eyes was pure affection, perhaps bordering on adoration as she took hold of him firmly by the dick, guiding his cockhead towards her cunt. She didn't want to break this gentle mood. "Yes baby... Fuck mommy good..." she purred to him, spreading her legs wide and lifting her knees so that her pussy would open completely for him. "I promise I'll be gentle the first time," she teased him, licking her lips lasciviously.

A little more than half-hard, he positioned himself against her pussy lips and pressed forward, feeling himself sinking into her slowly. It was a tight fit; even if James was only partially erect he had girth and length to spare and it seemed that Mom (Kate) needed some extra time to adjust to being entered so deeply and thoroughly. In response, he reached out to squeeze both of her big boobs tightly in his hands, rubbing their nipples vigorously. This action brought out an immediate moan from her and her body tensed up before relaxing completely. He then grabbed both of her ankles and forced her legs back even further to give himself an even deeper angle as he pressed all the way into her.

Kate couldn't stop herself from moaning loudly this time, her toes curling while she squirmed on the bed underneath him. "Ooooh, god.... You're so deep...." She exclaimed between gasps of pleasure, her voice filled with desire and amazement at once. "Fuck me... Fuck meeeeee...." She wailed, her arms reaching back over her head to grab tightly onto the bars of the headboard of the bed.

Her son complied, drawing out partway before thrusting his cock back into her, going a little deeper each time until he found himself sliding in and out of her at a quick pace with long, smooth strokes. All the while Kate moaned like she never did with her husband and occasionally cursed about how good it was, urging him on with increasing eagerness until the bed rattled under their constant rocking motion.

"Mmm, ooooh, oooh..." She moaned, closing her eyes and squeezing her tits together with one hand. The other hand dropped from the bar of the bedhead, her arm flopping down limply onto her large breasts with fingers curled inward. The look on her face was of pure bliss, especially when he took her legs and spread them apart wider so that he could reach around behind and grope her ass as he pounded in and out of her mother's pussy like there was no tomorrow.

After a while though, James felt himself approaching the point of no return. He sped up his rhythm and leaned down over Kate to kiss her on the lips as he approached his orgasm. "I'm close...." He warned her, grunting between words.

With surprising energy, Kate managed to gather enough strength and determination in that moment to flip her son over and roll herself on top. They stared into each other's eyes for only a split second before she resumed impaling herself on his cock in earnest. James reached around to grip his mother's tight little ass, pulling her toward him to thrust deeply inside of her; he wanted her to cum at least one more time before he filled her pussy up with his seed.

James grabbed her hips as tightly as he could and slammed harder and harder into his mother, pushing her toward an intense orgasm of her own.

Moments later, he couldn't hold back any longer and he exploded inside of her. After the last surge, mom rolled over next to him, kissing him gently.

"So, did I 'help' out?" James joked.

"Most certainly," she assured him, grinning from ear to ear. "And this was most certainly an experiment well worth repeating."

James grinned. "Oh yeah."

After their breathing returned to normal, they headed to the shower together to get cleaned up. The shower was fairly spacious for a single bath but having two people in there made it seem a lot smaller. While the water ran warm, Kate dropped to her knees and applied the same skill to James' cock that she had displayed before. After James helped her wash herself and shampooed her hair, Kate turned toward him and said, "Time for you to return the favor."

While James enjoyed returning the oral favor, it took him several minutes to finish, since he was so spent after the morning's earlier excitement. Kate also enjoyed giving him a blowjob as much as James enjoyed receiving it. Finally, both having thoroughly satisfied their needs, they finally got out and toweled each other dry, sharing sweet, little kisses as they did.

"Let's go to my room this time," suggested mom.

"I thought dad wouldn't be home till at least four," commented James.

Mom stopped in the door of the bathroom. "Doesn't matter," she told him. "If he gets an earlier tee time, then I don't want to get caught in here naked like this."

He stared at his mother, thinking how sexy she looked, even after just drying off from the shower. Her skin glowed. Her full breasts and her still hard nipples stood out as if there were more than a 46 years in age difference.

"A penny for your thoughts," said mom.

"Just enjoying how beautiful you look," answered James.

"And if I put my robe back on?" asked mom.

"You're twice as beautiful with it off," assured James.

She laughed and picked up her lace robe and slipped it over her shoulders, the silk lining sliding seductively down her body to her ankles. "Then this should make things even more interesting," she observed.

They got out of bed and made their way to James' computer desk. James opened one of the side drawers, revealing several different sizes of erotic magazines. He withdrew a magazine in a black protective plastic wrapper and handed it to her.

"I had no idea so much pornography existed," remarked Kate. "This is something I think everyone would consider shocking."

"But do you find it shocking?" James asked. "Would dad?"

"No. Not if he thought about how we've already crossed many of those barriers together," answered Kate. "I'm more interested in your preferences regarding sexual positions or maybe I should say 'definitions,'" she observed.

"Definitions? Like anal sex and intercourse," he proposed.

"Exactly," smiled Kate.

"Anal sex isn't something I've ever done with any girl although there were plenty of opportunities to try. When we were having oral sex with Lori, sometimes I felt she was leading toward an eventual desire to have me put it in her ass," explained James.

"And?" Kate prompted.

"It turns me off," admitted James. "I know how painful it can be for women and I don't want to do anything like that to anyone."

"Have you ever been told your penis is exceptionally large?" asked Kate.

"Never," admitted James. "The girls I've had sex with never said anything about its size or length, nor did they complain if it wasn't exactly what they wanted."

Kate reached down with both hands, grabbed James by the arms, and pulled him up to face level. "If I had complained about your size, you would have heard about it. That first time when you took my virginity, that cock of yours almost ripped me apart and this morning I swallowed over half of it." She continued to pull on his arms until he moved on top of her between her legs. "This will not be painful," she insisted as she guided his erection against her opening. She spread her legs, bent them at the knees, and lifted her feet into the air so they were flat on the bed. She put her arms around James' body and held tightly while he entered her with little effort. "Much better than before," she observed.

"Should we continue like this or do something more interesting?" James asked.

Kate wrapped her legs around James' lower back and squeezed. "Just keep doing what you're doing and I'm happy," she declared. "I love having your huge cock inside me."

As James pumped inside Kate, he kissed her and fondled her breast. Eventually, James found himself pumping hard and fast, the pressure on his back from Kate's heels almost painful. With each stroke of James' cock in Kate's vagina, Kate grunted. James pushed harder and faster. Kate's grunts turned into animal sounds as her orgasm approached. She tightened her hold on his lower back and then began to push her ass off the bed with each of his thrusts. With her final contractions, James felt a stream of hot fluid gush from Kate's pussy, flow out from their connection, and flow down the crack of his ass onto his ball sac.

The hot fluid flowing over his testicles overwhelmed James and pushed him over the edge into a second orgasm of his own. A long stream of ejaculate spewed deep into Kate's vagina. James held still for several minutes until the pulsing slowed, stopped, and started again in rapid-fire fashion.

James relaxed on top of Kate as he felt her pussy slowly shrink around his shrinking erection. He could feel the blood pounding through her arteries from the rapid beat of her heart.

They both had been reduced to silent tears of wonder. They held each other until their hearts slowed to normal pace. Their eyes met as they kissed again.

"It never did that for me with dad," Kate explained.

"Or Lori," added James.

"How is that possible?" wondered Kate.

"The truth," said James.

"This wasn't something we practiced together," Kate concluded. "Somebody told you what to do."

"Kate, I've had a lot of practice with Lori over the last several months," he admitted. "That's exactly what she wants when I go down on her."

"And how often do you use your fingers?" she asked.

"Every time, more now than initially," he responded. "You have to know if she has enough lubrication and how far inside her vagina the spot is located so the pressure doesn't hurt."

"James," breathed Kate, "I'm already impressed with your abilities but you've gone way beyond my expectations. Go ahead."

James bent to his task again, probing into Kate's vaginal opening with one finger, finding the spot quickly and using the other finger to put constant pressure against the spot. He licked and sucked Kate's clitoris and lips until it became apparent from the movement of her body, her groans, and her clenched hands in his hair that an orgasm was imminent. With a little finesse, he turned her into an incredibly powerful, explosive orgasm.

Kate lay on the bed for what seemed a long time but was only three or four minutes. When she regained full consciousness, she saw James looking at her expectantly. She gathered him into her arms and kissed him thoroughly. "Thank you so much," she whispered as she released him from the kiss.

Kate sat up next to James' nude body. He remained reclined on the bed. Kate began to stroke his chest muscles like she had earlier with his t-shirt partially covering his body. Soon, his nipples began to harden, the hair on his body bristled and goose bumps raced from his neck to the hairs on his thighs and around to the back of his knees. He was ready.

She kissed him gently on his forehead, cheeks, and chin then held him gently in her mouth while his penis rapidly enlarged and stood proud of his groin. She ran her fingers along his perineum until they felt his testicles. They were firm and hot. She massaged them lightly in her hand until James reacted involuntarily. "I'm ready," he said.

They moved around until James was lying on his back on the bed with Kate sitting between his legs. She stroked his erection in one hand while reaching between his buttocks with her other hand. She massaged his perineum firmly and quickly brought him close to orgasm. She released his erection and leaned down to engulf it in her mouth before his eruption became apparent. As he ejaculated she held still for an instant and then started to suck and swallow simultaneously. While she sucked his semen into her mouth, she kept her left hand wrapped around his shaft and slowly jacked him as well.

After his emission slowed, Kate continued sucking on his penis for several minutes. When it hardened again, she crawled over him on hands and knees until her face hovered above his. Then she kissed him, her lips pressed firmly against his for several seconds. As their kiss ended, his lips clung to hers like glue for a short while longer. Kate rolled over and lay on the bed next to James, catching her breath and recovering her composure.

It was almost dark when dad returned from the country club. James and Lori ate dinner at home but, later that night, Kate and dad met with some friends for dinner, dancing, and a late evening at another friend's house. It was after 1:30 am when dad parked the car in the garage and walked toward the side entrance. As they came through the door, they saw a light on in the kitchen. Dad called out, "Did you forget something?" There was no response. Kate followed dad through the swinging door from the dining room to the kitchen where they discovered a nude Lori, bent over the kitchen table, and enthusiastically making love to JC.

The sight was enough to give any parent pause. Kate stopped and gasped. The young man jumped up and backed away from Lori like she had the plague. James rushed in, naked with an obvious erection standing proudly on his pubis, and hugged Lori. When she began to sob, he gathered her in his arms, carried her upstairs, and put her in her own bed. After checking the front and back doors, he walked into the kitchen to find that JC had escaped. Lori's father, a retired Marine sergeant major, appeared on the front lawn in boxers holding his hunting rifle. He was looking for a target. Mom went upstairs to see to Lori. After calming Mr. Williams down, Dad called him into the house, got him dressed and offered to take him to any 24-hour diner within a 20 mile radius if he promised not to bring back a shotgun. Dad wanted to handle this himself. After dad left, James joined his mom in his bedroom and closed the door.

The next morning was chaotic. Mrs. Williams found out from Lori what happened and immediately began a search for JC. Dad was sleeping alone after returning in the wee hours of the morning. Mom slept alone although James offered to share her bed after she returned from tending to Lori. "I think that would be confusing," she said and kissed James on his forehead and left.

The three of them managed to sit down for breakfast together despite two phone calls from Lori's parents' and one from Mr. Williams who threatened legal action until dad pointed out that they had more evidence of sexual misbehavior by Lori than they had seen by anyone.

Dad asked to meet with James alone before he left the house to meet with Mrs. Williams. "Is there anything I should know about?" he asked James.

James thought for a moment. There wasn't much point in protecting JC. He already ran as far from Lori as possible after last week's episode. It was also likely that they were going to have sex again so mom couldn't be embarrassed if dad found out from some other source. "Do you remember my friend, JC? he asked. Dad nodded his head. "You saw him run naked out of the house last Saturday when we tried to stop him."

"He's a fast runner," commented dad.

"Last year Lori managed to get JC away from me and seduced him. I managed to pull her off before any real damage happened," James continued. "Last Sunday, Lori got drunk and came home horny. She tried to reenact last year's episode with JC but managed to scare the shit out of him this time instead of me. We had to spend fifteen minutes in the basement calming JC down enough to get his clothes on and send him home. When we went upstairs to put Lori to bed, we caught JC's sister, Lori's best friend, doing something naughty with JC's younger brother. After we fixed Lori and gave Mr. and Mrs. Williams assurances that Lori wasn't pregnant, we found our way back into our bedroom."

"What did you find?" asked dad.

"Lori and our little brother," admitted James. "They were lying naked together in his bed. Lori was playing with herself while she watched Robbie play with himself. When we walked in, she managed to convince us to join them. In no time we were having a full orgy until you walked in."

"And that's where things stand now?" asked dad. "You have been sleeping with your mother since Lori moved out."

"Mom sleeps in my bed about every second night and I'm getting used to masturbating regularly," answered James. "We also have some sexual contact on occasion without intercourse but, as you know, masturbation is never as much fun as sex."

James lay beside Kate until she recovered from her orgasm. Then he kissed her deeply and rolled her on top of him. They continued their kisses while he ran his hands under the bottom of her nightgown and slowly removed it. His erection returned quickly and grew in length and girth. Eventually, James pushed Kate onto her back and slid between her legs. She reached down between their bodies, positioned James' penis against her vagina, and urged him to enter her. It was a simple maneuver and soon she was enveloped in her son's full, hard erection.

"You know how long it has been since I've had real sex with your father?" Kate asked.

"I have an idea," said James, "but I don't want to make any assumption and offend you."

"He doesn't seem to understand or care how horny I can get," said Kate.

"Mom, he should realize what living with someone like you means," said James.

"We still make love occasionally and sometimes it's nice but he really doesn't take me to places like you just did," said Kate.

They continued their sexual activity until mid-afternoon. They cuddled together naked, relaxed on the bed when there was a knock on the bedroom door. James moved quickly to get under the sheets while Kate found her gown. They were decent when dad opened the door.

Dad looked at mom with her hair tousled, wearing a see-through nightgown, and lying next to James on the bed. She looked guilty, almost apologetic, as if she'd been caught doing something she knew she wasn't supposed to do. James was surprised how calm dad seemed as he stepped into the room. "It's almost one-thirty," he announced. "Kate, we're scheduled to be at your parents for dinner at four o'clock," he reminded her.

Kate jumped out of bed as if she suddenly realized they needed to dress for dinner.

"James," said dad. "We won't need you tonight, so enjoy yourself." He left and closed the door behind him.

There was an uncomfortable silence in the room after dad left. Finally, James broke the silence by asking, "Mom, do you think dad figured it out?"

"Not from me," Kate answered, "but it wouldn't be a hard conclusion to draw. Why? Do you have any misgivings?"

"No but I'm thinking about how much you like to go 'visiting' your family, especially at Christmas," explained James.

Kate took James' face in her hands. "You're wondering whether or not I'd be comfortable making love to you in my mother's house," she stated. "It depends on the circumstances. My mother may think I should feel uncomfortable having sex with you but as long as I don't make a big deal about it, I don't see why it would be a problem."

"You might start by sharing some information first," suggested James.

"Such as?" asked Kate.

"Is this going to continue after you and dad go to New Zealand and Australia at Christmas?"

"I expect it is but we won't know for sure until we try."

"If it does happen, can you manage it without anyone finding out?"

"That would be my responsibility."

"Okay!" James accepted.

Kate had time to ponder what that might mean before James returned to her genitals and resumed his activity. This time his tongue probed deeper between the lips of her labia, exploring her vagina and searching out her clitoris. His tongue found Kate's most sensitive spot while his fingers manipulated her labia.

Kate reacted like an electrical current shot through her body and a floodgate opened in her groin. She pushed her hands into James' hair and twisted her fingers tightly as if trying to hold him steady while her pelvis pushed upward trying to force something to happen but not sure what. Suddenly, Kate felt a release of energy, starting with an explosion from her genitals that flooded her body with pleasure and relief, spreading up her spine to her shoulders, arms, chest, heart, breasts, and throat. When it reached her face, she lost control of her body and muscles and cried out loudly, unintelligibly, for minutes while tremors in her body continued involuntarily. Finally, James stopped stimulating Kate and sat up.

Kate was still trembling when she said, "What... the hell... happened?"

James smiled, "I guess you just experienced an orgasm."

"Oh! My god!" exclaimed Kate. "I did?"

"Wasn't it nice?" asked James.

"Nice!" repeated Kate. "If I only get one for my lifetime, that was better than 'nice.' You were incredible," she concluded.

James chuckled, "You're exaggerating again."

"Well, if the other is even more than that, you won't be able to keep me from fainting," stated Kate.

"How much time do we have until dad comes home?" James asked.

"A good three hours but the rest of us are hungry again so we'd better eat some lunch before we go any further. Come with me to the kitchen and I'll fix something for us to eat."

With some reluctance, James pulled on a pair of shorts while Kate put on her robe. They returned to the kitchen where Kate quickly made an omelet with diced vegetables that she and James shared. After clearing the table and doing dishes, Kate led James back to his bedroom.

In the privacy of the bedroom, James said to Kate. "Before we go further, I should get rid of my condoms. I haven't needed them since Lori moved out two weeks ago. If they're expired, I'll need to buy some more."

"Good idea," approved Kate. "I'd recommend ribbed condoms with spermicide. The extra stimulation will be fun for you and the spermicide has kept me from getting pregnant over the years despite never using birth control pills."

"I can imagine how well dad uses protection but what about Lori and I? You never mentioned that we had to use something?" James asked.

"There really weren't any excuses why you were sexually active without birth control so it was easy to make sure you avoided pregnancy. Your dad and I gave you a shot when you were 19. It would prevent pregnancy for five years unless we repeated the procedure. By that time, your sexual activity with Lori had already convinced us that the procedure wouldn't be necessary again. At least on our end," Kate finished.

They found condoms and Kate showed James how to put one on and added the spermicide. Then it was his turn to show her the same lesson. She had no trouble putting one on him. And no surprise, the condom gave some unusual sensations for which James had to adjust.

The foreplay had already driven Kate nearly to orgasm. When she was ready, James rolled Kate onto her back, pushed her legs up with her knees against her chest and entered her slowly. For a moment, James lost himself in the pleasure of Kate's body. He thrust hard a couple times then returned to a slower, more gentle rhythm. Despite having climaxed earlier, the sensation drove him quickly to another release. Just as James reached his crescendo and stopped to allow himself to recuperate, Kate started a minor trembling and then cried out, "I'm cumming."

Later, much later, after several positions that both mother and son enjoyed, they lay together on his bed. The sheets were tousled, torn and tossed on the floor. Both were sweaty and exhausted. James felt he should be hungry but wasn't. He hadn't realized how much energy their lovemaking had taken from him. He needed a shower and then sleep.

"I'd better clean up and get to the kitchen to prepare lunch," Kate said, confirming her thoughts were parallel to his.

James followed Kate to the bathroom where they shared a large shower. Then, wrapped in towels, they wandered down to the kitchen and sandwiches for lunch. It was a late lunch, the sun already high in the sky. A light rain began as they finished eating.

Lori walked into the house through the garage door with her boyfriend following closely. She found James and her mother sitting in the family room with James working on his laptop and his mother reading a book. She introduced her boyfriend and invited James and her mother to join them for dinner.

At dinner that evening, James watched how Lori interacted with her boyfriend and realized how much like she interacted with him. James had always accepted that there was more sibling-like behavior in their relationship rather than one of lovers. While the sex was incredible and intimate, it was clear that they shared many interests as good friends do. He wasn't upset but he now wondered if their sexual relationship could continue. In retrospect, he recognized that it was unlikely they would eventually marry or even live together for the rest of their lives.

James watched how his sister reacted to her mother and he thought he detected some awkwardness at times. At first he thought that he was imagining it because it seemed different from their relationship before Lori left for her new home. After an hour he became convinced there was something. When the men cleared away the dishes from dinner and washed the pans while the women talked privately in the living room, he asked his friend. "Do you notice anything strange with my sister and my mother?"

"Yeah," said JC. "Something isn't quite right. They've been exchanging strange looks most of the night."

"I noticed the same thing," agreed James.

The four ate ice cream at the kitchen table and then watched TV together for a few hours before Lori's boyfriend left for the night and Kate headed to bed. After he had closed the door on Lori's boyfriend, James followed Lori to the kitchen and helped her put away leftover food.

When the last dish was put away, Lori turned to James. "Is there anything interesting we can do while mom is asleep?" she asked.

"I could use your help with something I started earlier this morning," suggested James.

"I think we need to take advantage of being alone before I go back home later this evening," commented Lori.

"We should head to my room," suggested James. "Mom interrupted me earlier and I'd like to finish what I started."

When James entered his room, he immediately realized that he had forgotten to replace the sheets from that morning. They were still balled up against the wall. There was no way he could recover before Lori saw everything so he made the best of the situation and pointed out the video playing on his laptop when they walked into the room.

Lori saw the balled-up sheets first. "Looks like someone had an intense session this morning," she commented as she turned toward the bed. The images of the young woman going down on a man displayed on his laptop froze her thoughts for a moment. "Is that your choice of videos or did you forget about something this morning?"

"I wasn't doing anything special," denied James.

"Then why were the sheets against the wall," Lori challenged.

"Ok, maybe I did. And maybe it wasn't as good as I expected. You can check for yourself if you don't believe me," he offered.

"How about we go take a shower together while mom is still asleep," suggested Lori. She reached down and grabbed the waistband of James' pajama bottoms and began to pull him to the bathroom. She stopped when she realized that his erection was straining against his shorts. Lori rubbed the top of it through the fabric with her other hand and said, "It looks like you've been planning a little mischief too."

"I was actually thinking of having you suck me off before we do anything else but the idea of sharing the shower with your naked body makes my knees weak. We better hurry or we'll have to deal with mom's disapproval of our using up all the hot water," James said as he stood up and followed Lori toward the bathroom.

Lori removed James' t-shirt from over his head when they arrived at the bathroom, turned on the shower and adjusted the temperature while James stepped out of his pajamas and underwear. They both looked at each other for a moment, admiring each other's nudity and then moved into the shower enclosure, closed the shower door, and began to rub soap onto each other.

When they were fully lathered, Lori pushed James' hips back against the tile wall, knelt on the hard tile floor and began to suck his now limp penis. Within a few moments, it stiffened and rose almost to attention. Lori backed away, let the shower rinse her mouth, stood, and backed James toward the center of the enclosed space until she could reach around him and grab the shower nozzle. The forceful spray hit the bottom of James' feet forcing his thighs and buttocks outward until Lori could insert a small, thick cylinder on the base of the showerhead. James recognized the cylinder. It was a dildo. He was used to being on the receiving end of it but this time, his ass pointed to Lori, he knew the position for the toy had changed.

"We tried this a long time ago but we stopped because I didn't enjoy the experience. Do you still have one of those fantasies about how our relationship should work?" James asked.

Lori reached around James body and slowly rubbed her open palm under his balls. James' erection returned in an instant. "I just thought that after what happened to you last night, you might want something different," she explained.

"Maybe a little change is a good idea," James conceded. He spread his legs as far as the tile enclosure would permit. He leaned forward and rested his forehead against the tiles. This isn't exactly what he thought Lori meant when she told him about her new 'position.' However, if she wanted to try it, who was he to argue with her? Besides, the position gave her access to every erogenous zone he could think of. And there weren't many that she didn't know how to play.

James let her stroke his cock for several minutes. When his pre-orgasm tension started, she backed away until he relaxed and then repeated the action several more times. His orgasm was building steadily, much stronger and faster than before his shower. Then, her hand was replaced by her lips and tongue.

Her technique had improved and was much better than their first time together in the kitchen. He remembered having to guide her, teaching her how he liked to be touched, caressed, kissed, sucked. Today, her movements were instinctual and she did just what he liked. The combination of pressure, speed, movement, and suction had him approaching his climax almost instantly. His orgasm surprised him as it roared from his testicles, surged through his cock, exploded from the tip of his cock, and pumped semen against the shower wall.

"That was good, Lori," James said. "You're improving all the time." He turned toward her to give her a hug.

She wasn't there. It took a moment for him to remember she had left him for another man.

James' post-orgasm sleep lasted about thirty minutes. He woke with no thoughts of his mother or earlier activities. Instead, he began fantasizing about having sex with another woman, probably some new girl at work who'd been giving him signs but not actively pursuing him. That brought his erection back. He rolled over on his side and began masturbating. A few seconds later, mom entered his room. "How did you sleep?" she asked as she watched what he was doing.

James froze.

"May I join you?" asked mom.

James moved toward the other edge of the bed, creating room for his mother.

Mom sat next to him, pulled the sheet to her waist and started stroking his arm. "Did you like watching me this morning?" she asked.

"Uh humm," James managed.

"Did you dream about it?" she continued.

"Uh humm," mumbled James as he adjusted the pillow to support his head and get more comfortable.

"That first orgasm was powerful," James continued his story. "When we recovered our senses, I realized your entire body was vibrating from aftershocks. Your eyes were closed. There was a smile on your face that would have won any beauty contest easily."

"You gave me quite a workout too," laughed mom. "What else happened?"

"While we waited for our hearts to recover, I held you in my arms with you head against my shoulder. You kept whispering to yourself. It took me a few minutes to realize you were saying 'don't stop.'"

"I told myself that if I ever felt like I did in that moment that I had died and gone to heaven," admitted Kate. "My husband didn't share my view at all. My husband was old fashioned and thought sex should be about him. The first time he tried to go down on me, it was more of a duty he reluctantly performed as an expected part of 'making love.' Afterward, he told me it tasted terrible and he didn't want to do it again. In other words, I should just 'lie back and enjoy it' while he got his rocks off and maybe give me some extra attention during our pre-coital foreplay. And that was okay with me because that one time gave me a whole new understanding about what might be possible in the world of sex."

Mom started stroking James' erection. He was getting hard again. "Your father has always been very attentive during the early stages of making love but only to satisfy himself. While we have great intercourse, there's always an element of feeling that something is missing," explained mom. She sat up, rolled off the bed, removed her lace robe, nightgown, and panties from around her ankles and crawled back into the bed. She moved over to James and kissed him gently. She whispered in his ear, "It feels better if we're naked don't you think?" She lay down beside him, closed her eyes and stroked his chest while he watched her nipples crinkle into hard peaks. She opened her eyes again and smiled at him. "How about you help me now?"

James pushed himself up with his arms and kissed her lips. She reached over his waist, her breasts pushing into his chest, and hugged him while returning the kiss with enthusiasm. James rolled on top of mom so that they were aligned with each other face to face and body to body. He felt her pubic hair brushing his growing erection.

James pulled his lips back and kissed the tip of Kate's nose.

"That's nice," said Kate as she wiggled her body against his erection. "It might feel better if you lowered yourself more."

"I wouldn't want to ruin your nightgown or robe by stretching them out of shape," he told her as he lowered himself a few centimeters at a time.

"Good idea," sighed Kate. She released her grip and grabbed the front of her gown. With James holding still, Kate raised her gown from the hem to her chin exposing all of her body above the waist. Her full breasts with their areoles and nipples came into view. It was hard for James to hold still while her smooth flat tummy and firm stomach muscles became visible. He couldn't hold still when her full bush of curly black hair made its appearance. Without conscious control of his hips, they twitched twice and Kate chuckled.

James slowly lowered himself until most of his chest rested on her body. Her breasts felt soft against his chest as if they were trying to conform to the shape of him. His erection felt comfortable in the crease between her groin and abdomen with its head extending below her pubis toward the bottom of her slit. Her hands slid down his back to rest on his buttocks. The sensation caused James' penis to twitch again. Kate chuckled and her hand stroked his butt cheeks.

He started kissing her lips just below her jawbone. Slowly he worked his way toward her chin with little kisses and little strokes of his tongue. When he reached the base of her neck, she raised her head giving him access to more skin. She also raised her shoulders, her breasts lifting until the tips of her nipples brushed the skin above his pectorals. Electric shocks flew through James' body and he couldn't remember feeling this hard in his life.

At last, after what seemed like a slow torture for Kate, James moved his head so that he could kiss the swell of one of her breasts. His tongue followed the contours of the globe around the circumference and across her nipple and areola. She arched her back pushing her breast into his face as he closed his mouth on her nipple and areola, sucked, and pulled. A guttural sound escaped her lips and she began to tremble. James increased the pressure sucking her areola deeper into his mouth until she almost cried. "I'll tell you when to stop," she moaned.

James moved his attention to her other breast and Kate writhed under him trying to rub her vulva against his hard body. "Stop torturing me," Kate begged. "Now."

James slid his hips forward moving his erect penis against Kate's vaginal slit while still suckling her breast. Then, just as he began to push his penis toward the opening of her vagina, he stopped cold.

"What's wrong?" gasped Kate.

"Birth control," answered James. "And a condom."

Kate had to think fast. While James had interrupted his insertion into her, his cockhead remained at her vaginal opening pressing forward. "No condoms. It doesn't matter anymore and we've been tested."

"What about...?" asked James.

"Pills. Just get on with it!" insisted Kate.

James moved his hips forward and sank his length into his mother. Kate put her hands around his ass holding him in place. After what seemed like an eternity, she relaxed her hold on his ass allowing him to move. He pulled back and thrust back in. She was tight but also slippery. As she got more aroused, the tighter she became and slipperier.

They quickly developed a rhythm that allowed both of them to focus on maximizing their enjoyment. For James it was the physical act of intercourse; for Kate it was the mental realization of something she'd only fantasized about. In spite of her experience and activity, she had never been taken by a man like this – as if it were his mission in life. His every stroke reinforced her femininity, her sexuality, and her importance to him. He held nothing back and she didn't think there was anything he wanted from her beyond today.

At some point, Kate released James' ass and wrapped her legs around him to pull him closer and deeper into herself. James adjusted to the new position with ease. After several minutes, he began to thrust harder and faster. Kate took it all.

When she felt her orgasm building, she pushed James' chest indicating her desire to stop. James stopped immediately. "Not yet," she cried. She pushed James to her side, disengaging their genitals. Then she straddled his penis, lowered her body onto his, and continued the intercourse, again pushing James to a laying position and then wrapping her arms around his back, kissing him fiercely on the mouth, neck, ear and shoulder. She thrust herself against James' pubic mound forcing maximum contact between her clitoris and his pubic bone until her orgasm overwhelmed her senses.

For James, there was nothing more incredible than the feeling of being inside his mother while she writhed and trembled with an orgasm. He had no control of their bodies or the feelings that enveloped them and it was only because of her request.

Kate rolled off James onto her back. She stared at the ceiling trying to recover her composure. "James," she said softly, "If we do this regularly I'll never be unfaithful to your father again."

"Why not?" he asked.

"No other man would measure up to you. I couldn't imagine any other man touching me the way you do," Kate explained.

"We're doing well so far," admitted James.

"It's getting late," sighed Kate. "Maybe you should make us some lunch. Something quick," she instructed. "And after lunch you can tell me why you were watching X-rated videos. And maybe show them to me."

"Sounds interesting," said James. "Will we have time for everything today?" he wondered.

Kate responded by kissing him lightly on the tip of his nose.

"I'll take that as a 'yes,'" James concluded. "I'll be right back."

After lunch and another trip to their respective bedrooms to recover from exertion and anticipation, Kate and James returned to his bedroom to watch the X-rated videos that prompted James' early morning activities.

They started with an oral video – three men of various ages and physical abilities fucking one woman, each for one segment in her mouth and the other two segments in her vagina. A different video had a couple in an amateur sex club, watching the activity on the main stage and having sex among those who were there to watch and play.

At about 3:30 in the afternoon, James stopped the movies. He put his laptop on the floor and rolled onto Kate who lay next to him naked and aroused. They made love, Kate reaching orgasm several times before James climaxed within her body.

The rest of Saturday went well. They showered together (more sexual foreplay), shared dinner and wine with their father at eight, watched a movie with him and retired at about eleven.

Sunday was another day but Lori stayed away for almost six months.

"I can't stay here like this," Kate admitted as she lay next to James in his bed. "Not after I've seen and felt how good it can be."

"You know something can happen if dad found out what we're doing," James warned.

"He won't find out until I'm ready," Kate said. "Or we're ready," she added as an afterthought.

"We?" asked James. "Are we going to tell him that you've initiated this, or that it was me?"

"Both of us together," suggested Kate. "Maybe next weekend."

The following Saturday morning Kate knocked on James' door shortly after 7:00AM. James was lying on the bed awake but not dressed yet. "It's not locked," he said loudly enough for her to hear through the door. "And come in and lock the door behind you. You can help me with my problem."

"I thought so," said Kate as she closed the door behind her. "What's wrong?"

James rolled over on top of the covers. He was naked except for his pajama bottoms which were pulled down exposing his penis which jutted upward between his legs, red, hard, throbbing with urgency. He held up his hands about ten inches apart and said, "I couldn't get a grip on myself."

"Is this what they call a 'morning erection?'" Kate asked innocently.

"Mom!" James responded sharply. "Not funny." Then he smiled. "Especially with those tight shorts, thin blouse and no bra."

Kate had worn a snug fitting running outfit that looked painted on. She looked down and said, "You're right about these shorts." She was sitting on James' bed, the shorts pulled up in a wad. The legs were so tight it was difficult for her to move them to get up. It was mid-afternoon and Kate had just returned from a run around their neighborhood. "They weren't like this when I left but they feel fine while I'm running," she explained as she finally got to her feet.

The top was also very tight. It looked more like a sports bra except that it covered her breasts and tied around her neck. It also exposed a lot of cleavage. In addition, the material covering her chest was thin so every nipple movement could be seen through the fabric. Kate's nipples were erect with arousal from her run, James attention, and a bit of the cold breeze against her heated body. "This doesn't bother you, does it?" she asked.

James stared at her. Kate enjoyed the reaction because she had worn the outfit intentionally. James knew it too because he answered, "You're a tease. It looks like the only thing you aren't exposed is your pubic hair which, incidentally, is very well exposed through those shorts."

"That's what I mean," explained Kate. "You're looking at my nipples pushing out my top. What you can't see is my pubic hair pushing out my shorts." She turned around and bent over in front of James, spreading her legs slightly. "Do you have a good view?"

James was behind Kate with his erection poking his sweat pants. He took her in his arms and wrapped her against his body. "Not good enough," he said.

"Maybe a little closer?" asked Kate. "A little more personal contact?" she asked as she gyrated her butt against his erection.

"How do you want it? I'm so worked up that it may take awhile the first time but I'll give it one helluva try."

Kate pulled away and reached for his zipper. "Let me put something on you first," she instructed as she withdrew his erection from his shorts and put the condom she found in his pocket onto his penis. Then she returned to her place lying on her back while pulling his chest against hers. Their groins came together. She guided him into her wet opening, lifting her hips off the mattress when she felt contact, and pushed back down onto his erect penis. "Yes," she moaned as he fully penetrated her body.

They lay there unmoving for several seconds allowing Kate to absorb the wonderful feeling of fullness that she hadn't known for years. After her sigh subsided, they began their rhythmic motions. Their bodies quickly responded to each other. Kate felt a buildup starting from her toes and building with every thrust. She wrapped her legs around James' back and pulled him toward her as deep as possible with each stroke. The tingle turned to an explosion and Kate gasped. James watched the emotions playing over his mother's face and reacted instinctively. He grabbed her breasts and pinched her nipples through the satin material. The second wave overtook her and her orgasm burst forth.

Kate grabbed James' body, holding it in place while her pelvic muscles contracted forcefully around his penis. Her eyes were shut tight in concentration on the sensations she was feeling in her abdomen and vagina. Her mouth opened slightly and silent puffs of air escaped as she tried to breathe silently.

James was lost in the feeling of her vagina rippling along his penis. He could feel her pelvic muscles contract, relax, contract again, and then relax into a steady undulation. Her undulations massaged his penis and the sperm and semen building at the base of his scrotum began the journey to his groin. As the first stream of semen raced out of his erection, James felt like he had died and gone to heaven. He grunted, buried his penis as deeply in his mother's body as he could reach, and let the power of her pelvic muscles milk everything from his body. His entire being concentrated on his pulsating erection releasing its bounty of love.

A few minutes later, James lay on his side next to Kate, her legs still spread widely open, exposing her well-used vagina and dark pubic hair. The wetness leaking from her vagina dripped onto the sheet and she lay with her arms outstretched at her side. She seemed incapable of closing her legs or even move.

"That must be what an orgasm is really like," Kate breathed. "I can see why women are addicted."

James reached across his mother's body, ran his palm over her breasts, and pushed against her abdomen. A small river of cum leaked from her vagina and flowed down between her ass cheeks. It took a few seconds for Kate to realize what happened. Suddenly she was able to move her arms. "Damn," she said as she pushed herself up off the bed and rushed to the bathroom. James heard the shower running a moment later.

It took several minutes before Kate returned to the bedroom wrapped in a terry robe, damp hair on her shoulders and carrying a towel. While she showered and dried her body, James stripped the bed and put clean sheets on the mattress. When he finished, he sat on the bed watching as she carefully applied a minimal amount of lotion on her face, neck, hands, and feet. Her hands stopped when she noticed James watching her.

"Sorry," James said, "this seems very intimate."

"More than what we've shared already?" asked Kate.

"Not that our relationship changed, mom," James explained. "The circumstances changed. Before it was about need. This seemed more..."

"Natural," interjected Kate. "This isn't just sex anymore," she continued.

James nodded his head.

"Come here, I have something for you," requested Kate as she gestured toward her robe clad body.

Kate's hands were under the sheet, manipulating her breasts. James knelt on the bed next to her and put one knee over her rib cage. She took his erection in both hands, stroking the shaft from base to tip, circling around the engorged glans, and rubbing it gently across each nipple. Then she wrapped her mouth around his erection, her hand continuing to stroke him.

James watched as his mother stroked and sucked his penis with such intensity. She would pull away to lick his erection like an ice cream cone, then wrap her mouth around the head and push down as far as possible until she gagged. Soon, James felt his orgasm build and Kate felt the pressure building in his penis. She pushed deeper than before and forced herself to stay down while his semen pulsed into her mouth. It seemed like forever for James before she pulled back enough that the last few pulses streamed into her throat instead of choking her.

James lay panting on the bed. Kate wiped the edges of her mouth and sat up, kissing him as she did. "Thanks James. Thanks for everything. I never realized how much I need sex, especially good sex, to make my life complete."

"So was this just once?" asked James.

Kate smiled and kissed him again. "Do you think we could do something about me not having an orgasm yet?"

"And what about Lori?"

"I thought she moved out two weeks ago. Maybe you'll have to invite her back so I can thank her too," suggested Kate.

"You might consider inviting another person," commented James. "Lori's a slut and she'll sleep with almost any woman, but this is beyond even her experience."

"We were having a private conversation," observed Kate.

"One that I shouldn't be listening to," admitted James.

"Maybe your mom just likes sex with you more than anyone else," she reasoned. "And we weren't invited to participate."

"Then maybe they would enjoy it as much as we did," suggested Kate.

"Mom," warned her husband, Jack, "they're probably still home."

"So if no one else is here but us, then this room is soundproof," stated Kate.

Jack laughed and then became serious. "You know what happens when you do things like that. I turn into a sexual predator."

"Predator and pray, both hungry for the same thing," grinned Kate. She reached up and took Jack's erection in both hands, stroking the full twelve-inch length while swirling one hand around the fully erect glans and massaging his testes with the other.

James moved his hands slowly up Kate's ribs and under the lace on the top of her nightgown until it rested on her breasts. There was a row of ten pearl buttons sewn onto the satin and lace material running from just above the neckline down to an elastic band sewn into the hem. James gently opened two of the buttons, spread the fabric enough to slip his left hand through the opening and placed his hand on her breast. As he rubbed his hand over her soft breast, he felt her nipple harden. He captured the nubbin between his thumb and index finger and squeezed. Kate gasped, "You really know how to treat your mother well."

James responded by spreading another button open and sliding his hand beneath the fabric covering her other breast. He repeated his actions and earned a second gasp. He moved his hands toward the center of her body and worked three more buttons free. Each release allowed him easier access to her soft flesh until his hands were completely inside the nightgown and his palms cupped her breasts as if he was measuring them. The skin of her breasts felt like cream but they were firmer, heavier, and springier than anything James could recall.

While his hands occupied themselves with Kate's breasts, his mouth resumed its attention to Kate's pubic hairs and inner lips. While James wasn't new to giving oral pleasure to women, none had prepared him for the size or texture of Kate's hairs or lips. Even Kate, with her active life style, felt things she hadn't felt in years. Her eyes drifted shut, her breathing became more rapid, and there was a warm feeling emanating from her center spreading through her body.

James removed his hands from Kate's body, leaving the nightgown bunched under her arms and resting on her swollen breasts. He slid his hands under her thighs and pulled them forward and then lifted them slightly, forcing her buttocks off the bed and exposing her butt crack. James used the side of his face to separate her vaginal folds and lick around the ring surrounding her vagina before dipping his tongue into her depths.

Kate cried out, her hips jerked, her body shook, her muscles twitched, and then she began to hump her hips up at James' face. James held on until the contractions slowed, he lowered her back onto the bed and sat up. He looked at Kate's body while waiting for her to recover. Eventually she opened her eyes and said, "You know how to give your old mom a ride."

"It was my pleasure," James replied. "We don't have to go any further," he suggested.

"I'd rather not stop," admitted Kate, "but we could wait an hour or two."

"That long?" laughed James.

"I didn't think you were that young," Kate commented as she looked at the erection sticking out of James' groin.

"If we wait, will there be anything else left for me?" James asked.

"I'm certain I can accommodate whatever is left," promised Kate.

"Should I get something from my medicine cabinet?" James asked.

Kate stretched, pushing her breasts high against the ceiling, and arched her back. "Not for this time," she insisted. She lay back on the bed and moved onto her side. She rolled onto her other side and then pushed herself up and onto her hands and knees, presenting her magnificent rear for James' enjoyment. Her thighs were slick and sticky. "What are you waiting for?" she demanded as she wiggled her butt and looked over her shoulder at James.

James moved behind her. "Do you have any doubts about anything?" he asked.

"Not even one," she answered, shaking her hips. James' erection responded appropriately to the invitation.

He positioned himself against her vaginal opening and rubbed the tip of his penis on her labia. Each contact caused her hips to push against him and forced him a fraction of an inch inside her. He slid his hands forward, caressing her back with his palms, until they surrounded her rib cage. He spread his fingers wide across her body and then slowly slid them down, pulling her torso upward. Her hands joined his. With the top half of her body suspended from his grip on her torso, James felt ready to penetrate her. He dropped his knees slightly for penetration and thrust into her. She moaned loudly and pulled away.

James froze and pulled back. "I'm sorry," he apologized. "Did I hurt you?"

"Don't move," Kate pleaded. "Just give me a minute or two."

Slowly Kate lowered herself flat on the bed. She relaxed and James relaxed. The pressure inside her began to increase until it became a need she had to satisfy. Slowly at first, then faster, she started pushing herself back on James' still hard erection. James reacted by moving forward, thrusting into his mother. Kate reached for his buttocks and pulled him deep inside her. In a few moments she came.

They collapsed together on the bed. Kate moved to one side of the bed so as not to rest on James' body. They laid close to each other, shoulder touching shoulder, hip against hip. After a few minutes, James looked over at his mother who was staring back at him. "Hi," said James.

"Hi," answered Kate. "Did you enjoy that?"

"I sure did. What about you? Was it worth the wait?"

"It certainly was," she replied. "When Lori moved out, I felt bereft. It seemed that my life ended when your sister found a life outside this home. Your father couldn't fill that gap."

"Why didn't you ask me before?" James asked.

"Do you remember what you told me about how long it took you to get past me being your mom while you were in bed with Lori?"

"You were afraid of something like that," James guessed.

"For a time I didn't know if we would be able to do this because of that. Then I got over it and discovered that I enjoyed sex with you more than with your father. The risk wasn't a factor. And then I met him. He was wonderful for a time, but the longer I knew him the more dissatisfied I got."

"Why did you wait so long? Why today?"

"When Lori first left, he wanted me every day and I wasn't interested. It was as if I wanted my sexual relationship with him to change when my relationship with Lori changed." She chuckled. "It took me some time to realize how ridiculous that seemed. After several weeks, his need waned. In fact, now that I'm thinking about it, it's been more than two weeks since he last asked and several days since he last made an overture. I think he might be getting it somewhere else and may soon move out of the house."

"And where does that leave you? James asked.

"I don't know. There are some guys at work who've expressed interest but none has seemed worthwhile," mom answered.

James kissed both of his mother's thighs. Her groans echoed off the walls as she responded to his touch. As he slowly drew closer and closer to her center, her hands roamed from his back, through his hair to rest on the top of his shoulders and back again. Her breathing was ragged and forced, she squirmed beneath his touch. When James finally ran his tongue from the bottom to the top of her slit, Kate arched her body toward him, and pushed his tongue harder into her flesh. James lapped slowly at her moistening folds as his lips found her inner lips and sucked gently. She could feel a tingling sensation deep in her loins when James began to explore her opening with his tongue, swirling it around as if he were probing for something. Then suddenly James moved away and Kate had never been so disappointed and frustrated in her life. "Don't stop," she cried.

James chuckled. "I'm not finished," he said. And then, his lips closed over Kate's sensitive nub and sucked softly, his teeth brushing lightly over it, and his tongue flickering over the top of her hood.

It wasn't long before Kate reached another peak. James could feel her muscles beginning to contract around his tongue, he slipped one finger inside and felt her climax hit. Kate cried out his name as she rode his face like a stallion, gripping his head hard as she came all over his mouth and chin. Waves of intense pleasure crashed over her repeatedly. When she felt herself falling, she let go of James' head and allowed him to slip his hands under her butt cheeks, pulling her even closer as he kept on sucking until she thought she would pass out.

Her body went limp when she finally collapsed back onto the bed. James looked up at her; her nightgown bunched up at her waist and her breasts rising and falling rapidly with her erratic breathing. Slowly, he pulled the gown down over her legs, covering her pussy, and then slid up to join her on the bed next to her. He was about to hug her when he saw tears pooling in the corner of her eyes and trickling down her cheeks.

"Hey..." James started.

"No words," Kate cut him off by holding up her hand and pressing against his shoulder. "Give me a minute," she whispered. "Just hold me and don't say anything."

James was afraid that he'd crossed a line and hurt her more than helped her. He hugged her and gently stroked her arm with his palm while she tried to pull herself together. "That was...," Kate tried to explain.

"Too much?" suggested James. "Too soon? I should have anticipated how it would affect you after not having dad around for who knows how long. It won't happen again without some different planning."

Kate sat up and faced James, took both of his hands in hers, and looked intently in his eyes. "You did nothing wrong or too fast. You were perfect, better than perfect. Your touch was wonderful and your tongue incredible. It may be different if this was the first time in weeks that your father had been with me but it has been years since there has been any meaningful contact between us. What happened is something I hope happens frequently in the future. But only with you," she promised.

They spent the rest of the morning lying naked next to each other. They held hands and occasionally stroked each other's body. Occasionally, James kissed one of her breasts. Mostly, they just lay back and absorbed what they experienced and hoped that things might get better.

After lunch, they watched a movie. The film was sexually charged and Kate got aroused watching it. When it reached the sex scene she couldn't wait any longer. She unzipped James' fly, slipped her hand under the waistband of his shorts and found his flaccid penis. He was too engrossed in the film to notice what was happening until Kate removed his clothing and engulfed his soft penis in her mouth. Within a minute, he became hard and Kate continued sucking and stroking until his orgasm flooded her mouth.

When they recovered from their mutual bliss, they were holding each other tightly. "What brought that on?" James asked.

Kate hesitated and finally admitted, "I don't know, a combination of things I guess. This film was one reason. You were another. I needed a release. And seeing you hard and ready after seeing how turned on you were turned me on even more."

"How long will dad be gone this afternoon?" James asked.

"Not soon enough," admitted Kate.

"Do you feel like taking a risk?" James asked.

"That could get complicated and difficult to explain," Kate commented.

"But possible?" asked James.

"Let's think about it for a while longer," suggested Kate.

Two weeks ago, James returned from an extended shopping trip with his mother and sister who now lived together with his mother's new partner.

"Thanks for helping us shop, James," said Kate's partner.

"It was fun," admitted James as he gathered the bags of purchases, stuffed them in their vehicle and headed home.

The two women arrived before James unloaded their shopping bags. They entered the house through the door connecting the garage to the kitchen. Lori stopped just inside the door while Kate continued into the kitchen. When they were alone for a moment, Lori whispered to Kate, "How far will we go tonight?"

"We'll see where the night goes but your father won't be there tonight. He's got an all night meeting in town."

"That would help," giggled Lori as Kate entered the kitchen and joined her at the table.

James' eyes popped open from the surprise. Not only did his mother look incredibly sexy when she was dressed like this but also, his sister dressed almost exactly the same except her lingerie and robe were dark blue and slightly smaller than Kate's set. His body trembled with anticipation and desire. Lori walked around the bed to James' side of the bed and stood next to Kate who scooted over to give Lori room to sit on the edge of the bed. Lori sat with her right leg touching Kate and looked down at her brother lying naked on the bed. "What have you two been doing?" she asked.

Without responding to her question directly, mom commented, "I'm glad you're back home again."

"Do you think things might get weird since you two are fucking?" Lori asked.

"I do not think things will get weird," mom said emphatically.

"But why would you want me back?" Lori asked. "I thought I'd gotten what I needed when I left here. What do you hope to get now?"

"Spending a few hours in bed once or twice a week isn't an exciting proposition," mom explained. "What happened between your brother and me is just a pleasant by-product of helping you."

"You're lying," said Lori. "Maybe not completely but at least partially."

Mom stared at Lori, considering her options. "Yes, you're right. You deserve to know the truth." She sat next to Lori. "As much as I tried to tell myself that your brother's relationship with you was only sexual, I never believed it. That might be true for other brothers and sisters but not for you two. When I discovered your relationship two years ago, my suspicions were confirmed. My first reaction was one of betrayal. How could you betray my trust like this? But I knew that wasn't fair. And if anyone did the betraying, it was me for denying you any alternative. James has become a mature young man, more so than many older men I know. He had an insatiable appetite for sex but he also had an unquestioned loyalty to his family and an incredible respect for women.

"When I discovered you two sleeping naked together, there was no question about what had happened before I walked in. James lay on his back, sound asleep. Your arms were wrapped around him and you lay comfortably on his shoulder, your breath synchronized with his. He held you as close as you could get and you were covered with a sheet from neck to ankle. When you saw me, your face became tense with fear while James' remained completely relaxed. Then he opened his eyes, realized what was going on, and immediately pushed you behind his body in a protective gesture that reinforced my perception of him. The worst thing was you tried to hide him from me rather than him trying to hide you from me."

"It wasn't as we planned," Lori explained. "We both wanted each other at that point. It just happened."

"What I found curious was how quickly you both agreed to the arrangement we created where you two stayed together even though he would continue to sleep alone after that night. When I questioned James later, he admitted to me that he'd fallen in love with you and he was willing to do anything to stay with you," mom confessed.

"How do you feel now knowing about us?" asked Lori.

"You two are very special people. James loves you for who and what you are. I've never seen anyone look at a person with such an incredible lusty desire but a complete and total respect. He's also incredibly caring, compassionate, and loyal. You're probably the first lover he had who really didn't need to have sex with him but because she wanted to be with him and make him happy. I think you know how lucky you are having him as a friend," mom concluded.

"And what about our relationship? Do you think you can deal with it?" Lori asked.

"Honestly, I don't know," mom answered. "I hope so."

"How can we help you decide?" asked Lori.

It was mid-morning Sunday before James and his mother returned from their "adventure" Friday evening to reality on Saturday morning. They were naked under the sheets of her bed, lying close together after what mom said was their third or maybe fourth time having sex. She lay with her back pressed against James' chest and stomach with his erection between her buttocks.

"Do you love me?" mom asked James. "Like you loved Lori?"

James considered that. His feelings for Kate were much more intense and passionate than his feelings for Lori. In fact, it was because of how intense and passionate they were that made him realize how shallow his feelings were for Lori. Yes, he loved Lori as a sister and, at one point, thought he might eventually marry her but their relationship now appeared based on lust and convenience. Maybe love would have evolved with time if they were given a chance but, with Kate in his life, love wouldn't be a factor for Lori anymore. The same question applied to the difference between his sexual relationships with Lori and Kate. Sex with Lori was fun, casual, and without meaning other than physical pleasure. He hadn't even considered how many women he'd been intimate with before he discovered the power of sex with Kate.

"The best I can do is say yes but I don't think I can adequately describe to you what my love is like," confessed James. "Maybe someday."

Kate smiled at his response. "That will be good enough," she responded. They sat together on her bed enjoying the moment after a round of lovemaking. Kate lay next to James, her hand tracing random patterns in the hair on his chest. "You know this was just an experiment for me, an attempt to fill a need with you since your dad's been gone for almost three weeks, and that I'm really not sure what this means about us from this point on. What is your feeling? Are you disappointed? Do you want to continue?"

James lay quietly considering the consequences of any answer. On one hand, it was nice to finally give up Lori and find someone more satisfying sexually than his own sister. Yet, Lori wasn't going to disappear without reason and he would still be able to enjoy sexual intercourse with her whenever the opportunity arose. His problem with continuing anything with Kate was a conflict between his emotions and the situation. There was no question that he felt a deeper, emotional bond with Kate but it could never become public. They had no chance for an official relationship and their only outlet would be in private either in her bedroom or his. And what would he say to Lori, "Sorry Lori, Mom is so much better that I can't have sex with you anymore?" That scenario led back to where he started with no satisfactory resolution. He considered saying that it was best they ended this and leave it as it started, an experiment between mother and son. But he knew he wanted something more. Maybe if...

Kate interrupted his thoughts. "James, I haven't heard anything that sounds remotely like you answered the question. You aren't thinking of walking out of here leaving me wondering what happened are you? Talk to me."

"I'm sorry, mom...Kate...," stammered James. "I guess I haven't made my mind up about this. I think our mutual satisfaction during the experiment was real. It was so much better than just getting it off watching porno videos. And I don't want to end what we did, at least not yet, but I think I want a more long term, committed relationship and I don't see that happening with you or anyone else in this house."

Kate thought for a moment before speaking. "I'm pretty sure that I'll make you happy, at least sexually," she responded. "We might as well find out how long we're compatible, although I've got to admit, I have some doubts. You're so young. You may decide to settle for your sister or maybe somebody new."

"Why should I look for anyone else? Isn't there enough here for me? Isn't dad enough for you? Aren't there enough opportunities to play around while dad is working?" James questioned.

"Dad does satisfy most of my sexual needs and wants," admitted Kate. "He also provides financial support. But if I ever needed to make a choice between him or the sexual freedom I currently have, it would be a difficult choice. As far as playing around goes, dad doesn't like other guys, especially young ones, looking at me. He's possessive and jealous in ways that I don't really understand. There have been several opportunities to play when dad wasn't around but I backed away because he would have learned about it and made our life miserable."

James stood and dropped his shorts. He turned in front of Kate, allowing her to view his erect penis. "Does dad have this?" he asked.

Kate laughed, "No, not close."

"Is Lori still sleeping with me every night? "Is she fucking me every day?" James questioned.

"She hasn't done that for weeks," admitted Kate. "She has him and is too satisfied to want it anymore with you."

James climbed on the bed and got between Kate's legs. He kissed her knees and thighs working his way back up to her hips. His tongue explored along the edge of her bush. It found her entrance, slid inside, and then withdrew to travel up over her labia, over her clitoris, and stopped on the underside. Kate felt a quiver in her groin while a shiver traveled up her body. Her body responded immediately with a minor orgasm. She cried out again.

James put his hand on Kate's abdomen just below her rib cage. His fingers were in contact with one side of her vagina and his thumb on her abdomen about three inches from the other side of her vagina. He started to work her clit with his tongue as if he was French kissing. His fingers moved together rhythmically, slowly massaging Kate's vaginal walls. She climaxed again. Her hips rose off the bed. She cried out as waves of passion rolled through her body.

As Kate came back to earth, she realized that her hands had been idle. She reached for James' erection, stroking him gently. He didn't stop licking her or massaging her with his fingers. The next time Kate felt the wave rise, she knew that she would crest. When the wave hit, it consumed her like the sea covering every beach. She cried out once more, louder and longer than before, and then lay silent and motionless except for an occasional shudder.

James removed his hand and let his mother recover from her multiple orgasms. He waited several minutes and then bent over and kissed her. She accepted his kiss and embraced him, pulling him tighter to her. Then she whispered in his ear. "You've 'helped' me but I'm not satisfied yet."

James looked into Kate's eyes. She smiled a seductive smile and lifted her hips toward him. James took that as a signal and pressed his erection into Kate's vaginal opening. Slowly, inch-by-inch he pushed, waiting for any indication from Kate to stop, and eventually he bottomed out. They held still, gazing into each other's eyes until James slowly started to pull out of her and push back in again. Within seconds he built up momentum and was thrusting vigorously into Kate.

James felt another wave building, this one larger than the others. He picked up speed until he was pounding Kate, making no attempt to slow down. He panted uncontrollably, his breath rasping, and his chest expanding with each exhalation. Kate pulled him tighter, wrapping her legs around his so he couldn't retreat until the waves washed through both of them. As the wave crested and broke, James erupted into his mother, pumping wave after wave of sperm deep into her uterus. When he finally stopped ejaculating, James rolled onto his side with Kate still wrapped in his arms and his rapidly softening penis sliding from her vagina. They remained motionless, drifting in euphoric bliss, and recovering.

Several hours later, James and Kate got up from bed and dressed. Lori walked through the door carrying her overnight bag.

"Hi mom," Lori greeted Kate. Then she turned to James. "Hey brother, I missed you. I thought you'd still be in bed," she said. Then she saw her mom's flushed face. "Mom, are you OK? You look feverish. If you're sick, you shouldn't be standing in the air conditioned hallway," she concluded.

"I'm fine dear," insisted Kate.

Lori looked from one parent to the other. James was seated at the end of his bed wearing only his shorts. Kate stood next to the bed also clad in shorts but in her bra. She didn't appear feverish. On closer inspection, she appeared as if she were aroused. Was it possible? "Mom, James, do you have something to share?" she asked.

James and Kate looked at each other and shrugged. "Go ahead, mom," James invited.

"We've been having sex like rabbits for more than an hour. At first I wasn't sure but now I'm convinced it's love," she admitted. "How about you, James?"

"Love? For sure," James said.

"James, when you look at mom, what do you see?" Lori asked.

"My mother's naked body in its 46-year prime and incredibly sexy. When she looks at me, what does she see?" James asked.

"Your magnificent muscular body," replied Lori. She turned to face Kate. "What else, mom?"

"He sees my mother's naked body in its unredeemable prime and past its prime sexiness," answered Kate. Then she continued with emphasis. "But only he can make me feel twenty-five again."

Lori leaned forward and kissed her brother. "I think that's a wonderful compliment," she commented. Then she reached between his legs, grabbed his penis, and said, "And I bet this is proof positive."

A little later Lori asked Kate, "Mom, how about this? Have you ever been so horny and satisfied at the same time?"

Kate blushed. "Horny, satisfied, happy, and in love."

"Mom, are you saying that you're in love with James? I knew the attraction would be strong but this is happening very quickly," observed Lori.

"It really did start as an attraction when your dad left for golf and then grew to love and need by the time I got dressed for my 'walk' next door to 'help' my son," agreed Kate.

Lori laughed. "James' penis has certainly helped you and probably mom."

"Probably?" Kate asked with amusement.

"I wouldn't discount James' tongue or other things," Lori replied. "How did he respond to being called mommy?" she asked provocatively.

"I was surprised he went along so well," admitted Kate.

"What happened after you got off the bed?" Lori wanted to know.

James stood up next to the bed and looked down at his naked mother lying in his bed. "Your mom reached up, wrapped her hands around my penis, and stroked it," he said. "My erection was instant."

"What did you do?" asked Lori.

"Your mother is beautiful," James stated.

"I'll remind her that you called her beautiful," laughed Lori. Then more seriously, "Now, what did you do?"

James sat down on the bed and began stroking his mother's soft, smooth legs. His fingers worked slowly under the hem of her gown toward her thighs. Mom began to squirm in anticipation as James moved higher. Kate closed her eyes and relaxed into her son's gentle touch. Soon James' hands were resting lightly on the insides of Kate's thighs, just inches from her pubis. He began a slow massage from Kate's knees to her hips using more pressure as his fingers moved closer together. Kate separated her legs to accommodate James' hands sliding up her legs.

When his fingers reached the tops of her thighs, James slipped his hands onto Kate's groin and stroked her inner thighs. At the same time, James pressed the ball of his thumb against Kate's clitoris through her gown. With the initial contact, Kate arched her back, gasped loudly, and spread her legs wide open.

With his mother's complete cooperation, James removed her nightgown and dropped it over the side of the bed. "My, oh my," he exclaimed as his gaze returned to Kate's incredible pubic hair.

"Lick me," Kate demanded as she pushed herself toward his face. "Don't talk, lick me."

James pressed his thumbs against each side of Kate's labia, spreading her genitals wider. Then he dragged the ball of his tongue slowly up the center of Kate's labia until he found her clitoris. As his tongue contacted her sensitive nub, she groaned deep within her chest and jerked her hips. Kate closed her eyes tightly.

When he reached her clitoris, James put both hands on each of her inner thighs and pressed them firmly against the bed. Kate opened her eyes wide and raised her head from the bed. "Put your tongue on my clitoris and don't stop until I scream or push you away," she requested.

"Mom...., I mean Kate. I don't have experience doing this." James confessed.

"You've been married for more than twenty-five years so you must know what to do or did your wife always say 'No'?" questioned Kate.

"Of course she didn't say No,' responded James. Then more meekly he admitted, "But I wasn't the one who initiated sex. Lori usually does."

"And after two years with Lori you still haven't figured out how to lick a woman?" Kate asked incredulously.

"It seems Lori just loves oral sex," James explained. "She'll go at it like an octopus devouring a bowl of spaghetti but she never says 'no' so I can't learn."

"All right, listen carefully," directed Kate. "Put your left arm under my leg and support me across my abdomen with your right hand. Now take your right hand and spread me open. With a slight hook in your fingers find my G-spot about an inch from my cervix and put a little pressure on it. Now start licking my clit again. No, slower... Not too slow.... That's it. Now try that tongue thingy again.... Not now... Keep licking... Now!"

James did exactly as he was instructed and Kate exploded into his mouth. When she finished, he held her trembling body for a few minutes until she had recovered enough to sit up. "Let's have another shower," she suggested.

By this time, James was feeling relaxed enough that he wasn't afraid of having a second orgasm but it would be more manageable. He stood and took Kate by the hand leading her into the bathroom where they shared the shower, drying each other. They returned to Kate's bedroom, dressed in a robe and shorts and moved back into the kitchen. It was lunchtime and they worked together to prepare a large salad and a small bowl of tuna fish to mix with the salad. After eating, James helped with the cleanup and they moved into the TV room and cuddled together watching a rerun of an old X-Files episode. They remained in that position through three episodes, enjoying the physical contact and mutual contentment until it was almost five o'clock.

"Kate, you're a wonderful lover and I've enjoyed every minute with you today. But, I don't understand why you want me here when dad will be home soon? Won't he figure it out?" James asked.

"We should go back to the kitchen," Kate suggested.

She led the way. When they got there, she picked up a set of keys from the counter top. "I think it's time you visited Lori," she announced. "I expect she misses you just as much as you miss her." She handed him the keys. "That's the key to her apartment. Go. You need her as much as she needs you. Be good together but be careful, too."

"How long?" James asked.

"Stay the weekend," Kate invited. "And come back home next Wednesday for breakfast."

Kate watched her son leave and return to his life with Lori. The sex after lunch had been everything she could imagine it would be; gentle, exciting, and totally satisfying. The orgasm that her son had given her was one of the best of her life. She sat quietly on her sofa, sipped wine, and relived the events of the past few hours.

Her sexual relationship with her husband became more infrequent as they aged. They had tried every sexual position or idea suggested by a well-known sexologist, even having sex on top of his desk once after he made love to his secretary on it. Their current arrangement worked for them except when it didn't, like this weekend. She thought of making love to her son often. She thought she had squelched any such thoughts. But seeing her son masturbating, hearing him express frustration and loneliness, and his acceptance of her offer opened the floodgates in her mind. He gave her a new reason to live, a new passion for lovemaking, and a new understanding of male anatomy. The erection he sported at lunchtime was a lot larger than she expected. And he knew exactly what to do with it. His oral ministrations were better than any man ever had done before. And he made her so hot before inserting his finger that she was sure the vaginal lubrication leaked all over her nightgown.

But she missed sex with her husband. They talked last night about rearranging their lives. Maybe they could spend more time together during the week and less on weekends. But this was going to be an issue in some form from now until they no longer needed sex. It couldn't work out completely in either direction. So maybe their sex lives would have to adjust somewhere in between. She had a lot to think about during the evening ahead.

Meanwhile, Lori looked over James' body stretched across their bed and licked her lips. The weekend started late Thursday night as she called him around midnight. She explained her plans with her new lover for Friday night. She asked if it was okay with James if she spent the weekend. He told her he hoped her plans would work out so he could get some sleep and he gave his permission. They hung up agreeing to call each other later in the evening.

Friday morning Lori called as James headed out to his first class. She apologized for missing dinner. Her boyfriend's job required him to work weekends occasionally and she just couldn't resist this opportunity to be with him. It appeared they would probably spend the entire weekend together. James understood what she was trying to tell him and was somewhat relieved he didn't have to deal with her coming home horny late Saturday night after making love. And it allowed him to enjoy the fantasy of spending the weekend with someone else he met but wouldn't get the anguish when it wasn't Lori. So he promised that he would go out tonight and find someone he could take care of his needs with.

When James left his last class Friday afternoon, there was a voicemail message from Lori asking him to join her and her new friend for a meal. His response was to invite them to meet him at the club after she had time to change clothes and drive. After he settled his bill for the night, they decided on dinner somewhere near school before the others returned. While James changed into more presentable attire, Lori ordered dinner.

By the time James returned to the club dining room, the wait staff was clearing away their food. He sat down and ordered a drink and finished it while waiting for his dinner. They were in conversation about what kind of music to play when their server reappeared with his meal. She also asked if they wanted to sit in one of the booths so the noise level would be lower. It seemed reasonable to him because the club's usual entertainment would begin in less than an hour.

They selected a booth away from the bar and other customers. The hostess led them to their table and waited until they seated themselves. James ordered a beer and a whiskey shot to start. Lori ordered a vodka gimlet. He picked up a menu but wasn't ready to order so he waited for the waitress to return with his drinks.

Lori was watching some women preparing the bandstand while her mind was thinking back to Friday. "How was your day?" she asked finally.

James was drinking his beer, watching the band preparations, and thinking about last Friday night.

"What are you thinking about?" asked Lori.

"That incredible blow-job mom gave me," confessed James.

Lori flushed slightly at the thought of her brother receiving a blowjob from their mother. "I've been watching you stare for ten minutes," said Lori. "Do I make you think of mom? Are you comparing us?"

"Honestly, no," responded James. "If you don't mind, I'm going to get some more coffee. Do you want anything while I'm up?"

"A gimlet sounds great right now," answered Lori.

James left and returned quickly with coffee and gimlet. They resumed talking about the events of the previous evening.

"What really surprised me was that the guys were so willing to let us join them," said Lori. "Even when they knew that we had an open relationship."

"Maybe I should try this open relationship stuff," observed James. "Then I wouldn't be sitting here alone on a Friday night, watching videos or something else."

"Is that what you were doing when I called this morning?" laughed Lori. "Watching those old movies again?"

"Maybe," blushed James.

Lori finished her last sip of gimlet. "Would it help if I told you that I had an idea that may make our next party even better?"

"Better? In what way?" James asked suspiciously.

"Do you trust me?" asked Lori.

"Mostly," answered James.

"I can arrange some entertainment for us tomorrow night but it would require you to bring someone and me to bring someone different than who I brought last Saturday," said Lori.

"What kind of entertainment?" questioned James.

"Can't you wait for a surprise?" asked Lori.

"Last time I did you picked a guy for me and I picked a girl for you," remembered James. "Is that what we're talking about?"

Lori hesitated before answering. "Maybe."

"Why 'maybe'? Do you have something different in mind?" James asked.

"Maybe," admitted Lori. "We need to think seriously about our future."

"What are you thinking about now?" asked James.

"About my relationship with Mike and how happy I am," responded Lori. "Do you like him?" she asked.

"He seemed OK," remembered James. "Does that worry you? How we reacted to each other?"

"Not worried really," explained Lori. "Curiosity more than anything. That could influence what we do tonight if we have partners who aren't so close."

"So far tonight," replied James. "You're the only person I've had sex with in weeks and for at least another day. You'll be doing great as long as you don't stop what you've started."

Lori was relieved. She knew that James had gone several weeks without sex but hadn't been sure about herself. She had sex with Mike frequently, sometimes twice or even three times on Friday or Saturday nights alone together. Mike did nothing to relieve those urges over the weekend and expected Lori to accommodate him Sunday night through Tuesday morning when they last saw each other before returning home from work.

But last Saturday after having sex with James until it was time to join his party at JC's place, Lori found herself unexpectedly horny and unsatisfied when she left the house. Her sexual urges continued Monday and Tuesday without relief until she returned home Wednesday night. Since then, her sexual urge had reemerged and she was trying to cope. But she wasn't complaining. She enjoyed her relationship with Mike but she missed the daily satisfaction that James provided. Maybe there was something in their relationship that allowed a better balance between lust and love, a balance she still hasn't worked out with Mike.

She thought of Mike as she turned on her side and slid down the bed, leaving more room for James in the middle. Her left hand ran through his thick dark brown hair as her right hand grabbed his erection. "I can guarantee one thing," she said. "No matter who else comes into our lives, I'm going to find some way to satisfy you often. I love your body. I love your touch. I love everything about you."

With that said, James began to run his tongue down her clitoral hood while his finger probed her labia and pushed into her vagina.

"Oh fuck!" said Lori as she felt him enter her. He pushed in and pulled out several times while moving his lips up and around her clit, sucking, licking and biting gently until her muscles quivered on the brink. Lori came. A flood of warm fluid surged over James' fingers, running down his palm and soaking the bed clothes below.

Moments later, Lori was lying on top of James, nuzzling his neck while his erection rubbed against her pubis. "God, what have I been missing since I got married?" she asked.

James was confused but had no answer for her question. "Maybe I shouldn't be jealous that dad has access to this whenever he wants," he ventured.

"Dad knows how to use what God gave him and sometimes it's wonderful," explained mom. "But even after more than twenty years together, he's still more interested in finishing himself. I don't feel used afterwards. But when he finishes and leaves me alone, I realize I haven't been satisfied."

"Doesn't seem like that would happen if you were with someone else," reasoned James. "Someone who hasn't done it ten times or fifteen times that day and is going through the motions for just one more climax."

"You may be right," smiled mom. She sat up and adjusted herself until his penis entered her. "Let's find out," she said as she put her feet on the mattress and began to rise up and down on James' erection.

With Lori riding him, James let her set the rhythm. His only task was to control himself so he didn't orgasm too early. With Kate leading, there was nothing to think about except enjoying the feeling of his erection sliding into the warm moist channel of his mother's vagina and knowing what was going to happen at the end. James began to move his hips slightly to adjust the angle and depth of his thrusts. Kate moved with him, trying to match his movements but eventually just moving on him automatically without thought of what or how she was moving.

"It doesn't feel much different than your sister," commented James.

"That's good," gasped mom. "What do you think?"

"Different vagina; same sensation," concluded James. "Not as tight."

Mom responded by flexing her pelvic floor muscles to squeeze her vagina around James' erection. She continued periodically while their bodies slapped together and their orgasms approached simultaneously. When mom screamed, James reached up and held her breasts tightly.

"Oh God!" mom cried. "That was wonderful." They lay together enjoying the sensation of each other's body. Soon mom turned toward him and ran her tongue over his erect nipples. "I haven't been with anyone except your father for many years," she confided. "But I always enjoyed this before he made me stop. Do you mind? We both know Lori enjoys it."

"You make my sister sound like some sort of slut," said James.

"I don't mean it that way," mom explained. "Just that she enjoys fellatio as much as anyone I've ever been with."

James laughed. "Yeah, she does enjoy it," he confirmed. "I don't mind if you give it a try."

Mom began by kissing all around his erect penis and his scrotum. Her fingers traced the path of her kisses along the shaft of his penis and down to his testicles. She rolled them gently around her hands. As they tightened against his body, she put his scrotum in her mouth, running her tongue over every surface.

She licked the underside of his penis from his scrotum to his tip. James had to tighten his muscles and suppress his urge to come. It didn't help when mom used her hand to lift his testicles out of the way and lick up his perineum to his anus. "God mom!" exclaimed James. "Stop or you'll make me cum."

Mom returned her attentions to his penis with the obvious goal of making him cum. Within a few minutes he did. Mom had obviously been thinking about this moment since their first conversation at breakfast. She positioned him on the bed, sucked his erection into her mouth, and stroked it until it hardened.

When she stopped stroking his penis and sat up, I saw a look in her eyes that told me everything she hadn't said since I had started masturbating earlier that morning. We were now involved in something much more than just satisfying each other's basic physical needs.

While mom went through several orgasms during the next hour, she continued to stroke my erection and I was hard for every one of them. While I tried to reciprocate with oral sex, my orgasm came faster than I expected and when mom was almost ready to join me. Instead, I grabbed two tissues from the box on the nightstand, put one over the top of my erection and let my orgasm flow into the other tissue. When my orgasm subsided, mom was looking at me in amazement and disappointment.

"Sorry mom," I apologized. "You made it impossible for me to resist."

"And you didn't try hard enough?" she said.

"Didn't have time," I answered. "I didn't know how much time I had. The truth is I'd probably come just from watching you enjoy what I was doing. Next time will be different," I promised.

"Do you think I'm a whore?" asked mom as we lay together in James' bed after his afternoon orgasm.

"That question doesn't seem appropriate at this point in our relationship," James commented. "If I were you, I might ask 'what do you think about your mother's sexual activity?' If I were to answer the first question, I'd probably say that there are many definitions of a 'whore' or 'adulterer,' the common elements of which is a strong moral judgmental standard of the individual's behavior."

"Are you trying to dodge my question?" mom asked.

James paused and responded slowly. "First, no. But you've opened an ethical can of worms here that may be difficult to put back without spilling some of it around. Second, given our mutual physical activity since this morning, I'd expect you're looking for an affirmative response. So yes, I thought you were a whore then and still think so now. I'm assuming we have similar definitions."

Mom reached down and began to rub the lips of her vagina with two fingers. Her other arm was extended above her head. "I think you're trying to convince yourself," said mom.

"Probably," I answered truthfully. "But even though my mother has always been very loving, caring, and supportive of me, I don't really know her intimately. Maybe what happened today isn't an aberration of who she is but rather one of those weird circumstances like being kidnapped at gunpoint where we do something contrary to our nature because there are consequences if we don't. We might do things today that neither one of us would consider doing tomorrow. I don't want to think anything bad about my mom."

"It's all right," replied mom. "Maybe after having time to contemplate what happened, you'll regret what you did or let me do to you," she added while rubbing the tip of her tongue on her top teeth and upper lip.

"That's the point," I admitted. "I don't know what I'm going to feel. Right now I don't have any negative feelings at all. I feel good, great, wonderful actually. I wouldn't want that to change just because it isn't the accepted social norm."

"Do you still have Lori as a sexual outlet?" mom asked.

"No question there. Lori has proven herself to be amazingly versatile in her sex activities."

"Does she eat pussy?" mom asked.

"She can't get enough of mine," James replied.

Mom shuddered again. "Don't tell me that," she gasped. "Just do what you're doing. My mind doesn't need any more stimulation than my body is providing. My brain will explode."

James lowered his face to his mother's vagina and proceeded to give her the same attention that he had received earlier. In minutes, his mouth was full of fluid and a quivering woman was lying motionless on his bed. When he realized that she had climaxed several times without taking a breath, James climbed on top of her and put his ear next to her mouth. Her warm breath reassured him that she wasn't dead. James watched as she gradually recovered from the most intense orgasm she had experienced in recent years.

When she opened her eyes, she gave James a languid smile and said, "Thank you, that was spectacular."

"What now?" he asked.

Kate pulled the hem of her nightgown above her waist. "Get down here," she commanded.

James lay on his side next to her, his hard penis sticking up beyond his belly button. Kate pushed him onto his back and rolled on top of him. Her knees were outside his thighs as she sat with her pelvis on his abdomen and his erection behind her between her cheeks. She took his penis in her right hand and stroked it several times while staring into James' eyes. It seemed impossible that he might have another orgasm so soon but James was quickly becoming very excited again.

Kate raised herself up until she had the tip of James' penis between her labia. When he felt himself penetrating into her vagina, James tried to lift his hips but Kate had him pinned. Slowly and gradually, she allowed more and more of his penis to enter her. When she reached bottom, she released all of his penis except the head. A smile formed on her lips and she raised her hips, taking most of his penis into her body until only his head was touching the opening to her vagina. Her descent took even longer than her initial entry and James thought he might cum before she reached bottom again.

"Not yet!" she commanded when he began to raise his hips as much as she would permit.

"Oh, God!" she moaned and dropped the rest of his length into her vagina. She rotated her pelvis to increase her stimulation while using both hands on his chest for leverage to allow her to lift herself up and down on his shaft. James put his hands under her nightgown and found her nipples with his index finger and thumbs. Kate increased her pace and intensity. Finally, with a gasp of breath and with James still holding her nipples between his finger and thumbs, she collapsed on top of him. The last few tremors of her orgasm shook the bed. "My God! That was incredible," she proclaimed.

James held Kate tightly until she calmed down. Her face lay against his neck and shoulder. He wrapped his legs around hers and kept his arms tight against her back. Slowly, they became aware that they were attached physically by their genitals as well as emotionally at their hearts and heads. After a minute or so, Kate tried to free herself but James wouldn't let go.

Kate smiled against James' cheek. "You didn't cum this time?" she whispered.

"No, but I want to do it when we're connected like this. Are you ready?" James asked.

"It has been some time since someone had an orgasm in me. I can't think of anyone more appropriate than my own son," admitted Kate.

"Then get ready for the ride of your life," challenged James.

He slid down the bed until he lay on top of her, their pubic hair touching, the head of his penis poking through hers. With her assistance, he found her hole and entered her slowly while kissing her deeply and passionately. Their bodies were slick from perspiration so his entry was smooth and painless. When he felt his body touching hers, he held himself there while they continued to kiss. She was slick inside and felt like his erection was being caressed by a soft rubber glove that had been lubricated by silicon. She raised her hips slightly to show him she was ready to accept him.

In spite of all his previous orgasms in the past ten hours or so, James thought his first orgasm with Kate might not last long. But he didn't need to worry about that as his attention was solely on Kate. He moved his hips slowly and carefully, concentrating on getting the motion just right, the tempo just right, and everything else just right. They kissed each other's face, lips and neck.

Suddenly Kate moaned and stiffened, pushing her pelvis into James' body. Her back arched and she closed her eyes, squeezing them shut. James sensed an opportunity and took it. He increased his pace slightly. Suddenly Kate gasped. "Stop!" she commanded.

Confused, James stopped moving immediately. Kate's reaction changed and she began to breath heavily as if trying to control something that was threatening to get out of hand. Finally, she relaxed, smiled and pulled him close.

"Thanks," she whispered.

"Why did you tell me to stop?" he asked.

She blushed. "It was getting too intense," she admitted. "I wasn't ready for the big one."

"I'm sorry if I got carried away," apologized James.

"Maybe just a little," mom replied. "But don't underestimate the effect you have on me. No one has ever had such an effect before."

"I understand," agreed James. "Now what?"

Kate responded by pulling him toward her and kissing him deeply while fondling his balls. Then she said, "Sit up so I can get your shorts off."

With his shorts removed, Kate guided him until he was on top of her. "I'm going to use my hands to put you in the right place. Just go slowly at first," she directed.

They both groaned as he entered her. She held his buttocks, directing him how to move. Within a minute, they found their pace and were making love in earnest. When they climaxed almost simultaneously, their moans joined together in unison.

Several hours later, mother and son were seated side-by-side in the kitchen enjoying leftovers and an occasional touch under the table. "We need to do this again," suggested mom.

"Absolutely," agreed James. "In fact, I'm going to call JC and tell him we won't be singing at the club tonight and every weekend from now on. There will be too many questions about why Lori is not singing and since she lives with David, he'd eventually figure out something was going on."

"We can go somewhere else," mom suggested.

"I don't think that's a good idea, at least not yet," answered James. "If JC figures out something is going on between us, he'll keep it to himself. But if we begin sneaking around and someone sees us, who knows where the story might lead."

"James, we need to set some ground rules and we should write them down," Mom insisted.

"Go ahead," agreed James. "It makes sense."

Mom started with, "I think that I am a private person in most respects of my life. If we do anything outside this room or the house for that matter, we should make sure it doesn't appear suspicious."

"Maybe you're getting ahead of yourself. We've only done this once," James warned.

"Once so far and I enjoyed it tremendously and I don't want it to end anytime soon," mom responded.

"I agree we shouldn't jeopardize what we have," James suggested.

"Let's stop for now but let's schedule our 'helping' sessions for several days a week when your father won't be home early. There is something about being nude while I'm dressed that makes this more exciting."

They set their date and time schedule, scheduled another 'session' for that evening, and reluctantly left James bedroom. "I don't want to see you again until tonight," James said after seeing his mother off the property as she went to shop and have lunch with friends.

The remainder of the day seemed unusually long for James who spent much of it in front of his laptop watching pornographic videos to relieve an insistent erection that was persistent all day. His imagination wandered, wondering what Lori would do with him if they were together that afternoon. He wondered if she made love with her boyfriend before she went out or if he took her directly from the house after sleeping. He imagined the sounds she made and whether they were any different than his mother made earlier. It surprised him that thoughts about his mother brought back his erection just as quickly as thoughts of Lori.

After dinner, James watched television alone in the family room while his mother was working on something in her office. Shortly after nine, she came into the room and suggested that they go to his bedroom. Without a word, they both left the family room and entered his bedroom, closing the door behind them. They embraced with Kate pressing her breasts hard against James' chest. "I think you like to undress me," she teased.

"I'll accept your invitation this time," James responded. He held Kate away from him, moved her nightgown off one shoulder and then the other. When it reached her waist, it fell easily to her ankles. Her nude body, highlighted by soft lamplight and shadow, captivated him. He dropped to his knees in front of her, grasped the edge of her thong panty and pulled it down until it joined her nightgown around her feet. When he stood up, Kate began to unbutton his shirt. Once again, her actions were deliberate, making each movement part of the foreplay. First one sleeve and then the other were removed. Her hands slid around his body, down his back and under his waistband to slide off his pants and briefs. "I like undressing you as much as you like undressing me," she said as she wrapped her hand around his erection. She gently massaged it in small circular movements which caused James' penis to grow slightly larger and harder.

James put his hands on Kate's hips and gently moved her toward the bed. "Lie down," he requested. With the same deliberateness, Kate sat on the edge of the bed and lay on her back in the center of the bed, pulling a pillow under her head. James pulled the covers down revealing crisp cotton sheets. He turned off the main light in the bedroom leaving only the bedside lamp glowing softly. Then he crawled onto the bed from the bottom end and stretched out on his side next to Kate, propped up on one elbow. Slowly and deliberately, his hand roamed Kate's body, following the lines of her thighs, the curve of her breasts, the indentation at her waist and the rise of her ribs. Occasionally, he dipped a finger into an enticing crease or circled an erogenous zone. Kate closed her eyes and enjoyed his touch.

James rolled forward, positioned himself between Kate's legs, leaned on his forearms and kissed her abdomen just below her navel. He looked up and saw that Kate's eyes were still closed. She was relaxed and her breasts moved slowly with every breath. The skin of her abdomen was soft and smooth, smelling lightly of talcum powder. The crease between her thigh and groin, just below her hairline, was an attractive sight and it led like an arrow to the heart of Kate's sexuality. James dipped his tongue in the crease while his left hand massaged the soft skin of her abdomen.

He felt Kate spread her legs, opening herself to his view. James slid down the bed and lowered his lips to Kate's vagina. He blew on her vulva for a moment which drew Kate's attention. "Ohh," she sighed as he kissed the inside of her right thigh moving toward the crease again. When his lips met there, he blew another gust of air on Kate's vulva. This time her moaning was deeper and more pronounced. His fingers reached through the outer bush into the inner bush where her labia were partially obscured by a growth of coarse pubic hair. James separated her pubic hair, exposing the lips of her vulva and revealing the tip of her clitoris peeking from beneath its hood.

Kate's moans intensified. She felt James' finger tracing the outline of her vaginal lips, dipping gently inside to probe for moisture and spreading that moisture on the outside of her labia.

James kissed her right thigh once more and shifted position to kiss and nibble on the tender flesh at the junction of her torso and thighs. Kate's hips twitched as if trying to get closer to his probing tongue and lips. He kissed the skin under her pubic bush until his lips found the inner lips of her vulva. Her skin here was soft and damp with moisture. She smelled of lavender soap. And, if possible, she tasted even sweeter.

Kate held her breath and gripped the sheets as James' kisses progressed across her sensitive nether lips.

The touch of his mouth on her labia electrified her already heightened senses and she cried out in pleasure.

She wanted more of everything; his hands, his mouth, his erection.

And then he gave it to her.

James moved back to Kate's clitoris and circled his tongue around it, flicking lightly with every rotation. He felt her thighs press hard against his shoulders, pulling him close and pushing him away all at the same time. Kate moaned and groaned, trying to control her urges. His fingers explored the entrance to her vagina until they found the most tender place along its rim. He traced each side and then teased the sensitive tissues between the two sides of the vaginal opening.

James' ministrations were working on Kate's sexual arousal like a potter throwing lumps of wet clay across an island and onto a moving wheel. Her body had grown tense with anticipation and excitement but nothing was happening, just the anticipation of what might be possible but not yet realized. James knew that it was inevitable that she would be forced to accept her orgasm when it arrived or burst apart like fragile china.

And he gave it to her.

Kate's orgasm exploded in the space of less than ten seconds. She arched her back and screamed. Her eyes flew open and closed involuntarily. All of her muscles tensed and then relaxed quickly. And the convulsions started. One after the other, she lurched against James' face and hand while the convulsions raced through her body. When it finally subsided, James withdrew his hand from her vagina, put both hands on her hips, and laid his head on her mound, waiting for her to come down from her sexual high.

Kate breathed heavily. Her chest rose and fell as she tried to calm her heart rate and normalize her breathing. She released her grip on James' head and began to stroke his hair. James kissed her mons pubis and Kate shuddered from the contact. It was some time before her body stabilized enough for her to speak coherently.

"James," Kate spoke quietly. "You have given me a sexual experience more pleasurable than any I have ever imagined possible."

"Was it your first orgasm?" asked James.

"Oh yes," answered Kate. "Many, but not all orgasms include the pleasure of sex. What we just did qualifies as having good sex by any standard I've ever read about."

"I'm glad," admitted James. "Sex has become almost an obsession with me lately and my only outlet has been pornography and occasionally masturbation. It's good to have real flesh in front of me rather than a faceless image on a screen. If you will allow me, I'd like to give you more pleasure. And you have to help me. I'm out of practice and need some guidance."

"Whatever you are doing seems perfect to me. Just keep at it and don't stop. If there is something else you would like to try or I can suggest, I'll let you know," Kate instructed. "But remember, this is your chance to have some fun too. Don't neglect yourself."

James started by licking his way across her abdomen, around each breast, across her neck and chin, and kissing her on her lips. He kissed his way down her body until he reached her pubic mound again. He used his fingers to open her labia.

He ran one finger through her labia, spreading them further apart as his finger traversed from her vagina to her clitoris. He repeated the maneuver with his tongue.

Kate's knees came up and she cried out with delight. She placed her hands on either side of James' head and pulled him toward her opening. With his tongue pressed against her clitoris, his nose was nestled in her pubic hair. The musky odor of her sex enveloped him. When he breathed in, air passed over her wet labia causing a chill in her stomach which increased the pleasure already there. James felt her vaginal opening spasmodically gripping his chin. Her labia was slick with fluid. "Eat me, baby!" begged Kate. "Do everything to me."

James began to tongue Kate's wet cleft. With his tongue extended and stiffened he ran it along the length of her labia, pushing it through to get at her moist, sweet interior. His mouth filled with Kate's juices; she tasted so sweet that he could not stop. As he licked and nibbled on her folds of flesh, Kate became more excited, and as she did, James sucked harder. He used one hand to push a finger inside Kate, curling it inside her to press her sensitive spots.

James inserted a second finger inside Kate and continued to explore inside her passageway, sucking hard all the while, until he discovered the rough spot. "God! I can feel your orgasm growing!" exclaimed James. He took his tongue away from Kate's clitoris and focused on the rough spot, rubbing the tip of his tongue across it again and again. When he added pressure by grinding his teeth onto the rough spot, he pushed Kate over the top. Kate screamed. Her knees gripped his ears. Her vagina grabbed his fingers, pulsing on them with an intensity beyond anything James had imagined possible. "Fuck me, please! Now!" cried Kate.

"You don't mind if I'm still erect?" James asked as he climbed on the bed next to his mother, pulling her legs toward him.

"The thought of it is amazing," she agreed. She turned slightly onto her side, reaching for James' erection. Then she guided him into her still throbbing vagina. James lay facing his mom with his knees against the back of hers. They were both too close to orgasm to do much moving but simply being together was enough. James put his arm under her shoulder, pulled her closer and began to kiss her neck behind her ear. Soon their orgasms raced through each of their bodies simultaneously.

Exhausted, they fell asleep in each other's arms. An hour later, they woke together and began a repeat of their earlier activity which left them both completely satisfied.

While showering, Kate confessed, "James, this has been the most intense sexual experience of my life, including all those times before I met your dad. I didn't know that sex could be like this. No wonder Lori loved it so much with you."

They were having dinner when Dad returned from golf. Mom kissed him as he entered the room.

"You haven't spent a whole morning home in months," commented Dad.

"Well, after you left, James and I went swimming for a couple of hours, had an early lunch by the pool, and then had an afternoon nap," explained Kate.

"A good way to spend a day," conceded Dad, "and the weather cooperated."

"It did," agreed Kate. "We should plan another day like it soon."

Dad looked at Kate sitting across from him at the table. "By the way," he inquired. "That wasn't one of my shirts you were wearing earlier, was it?"

"It's too big for me," answered Kate.

"And since when did you wear boxer shorts as lounge clothes?" Dad continued.

"You don't approve?" Kate asked.

"They're just too big," admitted dad.

"I've found they make good sleepwear on warm nights like this one," explained Kate.

Dad smiled. "As long as they aren't mine," he conceded. He finished his plate and stood up. "By the way," he remembered something that happened earlier, "do you mind if I ask what James is doing about having Lori living with him? I don't think he's doing well being alone every night."

"He told me last Sunday afternoon that he had spent most of yesterday morning masturbating," confided Kate. "This morning I checked on him again and, while I couldn't see anything, I'm certain he was also masturbating today. I feel really sorry for him but I can't think of any solution."

Dad thought for a moment. "I'd think he might be looking at pornography on his laptop. It would explain why you couldn't see anything," he concluded. He walked out of the room leaving Kate wondering why he didn't offer to spend time with her more often or at least on the weekends. And she wondered why he couldn't give her a kiss or even a hug after she revealed that her son was almost crying out because he needed physical contact with her so much. But maybe he wouldn't know what to do if she did make an overture.

It's not easy being the only one in your relationship trying to keep it together, thought Kate as she rose from her seat and made her way to her bedroom. If he wanted a different outcome he should have stayed home for part of this week so I could get his energy going and then tonight we could have gone crazy when he returned home. Now I guess I'll just take care of myself again before I go to bed. I'm not looking forward to Saturday night. Maybe I'll give Bill a call and see what his weekend plans are, she considered.

Kate removed her nightgown, crawled under her covers, and reached into her night table drawer.

Dad was in his den reviewing information in a file about some commercial property on the edge of town. After his mother left, he showered and dressed. The file had been sitting on his desk for weeks waiting for some free time. Since his wife wasn't going to be home for most of the day he planned to spend time on several neglected activities. As much as he tried not to, he thought about his mother walking across the living room, satin covered body, barely concealed by her lace robe, heading to her bedroom. His son may not have been aware but he was. He wondered how often James had seen that sight and what they may have done if they had.

James lay down on the bed after his mother, no Kate now, left him in a near trance of satisfaction. While Kate headed for her shower, he put on pajama bottoms and walked bare-chested into the living room. It was mid-morning and dad was nowhere to be seen. He fixed himself a late breakfast consisting of fried ham, scrambled eggs, hash browns, and toast. When Kate walked out of the living room with her wet hair combed back on her head, wearing shorts, a sleeveless t-shirt and hiking shoes, she said, "Good morning. I guess again." She made herself a bagel sandwich. She kissed him on the forehead before she sat opposite him. He poured her a cup of coffee and she thanked him for it. They spent a good part of an hour chatting about the weather, sports, politics, and other topics. It was the same as every other Saturday morning except it wasn't because it was more. They both knew what had transpired and what could have continued but decided, for now, not to. They cleaned up the kitchen together and James went into his room.

While James showered and dressed in blue jeans and polo shirt, his mother worked in her flower beds. James drove through a car wash, topped off his car's gas tank, and bought two hot dogs and a coke for lunch. He headed to a local mall with the intention of seeing a movie after he finished his hot dogs. He had trouble thinking about a movie until the girl behind the counter repeated herself and then he chose something at random from her recommendations. The movie turned out to be very good. He stayed afterward, enjoying the air-conditioned atmosphere and talking briefly with others in the theatre about the movie. At four o'clock, he walked out into the afternoon sunshine and returned home.

Kate was reclining in one of the deck chairs drinking a glass of iced tea and reading a magazine. Her husband came running around the corner from their garage in front of their house. When he spotted Kate on their deck, he stopped dead in his tracks.

Kate closed her magazine and put down her iced tea.

James parked his car and started up the stairs toward the deck. "Daddy!" he called out.

"Jimmy!" responded his father. His father picked up the gym bag lying on the grass near the driveway and ran up the steps. James arrived first as his dad dropped his gym bag next to him. Dad enveloped him with bear hug. James struggled to find a comfortable way to handle the embrace while maintaining a minimum level of personal space. Mom stood behind him, smiled, and shrugged her shoulders as if to say, 'what do you expect?'

Eventually dad let go of his son. James backed away several feet and regained his breath. "Hi dad," he said finally.

"Jimmy," dad answered. "How've you been?"

"Keeping busy," James responded.

Dad nodded and went into the house. James and his mother stared at each other for a few moments, trying to read what had transpired between them since they last met two weeks ago. James shrugged and walked onto the deck.

"You didn't ask how I was," observed mom.

"I was trying not to seem possessive," dad answered. "It wasn't an 'our' question but rather a general question."

"But you do care how he is?"

"Of course," responded dad. He opened the door leading to the kitchen. "Why don't we have coffee on the deck?" He put a coffee pot on the stove to make fresh coffee.

James joined them in the kitchen. Mom hugged him tightly. "Hi darling," she greeted him. "How are you this morning?"

James kissed her on the forehead. "Much better since I took your advice about breakfast."

Mom turned around in James' embrace. She reached behind herself with one hand, found his zipper, and unzipped it. Then she pulled up the back of his shirt until it caught above her arm. Mom leaned her bare back against James' chest. It was obvious from their reflection in the window that mom wasn't wearing a bra. "What would you like for breakfast?" she asked James.

"Anything we have available here," James said. "I'll just eat as I can until everyone gets home." He had both hands under mom's shirt fondling her breasts while his erection pushed into her ass crack through their clothing.

Dad and Lori entered the kitchen through opposite doors simultaneously. Mom disentangled from James quickly as they both became aware of dad and Lori entering the room. Dad looked suspiciously at mom. Lori smiled at James.

"I thought the four of us could do something together today," dad suggested. "Do you have any ideas?" he asked.

"We usually don't make plans ahead," explained James.

"I'm going to go meet my friends at the mall this afternoon," announced Lori. "Maybe I can pick up some ideas there."

"That seems like a good plan for the ladies," observed dad.

Mom glared at James. She wasn't prepared for dad's suggestion but she could tell he wasn't ready to leave. Mom wasn't going to get any time alone with James this morning or soon.

"Dad, why don't you and I go see how our baseball teams are doing while they do their shopping? We should have better luck that way. We could catch dinner at home at six tonight," suggested James.

Dad glanced at mom who responded with a small nod of her head. "Yeah, James, let's give the women space while we do our own thing. But I have no intention of going into any clothing stores, especially if Lori is in them," concluded dad.

An hour later, they were comfortably seated in front of several monitors displaying baseball games from around the league. James brought a large pitcher of beer for himself and a small pitcher of lemonade for dad. They were both sipping beer when dad spoke. "I guess the baseball season isn't your favorite time of the year."

"Not this year," admitted James.

"And certainly not as good as your sister, right?" teased dad.

James looked uncomfortable. "How long did you know about Lori and me?" he asked.

"Do I like admit you told him?"

"Dad just said he noticed a difference in our relationship but had no details."

"But he never gave any indication that he suspected we were having sex?" Kate asked.

"Well, it wasn't exactly the kind of thing a young man wants to admit to his parents," answered James. "Especially when you had an almost physical repulsion to even thinking about sex while discussing things with me."

"Yeah, mom, dad, and I have been together since he was 19 years old. We were each other's first sexual partners," she confessed.

James didn't want to think about the implications of what he just learned from Lori. It explained so much and, at the same time, caused so many questions. He had grown accustomed to her being a sex partner and loved her as a sister and best friend. But their relationship started out in an incestuous situation and that fact hadn't gone away. Lori was no less his sister now than she had ever been and they were still siblings. And Kate may have some misplaced feelings of loyalty to the father of her children.

"But Lori doesn't need to know that we are continuing our liaison, right?" asked James.

"We're just helping each other relieve a temporary need. That doesn't mean that we have any obligation or intention to change our status with others," explained Kate.

James and Lori met in the kitchen to cook dinner before mom and dad arrived home. James had the chicken marinating while Lori was preparing the pasta and a salad. It was an ordinary event for the pair, something they had done many times before, except today neither of them was wearing clothes. They were enjoying their new found freedom from prying eyes. As far as anyone knew, the two of them were living an ordinary, unremarkable life as brother and sister, not lovers.

Lori sat on one of the tall stools at the breakfast bar. She was facing the wall separating the kitchen and family room with her bare buttocks sitting directly on the granite countertop. She was holding her laptop in front of her and her knees were together. Her nipples were hard and stood out like pink pearls on a backdrop of white snow. If she lowered the laptop, James could see everything about her.

When she heard the garage door open and close, she put the laptop to the side, turned toward the door, spread her legs widely, and held her pussy lips open with her fingers. By the time their parents entered the family room through the door by the garage, Lori had closed her legs and returned to reading an article on the Internet. Their mother walked into the kitchen first and stopped when she saw Lori, or more importantly, what Lori was, or was not, wearing. She gasped, "What the hell!"

James was behind his mother but immediately stepped beside her to get her attention away from Lori's body. But she refused to turn toward him. She pointed at James and said, "Put something on!" James turned and walked away to his room.

Dad appeared in the doorway after James left. His look of shock and lust was only surpassed by the tenting in his pants. Lori quickly grabbed a sweater from the back of one of the chairs and pulled it over her head. This got their mother's attention.

Mom turned to dad. "Did you know anything about this?" she demanded.

Dad shook his head indicating that he did not. Then he realized that he still had his erection on full display so he stepped deeper into the family room and sat in a chair out of their mother's sightline.

Mom walked around the breakfast bar, sat down opposite Lori, and said, "What have you done?"

"James and I are in love," Lori said calmly as she picked up her glass of wine and took another sip. "We are very compatible lovers." She turned to look at her father and observed his state of arousal. With a wry smile, she added, "It looks like dad has been missing mom for two weeks just like James."

Kate put both arms around James' torso and hugged him tightly against her body, his erection trapped against her thigh, his lips inches from her lips. Their eyes were only inches apart. "That was 'help,'" they announced at the same time. Their laughter filled the room. Then James got serious.

"I think your turn now," he informed his mother. He sat up and reached around her body. His fingers found the zipper holding her nightgown on her body. James gently pulled the zipper down the curve of her spine. Her breasts shook as the weight of the gown pulled them down.

"Help me get this off," Kate requested as she wiggled her shoulders. The two of them together lifted the nightgown over her head and tossed it onto the floor beside the bed. She fell back on the bed, nude. The sight took James' breath away. Lori and James had done almost everything in the realm of sex but they had never seen each other's mothers totally nude. They had been too busy to even think about looking closely for details. Now he was seeing everything and his mind catalogued every detail into long-term memory. He didn't realize until now how much his sister resembled their mother. He had always been conscious that Lori looked more like him and mom then dad but the physical similarities were remarkable.

Her breasts were round, large, and firm, held off her chest with pride. Her areolae were the same color as her lips and each nipple stood out almost an inch from her breast, hard and erect. Her waist was trim and her hips flared gently from there. Her thighs were firm, slightly separated and leading down to long graceful legs. As if by instinct, her thighs crossed to hide her groin but only added to her sexuality.

James leaned forward on his left hand to kiss Kate. She turned her face toward his and they kissed passionately. He pressed against Kate's thighs to spread them. Reluctantly, she opened her legs until his chest rested on the softness of her abdomen. James felt her body begin to tremble. As if by instinct, he shifted his weight to his knees and arms so his weight wasn't resting on her.

James kissed slowly down the slope of one of Kate's breasts. He licked each nipple causing her entire body to quiver. When James sucked on her nipples, Kate cried out again, her hips bucked against James and he felt an unfamiliar dampness between them. Then he began to move down Kate's torso toward her pubis. She held his head in his hands as he got close enough for her to feel his breath on her vaginal lips.

She pulled him back up. "We should wait until next time before we continue," she explained.

"I'm going to hate myself for asking," James started.

"That last part is called cunnilingus," explained Kate. "Some women can come almost instantaneously from that stimulation and others need much more and longer."

"Do I take it that it took you less time?" James asked.

"You did good," Kate congratulated.

They moved around so James could lie with Kate on her left side, facing him, her head resting on his outstretched arm. James leaned forward to kiss her. He noticed when he leaned forward that his erection brushed her body. It seemed a natural thing for him to do. He rolled toward her, moved up next to her, put one arm across her shoulders while the other supported her body. Her breasts were flattened between their bodies. His penis slipped naturally between her legs and settled against her soft mons and pubic hair. When James moved forward with his hips, his erection rubbed against her labia. He pulled back and forward again. Each time the pressure on her clitoris increased and her excitement grew.

The third time, she raised her leg so her opening was more accessible and his erection slipped into her vagina without a struggle. James moved rhythmically forward and back with each stroke slipping further into her vagina than before until they were moving as one body with no movement possible between them. The only evidence of their motion was the slap of their flesh coming together, Kate's increasing moans, and James' grunts. Kate's orgasm came in a powerful rush through her entire body that surprised even her. Her vaginal muscles contracted and milked James to his own powerful orgasm.

A few hours later, after another nap and another round of "help," James and Kate found themselves dressed, sitting in the kitchen, drinking coffee and talking. Kate mentioned that their father would be home shortly and he might want to eat when he returned from golfing. "How will we handle seeing dad?" James asked.

"Dad doesn't know you've been 'noticing' Lori," replied Kate. "Let him find out in the same way I did."

They heard the front door open. James stood up quickly. He wanted to look casual but he couldn't think of anything. Finally, he just turned toward the living room, smiled at his mom, and waited for his dad.

When Jim walked into the kitchen, James felt an awkward moment. He said, "Welcome home dad."

"Thank you, son," replied dad.

James didn't know if he should give his dad a hug or a handshake. He settled on a pat on his dad's arm as he moved by him. It was the first time he had touched his dad in four years when he didn't initiate the contact. They sat down at the kitchen table with coffee. Dad started, "You're out of school for the summer. Have any plans for yourself this summer?"

"I've been trying to decide what to do," James admitted. I may start a new job or take some classes this summer. What are you and mom going to be doing?"

"It's your mother's decision," dad explained. "She can decide which party weekends we will attend."

"I would think that would depend on more than just her schedule," James countered.

"Not really," replied dad. "Your mother is still one of the most sought after women at these events. She enjoys being the center of attention. A single guy doesn't have a chance with her but there's enough married guys who love to take advantage of a good-looking woman who wants to have fun. They're just not as obvious about it as they might be otherwise."

"So, when are we going next?" Lori asked excitedly.

"Not this weekend," stated Kate. "The girls need time to recover from last weekend. I doubt that they are ready for another marathon session like last weekend. You remember how bad things were Friday morning? I don't want them that exhausted again so soon."

"You sound like the boys were having a better time than you were," mom accused.

Kate looked away for a moment as if considering a response. When she looked back at mom, she admitted. "The boys didn't spend much time alone with me although they had lots of opportunities."

"And?" mom asked.

"It might be easier if you're surprised," suggested Kate.

Mom took a second to think about the possibilities. Then she responded, "Well, it would certainly add an element of suspense that might make next weekend more exciting."

"More exciting!" exclaimed dad. "After last weekend! Are you sure?

"What did I say? That there is nothing as exciting as watching your child perform in their area of greatest talent? I may have even said it was almost orgasmic," mom declared.

"And they're the ones going to help this weekend?" questioned dad.

"Yes," insisted mom.

"I don't know," hesitated dad.

"That's what made it so exciting," reminded mom. "I thought I'd never seen you get an erection so fast."

"It's different when it's in front of you," defended dad.

"You enjoyed it," insisted mom.

"The other wives didn't," countered dad.

"They didn't have an erection while they were watching," retorted mom. "At least none I noticed."

Dad had to concede that possibility.

"Did you enjoy having sex in front of other men and their wives?" asked dad.

"Not just any men," confirmed mom. "I liked men who had attractive wives with sexy bodies. The more I knew the wife, the more exciting it was for me."

"So, you've been cheating on me with your friends?" accused dad.

"Honey," countered mom, "you've known most of those people for years as well and there's no love lost between us. They didn't like my wandering eye and my indiscreet behavior while I thought they were prudes and hypocrites."

"What made last weekend different?" questioned dad.

"The fact that we're going to move away so I wouldn't see them again and this would probably be our last opportunity," explained mom.

"And your outfit was intended to show that you weren't concerned what they thought?" concluded dad.

Mom nodded and continued. "I wanted to have sex with you, my husband, in front of other people, even though they were friends who I cared little about, to convince myself that I wasn't afraid or embarrassed if others knew how much we enjoy having sex. That is why it was more important for me to know that they might be watching us and to let them believe what they wanted rather than you seeing and enjoying the same spectacle."

"Well, I did enjoy it," dad admitted, "and there are lots of videos that support your beliefs, so there may be something to them. The only thing I'm still uncomfortable with is when you said the act reminded you of the first time Lori seduced James into performing sex with her in front of us. Did you intend to remind me that I was also sexually involved with a sibling of ours?"

Mom laughed, "I thought you'd understand my analogy sooner. I meant to imply that my first sexual encounter with someone new and strange and our recent encounter at the party were both stimulating and embarrassing but I came out ahead in the end."

"So," continued mom, "James ran his fingers between my lips, wetting them, spreading my lubricant over my clitoris and then down inside my vagina. When he found my clitoris and put it in his mouth, I nearly climaxed from that sensation alone. It had been too long since I felt such stimulation.

When he used two fingers to slide into my vagina while sucking my clitoris, I had one orgasm after another. My hips were thrusting, my legs flailing and I could see stars on the ceiling."

"But then it changed," said dad.

"Yes, then it changed. While he was licking and suckling me, he slowly slipped his other hand under my buttocks until he could push his middle finger against my anus. I didn't think about how it might be possible for me to become more excited but when he pushed his finger through my sphincter and inside my rectum I exploded with a massive climax."

Kate reached for James' shoulders. "Come here. It's my turn to help you," she coaxed as she pulled him on top of her body. "There, that's better," she murmured.

She reached for his hard penis and stroked it with small motions of her fingers. She licked his nipples, sending shivers across his body, and ran her tongue up his neck and behind his ear. "Does that feel good?" she asked. "Your skin is so warm," she added as her hands explored his back. Her knees slid along the outside of his thighs, spreading them open and allowing James to rest comfortably between her legs. Kate wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him tight while nibbling his earlobe. "Kiss me again," she directed, "the way you did after your orgasm. I liked that."

James lifted his head slightly and kissed her lips, their tongues entwining. "Do you mind if I call you mom?" he asked quietly. "I don't mean in an everyday sense. Just right now. This is weird but also right. It just seems natural for me to call you mom," he explained.

"If you want," replied Kate. "Just be sure that you remember what happens when we are in public and you're tempted to call me mom in more normal ways," she cautioned.

James lowered himself, nestling his penis on Kate's mound. "Can you feel it mom? Can you feel me rubbing myself against your tummy? Are you wet enough for me to push myself into you?"

"Come here, James, so I can kiss you," Kate said. James moved up her body until their eyes met. Kate pulled his mouth against hers. The kiss started tenderly and then became passionate. When their lips separated, Kate looked into James' eyes and smiled. "Mom wants to suck you off again before you penetrate me," she announced.

Kate pushed on his shoulder urging him to get off her and then rolled out of bed. She stood next to the bed and took off her nightgown. The sight of his mother's naked body for the first time had James speechless. Kate was tall with the body of an athlete or ballerina. Her breasts were medium size, firm, and with large pink nipples. The only part of her body that wasn't perfectly flat was the curve of her waist and flair of her hips. James estimated that her pussy would be full when he penetrated it. Kate crawled onto the bed, lying on her stomach and began to tease his erection with her mouth and tongue. Her hand gently cupped his testicles and teased them too.

James realized that his orgasm was going to explode soon. He pushed on her shoulders and said, "I'm about to cum." Kate looked at him from under her eyebrows but didn't move away. Instead, her ministrations intensified.

A moment later, his climax overwhelmed him and his semen flowed into his mother's mouth. Her lips surrounded his penis in an iron grip preventing any escape. Kate moaned in satisfaction and then released him. She crawled up his body, her naked body covering his until they were face-to-face. She kissed him hard, their tongues playing with each other. It was only after several kisses did she break free. James noticed the taste of his semen again as well as hints of the coffee from earlier in the morning.

"Oh, I think I can do better than that," James insisted.

"So can I," agreed Kate.

James rolled onto his back and then sat up with his legs over the edge. He grabbed Kate around her hips and pulled her until her butt was hanging off the bed and her thighs resting against his shoulders. Then he returned his tongue to her clitoris. After another minute, he felt Kate grab his penis and begin to play with it. Moments later she took it in her mouth, sucking like a drowning person sucking air from a fresh breath of oxygen.

Kate was having an orgasm but her lust wouldn't be quenched by one single release. Instead, her need increased while her focus became only on achieving the next orgasm, no matter the effort. She realized that the penis in her mouth wasn't big enough for what she wanted but she wasn't ready for that to change now.

James, on the other hand, couldn't sustain the pressure needed to maintain and prolong his erection after his explosive earlier orgasm. But there was one thing he could do if he could maintain his concentration. He continued to suck Kate's clitoris and used two fingers to enter Kate's vagina. A few moments later, his middle finger penetrated deep into her vagina and his thumb made contact with her clitoris. A moment before she climaxed again, he curled his finger toward him, finding that soft tissue spot high on the inside wall of her vagina.

When his finger made contact, Kate released James' penis and screamed. Her hips began to gyrate wildly so that it took all his strength to hold on to her hips. He could feel a pulsing in his fingers and he pushed them more firmly against her pelvic bone. Her second orgasm continued through most of a third and into a fourth and final orgasm. Her muscles seemed to fail her when her orgasm began to fade. James held her closely against his body. His mind wandered back to a time some years ago when Kate's breasts pressed against him when they hugged goodbye as he headed off to college for the first time. They were larger now, fuller.

Their mutual exhaustion allowed them to fall asleep together on James' bed. When James awoke, it was almost noon and Kate was standing in the open bathroom doorway nakedly drying her hair. Their eyes met in the mirror, James grinned, and Kate smiled shyly.

"Thanks again for your help," said James.

"And mine?" queried Kate.

"The best I've ever had."

"Better than Lori?"

"Different, better or worse, I can't answer. What happened this morning was a totally new experience."

"I'm not surprised that you and Lori enjoyed each other, considering who your parents are."

"Considering who my mother is," James corrected her.

Kate laughed. "You'll be glad to hear that your father will be at the club until very late tonight."

"And you?" James asked.

"Depends on how good you are," answered Kate.

James spent almost an hour performing oral sex on his mother. After several orgasms, Kate stopped him. "It's wonderful but you have me more than satisfied and exhausted," she said. "But what about you? What can I do for you? Shouldn't we move this to another room?"

"What did you have in mind?" James asked as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

"I should think that was obvious," Kate said, pointing at James' erect penis.

James chuckled. "Well, we've gone this far. Do you think it would be better here or your bed?"

"In my bed," Kate replied without hesitation. They walked hand-in-hand into Kate's bedroom. As Kate climbed onto her bed, James went to the nightstand. The bottom drawer contained a collection of vibrators and lubricants. "Looking for something in particular?" asked Kate.

"I know it's in here but I never imagined I would need one," James explained as he rummaged through the drawer.

"Ah hah!" he exclaimed as he held up a long, cylindrical package triumphantly. Then he extracted two condoms from a box. He unwrapped the packaging around the condom and began to roll it on his erection. Kate looked over her shoulder from her prone position on the bed. "Are you sure about this?" she asked.

"We did promise some mutual help," James said. He climbed on the bed next to Kate. "Lift up your hips," he requested. Kate lifted her hips as James put a pillow under her pelvis. She felt the pressure of James' erection against her vagina and her whole body shivered.

"Now!" demanded Kate. She dropped back onto James' erection with no hesitation. With most of her weight supported by James, her hips rolled gently against his groin and she contracted her vaginal muscles over and over. As a result, it wasn't long before they both had multiple orgasms and lay exhausted on James' bed.

The sun streaming through the open curtains finally brought James out of a pleasant sleep. Kate was gone. There were several indentations in the bed where she had been lying. He put on shorts, checked his watch and discovered it was nearly noon. After a quick trip to the bathroom, he went to the kitchen hoping for leftovers from breakfast.

He was surprised to see Kate seated at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee in her hand. She was wearing a yellow blouse and tight white skirt. "You're up," she greeted him. "I took a nap after we finished but I've been awake about an hour."

James retrieved coffee for himself, sat next to Kate, and asked, "What time will dad be home?"

"He texted me while I was getting dressed," Kate answered. "He'll be home shortly after five."

"Shortly after five?" repeated James. He looked down and realized that there were fresh strawberries on the table with a small dish of whipped cream. "What else have you got planned?" he asked.

Kate smiled. "Strawberries dipped in whipped cream," she stated.

James laughed. "A favorite from long ago?"

"Not exactly long ago," Kate admitted. "Maybe fifteen years."

"But not an infrequent part of our life?" James said.

Kate blushed.

James laughed. "So you like strawberries?"

"Do you remember eating your first strawberry?" Kate asked.

"I'm sure I have," answered James.

"You should be able to draw a connection between your memories of strawberries and what just happened."

"Yes. Now my thoughts about strawberries will be very different."

"What are you thinking about now?"

"What we've got planned for this afternoon, the next time you come for a visit, or maybe how they would look if you were lying by the pool wearing only your strawberries."

Kate blushed. She hadn't thought that far ahead.

"Now mom," James insisted, "you must be hungry after working so hard on lunch."

The sun streaming through an open curtain woke James from a wonderful sleep. The clock read 10:46 am. James was naked under his sheet in the middle of his bed. He remembered the previous morning when he was watching X-rated movies, masturbating himself almost to a climax while thinking about Lori when there was a knock at the door. A little confused by what had happened recently, he thought he might have dreamed the experience. But his laptop was gone and the smell of strawberries and something else filled his room. His mind filled with images of strawberries, whipped cream, and the taste of strawberries mixed with mom's unique taste and smell. He decided to take a shower and then find her to see if this was real or not.

With just a towel wrapped around his waist, James left his room for the kitchen. As soon as he rounded the corner of his bedroom door, he smelled coffee brewing in the kitchen. With no one else home on weekends, coffee wasn't usually made until mid-morning but it smelled great. And he needed a mug of hot black coffee before he faced the events of the previous night. He padded down the hall and into the kitchen.

"Good afternoon," said Kate who was standing near the center island with a coffee cup in her hand. She was wearing a short terrycloth robe that hid very little when she turned around to face him. Her nipples pressed out against the soft fabric while her pubic hair peaked out between the folds of the opening in the front. "You look a lot like your father did thirty years ago."

"You look much better than he does now," replied James, "and the similarities end with physical appearance. He would never behave like I have."

"Behave?" Kate responded. "Don't apologize for anything we both enjoyed. Just ask your father or mother why I didn't make love to you sooner."

"Really?" asked James. "And when will you tell us why it took you so long?"

"Probably a long time from now," Kate responded. "And if there is any telling to be done, I will have to do it," she added. "There are some things fathers and sons shouldn't discuss even though they might understand about each other. Some things mothers and daughters should never discuss with anyone but each other and some things wives and husbands would just be hurtful."

"What things?" asked James.

Kate pulled him close. "Forget I said that and forget about Lori or your father for today," she urged as she kissed him on his cheek. "Let's worry about us for the rest of the weekend. Maybe more."

"Mom, what about you and dad? What if we get carried away, become exclusive and something happens to your relationship?"

"If you got carried away, I got carried away too," Kate explained. "Dad wouldn't blame you. And we're not exclusive now."

"Not exclusive?"

"No," Kate said. "Your dad and I were separated for 3 weeks before we reunited a few years ago. He had an affair and I did too although our affairs weren't in our living room," she observed.

"But they were both good while they lasted and helped us realize how important we are to each other. Besides, I love it when he goes down on me. In fact, my affair ended when the relationship became serious and he didn't do that for me. But your dad loves doing it."

"Really!" asked James incredulously.

"We haven't had a problem in the bedroom in the past eight years," Kate confirmed. "Now stop wasting time and get back to work or we're going to have problems in this bedroom," she insisted.

"Right, mom," responded James.

Kate lay quietly while James worked on her. At some point, she realized that it was only one finger probing her vagina and not the two from earlier. She relaxed, enjoying the feelings of James' tongue teasing her clitoris, his finger massaging her insides, and his hand cupping and squeezing her breasts. Her body tightened suddenly and there was a sudden surge of warmth flowing through her.

The surging feeling subsided and James moved away from her. Kate opened her eyes and looked at James. "Thank you, sweetheart," she said as she reached up to pull him down beside her. They snuggled together for several minutes. "I have to go fix lunch," she observed.

"Yes, you do," agreed James.

"You look awfully smug," Kate contended. "Like the cat who ate the canary."

"Maybe I have reason to be smug," James observed.

"If I have anything to say about it, you may get that chance again soon."

They were lying side-by-side. They had both shed their clothes and talked for almost an hour after James had gone down on her, brought her to several orgasms with his tongue, and swallowed a few more times.

James kissed her on the nose. "As good as the last hour was, I still miss Lori."

Kate smiled. "So do I."

"Why are we both so dependent upon someone we're not married too?" wondered James.

Kate didn't answer. It wasn't a question she had an answer to although she'd had similar thoughts lately. Instead, she turned back on her side facing away from James. "Hold me please," she said. James spooned behind her mother and put his arms around her, one across her breast and one just above her groin.

For James, his erection recovered from the blow job his mother gave him but he was content to hold her in his arms, his mind drifting to the last week when Lori hadn't come home for days at a time. But now he was lying in bed holding Kate while he could smell the sex emanating from both of them.

After ten minutes or more, Kate said, "We have unfinished business." She sat up, turned sideways on the bed and swung one leg over James' head. James moved his hand slowly up her legs, spreading the curly hairs covering her outer labia. As his fingers passed through the thick hair, they encountered an increasing dampness. With one hand pushing down and the other pushing up, he spread open her labia, exposing the pink glistening lips below. Kate's arousal flowed onto his hand. He slid a finger into her vagina and her musky fragrance surrounded him. He closed his eyes and absorbed it all: her scent; the sound of her ragged breathing; the heat generated from her body; and the feeling of being connected with her by her fluids flowing from her body onto his hand.

Kate lowered herself until James' mouth rested in her crotch. The top of his tongue contacted her clitoris. His lips rested against her outer labia and his chin touched the soft hair of her inner labia. He pressed his head back into the pillows and Kate pressed her body down on him until he was struggling to breath. "Do something!" she cried.

James moved his tongue around until the tip of her clitoris contacted his upper lip. His tongue found a rhythm and he focused on the tiny spot. Kate rocked backward and forward trying to increase the pressure against her sensitive areas. She leaned forward as far as possible, using one arm to support herself, and moved one hand to her breast to play with her nipple. Then, she began to rock forward and backward again as she lost control of her own body, seeking the ultimate goal. James did everything he could to maintain the connection while supporting Kate's body.

Suddenly, Kate stopped. "I can't wait," she moaned. "Get behind me!"

As James climbed out from under Kate's body, she rolled over and moved to hands and knees. Quickly, she pulled her gown off over her head. With a view that was more magnificent than he imagined, James stood mesmerized for several seconds before dropping his shorts to the floor and moving in position behind Kate.

Kate felt James' naked body against hers. "Hurry!" she cried.

James grabbed both of her breasts as he directed his erection into her wet vaginal cavity. He held steady while Kate moved forward and then back impaling herself on him completely. "Oh God! It feels so good!" she exclaimed.

She paused for several long seconds, allowing their bodies to adjust to their new status. As before, it seemed to be an involuntary movement, but her body began rocking forward and backward. Slowly at first, increasing speed and intensity until their bodies were slamming together audibly. Their breathing came in gasps that synchronized with their movements.

Suddenly, Kate stopped moving her hips but continued to shake wildly. Her mouth opened into a silent scream and her arms tightened around James' body. At this moment, James lost control of his own orgasm and spewed his semen deep in Kate's womb.

The minutes passed like hours as their orgasms faded slowly leaving the sweaty remains of their intense sexual union on their bodies. Kate collapsed on James and allowed her breathing and heartbeat to approach normal.

When she was able to breathe normally again, Kate said, "I can understand Lori's desire for sex. It's better than anything else in the world."

James just moaned a soft reply.

Kate rolled over, stretched out her whole body, and then pulled the tangled satin gown off over her head. Fully naked, she turned toward James. "I could use a shower and a bite to eat. You look like you should shower as well. Care to join me? Then we'll take a nap. It's only 9 o'clock but it's already been an incredible day."

"Sure," James responded.

He watched Kate stand up next to the bed. Her breasts were spectacular without the support of her tight nightgown. She had a small amount of cellulite on her buttocks which gave them a shape that men love. Otherwise, she was perfect. Her pubic hair added a unique feature to her natural beauty. A slight swelling around her mons indicated how much stimulation she had just experienced. Kate reached down to take his hands and pull him off the bed. As his groin faced hers, he saw how red and swollen her vaginal lips were. His efforts and their effects on her were unmistakable.

The couple walked across the hallway to the bathroom where they joined each other in the shower. While James shampooed her hair, Kate washed James' penis. Her hands, slippery with soap and water, stimulated him quickly. James stepped back from her while her attention centered on his engorging erection.

When he backed into a wall of the shower, he pulled her toward him until his penis rested against her mons. When she moved closer, the length of his penis parted her labia, separated the soft tissue between her vaginal lips and rested against her clitoris. He rocked his hips forward slightly. Kate groaned and threw her head back. He grabbed her buttocks in both hands and lifted her onto her toes. This position put more pressure on Kate's clitoris, separating more tissue as her body pushed back and forth to avoid having her sensitive clitoris crushed by James' pelvic bone. Soon Kate's moans rose to a crescendo as an intense orgasm gripped her body. Her legs failed and James held her tightly to prevent her from falling to the shower floor. He turned so that her back was now pressed against the shower wall. He lifted her left leg from behind her knee, exposing her sex organ. He moved his erect penis from Kate's abdomen to her vagina and gently eased it inside her.

Kate wrapped her arms around James' neck. She lifted her left leg further and brought it across James' lower back, giving James free access to her vagina. James began a rhythmic movement that drove his erection deep inside Kate each time. Kate continued to hold onto James' neck. Each thrust into her created an explosion of light in her eyes and pleasure throughout her body. With no thought of holding back, her third climax came quickly after James penetrated her. Her vaginal contractions were almost painful for James whose erection felt like it was caught in a vice that kept squeezing tight and releasing only to squeeze again. The intensity of Kate's orgasm pushed James over the top of his threshold. His orgasm erupted with powerful thrusts from his hips. Every pulse shot a stream of semen deep into Kate's cavity. Their orgasms blended together. One started before the other finished but there were no clear ending points. They stayed locked together until both had become physically uncomfortable with James' flagging erection becoming less supportive and slipping from Kate's vagina. Kate lowered her foot and supported her own weight. Both of them became still as water splashed from the showerhead onto their bodies.

"You're incredible," James declared. "I never realized that Lori or any woman could respond like that. You just shook all my misconceptions about sex."

"Thanks," said Kate. "It has been a while since I felt anything like that."

"How long is 'a while?'" James asked.

"It's been seven years," confessed Kate.

"Seven years?" exclaimed James. "I don't see how dad could leave you alone that long."

"He had some issues he needed to overcome," Kate explained. "The time apart was partly my fault."

"You must really like each other," surmised James.

"I love your father dearly," confided Kate, "and we do enjoy our special nights together but what we're doing now seems much better to me. The emotional connections are closer and we are communicating more honestly than in several years. It is also an added stimulus knowing that it would be taboo for others to know what we were doing. It feels kind of sneaky, like we're getting away with something no one else knows."

James put his hand on the bed next to his mother. His fingers brushed her mons pubis. He rubbed the hairy triangle for a moment before pushing a finger through her bush and gently rubbing her clit. Kate shuddered. She spread her knees wide, her sex opened invitingly. James removed his finger from her clit and dragged it down until he reached her vaginal opening. He pushed the end of his finger into her hole. There was resistance. James moved his head between Kate's knees so he could see clearly. With his free hand, he parted Kate's bush to get a clear view and pushed a second finger through her labial lips and into her hole. "You seem tight," commented James. "How long has it been for you?" he asked.

There was silence as James continued to push his fingers into her hole. Then: "Seven years," gasped Kate.

"Seven years!" exclaimed James, freezing with two of his fingers buried completely in Kate's cunt.

"I've told you that your father had issues he needed to deal with," breathed Kate. "And there were times I thought he wasn't going to overcome those issues."

"And I contributed," confessed James, resuming his gentle strokes.

"More than just a little," agreed Kate.

Kate rolled over so she faced James' body, pushed him onto his back, and began to kiss him softly on his lips, face, and neck. Then she straddled him and bent down again. She continued her kisses from his neck to his nipples, down his torso, and around his penis. "This isn't really fair," she said when she stopped briefly to catch her breath.

"We're even," James commented.

"Not yet!" insisted Kate. She sat up, facing away from James, put her feet between his legs, and lowered herself over his abdomen until her anus pressed against his groin. Leaving just enough space for her arm, she used her hand to position his erection below her vagina. She eased herself down and the tip of his erection was surrounded by warm, wet folds. She lifted slightly, moved herself, and slowly engulfed his entire length.

They remained motionless for several minutes as they became accustomed to their physical connection. They were both in awe of how much they felt for each other.

James ran his hands gently over Kate's buttocks and thighs. Kate's breathing became rapid and shallow and James knew it was time to begin. He held Kate around her waist with one hand and reached up and under her gown to capture her right breast. He squeezed her breast gently, letting his middle finger rub against her nipple.

Kate arched her back to let her head touch James' chest. She wrapped her arms over his knees to support herself. She started to ride him. At first it was more like a gentle rocking. Her motions became stronger and less rhythmic until they found a mutual counter-rhythm. Kate was lost in sensation. She began to cry softly with tears running from her closed eyes down her cheeks. The tears were as much because of the love she felt for James as they were from the orgasm rising quickly from deep within her body.

The feelings building up in James' groin matched those he had felt before his release in his bedroom hours earlier. But this time he was determined to control them. This time he wanted to please his mother completely and he wasn't going to finish early by mistake. As she rocked back toward his knees, he released his grip on her breast. When she rocked forward, he replaced his hand with his mouth, covering her entire breast, even including her nipple.

Suddenly and unexpectedly, Kate went rigid as the waves of her climax flooded through her body. "James!" she gasped. "That is so wonderful. I love you so much."

James slowed his manipulations but continued his efforts until Kate slumped against him, spent and weak. They disentangled from each other and laid side by side holding hands. Kate moved closer and lay her head on James' shoulder. "You make me feel alive again," she whispered in James' ear.

"Do you think we have enough time before dad gets home?" asked James.

"Enough for what?"

"I'd really like to feel my erection buried deep inside you," stated James.

Kate looked up at James' face and smiled. "It would be the best medicine I could think of to chase away my aches and pains and give me a new lease on life," Kate agreed. "But it seems so wicked. What about birth control?" she asked.

James opened his nightstand drawer and extracted a condom from an unopened box. He unwrapped the package and rolled the latex sheath onto his erection.

Kate pulled on one side of her labia exposing more of her vagina.

James maneuvered between her open thighs and slowly inserted his erection into Kate's vagina. He watched as his erection disappeared into his mother's body until his groin pressed against hers. Her pubic hair teased his abdomen. Her labia gripped his erection like a tight fist. He paused to enjoy the moment. Kate wrapped her long legs around him. Holding his hips in place, she squeezed her muscles tightly around his erection. Then she released her grip and he began to move slowly. He wanted to enjoy the sensations, draw out the act for a long time but he had no control. His body had been through this before once that morning and it hadn't been satisfied. This time was going to be quickly and completely. He thrust deeply into her and came. And when he thought he was finished, he thrust again, deeper than before and came harder than before. Exhausted, he rolled onto his back, his arm over his eyes and his breath coming in pants. He felt her turn into him with her head on his shoulder. His breathing returned to normal and his erection slowly withered and subsided. Eventually he turned on his side and faced his mother. "You're amazing, Kate."

She kissed him gently. "It's good to hear you call me Kate after what we just did," she confessed.

"Now, can you explain to me what we have and what might happen from here?"

"Not a whole lot different than other mothers and sons," said Kate. "We'll still be mom and son. We'll go out there to your breakfast table and eat our donuts while we talk. I will do the dishes and clean up the kitchen while you relax or play video games or whatever else it is you do for the rest of the day."

"Aren't you concerned about dad?" James asked.

"That's one benefit to being my own boss," responded Kate. "I'm working from home today so you and I are free to share the morning until dad returns around 4:00 this afternoon."

Kate sat on James' bed next to him in a t-shirt and underwear with a knee tucked under her. James was naked except for a bath towel wrapped around his waist. They were having an honest conversation about sex. What had just occurred between them in the past half hour required discussion but, while they may have been talking to each other, they were both thinking about what might occur for the remainder of the day.

"You did great, by the way," said Kate. "I've had lots of oral sex during our marriage but I can't remember anything like that."

"Maybe because the guys you've had before were inexperienced teenagers?"

"They couldn't have been that much younger than you," mused Kate.

"Probably a couple of years and maybe more if you were married when you were eighteen or nineteen," speculated James.

"Maybe thirty-five," confirmed Kate.

"So, a lot has happened since then," observed James. "Lots of sex to learn from, including oral and everything else."

"Maybe even anal," grinned Kate.

James moved up Kate's body and kissed her breasts through the satin. Her nipples were hard and they felt wonderful on his tongue and lips. "Let's finish getting undressed," he suggested as he helped Kate slide off her gown.

After James took off his shorts, Kate pulled down the sheet on the bed. They crawled into the bed together, side-by-side. Kate took hold of James' reawakening erection. "I guess this won't take too long to revive," she teased. "I've been thinking about it and I believe the only thing we haven't done since your birthday is have sex while lying together in bed, face-to-face."

"That's one I never imagined because my thoughts are usually in the moment rather than considering what's next," admitted James.

"It might be nice to try something new while having an orgasm," Kate suggested. "I'm already so excited and close that I think I can cum any minute."

They kissed again. James turned toward Kate while she put her back to him. She guided him into her warm, wet vagina. James reached across Kate's chest and cupped her breasts as he pumped slowly. James began to kiss and suckle her neck. A shudder shook her body. She moved his hands off her breast so she could play with her nipples while he supported her breasts. She pressed his hands against her breastbone as if she were going to push them back in place against her breasts. Soon their movements synchronized and the rhythmic rocking motion built into a frenzied activity. Both came almost together with James erupting deep into Kate's core while Kate arched her back into the orgasm that rippled throughout her body. When they finished, they lay quietly on the bed, exhausted but happy.

It was a Saturday afternoon like many others and both were surprised how much the afternoon had slipped by. It would soon be time for dad to arrive home and mom to pretend that she did a little work around the house rather than enjoy the best sex of her life. For James, the weekend was getting better; he didn't miss Lori so much or fantasize about what it would be like to have a threesome with Lori and a friend.

Sunday morning brought changes in the family. James found out why breakfast wasn't being cooked when Kate knocked on his door and said it would be at ten. At the last minute, mom decided that dad should drive to one of his favorite lunch spots in a different city about an hour away. That put everyone in motion a bit earlier. Kate joined James in his bed again. Their lovemaking this morning was quicker and more frenzied with only mutual masturbation to satisfy each other. After a quick shower, James headed for the kitchen in preparation of cooking breakfast.

James was seated at the kitchen table, drinking coffee and watching CNN, when Kate made her way into the kitchen dressed in slacks and a nice blouse. James stood up as Kate approached him and embraced him in a long passionate kiss. When they broke from the embrace, he whispered in her ear. "You should know that you're beautiful inside and out. I feel incredibly lucky."

Kate just smiled at him and went to get her morning coffee. They finished breakfast with small talk about their plans for the rest of the day. James washed and dried the dishes while Kate put them away. Then she left to do something by herself. James walked back to his bedroom and watched an adult movie on his laptop and tried unsuccessfully to control his erection. In the afternoon, when he realized that dad wouldn't be home until after 3:30, he gave up and masturbated twice to relieve some stress. He didn't even try to keep himself quiet. He knew he failed but mom (or Kate) never came knocking on his door asking about noises coming from his room.

That evening, James sat down with Kate and dad for dinner. Dad wanted to hear what James had done that day. James mentioned briefly about going to the park with his binoculars, birding. Kate asked what he saw. He rattled off a few names of birds and Kate told dad that she took care of several things at the local shopping mall. Then she volunteered that dad missed a good meal by taking off for lunch at a "little restaurant."

"It may have been little," responded dad, "But the food was great."

After dinner, dad decided to take a shower. Kate asked James if he had any activities planned for the evening. James explained that he'd thought about watching movies in the theater room with popcorn. Did Kate want to join him? She said that sounded like fun and they walked down to the theater room. When they entered, there was already a movie playing on the screen with the lights low. The smell of freshly popped corn permeated the air. They found two seats towards the middle and sat down. Moments later, dad joined them carrying two glasses of wine.

On Monday morning, James awoke feeling refreshed, rested, and hungry. He dressed in gym shorts, put on flip flops, and went to the kitchen for breakfast. The last place he expected to see anyone else before 7am was the kitchen, so he was surprised to find dad sipping coffee while reading a newsprint newspaper. After exchanging morning greetings, dad explained that his tee time was changed from 7:45am to 6:45am. That would make him late getting back if he waited for breakfast. It didn't surprise James. Dad and Lori were early risers while mom and he generally slept in until at least eight o'clock.

After eating a quick breakfast of toast and milk, dad headed off to play golf while James walked to the gym in the basement. Kate didn't appear but he heard her leave on her errands around nine o'clock.

James spent most of Tuesday working out at his home gym. Dad spent the afternoon putting together a jigsaw puzzle of the Taj Mahal. Dinner was ready when Kate got home.

Wednesday morning brought sunshine, blue skies, and a slight increase in humidity. The weather prediction was for another pleasant day, even a little cooler than the previous day. Wednesday mornings were reserved for James to clean his bedroom including making the bed and washing the linens and towels used on Monday morning and evening. After completing his chores, he wandered into the living room where Kate, Lori, and their mother were seated in individual chairs with glasses of wine and discussing Lori's new relationship. Mom, as was normal for her, had dressed in an immodest two-piece swimsuit which barely covered the most intimate portions of her body.

Their conversation quieted when James entered the room. "We're going swimming this morning," Kate informed James. "You should join us."

"I think I'll sit this one out," James replied.

Dad took his laptop into his office to finish a project that he intended to send off by email later in the day. After the pool visit, James returned to his room and lay on his bed listening to music until he fell asleep. Several hours later, he awoke suddenly when his mother sat on the edge of the bed. She was naked! James quickly looked toward the door but it was closed. His father wasn't there to see them together in the same bed. Mom held a large towel open. "I need your help," she said as she covered herself from collar bones to shins in the towel. She pointed at another larger towel lying next to James on his bed. "It's too late to swim," she continued, "but I feel like sitting outside in the sun for a while. Help me dry my hair."

James sat up on the edge of his bed next to his mother. He spread the other large towel over her lap. Then he picked up a second smaller towel from his dresser top and began to vigorously rub his mother's hair. It didn't take long for him to absorb the scents of chlorine, shampoo, and female sexual excitement. After a few minutes, mom pulled the larger towel off her body. A quick glance told him that she was completely naked under the small towel on her lap. "I need to dry everything," she said as if drying her hair wasn't enough.

He picked up the third towel from his dresser top. "This one is a body towel," he noted. Mom removed the smaller towel from her lap and James slowly and gently dried everything below her neck. As he worked, he discovered areas which were sensitive, even erotic to her including her armpits and thighs. He was hard but tried not to show it. After a few minutes, he stopped.

Mom smiled at James' condition. "Would you like me to do something about that?" she asked.

"Yes," James agreed, "but not now and not here. There is just too much possibility we might be disturbed and not the right place for you to show your skills or give your best effort. Maybe this evening after dad leaves."

"I agree with most of your rationale," mom responded. "Let's talk this evening and decide if I should take care of that before or after dinner."

When I awoke on Monday morning, my mind immediately returned to thoughts of Kate's mouth and my orgasm the previous day. How did I manage to sleep alone? Where is Lori when I need her? I'm glad I have something scheduled today that will require all of my attention.

My schedule this week includes a review of new marketing projects for our product managers and project teams to present to the executives for final approval prior to investment in capital or salary expense. After meeting with each of the six product groups, I headed home exhausted and hungry. Lori wasn't expected back for a while. I fixed a light meal and opened a cold beer.

"Lori," mom greeted. "How was your day?"

"It went great," Lori responded. "Our boss wants us to start training other staff for our role. That would mean I don't need to travel so much."

"And how are things going between you and Kevin?"

Lori blushed a little and hesitated. "Pretty well," she finally said.

"I'd say that it's more than just pretty well," James commented.

Lori nodded. Then she asked, "How about you? Any women in your life?"

"No and no desire either," answered James. "It's lonely here in this big house all alone but mom has kept me company a lot since you moved out."

"Mom has spent quite a bit of time with Kevin too. And not because there is anything wrong between us."

"That's good news," replied James. "How can I help?"

"The same way we agreed to 'help' each other earlier."

James stripped out of his clothes and helped his mother with her gown and robe. They both removed their bras before they crawled between the covers of her queen size bed. Once under the sheets, they faced each other and held each other. Each could feel the heat from the other's skin pressing against theirs. It was an unusual relationship for two siblings who were more used to sharing the intimate act of sexual intercourse rather than the pre-event touching and fondling associated with seduction and arousal. James and Lori often had sex several times a day; Kate and James could now look forward to sex maybe once or twice a year if their paths crossed during special occasions.

In a sense, James and his mother were like two long time spouses getting reacquainted after a period of marital drought or separation. Kate and her husband would get reacquainted whenever he returned from a weekend business trip or vacation. While neither felt neglected or disinterested when separated, it was just nice to be together again, hold each other, kiss, and remember the excitement of the other's touch, sight, sound, smell, taste, and presence.

For James, there was the added stimulation that it was his mother lying next to him. A woman older than him who he knew intimately from infancy to childhood, youth to adulthood, and even more recently sexually through Lori's relationship. His erection, while never totally disappearing, had lost some of its strength following the wonderful blowjob his mother gave him but now grew again and began to throb to match the beat of his heart.

Kate ran her hand down James' back, stopping momentarily at the base of his spine, feeling the indentation with her fingertips before continuing over his buttocks and around one cheek to where her leg was between his knees. She pulled slightly so James' erection pushed against her stomach. With his head tucked against her shoulder, he reached around her back and pulled her body tight against his erection.

"Make love to me," whispered Kate in James' ear. James lifted his head until his face was hovering above his mothers. They kissed tentatively. James shifted his weight until his penis pressed against her vaginal entrance. Her hips thrust up and his erection disappeared into the depth of her vagina. James moved very slowly for a few seconds then stopped.

Kate opened her eyes. "What's wrong? she asked.

"Lubricant," he explained.

Kate smiled. "Nothing is wrong," she confirmed. "I'm wetter than I've been in years. If you can't move, take me hard."

"Not yet," James insisted as he began to lick her clit again, this time more gently. Kate put her hands on James' head and pushed him away from her.

"My turn now," she said as she guided James onto his back and bent over his penis. It was beginning to revive from its earlier stimulation and she could taste herself on his erection as she moved her lips back and forth on his organ. As she watched it expand, she felt James' lips and tongue return to her clit while his fingers played in her pussy. She moved her hips to force his fingers deeper into her pussy. Her orgasm was building again and she didn't want him to stop what he was doing for even a moment.

In a matter of minutes, their bodies were locked together by mouths, fingers, tongues, and hands. Neither would have been surprised if they merged completely but they did manage to separate, physically only. Emotionally they remained joined forever.

"Mom?" James called out later as he was leaving his room to go shopping.

"Yes James." replied Kate coming down the stairs from her bedroom.

"Mom... I mean Kate," started James. "Do you think there is any chance that Lori might be able to come home from time to time? I'm sure she would love seeing you and dad and the house of course and even me if she wanted to."

Kate stared at her son for several seconds. "And that would give us more opportunities to be together?" she asked.

"I was hoping so," responded James.

"I think we should get on the phone and invite your sister home," Kate decided.

"What are we going to tell her?" James asked.

"Well...." explained Kate.

***
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Two days later, Lori was pulling into the driveway next to the garage that housed two cars; hers and James' vehicle. When she came through the front door, she stopped cold at the site of James naked on a sofa with their mother similarly dressed sitting opposite him watching pornography on TV while playing with James' erect penis. James turned toward her but seemed unconcerned about his erection in front of his mother.

Lori was stunned at the sight of her brother so aroused by her mother who seemed to have no concern for what they were doing or who had walked into the house.

"I'm just home for a few days," explained Lori. "But this is certainly a warm welcome."

"A great welcoming committee isn't it," said mom. "Wouldn't it be nice if we could welcome your father like that."

"If you don't mind," commented Lori, "I'd like to join him." And she climbed naked on top of James and began to kiss him enthusiastically while grinding herself on him. Mom watched for a while, rubbing her own breasts before standing up, removing her gown, and joining the action. They managed to get James ready again and soon his erection was sliding between the two women's bodies as they made love to him. James enjoyed the sensations of their pussies on either side of his cock until he exploded into Lori's pussy.

Mom and Lori eventually separated from James and each other and lay next to him in an exhausted heap.

"How long can you stay?" mom asked Lori.

"Maybe forever," answered Lori. "My boyfriend dumped me and I'm jobless. All I have here is James. If that's all right with both of you?"

James reached across Kate's body, grabbed Lori's hand and pulled it to his lips. He kissed it gently. "You'll never be lonely again."

"Oh God! You two!" moaned mom. "Give me your cocks."

James moved between mom's thighs. Lori scooted so her knees were next to mom's ears. "Help yourself," she said. "I'm going to help James."

Lori sat next to James. "That must feel good," she remarked as she leaned across mom's stomach and took his erection in her mouth.

"Fuck," exclaimed mom when Lori's actions registered on her brain. She lifted her head and was confronted by Lori's groin just over her head. "What did I do to deserve this," she thought as she slid her hands under Lori's thighs and pulled them together until her butt rested on the pillow Kate's head was lying on.

"How's it taste?" James asked from Kate's crotch.

"Delicious," answered Lori with mom's response unheard because of her gag reflex triggered by Lori's response while continuing to suck his cock.

"Let me know when you want 'help,'" offered Lori, not expecting any response from her mother but wanting to set things up for her.

James resumed using his lips, tongue, and mouth to bring Kate closer to orgasm.

Mom had no choice but to follow Lori's instructions. She knew she could get Lori to move if she needed to but she also recognized that Lori's position was perfect to achieve an effective blowjob and probably one with very little effort or physical discomfort for her. In fact, mom would be doing most of the work by holding onto Lori's head.

Lori had been sucking mom's clitoris when James returned and now it was obvious from the activity between mom's thighs and her moaning that it wouldn't take long until she could help mom again.

She heard James begin to masturbate so she released mom's clitoris and turned toward him. James didn't resist or hesitate when Lori moved his erection out of his hand and took it into her mouth. As before, he began to react within moments. It was hard to imagine that a man who already had three orgasms could have another this quickly but his erection felt harder than ever to Lori. He must really enjoy sex with women, she thought.

It appeared that James wasn't the only person who was sexually excited. Mom didn't waste any time taking advantage of having both hands free to push her orgasm over the top. Lori sensed mom's impending climax through the movements in her body. Lori released James' erection from her lips and scurried to mom's head where she leaned over and sucked mom's left nipple into her mouth while manipulating the other breast with her fingers.

Mom opened her eyes in surprise, stared at Lori for a moment, then closed her eyes and accepted Lori's ministrations while increasing her efforts at bringing herself to orgasm. When it arrived, Lori felt mom shudder beneath her, heard mom moan loudly, and felt her body spasm intermittently in an orgasm lasting fifteen seconds. Lori switched to the opposite breast to ensure complete stimulation during her orgasm.

James sat back against the headboard of his bed enjoying the sight of Lori playing with mom's breasts. After all, they were his breasts too, just as her vagina and vulva was his genitalia also. They shared bloodlines so all physical attributes must be available for sharing. But this isn't really incest, he decided. Dad certainly wasn't Lori's or my father, and our mother probably never had sexual intercourse with him. This was just great sex between willing participants and I could easily develop a habit for it.

In time, Lori stopped nursing on mom's breasts, and lay down next to her while both caught their breath. With everyone calming down, they rearranged themselves more comfortably on James' bed. James and Lori both laid half over and between their mother's spread legs, with Lori lying closest to mom so she could resume her licking and sucking on James' rigid erection and continue to stimulate her mother's clitoris with her finger. She had the feeling that when James got his orgasm under control he would be doing a similar activity.

Mom stroked Lori's cheek. "What brought this on?" mom asked.

"A good fantasy that we were playing together and an opportunity," Lori replied.

"When did you plan this?" mom asked.

Lori shrugged, "Maybe a year ago when you caught us having sex and you didn't freak out."

Mom smiled, "If you're planning this every Saturday morning, you won't find me knocking on your door very often."

Lori smiled mischievously, "Who knows what might happen at other times of the day or even in another location." Lori sat up next to their mother, reached behind herself, found the zipper tab on the back of her dress and unzipped it down to her waist. She stood up long enough to drop the shoulder straps from her shoulders, wiggle out of her dress, and dropped it at her feet.

Mom looked at the pile of white cloth lying on the floor. "That cost $2,500," she exclaimed.

"Wear it in good health," Lori said as she turned toward James and pushed him down onto the bed. Then she climbed on top of him, grabbed his erection and guided it into her vagina. The instant penetration brought an almost immediate orgasm to Lori while mom looked on in surprise. James grabbed Lori and held her in place while she shook in orgasm for ten seconds. She collapsed on top of him in exhaustion. James kissed her deeply. "I love you, Lorraine Ann."

"I love you, too, Jamie Lee," responded Lori.

Their mother watched her children embrace and realized that she missed this connection with her daughter. When Lori sat up to relieve the weight on her arms and abdomen, their mother moved next to them on the bed. She hugged Lori who leaned against her. Mom stroked Lori's hair and gave her a peck on the lips. "Are you satisfied?" she asked.

"As much as possible in this situation," admitted Lori.

"That was incredible but short," commented James. "Why are you home so early? I thought you weren't coming home until Monday morning."

Lori shrugged. "What can I say. His cock was small and he came fast so I decided to come home rather than spend the weekend being bored. And then I get caught in traffic coming back, but not bad enough to turn around or take a detour."

"So what are we going to do for the rest of the day," James asked.

"I can think of a few things," Lori said. "You should try a hot shower and masturbate to help relax yourself after the tension of having your mother sitting naked on your bed trying to jerk you off. I know you were turned on by her nightgown, her figure and your mind's eye envisioning what was under that satin material."

Lori got off the bed while James stayed frozen in place. She picked up his laptop and moved toward the door. When she passed his desk, she opened a drawer, retrieved his cell phone, and tossed it on his stomach as she reached the doorway. She continued out the door saying, "I'm using your laptop if you don't mind. And you might need your phone for some privacy."

James stared at the open doorway where Lori had been standing seconds ago. His mind was racing. He couldn't imagine what Lori had in mind but it would undoubtedly be more exciting than an afternoon sitting around his room watching X-rated videos. As he headed toward the bathroom, he realized that his erection hadn't diminished any during this interruption or during his discussion with Lori.

The warm shower relaxed him and, while it wasn't the first time he had masturbated while taking a shower, it was unusual. The visions in his head and thoughts of his mother kept him fully erect while his release was almost perfunctory and unsatisfying. Even the hot water running over his sensitive organ had little effect. It just made him think more about his mother.

When he left his bedroom, he could hear noise coming from the entertainment room. In the months since Lori moved in with her boyfriend, James' family room had become the gathering place for everyone in the household. James followed the noise to its source and paused to watch the people and activities. He noticed no one he knew except his father and brother. On the screen there was a replay of a women's volleyball game and on the large screen, the girls' breasts bounced every time they jumped for a block or spike. JC was the only person in the room actively watching the screen. His father was asleep on a recliner in a corner of the room. James walked over to where his brother sat in front of the screen and said, "Hey, I'm glad your home."

JC turned off the video feed and stood up to hug his older brother. They were about the same height with James maybe being an inch taller but JC was leaner and much fitter than his older brother. They embraced enthusiastically. JC said, "Lucky me. Two months living in New York with two horny brothers and I finally get back to find you living alone with mom."

James reacted quickly by looking over JC's shoulder at their father. JC immediately caught on and turned around. "He's sound asleep. Mom told him what happened between you and Lori and that mom tolerates it as long as she doesn't have to hear the sounds you two make. She also explained why you had your door locked after we came home from school today."

"You're not going to ask any questions?" asked James.

"I figure you'll tell me if you want to tell me," JC replied. "If not, that's fine with me."

"It's not something I expected and not something I initiated," said James.

"Mom?" said JC. James nodded. "Well, good luck and enjoy. What are your plans for the next week?" asked JC.

"Lori will be coming home Sunday night. Her roommate's boyfriend has to go back to school and it will be easier for her if she stayed here until fall quarter starts. Lori will sleep with me and we'll probably be having a lot of sex," answered James.

"What about mom?" asked JC.

The look on JC's face told James he had to be careful. The last thing he needed was for his brother to suspect or even imagine his sexual relationship with their mother. James tried to cover by asking, "what about mom? What do you mean?"

"She seems more relaxed today and yesterday I thought she seemed like she was happier and sexier than I've seen her in a long time. Could the reason be a little extra attention from dad?" JC speculated.

"Why not ask her?" James replied.

"I don't have the nerve," answered JC. "You're not getting anything from Lori tonight, why don't you spend the night at your girlfriend's house?"

"I could," agreed James. He turned to look at his mother who had remained silent during the conversation. "What do you think?"

"If she doesn't mind," answered Kate. She reached out for her glass of wine and sipped the white Chardonnay. James' suggestion that they spend time with other partners during this first month after they began having sex surprised and concerned her until he explained that it was his experience in his relationship with Lori, and he expected to keep their sexual relationship discreet and casual. That meant not spending all of his nights or even most of his nights in her bed. She realized that while James would eventually meet someone and settle down, as long as his father didn't know, her bed would be one of his likely options. As long as she enjoyed the attention and the sex and he felt comfortable, everything would work out.

Her husband, Charles, hadn't been as enthusiastic as she hoped when she proposed a weekend excursion to visit her old college roommate at her beach house on Lake Michigan. It wasn't the idea of going to the lake. They loved the lake and rented a lake house most summers since their children were born. This is the first year neither one of them planned to accompany James and Lori. Both of the kids planned to go, but with Lori living with her boyfriend and James going by himself. He decided it would cost too much money if he went alone. He suggested that Lori and her boyfriend might want to use his car so they could take advantage of opportunities to visit Chicago.

Charles had already committed to golfing with three of his colleagues from work Saturday morning. The four of them played golf about once a month now that their sons had grown up and moved away. When he came home and mentioned the invitation from his wife, his colleagues encouraged him to go. They planned to do the same thing on Sunday morning. With no real reason to turn her invitation down, he agreed.

Saturday morning after Charles left with his buddies for their regular Saturday morning golf game, James met his father's girlfriend for breakfast. She showed up at the kitchen table wearing a satin robe covered by a lace, mid-thigh, see-through chemise and matching panties. After breakfast and an offer to "help" her out with her sexual frustration, Kate removed the robe and sat across from him on the other side of the table, spread her legs and revealed what she wore under her robe.

She also made another offer, "James, you don't have to 'help' me this morning. I've got my vibrator. You can leave me here if you want. You should have more options than staying here and 'helping' me."

The last time he saw his mother naked was when they were bathing together shortly before he graduated from high school. They stopped bathing together because they were both becoming adults and getting a bath together was inappropriate even for a mother and her son. When he started dating, his mom told him that the time had come for him to learn how to care for himself without any help from his family. The transition was natural and they remained close but bathing together was an event of the past.

Now, seeing Kate sitting in front of him wearing nothing but her undergarments caused something in James' brain to misfire, or maybe it fired correctly. Maybe his primitive brain decided this was better than going hunting and coming home with a saber-toothed tiger cub. He stood up from where he was lying next to Kate and pulled his shorts down. His erection sprung free. He crawled on the bed, pushed against Kate's shoulder so she'd lie back on the pillows. He reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and slid it off her shoulders. Now both were dressed only in their socks.

Kate took hold of James' erection and began to stroke it using both hands. James groaned. He pushed himself against Kate's leg, his penis pushing against her mons while he leaned forward and kissed her hard. With his tongue he explored her mouth and her tongue fought back.

When he felt another erection growing in his body, he broke the kiss. Kate protested. James took his erection out of Kate's grip and scooted down until he was seated between her feet. He grabbed both of Kate's ankles, straightened her legs and placed one foot on each of his knees. Kate lay exposed for the second time in an hour.

James ran his hands down Kate's shins until his fingers wrapped around her ankles. Then he slowly slid his hands up the sides of her legs to her knees. He ran his palms over her kneecaps and onto her inner thighs. His thumbs came into contact with her labia which elicited a gasp from Kate. He used the thumb of his right hand to gently spread her labia and run down the moist flesh within. At the end of her lips, his thumb encountered her clitoris and he made a few circles around it before reversing direction, going further this time and encountering the opening to her vagina. He stopped there, removed his thumb, and replaced it with his forefinger.

Kate responded instantly as James probed the edges of her vaginal entrance. Her hips rose off the bed and James heard wet sounds coming from Kate's vagina. The thought of what was causing those sounds sent him wild, forcing him to take deep breaths to slow him down.

"More please," said Kate in a strangled voice.

James pushed his index finger into Kate's vagina and felt an unbelievable warmth envelope it. He began to pump his finger in and out of Kate's vagina until she seemed ready for a second. Her vagina stretched easily to accept it and so he added a third. This time, he felt resistance but Kate was still moaning, her hips rocking back and forth on the bed so he pressed forward and felt the muscles within her relax and accommodate the extra width. Kate let loose with another groan as her body relaxed.

James' cock strained against his shorts, begging to be let loose. He removed his fingers from Kate's vagina and stood to pull off his shorts while Kate lay prone on the bed, legs spread apart. When his erection broke free of its constraints, James stepped over until he was standing at the side of the bed and then leaned down to grasp his mom's ankles. She groaned and her knees flexed but that was all she did as he gently lifted each knee until they were high up in the air, spreading her sex wide open before him.

He lowered his knees onto the mattress, bringing his crotch close to hers. Taking himself in his fist, he began to guide the head of his cock towards her moist vaginal entrance. With one hand on the inside of each of her thighs, he gently pushed her legs wider apart and bent over her. It was only now, seeing how beautiful his mother truly was in this moment, that James realized just how much he missed having his sister in bed with him. Lori looked almost exactly like their mother - the same golden tanned skin, full breasts, rounded hips, slim waist and thick blonde hair. Mom was definitely curvier than his sister was, more rounded, yet there was something similar in the way she opened herself up to him, inviting him in. It took him a few strokes but once the bulbous head of his cock was engulfed by Kate's soft insides, the rest was easy.

James closed his eyes as he pressed forward, his hands resting lightly on the tops of her thighs. Her pussy lips were soft and they wrapped themselves tightly around his shaft as he worked himself deeper into her warm core. Soon James had managed to insert every last inch of his rod inside his mother and he paused to give them both time to adjust to the novelty of their act. He had never been balls deep inside of his sister, as much as she may have wished it, but now it felt like he had come home. There was nowhere else in the world he would rather be than nestled so comfortably between his own mother's smooth thighs.

"You're bigger than your father," murmured Kate, interrupting his reverie. "It feels so good."

"Mom?" James looked down at her uncertainly.

She shook her head. "It's me. Only me. Kate."

A shiver of desire coursed through him and he lowered his face to kiss her hard on the lips as his hips began to rock back and forth, gently thrusting his cock into and out of her pussy. The tip of his penis rubbed against the upper wall of her vagina with each stroke and soon her inner muscles were clamping around him, caressing and milking him as he fucked his own mother, something he had never thought was possible. But he couldn't deny the fact that it was turning him on like crazy and she seemed to be enjoying herself too.

Kate felt her orgasm approaching quickly but for the life of her she didn't know if she should warn James or just let it happen. She decided he should be ready. "James, I'm getting close. Be careful if you don't want me to cum too fast!"

He groaned something she couldn't quite make out because of the pillow her head was lying on top of and she felt her body responding to that groan as much as the way he continued to work his cock in and out of her sopping wet cunt. She was on fire and when James pushed deep into her, pinning her to the bed, she suddenly couldn't breathe; every muscle in her body locking in place as James gave her several shallow thrusts and then stopped entirely while his body shook with pleasure.

"It's okay," James finally said when he realized that she was holding her breath.

She released a huge gust of air as she fell limp onto the bed and she closed her eyes as he moved slightly back to allow himself room to start pumping slowly in and out of her again. James reached out to wrap his arms around her, to keep her steady as he fucked her, but he found that there just wasn't enough room. Kate took advantage of their awkward positioning, however, to push herself into a kneeling position with her face still on the bed and her ass raised high into the air like an offering for her son's enjoyment. It might have seemed obscene in another situation, but this was sex without the emotional complications: pure physical release where nothing else mattered but their mutual enjoyment.

When they were through, she would remember that she was old enough to be James' mother and that they had both crossed the line between morality and sexual desire. But for now, she would enjoy him using her body for his pleasure until he was spent and she would enjoy using his body for hers. They would probably not do it again and if they did, it would be even less frequent. For now, she only cared that what they were doing felt fantastic and the best part was knowing that she wouldn't regret any of it tomorrow. She wanted it, craved it; she was addicted to it.

Her son fucked her with renewed fervor then, pounding against her roughly enough for him to slip out of her more than once, causing her to laugh every time it happened before he re-sheathed himself deep within her core. Kate loved the feeling of him thrusting inside her, especially since it was so different from how John, her husband of almost thirty years, had always made love to her.

This was rough sex at its finest, and she was surprised by how much she enjoyed it. Her nails raked against James' back and ass cheeks while their lips smashed together hungrily. Their coupling was fast and hard, and James was panting in her ear as he rammed inside her pussy. It was obvious to Kate that he wasn't going to last much longer, which suited her just fine because her orgasm was closing in quickly on her as well, but when she thought he might release his load, he shocked her by reaching around and smacking her bottom several times, causing her to whimper pathetically while her pussy convulsed wildly, spraying juices onto his cock and balls. The pain on her skin stung, and yet it turned her on tremendously too, bringing about an unexpected climax, and when James felt her go over the edge again, he grunted harshly, slamming into her one last time before filling her with his sperm.

With Lori out of town for two weeks, they couldn't fuck as often as they wanted even though it would be difficult to have enough privacy with his parents in the house. Kate would try her best to sneak into James' room later tonight and they could make love as long and as passionately as they desired without worrying about their family knowing what they were doing behind closed doors.

James finished showering, shaving, and dressing after his father went golfing and Kate was making breakfast in her robe and gown. She still hadn't been able to get the taste of her son's cum out of her mouth but she didn't think of it as unpleasant. In fact, the memory kept her nipples erect and her panties moist. When James walked into the kitchen wearing only his shorts, Kate immediately went to him, embraced him, and kissed him passionately. He reciprocated. Then she led him by the hand to her bedroom and locked the door behind them.

"Do I smell burning toast?" James asked when they separated.

"I won't burn myself to satisfy your appetites," she retorted.

"You've already satisfied me once this morning," he said. "You'll be surprised by how soon you'll satisfy me again."

Kate pulled off James' t-shirt. She ran her hands up and down his chest and abdomen and then reached inside his shorts to grasp his growing erection. He responded by pushing his shorts down and kicking them off. They continued to fondle each other, exploring what was familiar and interestingly different from other bodies. When James rolled onto his back, pulling Kate with him so that she straddled him facing him, they continued their physical explorations. He found a pair of well-formed breasts on Kate's slim body and she found an incredible six-pack of hard muscles on his slender torso. Both of them were pleased that their bodies were in such great shape.

Eventually, their explorations culminated in a full coupling, slow and loving as if it was both their first sexual experience but without the fumbling and mis-timed moves of novices. As James approached orgasm, their movements quickened until the moment of ejaculation, at which time they slowed again to savor every sensation.

For Kate, having sex after so many years of no stimulation outside of self-induced orgasms, felt wonderful. James took satisfaction that he was able to please his mother. For both of them, it wasn't just about getting off but also sharing an experience. It may have started with the need to compensate for other relationships but it evolved quickly to becoming partners in a unique experience, maybe for some of the reasons described above, but it went much further than the physical activity of copulating. They were making love, sharing themselves at levels deeper than the physical.

And then Kate and James slept for hours in each other's arms. No words, no questions, no concerns, only deep feelings of fulfillment and satisfaction. Eventually, James got up, showered, dressed and headed for the kitchen looking for lunch. Kate showered while he made himself lunch and she joined him soon thereafter wearing sweat pants, running shoes, and a t-shirt.

She sat at the table drinking tea with an odd look on her face.

"Kate," James called her softly. "What?"

"It's all too good to be true," Kate said.

"Why should it ever go wrong?" he asked.

"No one is happy all the time."

"Why worry about the bad times when the good times are so good?"

Kate's eyes rolled back in her head as James inserted a finger into her vagina and his thumb on her clitoris. She thrashed on the bed from side to side, her hands balled in fists and pounding the mattress as if she were trying to escape the intense pleasure threatening to overwhelm her.

Finally, as Kate settled down, James moved next to her on the bed. Her body relaxed completely but her heart was still racing and her breathing erratic. "James, I hope your prepared," she said quietly.

James smiled. He leaned over and kissed Kate gently. His tongue probed between her lips, entering her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his body and held him tightly. The kiss went on for more than five minutes before they had to break free for air.

"That is absolutely incredible," James admitted. "How does any woman do anything after a kiss like that?"

Kate took several deep breaths before she replied, "I'm not sure what 'any woman' feels or how she reacts." She took a second or two to compose her thoughts. "But if I were single, I'd never do anything else but stay home hoping that you'd stop by and take me to places I've never been."

They fell asleep in each other's arms. Three hours later James woke first. Kate was spooning against him. As she woke up, she pushed herself back against his growing erection. He slipped one arm under her neck, cupped her breast in the other hand and began to stimulate her nipple by rolling it between his finger and thumb. Kate moved one hand back between his legs, grasped his penis, and began to pull on it. Slowly at first, she gradually increased the speed of her hand until James had difficulty concentrating on her nipple. Then she stopped abruptly. She moved his penis between her thighs. It slid along her slit before stopping near the entrance to her vagina.

She whispered in James' ear, "James, can we do this? Is this safe?"

James responded equally quietly, "Kate, this is safe if you are not pregnant now or likely to get pregnant. My birth control is effective; otherwise, Lori wouldn't have let us continue unprotected for the last two years."

"I haven't been on birth control for five months," Kate confessed. "Can we risk this? Wouldn't it be irresponsible?"

"Absolutely," James agreed. "That doesn't mean we won't do it because I know that nothing else would satisfy either one of us right now. We'll do our best and live with the consequences if we should make a mistake." Then he moved forward with his tongue. Kate arched her back, held her breath, and felt her world explode as James' tongue entered her body for the first time.

In the past twenty-four hours, James had experienced some of the most exciting moments of his life. First, there was Lori in all of her nakedness as she emerged from the pool. He'd had sex with her and he never considered himself fortunate enough to have a naked woman appear at his home unexpectedly and available. Next, the unexpected arrival of his mother wearing the sexy nightgown. That wasn't an accident. She intended for it to be seductive. He'd seen many women naked who weren't his mother. Having a fully clothed woman on display before him with such provocative clothing was a very rare occurrence. And then they made love for the first time. No expectations! No reservations! Complete acceptance of who each of them were! In short, perfection!

When he awoke several hours later, the room was dark. There was a naked woman cuddled next to him. In the darkness and unfamiliarity of the situation, James momentarily forgot that the naked body pressed tightly against him was the body of his mother and his memories of the perfect interlude earlier today came flooding back. He put his arm around her shoulder and held her close. Kate turned her face toward him and kissed his cheek. "It's late. What time is it?" she asked.

"I can see light around the window covering. It must be morning but I don't know what time," answered James. "We slept through the rest of the day, evening, and the night."

Kate pulled away from him slightly and started to sit up. "I should start breakfast or get your dad out of bed," she explained.

James stopped her by putting his hand on her forearm. "He'll be fine until you get to him. Stay in bed a little longer."

Kate smiled in remembrance of the sex they'd had over the weekend. They spent a lot of time naked in bed. James became very adept at eating her pussy as they slept, waking only after he brought her to orgasm with his tongue. They talked about incest, Lori, JC, their mother and father, masturbation, sex parties and swingers' clubs, exhibitionism, voyeurism, threesomes, and just anything that crossed their minds.

"Mom, no one will question you spending so much time in bed on a Saturday morning when it is obvious what you're doing," said James.

"Is it?" asked Kate with surprise.

"To me," admitted James. "I'm not sure how others will react."

"Are you going to join us later?" Kate asked.

"Later for lunch or later for sex?" James teased.

"I meant for the weekend party but both questions are important," admitted Kate.

The invitation took place on Wednesday morning while the family sat around the table enjoying breakfast. Mom wore her usual terry robe and dad was dressed similarly. James was still wearing shorts and t-shirt from the previous evening. Dad mentioned the party this weekend that James had heard about several times before but never attended. He encouraged James to join him and his friends. Lori jumped in and offered to go if he did. Kate looked at Lori skeptically knowing how uncomfortable Lori would be among the adults, most of them older and definitely not interested in sexual escapades as Lori defined them. Then Lori suggested that James and she stay home so she could help prepare the party room and keep the guests company.

"I suppose mom would get to see what goes on," said Lori.

Kate looked at Lori suspiciously, sensing an ulterior motive, especially since Lori has met another man after she moved out of James' bed and out of the house.

Dad wasn't suspicious at all. In fact, he didn't realize that there were ulterior motives behind everything Lori said and did. And why should he be? He still thought of Lori as his innocent daughter rather than an insatiable 22 year old looking for sex with whoever or whatever provided it.

"If they're going to party all weekend, I should be there with them," Lori repeated.

"How about you show me around town before you leave?" offered dad. "Maybe take you to lunch," he added as if that sealed the deal.

Lori smiled at him while she contemplated how to explain their relationship with James and mom when they got together for dinner on Sunday evening.

James moved to cover Kate's body with his. Kate opened her legs to allow him access to her vagina. But instead of moving further, James just moved his erection between her legs and let her enjoy the pressure and length of his manhood without entering her. He lowered his chest onto her breasts, pinning her nipples between them and then kissed her again, their tongues probing deeply. Then he started to push himself away from her body, her nipples dragging through his chest hair causing another round of moans and shivers in Kate's body. The only part of their bodies touching were their tongues and their groins.

Suddenly, the separation ended when James lowered himself onto Kate's body again, trapping her nipples between them and continuing the kiss. Then he pushed himself away again, pulling her nipples taught and forcing a reaction from her brain that forced semen and sperm out of his manhood to mix with her abundant wetness on their belly's. The feeling and sight of his release set off a reflex in Kate that caused her vagina to throb while seminal fluid began to flow profusely. They continued kissing as both orgasms subsided, neither moving or separating their bodies, enjoying the tingling aftershocks until James' manhood lost some stiffness, flopped forward into a natural position in the crease between them.

Their breathing slowed. Both dozed for several minutes. James was the first to regain consciousness and roll off of Kate, lying next to her on his side. His hand drifted down and covered Kate's mound, still sensitive but now beginning to feel a little lonely without James' weight on her, especially since she had not been penetrated by a penis in two weeks. James stroked her lightly and watched for an indication that Kate was reacting to his touch. She smiled at him when his finger found her clit and rubbed it slowly. Her smile changed to a grin and soon became a grimace. He rolled back over her, kissed her and pushed his renewed erection into her vagina. Their coupling began slowly and built until they climaxed within seconds of each other.

As they lay together afterwards, Kate spoke. "James, if we were just meeting for the first time today I would insist we continue this relationship with no strings attached, sex only, with no emotional entanglement or commitment. But we've known each other for most of your life, been intimate for about two years, and have strong emotional ties already."

"What are you saying mom... er... Kate?"

"That you don't call me mom when we are in bed together, no matter how strange it may seem for you to call me Kate. If my emotions don't confuse you, you can't refer to me as mom or even call me mother, which might turn me on given some of my fantasies."

"And what fantasies are those?" he teased.

"Never mind," said Kate as she moved a hand down to begin rubbing James' half-flaccid erection. "We also have to deal with Lori. I know that if you see her alone without your clothes on she will attack you and she won't let anything stop until she's satisfied. You're a much better lover than she expected last Saturday. I'm guessing she came home early Sunday morning to repeat what she interrupted earlier in the day."

"Yeah, she did," confirmed James.

"She'll probably try to repeat tonight since she doesn't expect dad or me to be home. She thinks we spend all day at a church picnic on Sundays. Maybe you should let her and make an honest woman out of her."

James sat upright on the bed. "You've got to be kidding," he asserted.

Kate sat up next to him and looked in his eyes. "Think about it James. We've had two great experiences today. We both seem to have satisfied each other. Let's go get dressed. Your sister will probably be home soon. You can watch football with your dad and I'll call you if Lori needs your help."

"Mom... Kate, are you serious?" James demanded.

"Very," Kate told him. She slid off the bed, smoothed her nightgown into place and retrieved her lace robe. "I'll be in my room. Feel free to join me if you'd like." She exited the room with James staring at her as she left.

In shock, James walked to his dresser and pulled out some clean boxer briefs. As he moved his hand toward the pile of clothes on his chair, he hesitated and looked at himself in the mirror. "This is crazy," he said aloud to himself. "Did this really happen or is it a dream?" He slapped himself on the side of his head. "If you're dreaming, wake up!" he screamed aloud. He took his dirty t-shirt in one hand, his shorts in the other, and his underwear still on the dresser.

He opened his door and stopped short when he saw his mother standing across the hall from his bedroom. He looked both ways, then down at himself wearing nothing but boxers, and back at her. "How long have you been there?" he asked.

"Just a moment," she responded. "Can you get dressed quickly?" she asked.

James didn't understand the question. "For what?"

"To help your sister," Kate stated.

James understood. Lori came home on weekends hoping for some time with him, usually for sex. "Sure," he said. In thirty seconds, James was wearing jeans and t-shirt, socks and shoes. He met his mother in the hallway. "How can I 'help,' mom?"

Kate walked up close to him and whispered into his ear. James' eyes got bigger and his jaw dropped. Then he kissed her cheek. "You know how to make things interesting," he complimented her. "Meet me at my room in twenty minutes," James directed. He disappeared through his bedroom door.

Kate spent the time freshening her makeup and perfume and changing into another lace robe, this one knee length. She knocked on James' door a few minutes before their agreed upon deadline. When James opened his door, she was surprised when he was still wearing his jeans and shirt. "What are we going to do?" she asked as she entered his bedroom.

"First, relax," he responded as he pointed at his desk chair. "This may take a while." Kate sat down and wondered what they would be doing. James opened a new Word document on his laptop. He typed a sentence, checked it, and read it aloud to Kate. "I am alone in the house. I am sitting at my desk chair wearing my robe with nothing underneath." He asked Kate to look at the monitor, which she did. She was surprised to see a new entry for his blog, My New Sex Life.

"I told you the rules of my blog and that it might affect everything that happens between us," James reminded her. "Before we go any further, if you are willing to go further, I think you need to understand fully what you're getting yourself into. That means I need to share my blog posts so you know who is visiting the site, what they post, how much information they can glean from my posts, and what they plan to do about that information."

"The most recent post, as well as every prior entry on my blog, tells a very graphic story of the life I'm leading with Lori. Somewhere in my post, each entry tells about our adventures or the plans we have to get more experience and education in sex. If someone follows that trail back to you, you need to know that people around here now think I've had sex with my sister and with whom."

"I thought your blog was supposed to be secret," Kate observed.

"There are no secrets anymore on the internet," James answered. "People can use simple tools to access a browser history, the IP addresses that my ISP gives out for my computer and cell phone, and they can even obtain physical location data."

"Does anyone reading your blog care?" asked Kate. "And how many are reading it?"

"I wish I knew," James said. "Maybe I'm just being paranoid. In any case, there may come a time when we're interrupted by someone who wants to do us harm. Or even one of the women or men I've told about."

"What are we going to do if someone shows up because of something you put on your blog?" asked Kate.

"It shouldn't be a problem," assured James. "I'll protect us with my big, strong, muscles and keep them from hurting us," he continued as he flexed his arm bicep and laughed at himself.

"I'm glad you're taking this seriously," pouted Kate.

"In most cases, like in an emergency, I'll probably have my cell phone with me. So, I can call the police and get help before they can hurt us."

"I guess that's an advantage," Kate conceded.

"I'll try to have my laptop with me wherever we are so, even if we don't have access to a phone or your cell phone, I can record data about these people," James added.

"If we're having sex when they find us?" asked Kate. "Isn't that embarrassing?

James had no answer. Instead, he bent down and kissed his mother for the third time that day. She opened her mouth inviting his tongue access. He slipped inside and their tongues dueled and danced like partners who've practiced their routine for years. His hand cupped one of her breasts through her nightgown. It wasn't enough for either of them. With their kiss intact, James took the shoulders of Kate's nightgown and pulled it up toward her neck. They broke the kiss only long enough for him to lift the gown over her head.

The sight of his naked mother lying beneath him filled his vision. She was more beautiful than he imagined and she made him hard again. As if by some invisible magnetism, he lowered himself on top of her. Their bodies melded into each other, her soft yielding body against his hard masculine one. When their groins met, Kate gasped. She was moist and ready for him and he was erect and wanting. She shifted under him until his erection rested between her labia with the tip of his erection pressing gently against the opening to her vagina.

They held this position for several minutes savoring the sensations of being together in such an intimate way. James began to move his hips ever so slightly. The movement rubbed his erection against Kate's clitoris but caused even more pleasurable results within her vaginal depths. Her hands wrapped around him holding him close against her body. As he continued to move, she matched him and they danced as a team while their bodies generated waves of pleasure coursing from the tips of their toes to the crowns of their heads.

Kate felt her orgasm building from deep within her belly and exploding through her body like dynamite. For the second time in less than two hours she moaned loudly with her orgasm. With both of them breathing heavily, they separated enough to allow the semen and sperm to flow slowly over Kate's body rather than remain trapped inside. Kate stared at James and said nothing as she tried to manage the emotions roiling her brain and heart. They lay together on the bed until she said, "You are such a great 'helper.' We must do this again." She kissed him gently. Then she got out of the bed, dressed in her robe, and walked back to the kitchen where she sat down, reclaimed her mug of coffee, and wondered how this changed the lives she had accepted long ago.

James watched his mother leave and then started cleaning up. His thoughts were racing and he couldn't slow them down or figure out what he was thinking about most. The sex was incredible. But it was incest with his mother! But they both needed it. But she still has his father and he misses Lori. Where would this all lead? Would he ever feel normal again? Would things just get worse?

Kate went into her bathroom and stood under a hot shower while she reviewed her earlier actions with James. There were few regrets but many unanswered questions. She hadn't been unfaithful to her husband but their relationship, however unusual, involved her son. Would she continue to act the same as before? Should she act differently? When should she tell her husband about their new situation? How will he react? And why did she agree to use only their first names?

That night, Kate and her husband, Dan, went to bed late after watching a movie in the den and having a drink. Kate got in bed without wearing anything. After two orgasms from James, and one from him, she found the idea of clothing restrictive.

Dan looked at Kate, raised an eyebrow and said, "Well..." He removed his underwear and climbed in bed next to his naked wife. They embraced and kissed softly and quickly became more passionate as Dan fondled her breasts and pinched her nipples.

They rolled over and Dan's hand moved down toward Kate's vulva. When his hand reached its destination, there was a slight discrepancy and Dan looked puzzled. "What?" Kate said. "I'm dry too." They laughed together and Dan reached over for the bottle of lubricant kept in his nightstand drawer.

In seconds, Kate had the small tube in her hands and told her husband, "Lay down on your back." She put a few drops of lubricant on his penis and used her hands to cover every surface and crevice. While she was doing this, Dan spread Kate's labia and put several drops of lubricant directly on her urethra. He ran his finger from her urethra down her vulva to her clitoris, stopping briefly to stimulate her clitoris until it protruded fully from under its hood. Kate finished rubbing her husband's erection and lay on top of him face-to-face so that their genitals lined up properly. She raised her hips so that his penis entered her vagina and then lowered herself carefully so that Dan's erection penetrated her completely. When they were connected, Kate kissed her husband and then buried her face in the pillow by his ear. She began to grind her groin against her husband, moving only inches at a time but feeling wonderful tingles race through her body. Soon, they both climaxed simultaneously and collapsed into sleep, Dan's penis slowly shrinking.

Kate came slowly back to reality when she felt something different on her breasts and between her legs. She opened her eyes to find James licking around her left nipple with his fingers squeezing gently on her right one. It took her several seconds to adjust from remembering sex with her husband to finding that her son was giving her new thrills and pleasures. She pushed on his chest, "I'm sorry," she apologized. "My mind was someplace else."

James grinned, "I know. That was nice."

"Did I miss anything interesting?" she asked innocently.

"Interesting," James said thinking about what happened immediately before and after she left earth. "Let me just say this was much better than 'interesting.'"

Kate giggled. "Now, where were we? Ah yes..." she grabbed his penis and held it in her hand.

"You're supposed to be sleeping, mom," James protested.

"Yes, but you're supposed to be in your room." Kate replied as she started stroking him.

They lay together, kissing, fondling, stroking, and eventually coupling for several hours, taking several brief naps along the way. Finally, they agreed to shower and go looking for a late lunch or early dinner. As they dressed, Kate admired James' naked body, noting to herself that she wanted to get that penis inside her again as soon as possible. As James finished dressing, he noticed something strange about his mother. "What's wrong?" he asked. "And don't lie to me."

Kate laughed, "Okay, I won't lie to you. It's a bit difficult for me to describe what I'm feeling right now. Do you realize that today is only the third day I've been with your father in eighteen months? Before this, your father was away at least once a month. The sex I've had today has been more frequent than ever before with your father over our 23 years together."

Kate pulled a small black pouch from her purse, extracted an inch-long cylinder and twisted its base. She inserted it in her ear, turned toward the window, and said loudly enough for James to hear, "Yes, honey, I got home okay and I'll see you at the airport." She pulled the object from her ear, tossed it into the purse and explained, "Dad was concerned that I'd drive while half-asleep."

James thought about his mother's revelation about her relationship with dad and commented, "He must not realize how much time he spends away. And I guess we're responsible for some of that extra sleep. Is he really interested in your well-being or does he just not want to talk to you?"

"That's a fair question," answered mom. "There are days when I wonder about his motivations. And the answer to your question might be yes. I do have to drive to the airport in an hour. We need to finish cleaning up."

"Cleaning up?" James asked.

"We made quite a mess on the bedspread," mom explained as she picked up his t-shirt and wiped her crotch. She reached between her legs and removed the soiled t-shirt, balled it up and tossed it next to him on the bed. "Wipe my moisture from your face before it dries on there," she suggested.

"Your what?" James asked.

Mom chuckled at James' naivety. "My feminine fluid, the liquid evidence of your success as a lover." She turned around to pick up her robe. Her body and its nakedness had a hypnotic effect on James. When she turned back, her robe only loosely draped over her shoulders, she said, "You should put some clothes on before I give into temptation and ravage you."

James quickly pulled on shorts and a t-shirt and joined mom at the table where they finished their coffee. After clearing the breakfast table, James went outside for his morning run. By the time he returned an hour later, mom had gone for a swim in their pool. Dad's car was no longer in the driveway and James guessed he had returned to the country club. Mom had changed from her swimming suit into the robe with her nightgown underneath. They took showers separately and reconnected in the kitchen to eat lunch.

When they were relaxing over cups of coffee after lunch, James' cell phone vibrated in his pocket. It was Lori. He walked outside to take the call and talked for ten minutes. Kate watched from the kitchen window. When James returned, she asked about his conversation with Lori. "She's really missing me but we both understand the necessity," he told her.

"I hope this isn't too indiscreet, but are you having a hard time managing on your own?" she asked.

"There is the physical part of my relationship with Lori that I don't have," James acknowledged. "I do manage without a lot of trouble although the last week has been pretty difficult."

"And then there's the emotional aspect," remarked mom.

James nodded yes.

"But today, here with me?" she asked.

"It's nice," agreed James. "But nothing we need to feel bad about. I still love you even more than I ever have."

"Even after what I suggested?" Kate asked.

"Even better," responded James.

"Why better?" Kate asked.

"Now you know how much you mean to me and you believe me," explained James.

"Thank you," said Kate, a tear appearing in her eye. Then she continued. "There is something else you might try before you move on to other things."

James gave her a look asking for more details. "Use your finger there first. Just a finger. Use it like your penis would."

James thought about what she said. "You really think I'm up for that?" he asked.

Kate smiled seductively as she ran her hand along the side of his still flaccid penis. "I do."

Moments later, James lay naked next to his mother who was also now naked. His head nestled against the curve of her neck while his hand cupped her left breast. "You are one incredible lover, Kate," he told her. "Lori always says that about me but she doesn't have anyone to compare me to other than you. It seems she got a lot from you," he added.

Kate took hold of his penis and squeezed gently. "She also learned a lot from you," she pointed out. "But let's leave this conversation for later when we're both thinking more clearly."

James kissed his mother lightly on her lips. "How often do you think you could use 'help?'" he asked.

"You can come and see me at any time during the day," she said. "I think your father should be out of the house every afternoon."

"And some nights," suggested James. "If Lori wasn't gone, I would need help almost every night."

"I don't know if that's possible," admitted Kate. "Your dad likes me to be with him before we go to sleep."

James reached over and ran his hand over Kate's pubic hair. Then he inserted one finger inside her. "Are you wet like this because you have sex with dad or because of what you said earlier?"

"Both maybe," replied Kate.

James rubbed his thumb on Kate's clit while his finger probed deeper. She gasped.

James pushed the sheet down the bed until he could free his penis. It sprung to attention like it did whenever he touched it recently.

Kate looked at his erection. "Can I touch it?" she asked.

"Certainly," agreed James.

Kate wrapped her fingers around his penis. "I've seen how this changes in size and hardness," Kate observed. "Right now it is very big and very hard. I think we can call that perfect." She gently tugged on James' erection and rolled onto her side toward him. "Let's do this together." She pushed her head into James' shoulder and guided his penis between her legs. She opened her legs wide enough for his erection to push against her labia and enter her vagina. "We're in uncharted territory here," commented Kate, "so please be gentle."

"Absolutely," responded James. He moved his erection back and forth along the full length of her labia but never entering her vagina. Kate pushed her hips forward until the tip of James' penis penetrated her vaginal opening. The sensation made James thrust harder and faster.

Kate stopped moving. James stopped too. He thought she wanted some rest although he doubted he could have maintained any control if they continued. With their bodies locked together, James could feel his mother's heartbeat. Their breathing slowed together. When he thought he was again in control, James began to move his erection along Kate's labia, this time moving from her vagina to her clit and back. As his movements increased in intensity, Kate began to match them and James could feel that familiar eruption feeling begin.

James had no control when he ejaculated deep inside his mother's vagina. Kate felt him pulsate against her pelvic bone and her orgasm overwhelmed her mind and senses. She screamed and her arms thrashed around on the bed looking for something to grasp. They both lay on the bed completely spent, James still on top of Kate's body with his penis embedded in her vagina.

Finally, after long minutes, Kate spoke first. "Thanks, that was just what I needed. Now we're even."

"We'll always be more than even," stated James.

James rolled over, pulled Kate into his embrace, and they fell asleep together.

They woke several hours later. Kate rolled over so she lay next to James. "What are your plans for the rest of the day?" she asked.

"The question should be, what are your plans now?" challenged James.

"I'm not sure I understand," responded Kate.

"Your 'dressed' is still my preference to being 'undressed,'" explained James. "In fact, I think I can find ways of keeping you very excited and just on the verge of an orgasm that will make it impossible for us to do anything other than lie here for the rest of the night," he said.

Kate's eyes grew larger. She tried to say something but the thought didn't reach her vocal chords. Instead, she sat up and started looking around the room for her nightgown.

James stopped her. He had already recovered her nightgown and placed it on the corner of the bed. He wrapped his arms around Kate and gently kissed her lips. With her body in close proximity to his erection, it began to come back to life. Kate felt it growing as her pubic bone rested against the base of his penis. She squirmed her pubic mound against the growing erection. It responded with more growth.

James broke their embrace and took several steps away from her. "You're getting me worked up again," he explained.

"What's wrong with that?" Kate asked coyly.

"I think we both want to get dressed and have breakfast this morning and, if I get too excited, I'm afraid that all we'll do this weekend is lay around our respective beds masturbating while our bodies are overcome with sexual desire."

"Maybe that would be all right," Kate suggested.

"You've been celibate for two weeks as well as this morning?" James asked.

Kate nodded affirmatively. "But only because your father had to go out of town for work."

James moved back to the bed, embraced Kate and gave her a long passionate kiss. She grabbed his butt cheeks with both hands and pulled him close, trapping his erection between them. As they kissed, she slid one hand around to his waist and then down until she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She started stroking him slowly. After several strokes, she realized there were other ways to stroke him that would bring more pleasure.

"Wait," she requested and moved back from James. She slid her body lower on the bed so that her mouth lined up with his erection and pulled his body toward her until his erection touched her lips. Then she began stroking his erection with her tongue. James' body jerked and it took a minute for him to adjust to the feeling and for the eruption that was almost painful in its intensity to abate. When it did, he bent over, separated Kate's pubic hair again, and kissed her clitoris.

It was as if someone pressed an electric button. Her whole body convulsed. She pushed her pussy against James' face and screamed. She released his penis. Her arms flailed against the bed while her entire body shuddered in an intense orgasm. And then she relaxed, panting from lack of oxygen but still clutching James' erection in her hand.

"Did you cum?" James asked.

In response Kate squeezed his erection and pulled it towards her mouth.

"I thought I heard your release," explained James. He leaned forward and placed his tongue where her hand had been. He dragged it up and down on her sex several times. He separated her folds with his fingers and pushed his tongue inside her. His tongue went deep into her vagina, tasting her essence and feeling her heat. He withdrew his tongue and replaced it with two fingers.

His other hand manipulated her clitoris, squeezing, rolling and tugging. He used his tongue on her clit while pushing a third finger into her vagina.

A low moan started in Kate's chest. It increased in volume until it reached the end of her exhalation where she paused to suck in oxygen. The moan continued until she could barely inhale enough to sustain the sound. Then she cried out as she bucked against his face while an orgasm rippled through her body and her vagina contracted on his fingers.

Once she was completely satisfied, Kate relaxed. James sat up and began to take off his shorts.

"What are you doing?" asked Kate.

"Now it's your turn to help me," James stated as his shorts fell to the floor. He moved to the edge of the bed so his erection was within reach of her mouth. She turned slightly until she could get one arm under his legs and the other arm around his torso. She pulled him onto the bed and maneuvered him onto his back.

She rolled over on top of his body, squirming on his chest until her sex contacted his hard erection. With only slight adjustments, they were joined.

The next twenty minutes saw them changing positions numerous times until they settled with James seated against the headboard of the bed and Kate sitting in his lap with her back to his chest and her legs spread over his.

James wrapped his arms around Kate and used two fingers on her clitoris to bring her close to orgasm while he pumped her rhythmically.

Kate was on the brink when James released his pent-up breath and cried out his ecstasy with his orgasm. His pulsing ejaculate triggered Kate's climax. She thrashed violently in her orgasm as if she were experiencing an electrical shock.

Moments later, when her orgasm subsided, James withdrew and she slumped in his arms. He gently held her in place while he recovered from his orgasm.

"I love you, mom," he said when they settled together comfortably.

"Thanks, son," said Kate, "You were very helpful."

(Note: James and Lori are siblings still living at home at ages 24 and 38 respectively. While both are sexually active, James is less active than Lori although he did manage to get involved in an occasional sexual encounter.)

It was just before midnight when James heard the kitchen door open quietly. He had been dozing on the sofa in the family room while watching an X-rated video on the big screen television. It was Saturday night and most of his friends were probably enjoying their own version of this video but James spent the evening alone waiting for his sister to return home from a party she attended with her boyfriend. Her party started early that afternoon and included barbecue, swimming, and dancing until late in the evening. She was supposed to come straight home afterward, and James was waiting up for her. The movie on the big screen was just an excuse to stay awake and he hadn't really been paying attention to it since he became restless several minutes after midnight.

Lori stumbled into the room on bare feet wearing only a white halter top and a short mini-skirt. As soon as she saw James, she said, "Jimmy, I need you. Help me." She staggered into the room and dropped to the floor near the edge of the sofa. "Help me, Jimmy," she mumbled softly and rolled onto her back, her head lolling to the side, her mouth slack.

James jumped to his feet and stood beside her prone body. "Lori! Are you all right? Can you hear me?" He couldn't hear her breathing so he leaned close to her nose and mouth to see if he felt any air from her breath. It was warm but shallow. His heart was racing as he realized his sister could be seriously sick or injured. "Jesus!" he exclaimed. He quickly checked for obvious injuries. There were no marks on her arms, hands, neck, or face and her body appeared undamaged although it didn't appear like she could have had a swim. He gently moved aside the top of her halter and found two small abrasions on one breast just below her nipple. He reached out to touch the injury and Lori moaned, arched her back and raised her torso toward him. As she relaxed, James slid his hand down to support her back while he pulled away her halter from her other breast. Again, a pair of abrasions under each nipple and Lori again responded to his touch by lifting herself into his supporting arm.

He lowered her back to the floor and stood over her body considering options and his next move. Finally, he knelt between her spread legs, unbuttoned her skirt and tried to pull it over her hips. Her hips moved with his hands and her skirt would not budge. She was pinned at least to some extent by her own weight. He stood and turned around, leaning over her body and slipping his hands under her skirt from behind until his hands rested on her waist, their thumbs meeting in the middle at the top of the zipper. James began to tug on the skirt gently but firmly trying not to damage the material or hurt Lori. The skirt slipped over her hips allowing James' hands to slide farther back along her thighs to the tops of her legs. With her skirt removed, Lori was revealed in only an extremely thin, white lace thong. A patch of light brown hair was evident beneath the thong and James thought he detected the contours of her pubic mound.

He dropped between her spread legs again, his hands automatically resting on the inside of her bare thighs. James froze in position and time. His left index finger lay pressed against his sister's clitoris with just a few millimeters of saturated fabric separating them. What could be more natural than to reach up and remove that offending, moist fabric? His sister needed his help and, given how aroused she seemed to be, maybe her wet panties were the problem. Without thinking, James hooked both index fingers around her thong, lifted slightly to slide it off to the side and tugged gently downwards. Her hips lifted off the concrete block floor for several seconds while James pulled down on her panties. The elastic stretched tight over her pubic area, the material inexorably pulling out of every crevice, valley, and canyon between Lori's legs. Eventually, her buttocks lowered again onto the cold hard surface and her thong released her body leaving behind an indelible mark in the shape of her pussy lips pressed into the damp material.

For his part, James could see everything; her thick outer lips protruding slightly outside her inner lips, her soft and pliable folds now soaked in moisture and puckered and engorged from friction with her underwear, the darker shade of her swollen clitoris, and the tiny hole of her urethra positioned a mere few centimeters below all the others. "Holy shit," he whispered to himself without taking his eyes off her exposed and glistening slit. "I didn't expect to see all this." Lori must have shaved before she got to the party but she hadn't done any maintenance since and wisps of fuzzy hair lined the edges of her cunt, giving it an even more adult look. His eyes drifted downward and discovered that her pubic mound was smooth, hairless and silky-soft to the touch, her skin feeling so smooth and warm between his fingers. A powerful waft of perfume filled his nose as his thumb stroked against her mound and dipped slowly inside her entrance, almost touching her virgin walls. He wanted to see how deep he could sink his finger inside her but then he froze. This was wrong on so many levels. First off, she was still basically his sister; they shared the same parents! Secondly, Lori had no idea what was happening to her and she'd never willingly offer up her most precious asset to her brother - she'd die first before giving James control over her body and her fate like this. Finally, he couldn't help but feel as if he were violating her in the worst possible way by not only witnessing this intimate part of her anatomy but touching, manipulating, and massaging it while she was helpless and vulnerable under his hands. No, he couldn't do this to his baby sister... Could he?

Lori whimpered softly above him but he ignored the warning signs. He just stared at her gorgeous cunt and wondered why he wasn't already sliding his tongue through it when Lori started to squirm underneath him. She moaned a bit louder and moved her head back and forth in desperation, obviously trying to regain consciousness but unable to rouse herself from her dream-like state. The smell of sex emanated from Lori's crotch and permeated the air around him, invading his mind and forcing his brain into a sexual frenzy where nothing seemed out of bounds anymore. Her labia were soaking wet with juice dripping from them, sliding down the sides of her thighs and collecting in a damp puddle on the sheets below her. Her skin was so moist and slippery against his touch, almost making him slide off her entirely, but he dug his knees into the bed and held her still between his hands while he continued to stroke her sensitive flesh with his thumb. Every time he glided along her soft folds, another rush of heat flooded between her legs and sent a burst of electricity shooting through her entire body, almost knocking the wind out of her lungs until she was forced to release a series of quiet whimpers. As Lori opened her mouth, releasing a low-pitched moan, her lips quivered in the most tempting way and she let her eyelashes flutter in time with his movements, driving him crazy as he thought about all the things he wanted to do to her in that moment.

It wasn't as though she'd never let him in her before; she had - once. They'd dated for six months before Lori finally broke up with her longtime boyfriend and agreed to go on a date with James but even then she kept telling him that they could be nothing more than friends because the emotional side of their relationship just didn't make sense to her. He couldn't blame her either; it sounded stupid even to his own ears but he had always felt an invisible attraction to her that went beyond their physical similarities and the closeness of their bond as siblings. It only made sense to explore that feeling since he never felt it for any other girl...or boy, for that matter, so when she came into his room one day dressed in an oversized t-shirt and a pair of panties, asking for some comfort, he didn't think twice about wrapping his arms around her waist and bringing her lips against his in a tender kiss. Her fingers slid along the length of his back as they melted into each other's touch and slowly began to explore new limits beyond the boundaries of familial affection, their bodies swaying rhythmically against each other in tandem with the sensual music pouring into the air from downstairs. She took his hand and guided his fingers down to the waistband of her panties while nibbling at his lower lip playfully and sliding her tongue inside his mouth to get acquainted with the sweet taste of his saliva. In turn, James pressed the palm of his hand against her covered mound, sending waves of pleasure coursing throughout Lori's body until she could no longer control herself and threw her head back to release a deep, breathy moan, her fingernails digging into his neck to anchor him in place as she rubbed herself against his firm grasp. James' eyes darted left and right along Lori's frame in surprise, unsure if he should proceed or stop in light of her reaction but eventually decided that he couldn't afford to lose momentum so he pulled away only for as long as was necessary to pull the flimsy piece of cloth between his sister's legs down to her ankles and return to her warm embrace in a lovingly tight hug. The warmth emanating from Lori's crotch spread through James' body like wildfire as soon as their skin brushed against each other and filled him with courage he hadn't experienced before in any of his encounters with girls or women and so when his fingertips traced along his sister's slit, he didn't hesitate in plunging them past her damp outer lips and straight into her soaked inner walls. Her cunt clamped down on his fingers reflexively but she pushed him to continue even though the stimulation was so great she couldn't remain standing upright and was forced to drop to her knees in front of him so she could grind her hips back and forth in sync with his movements. It was too much for James to bear; he could feel himself becoming rock hard as his gaze zeroed in on the mesmerizing motion of Lori's buttocks pushing against his thighs repeatedly while they gyrated together in unison, her lustful moans reaching all the way up into his ears with such clarity it almost felt like she was standing next to him again. That was it – the spark that led to the flame that burned all reason from James' mind and set free the wild instincts bubbling below his skin that he had tried to keep a secret for all this time. He couldn't take it anymore: he wanted Lori as his woman! He spun his sister around in the blink of an eye, pinned her chest down to the ground with one hand and tugged his jeans and underwear out of the way with the other, eager to bring his cock up to the tip of his sister's slit before slamming the entirety of his long, thick erection into the folds of flesh within her trembling pussy. All rational thought flew out of Lori's head too when she felt that enormous meat pillar burrow inside her body until it was buried so deeply all she could do was lie there prone and try to comprehend its incredible length... She wanted him to take her, not with a soft caress but by making her surrender completely to him as a man who desired nothing more than to fuck her until she screamed his name!

It was like Lori had cast some sort of spell over James, causing him to go mad with desire and fuck her like an animal in heat despite being in the middle of nowhere where anyone could see them if they passed through. It didn't matter to him how many people knew he had made a woman out of his own sister; the only thing he cared about was the burning, aching sensation throbbing all throughout the girth of his manhood whenever her tight walls squeezed around his shaft with more force than the last thrust, each motion more frantic than the one before it while both of them raced toward completion. Her pussy contracted violently around the full extent of his penis at one point; even then, she was still holding back her climax for fear of what might happen if she gave herself away completely... That would never do: James knew for sure that his sister was enjoying this as much as he was and he needed to give her the kind of satisfaction she deserved after coming out all this way just for him.

James began moving with purpose. His body slapped against his mother's bottom with every downward thrust. Their rhythm became faster, their movements less coordinated. They were both heading for that moment. The first contraction caught both of them unaware but they held on to make the final burst together. After that, James collapsed forward, his arms barely holding him up so he wouldn't land with his full weight on his mother's body. He turned her face toward his and kissed her lips before pulling his rapidly shrinking erection out from within the warmth of Kate's snatch.

After such an incredible fuck, James couldn't find the right words to describe the emotions flowing through his mind – he and his mother had committed a most unnatural act yet there was something about it that was still so beautiful despite how wrong it was. He was in love with the very same woman he had just ravaged like some untamed beast from the jungles; he hadn't been able to help himself – she was simply too irresistible for him not to give in.

The best thing about it? She felt the exact same way about him.

"Thanks," said mom. "I haven't experienced an orgasm so powerful in a long time. I really needed it." She sat up on the edge of the bed next to him. "I have some errands to run now. Why don't you clean up your room?" With that she stood up and disappeared into her bedroom and into the bathroom.

While cleaning up his room, James heard her get into the shower. Twenty minutes later she walked back through his bedroom wearing jeans and a blouse, carrying her laundry hamper and towels, and headed downstairs to the laundry room. James joined her fifteen minutes after that with his clothes and sheets, freshly showered with a new set of linens to put on the bed. They met again in the kitchen where they decided on ordering a pizza for dinner and watching movies on Netflix when the pizza arrived.

Kate started the movie from the beginning while they ate. They had already started a second movie before she spoke. "When are Lori and her boyfriend coming home?" she asked.

"I don't know what their plans are," answered James.

"If I remember correctly, the boyfriend lives alone and has a small house and a fenced backyard?" Kate asked.

"Yes," confirmed James.

"He probably needs to get back to work by Tuesday," deduced Kate. "She'll want to be here on Sunday morning. Why don't we invite them for dinner tonight, your sister moves home on Monday morning, and their house is available next weekend."

"Sounds like a good plan," agreed James.

"Do you think I should tell your father?" asked Kate.

"He doesn't have to know about today," decided James.

Kate put her arm around James and pulled him close to her. She wrapped her other arm around him and drew him closer. Her tongue touched his lips and entered his mouth when he opened it. They spent minutes exploring each other's mouths with their tongues before separating. Kate took his erection in her hands.

"Are you ready for another adventure?" asked Kate.

"As ready as you are," replied James.

"Then make love to me," demanded Kate.

James rose onto his knees and pulled his mother's nightgown up past her breasts, past her head and onto the floor. He dropped his shorts over the edge of the bed and leaned forward, trapping his mother's body between his chest and thighs. His arms cradled her shoulders. Their bodies were skin-to-skin from their feet to their lips. James rolled them on the bed so that he lay on top of her. Their tongues tangled in a fiery exchange while they ground their groins together, James' renewed erection providing an amazing feeling of friction against Kate's wet sex.

Kate's hands moved between their bodies and she took his erection in both hands. She guided it to her opening and he plunged home. The two were lost in ecstasy and began to move toward the blissful state both hoped would arrive quickly.

Kate's legs wrapped around her son and locked under his buttocks. James began to rock back and forth inside Kate, her vagina clutching him on each return. Kate met his every thrust and added some circular action at the last moment. They continued for minutes before both lost control. Both stiffened, groaned, and experienced a mutual orgasm that caused lights to appear behind their eyelids and waves of pure pleasure to radiate from their groins outward to the universe.

Neither of them made any attempt to move afterwards, savoring the bliss of the aftermath of their sexual activity. James felt Kate's hands slowly move down his back and come to rest at his hips. She gently tugged him down. When he was resting comfortably, she released a long breath as if it was a burden or an effort to do so.

"That's not exactly how I wanted it to happen," she said eventually. "That was pretty quick."

"You are very good at that," James responded. "Better than Lori," he acknowledged. "And probably more experienced."

"I'll take that as a compliment," Kate said. "But I want to enjoy it with you next time."

"What do you want me to do?"

"Lick my vulva. Suck my clit into your mouth. Fuck me with your tongue. Make me wetter. And, finally, make me cum!" she answered.

"I think we can manage that," James replied. He bent forward and began to nibble at Kate's labia. Her hands clutched at the sheet on the bed when he nipped at her inner lips with his teeth.

James moved lower and inserted the tip of his tongue between Kate's outer lips. It made contact with something slick and sticky and he lapped at it like a cat lapping milk. He licked at one side, then the other side, then down the middle, moving his head from side-to-side or up-and-down.

After a few minutes Kate couldn't stay still any longer. She raised her knees so that her feet were flat on the bed and pushed herself against James' mouth.

James was getting better at finding all the nerve endings in Kate's body with his tongue. He had settled on licking back and forth from the base to the tip of her clitoris and back again. Kate was grinding her pelvis against his mouth while holding onto his hair like her life depended on it.

Suddenly, Kate gasped for breath and froze, not breathing or moving, her grip tightening. Then she cried out. Her whole body shook. Her arms and legs quivered as if she was freezing to death. For almost a minute her body shuddered while James stayed with her through all her convulsions.

When she collapsed flat on her back, panting, James lifted his head from between her legs and wiped his chin with the back of his hand. He licked his lips like a cat licking cream and smiled.

Kate opened her eyes and watched James through half-opened lids.

"You liked that?" asked James rhetorically.

Kate managed a small nod before rolling onto her side away from James, curling in a ball and moaning softly.

James spooned against her back and placed his penis between her legs below her vagina. He used his knees and elbows to move his hips slowly while the friction caused by their contact caused sensations for both of them. Kate responded by using her left arm to pull James' right leg against her torso. That had the effect of lifting her buttocks and opening her vagina enough to allow his erection to slide inside.

Once there, James began a slow series of movements. As each movement moved his erection further inside, another one took it partially out again. It took him ten full movements before he was buried to the hilt. Once he bottomed, he held still. Their mutual excitement had made Kate moist and lubricated James' way. However, he did not enter easily. Her vaginal walls resisted with tension as they stretched around him. He could feel her body stiffen with his insertion. At that moment, he wondered if Kate could take his full length but then remembered how Lori responded after the first couple of thrusts and knew his mother would soon relax too.

Kate relaxed within a half-dozen strokes and began pushing back against James' thrusts. That encouraged James to increase his pace and force until he was pounding Kate with short quick strokes. Kate was responding now and trying to match his rhythm. She grabbed James' forearm in an effort to control his penetrating motion. With her other hand, she reached around her own thigh and massaged her clitoris. After less than a dozen touches, her orgasm exploded through her body with her legs quivering while wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. James was holding deep inside and stroking through her orgasms when his own came.

James collapsed on his back with his penis slipping free as Kate turned on her side facing away from him. They were both panting. "That was even better than I imagined it would be," mumbled James as he tried to catch his breath.

Kate was exhausted as well. After a few minutes of silence, she rolled onto her back and looked at James with affection. She reached out and ran her hand lightly over the hair of his chest. "You are such a good lover," she said. "Your father will never know what he missed."

"Why hasn't dad shown you the proper affection for years? Why did I have to 'take over?'" asked James.

Kate sat up and swung her legs off the bed before replying. She pushed herself off the bed and reached down to pick up her lace robe from where she dropped it when she undressed earlier. Once again, she held it open inviting James to help her dress. This time, however, she pulled her gown away from her body until it hung off one shoulder. With a little help from James, she put one arm through her robe. Then she took the gown off the other shoulder.

James stood behind her and put her free arm through her sleeve while she wrapped the robe around her body. James was now trapped in his mother's arms and couldn't get free until she decided to release him. Not that he wanted to, but it made conversation awkward.

"I had a bad experience years ago when you were born," mom began. "We discovered that I would never be able to conceive another child." She turned around, still in James' arms and faced him. She put her hands on his shoulders. "After you were born, your father seemed to stop wanting me physically. He was content to wait for our normal period of sex after he returned from attending those damned parties each month."

James bent his head and kissed Kate on her forehead. "I didn't know mom, I'm sorry," James said. "How do you feel about having a physical relationship with me?"

Kate shrugged her shoulders as best she could. "Maybe if your dad wasn't gone every weekend. Maybe if we were a close family unit. Maybe if I knew that Lori wouldn't steal you from me. But the answer is no; I can't have a physical relationship with you. I'll love you and I'll take whatever love you may give me, but that's all I'm capable of.

"Besides," she continued with a smile and a glint in her eye, "your dad has too much energy when he returns from those parties. It takes more out of him than it does out of me. He comes home horny and I get all of it."

James pulled Kate tightly against his chest, hugged her, and rolled her onto her back with him on top. He supported his weight on one arm while using the other hand to remove her gown by pulling the straps off her arms. As soon as the gown cleared her body, James tossed it to the floor.

With Kate completely nude below him, James bent down and began kissing her shoulder, throat, earlobe, cheeks and lips before working back down her body. He paused only briefly at the nipples of her breasts before descending toward her abdomen, navel and pubis. Before reaching the goal of her nether regions, he spread his legs wide until he was straddling her torso. Leaning forward, he kissed the inside of Kate's thighs, her knees, shins, calves, ankles and her feet, alternating between her left and right leg.

Kate's breathing grew faster and more erratic. "James," she moaned softly. "Enough foreplay, please..." Her voice trailed off but the intent remained clear.

He returned up Kate's body, slowly savoring each inch of skin as if he was eating his last meal. By the time he reached her face, she was thrashing beneath him. "Please, James!" she begged.

Kate arched her back and pressed her pubic mound hard against his abdomen. This gave him room to move his penis between her thighs into position. With his erection just outside the gate, he kissed Kate tenderly on her lips and asked, "Are you sure?"

"Do it! Do it! Now!" Kate exclaimed breathlessly.

James plunged his erect penis deep into Kate's saturated vaginal canal. Instant gratification raced through their bodies with no need for foreplay or coaxing from the opposite sex. They both were so aroused that orgasm happened quickly with no need to control anything.

James withdrew his semi-hard erection slowly before plunging it back deep into Kate's vagina again. And again. And one more time before he had a small second orgasm that triggered another small one in Kate. As quick as everything happened, this one took longer. Each thrust was measured and timed for maximum penetration with every stroke causing small shudders in their bodies until James collapsed on top of Kate, their bodies covered with perspiration.

They held each other close for several minutes waiting for their heartbeats to subside and their breathing to slow down. Eventually, they kissed and James rolled onto his side next to his mother, holding hands between them.

"Mom!" exclaimed James when he recovered his senses. "Where did that come from?"

"From years of sexual frustration," she admitted.

"So, are we going to do that again?" James asked.

"Anytime you're ready and I'm willing," she answered.

"It's been too long since you and dad were together? "James asked.

"I can't tell him about us and I don't think he'll understand the sexual part of your relationship with Lori. I can only guess how he would respond."

Kate raised her hips again and grabbed his penis with her right hand, placing her left hand on the side of his chest for balance. She gently pulled herself up and forward while simultaneously pushing James down to his back. As their bodies came together, she sat hard on his pelvis. Her eyes fluttered and rolled up in her head while James arched his back and thrust upward to meet her. As she sat astraddle his groin, she wrapped her fingers around his erection at the base and placed the tip at the entrance of her vagina. His rigid member pressed against the opening while she teased and adjusted it until the crown was completely encircled by her internal flesh. Then she slowly slid herself downward and he filled her completely. They stayed locked together momentarily before she rocked back and forth twice. "God, James!" she gasped. "This feels so good! No wonder women are infatuated with sex."

She took three deep breaths to compose herself before she began moving in small circles, stimulating her internal nerves, while James' penis did the same from a different direction. He closed his eyes and moaned, lost in the sensations flooding his body from the point of their union. She leaned over him until they were in direct eye contact. He opened his eyes when he realized her position and stared into the most beautiful blue-green eyes he had ever seen. And he suddenly understood the truth and depth of emotion that was in front of him. Forcing himself to maintain her gaze, he whispered, "I love you mom."

Her expression went through shock and amazement before returning to a smile. "James, I know."

Then James reached out and wrapped his arms around her waist and, as they kissed, pushed his penis deep inside of her. They both held motionless for a few seconds; the electricity from their kiss invading every cell in their bodies. And then she started to move with long fluid strokes up and down. With each stroke, the electricity of their kiss spread throughout his body and her body as well, driving them both toward orgasm. As they felt each other climax simultaneously, she moaned and he shouted out, "Yes!" Their orgasms lasted longer than they ever imagined possible, slowly fading in waves until they were completely spent.

Kate lowered her hips to the mattress as James released his grip. "I don't know what that was but it certainly was fantastic," he said.

"And it can be better if we keep practicing," suggested Kate.

They lay side by side, enjoying the quiet after their storm. After an hour they separated to go about their day. But during the evening, they found themselves drawn together again. This time James was fully clothed, seated on the floor, his back resting against the sofa in the family room and Kate snuggled against his chest between his legs. A bottle of wine sat within reach. They were enjoying a movie with very little dialog.

During one long kiss, James felt Kate's hand fiddling with his pants belt and fly. When he tried to look down to see what she was doing, she pushed his head back with her lips against his until she pulled her mouth away from his. She reached into his boxers and found his penis erect and willing to be manipulated. "I think we're going to do fine," she said as she released him and went back to the movie.

They had dinner together, talked for a while afterward, and then James retreated to his bedroom alone. He slept fitfully, woke around 1:00 AM, dressed in running clothes, and sneaked out of the house. An hour later, he returned sweaty but refreshed. He took another shower, dressed for bed again, and laid in his bed staring at the ceiling thinking about his mother, Kate, his sister, Lori and his current situation. Was it morally right to have sex with your mother? If so, when and under what circumstances should you cross that line? Was there ever an appropriate circumstance to cross that line?

At about 3:00 am, he fell asleep. It seemed like five minutes later, his alarm woke him for breakfast and work. In the kitchen he found Kate seated at the table reading the newspaper with a mug of coffee. A second mug was in the center of the table waiting for James. "Good morning, James," she greeted as she lowered her newspaper.

"Good morning mom," he answered automatically.

"That will never do," she smiled. "I'm Kate, remember?"

"Sorry, mom..., I mean Kate. I've never tried to change anything like this before," confessed James.

"Let me help you remember," Kate said as she stood, turned her back to him, lifted the hem of her satin nightgown and pulled down her thong panties to her thighs. They caught there for a moment but they slowly slipped downward, stopping around mid-calf. Her tight ass was exposed while the cheeks of her ass captured the waistband of the panties. James took a deep breath and released it slowly. "You know what to do."

James stood behind Kate, ran his hands over the curves of her ass, and knelt between her feet. With two hands, he spread Kate's ass cheeks so far apart that he had a full view of her anus and pussy. Her labia were thick and purple. James could see fluid oozing out from her vagina. He pressed his mouth against Kate's pussy, his lips separating hers, and his tongue penetrated her vagina. Her hips began to rotate and sway causing her fluids to drip onto his lips and chin.

James reached under Kate's gown until he found her breasts. Her nipples responded immediately to his touch by stiffening in his fingers. With one nipple pinched between his finger and thumb, his mouth sucked the other into his mouth. Incoherent mumbles came from Kate's throat. Her legs seemed to lose all their strength and her knees threatened to buckle.

Her body trembled and she put her hand on the floor beside the chair to stabilize herself. Without warning, her whole body shuddered, every muscle tensed for an instant and then relaxed as her orgasm passed through her. She collapsed, partially supported by her hand and the arms of the chair. James supported her body, kissing and caressing her as her tremors faded. She lay still in his arms.

When her eyes opened again, James was smiling at her. "Hello there," he greeted.

"Hello yourself," Kate said softly as she smiled back. "Where did you learn to do that?"

"Self-taught," admitted James. "I studied some videos."

"You're my favorite student ever," said Kate as she put her hand on his erection which hadn't subsided. As she caressed him with her hand, she moved forward and kissed him. With her eyes closed, she tasted herself on his tongue.

They shifted around again, this time with Kate sitting up against the headboard and James sitting next to her, cross-legged. She reached out and caressed his growing erection. Then she kissed the tip of it before taking it completely in her mouth. It grew larger and stiffer until it felt like a hot iron rod. Then it began to pulse.

She held it steady with one hand while licking the crown and under the shaft with her tongue. A drop of seminal fluid leaked from the end and she sucked it into her mouth. She knew then how it felt for James earlier when she swallowed his semen. That thought excited her even more. She pulled him toward her so he would move to a position where she could suck him without craning her neck.

His penis throbbed. She took it deep in her mouth, letting it reach toward the back of her throat, and he orgasmed for the second time. She kept sucking until she'd drained every drop. Then she collapsed on her back, closed her eyes, and sighed. "Now, I'm all right."

The next Saturday night, Lori met JC at the bar where he works part time as a bartender. They spent a few minutes chatting about what they'd been doing in the two weeks since they'd seen each other. Lori was disappointed but not surprised to learn that James had spent the previous evening at home alone, working on homework and watching TV. She didn't learn anything new about JC and suspected that he too might have spent the evening by himself.

Eventually, Lori maneuvered JC away from the bar and they took a seat at one of the tables. As they chatted, Lori gradually moved closer to JC, moving her chair until their thighs were touching. The lights went down in the pub as if there wasn't sufficient illumination for Lori and JC. That worked out fine for JC because he was able to see more clearly as he stared at Lori's blouse and bra-encased breasts. Lori was aware that he could see some of her breasts so she pushed forward allowing her cleavage to be much clearer through the V in her blouse.

In less than half an hour, both JC and Lori were hot and ready for sex. They left the bar and made their way quickly to a hotel several blocks away. As soon as their room door closed, they were tearing off each others clothes while kissing passionately. By the time they reached the bed, Lori had only her bra covering her upper torso and JC was naked from his neck to his feet. JC had been in relationships before but he never found anyone like Lori. He couldn't keep his hands off her. He fondled and fingered her, kissed her ears and neck and mouth, all to keep Lori excited.

JC laid Lori on the bed. Before getting onto the bed himself, he pulled a condom packet out of his jacket pocket, opened it, and rolled it onto his hard erection. He positioned himself between Lori's legs and pressed his cock against her slit. Using his hand, he moved his penis in small circles around her labia until Lori gasped. "Now," she demanded.

When he plunged into her, she groaned, wrapped her legs around his back, and squeezed him with all her strength. "That feels sooo good," she cooed as she rotated her hips and pushed herself up against JC's groin. After a few minutes of slow thrusts, JC began to respond, slowly at first and then speeding up until he was pumping furiously. He reached under Lori and held her ass firmly in each hand, controlling her thrusts as if he was holding a handlebar on a bicycle. He pulled Lori down on him every time he shoved into her. With one last push, he buried himself into Lori and screamed. Lori grabbed his arms and dug her fingernails into his biceps.

Lori had come close to climaxing numerous times during the sex session but couldn't quite make it happen. She wasn't completely satisfied and hoped that JC would stay inside her until she came to orgasm. However, when she realized he was having his release, she stopped her own efforts and decided she would just have to wait until another time or a different method.

It was almost dark outside when they finished. Both were covered with sweat, their bodies gliding easily over each other as JC moved off her. He kissed her, rose from the bed, removed and disposed of the condom, and headed for the shower.

She watched him walk out of the bedroom, admiring the way his body moved and anticipating what she might be able to do next with him. Then she thought about James and the sexual satisfaction he provided. She missed his hardness. And although JC was good, she realized James was better. She felt some regret that she'd broken her promise not to sleep with others until they made some decision on how they would continue after college ended in a few weeks. But she decided it really didn't matter and she was glad she'd been with JC.

She gathered up her clothes, got dressed, and started for home. Before leaving, she wrote JC a note thanking him and suggesting another date soon. After she arrived home, she checked around to make sure she was alone before sneaking back to her room. Once safely inside, she removed her clothes and climbed naked into her bed. As she drifted off to sleep, she wondered how James had passed the day.

It wasn't any better for James. He spent part of the afternoon on the beach and much of the rest of the day looking at pictures he had taken of Lori since she was in high school and masturbating into an old towel. While it relieved tension and helped pass the time, he missed having Lori there to share his feelings as they happened. In addition, he couldn't stop thinking about his mom (he refused to call her Kate except when she ordered) and all the things they'd done that morning. Although he was concerned she'd be tired by the end of the morning's activities, he hoped she'd return that night to keep him company.

He returned to his bedroom at 9 p.m. to take another shower and dress for bed. Just before getting undressed, there was a light knock on his door. When he replied, his mother opened the door slowly and peered in. When she saw James still dressed in shorts and t-shirt, she opened the door wider and moved into his bedroom. Without a word, she approached him, put her arms around him, kissed him softly on his lips, and backed off. James reached out, pulled her to him and kissed her hard. Mom wrapped her arms around his body and pressed against him. His erection was obvious to both of them. They remained like this for several minutes until Mom took a step back. "I need to use your bathroom," she explained.

James waited while his mom went through the bathroom, removing her shoes, socks, and blouse. James could see her through the open door. Her black bra contrasted with her smooth skin. She released her hair from a barrette letting it fall freely to her shoulders. She removed her bra and skirt letting them fall to the floor. As if knowing James was watching, she slowly slid her panties down and stepped out of them. Completely naked, she returned to his room, stood in front of him and kissed him passionately again. James hands wandered over her body without resistance. "This is much better," she whispered. James agreed.

Mom knelt before James and unbuttoned the fly of his shorts, then she put her thumbs in the waistband and pulled his shorts down to his ankles. Then she reached up, hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxer shorts and lowered them as well. Once he was free of his shorts and underwear, she pulled off his t-shirt exposing his chest. Naked, she stood up and pressed her body against his.

"Are we going to have sex?" she asked.

"No!" James insisted. "We are NOT having sex. We're making love," James insisted. "And now that you're ready, I'm going to show you."

He lay her on the bed and kissed every inch of her from head to toe with emphasis on her breasts. With gentle kisses and nips on her earlobes and neck, her arms and armpits, and her feet and toes.

With his hand pressing hard on her mound and a finger between her folds, she squirmed and arched her back until he removed his hand and she subsided.

On all fours over Kate, James kissed his mother deeply and passionately for what seemed like hours until his body was almost rigid with excitement.

Without further words, he lay beside her as she reached down and grasped him with trembling fingers. With gentle strokes, she massaged his entire length from base to crown. Then with firmer grips and increased rhythm, she massaged his penis while he responded with hip thrusts matching each of her movements. The sensations were overwhelming for them both. Kate guided him on top of her and held his buttocks with one hand, guiding him into her. He pushed forward and felt himself slide easily into her depths until their hips met. She raised her knees and pushed back at him, squeezing his cock until he almost exploded within her.

They remained still as long as they could before Kate moved under him and he responded. She moved her hips from side to side until he matched her. They built a cadence together and gradually increased the tempo. At times they almost disengaged and then she squeezed him inside and kept him inside her while she rotated her hips beneath him. She held his face between her palms and drew him to her, kissing him again and again until he couldn't maintain his focus on her kisses while their bodies worked toward their mutual satisfaction.

At some point in time that they didn't even recognize as separate beings, the pressure and tingling feeling became too much for them both. James stiffened first. Moments later, Kate did the same. Together, they experienced waves of euphoria sweeping through their bodies, culminating in spasms so strong that James involuntarily tried to withdraw from her clutching vagina only to have her clutch his buttocks tighter and keep him there. She lifted herself to him, arching her back off the bed, pushing herself against him as she sought greater contact to push him deeper inside.

Together they relaxed as the feelings swept through them. Eventually, James collapsed onto her breasts but he still wasn't able to disengage from her. She clutched him to her with arms and legs wrapped around him, preventing him from moving anywhere but where they had joined. Finally, after a seeming eternity of pure joy and sexual bliss, she released him and he slid to one side as exhaustion claimed him. She turned into his arms, wrapped an arm around him and closed her eyes. They both slept.

Two hours later, James woke to find Kate still nestled in his arms. He gently caressed her hair while watching her sleep until she roused. "Welcome back," he greeted her.

She stretched and said, "I didn't want to wake up. I was having wonderful dreams."

"I wonder what Lori would say if we told her about this?" James asked.

"I know you don't like your father and me talking about her when you are not here but is she doing all right?" Kate wondered.

"She hasn't called for me to rescue her so I'd have to think that she's either doing fine or has decided to live with him even if they are just 'good' instead of 'fantastic,'" James replied.

"You think he's abusing her?" Kate asked.

"No," James concluded. "Lori is too strong willed and independent to tolerate abusive treatment from any man. But there's more than one kind of abuse. There's emotional abuse, neglect and abandonment which can be every bit as dangerous as physical abuse. I wouldn't rule that out yet."

"Are you going to let this go until after her birthday or try to intervene earlier?" Kate asked.

"A little of both," James said. "I don't intend to do anything precipitously. My plan is to see Lori twice a week after work at my place. That way she has someone to turn to and an alternative without getting involved romantically."

"That sounds like a good plan," Kate admitted. "Can you keep your involvement secret?"

"It's not likely I'd meet someone like JC now," James laughed. "I know some women I can go out with in public without having the reputation ruined if they met Lori."

"What will you tell her when you invite her to dinner and then leave her alone?" Kate asked.

"We've spent entire Saturdays together for years," James explained. "Now we have Sundays too."

Kate turned on the sofa so her back was leaning against the arm rest and her legs were laying over James' thighs. They held their mugs of tea between sips from time to time and watched the fire in the fireplace slowly dying. When there was nothing but coals, James put another log on the fire and adjusted the glass door to regulate the heat. When he stood up, Kate reached out and captured his hand. She gently pulled him closer until she could put her arms around his waist and hold him close. "Thank you, again, for making this afternoon one of the best in my life," she said softly.

"You're welcome, again," James replied as he bent down to kiss the top of her head. "But that does present a problem now," he confessed.

"A problem? What kind of problem?" wondered Kate.

"I told you I wasn't going to do anything precipitously about Lori without consulting you," he explained. "Now I'm tempted to call her and invite her over right away."

"That wouldn't be wise," Kate concluded. "What's the rush?"

"Rush is a good word," admitted James. "Two weeks ago, the only action I got was when I went out for a drink and some dancing which, while it was nice, was pretty weak compared to what I've been getting here every night since last Sunday."

"You could have brought one or more of those dates home," Kate suggested.

"Too much commitment," reasoned James. "I think this way may help solve several problems at once."

"It should and probably will but we're not there yet," Kate replied. She reached for his hands and pulled him up onto the bed next to her so they were facing each other. She bent forward and licked one of his nipples. "We can both play," she smiled as she began to caress his genitals.

She played with James' genitals until she caused him to respond to her attention. She straddled his hips and rubbed her sex lips over his erection, slathering his cock in their combined lubricants. When she felt sufficiently ready, she guided his erection into her vagina. When it was buried, she bent over and kissed him again, her tongue darting in and out of his mouth like a hummingbird at a feeder.

When she finished with the kiss, Kate lifted her torso, arched her back and began to slowly impale herself on James' erect penis. "My God!" she exclaimed. "This feels as good as when your father first fucked me."

James grabbed Kate's waist and began to forcefully move her up and down on his rigid erection. He felt his balls tighten and he began to feel the pressure of an orgasm approaching. With great difficulty, he stopped moving Kate. "I'm about to come," he admitted.

Kate leaned forward and whispered in his ear, "I'm almost there. Let me finish," she pleaded.

"You can do anything you want with me," James responded. He lifted Kate off his cock and positioned himself next to her so she could have access to his cock without having to get off the bed.

Kate straddled his groin, put her knees under her to give herself the control of movement, grasped his hard member and lowered herself onto it. Once he was buried inside her vagina, she leaned over him so their torsos were touching and put her head on his shoulder. She adjusted her legs slightly and began to move up and down his pole. Her motions started slowly but gradually increased as she moved faster, taking more of his penis with each stroke.

With every motion, his shaft massaged the walls of her vagina, bringing waves of pleasure. Every time his pelvic bone hit her clitoris, small bolts of lightning shot through her body. She knew she wouldn't be able to keep up this pace much longer.

Her movements became erratic. She stopped for several seconds, rotating her hips and adjusting the pressure of her torso against James' until she felt the friction she wanted where she needed it. Then she resumed her motions in a circular motion while forcing her clitoris against James' pubic bone. Faster and faster, Kate worked her magic until she threw her head back and cried out her orgasm. Her vagina contracted over and over again, milking James' cock. The combination of the feeling of Kate's orgasm and the sight of her enraptured body triggered his own explosion. James groaned and spewed stream after stream of his semen into Kate's hungry uterus.

The feeling was intense for both of them.

Kate sat up and leaned backward. James took in the vision of Kate's full naked breasts and the erotic picture of her stretched pussy gripping his rod and filling with his seed. Their eyes locked and they smiled simultaneously as if a silent understanding passed between them. They relaxed, enjoying their physical contact with each other. James became aware that if he could get his penis to cooperate, he was ready to enjoy more of mom...no...Kate...at that moment.

While his brain was sending the message, Kate was sliding down so her shoulders rested on his thighs and her face was just inches from his erect penis. It glistened in the morning light coming through his bedroom window. "Look at you," she said in admiration. "Still hard as a rock."

James reached for a tissue from his nightstand.

"I don't think so," Kate responded and grabbed his penis just ahead of his hand. She rolled onto her back, holding his erection firmly until she adjusted so her head rested on the pillow beside him. "Let me finish cleaning you up this time. Then it's all mine until you can get hard again and I can do whatever I want with you. Agreed?" she asked.

"I can't argue with anything you might want to do with my body," agreed James.

"I have lots of 'ideas' that I hope you will enjoy too," Kate explained. Then she bent her head and licked up James' shaft until the tip of her tongue touched his frenulum. She moved her head lower, using both her lips and tongue to lick up the residue on his shaft and over the head of his cock. She pulled gently on his cock as she opened her mouth and slid over the head of his dick.

James closed his eyes and floated in space. It was much more intense than his experience earlier. The feeling was almost unbearable. He wanted it to continue for days at least, but he knew that would not happen. With every bob of his mother's...Kate's...head, he got closer to an ending that he desperately did not want to come soon. He held back the inevitable as long as he could, moaning with pleasure as his mother sucked every molecule of sperm and semen from his testicles.

When he finished, Kate sat up slowly and looked at her son's eyes. He watched while his mother made eye contact and swallowed several times. He smiled and commented, "You do need help."

"Lots," agreed Kate. "We should explore all sorts of activities," she concluded.

They talked about things they enjoyed sexually and decided to concentrate on mutual masturbation since James had recently learned how to give great oral sex and he hadn't been comfortable going any further with Lori because of the size of his dick. Since Kate had only practiced oral sex before she married her husband, who was much smaller than James, and hadn't had opportunity for more practice since. While discussing their future explorations, they spent time satisfying each other orally. Kate confessed that she liked to swallow James' semen so she took care of all his emissions although she couldn't bring herself to take care of James after he finished. James wasn't offended.

While lying together naked talking about their sexual practices, Kate suggested that they might be able to include JC, the man who James and Lori originally met in the pub two years earlier and with whom they'd shared one incredible sexual evening. Although he loved what had happened and he enjoyed seeing his sister come alive, James didn't have any interest in continuing the relationship until Kate suggested that including JC might allow Lori to return home permanently. She thought JC could convince Lori that they really did love her. JC also lived in another city fifty miles away, a reasonable distance for privacy, and Kate knew that he was available almost any time for travel since he operated his business independently. The three of them could spend weekend vacations together, either at Kate and her husband's cabin by the lake or at an inn near Kate's office, and Kate's husband would have no reason to suspect anything unless the four of them planned on some family get-together.

Kate called JC on Monday and confirmed that he would like to participate. He had maintained contacts with Lori since he met her through James and JC continued to maintain the desire to develop a long-term relationship with both James and Lori but he understood James' reluctance and had been patiently waiting for some indication that he was available again. He readily agreed to come over that evening for dinner if his presence wouldn't disturb James. Since Kate's husband planned to be out of town for three days on business, it seemed a good time to try an expanded relationship.

James and Kate spent most of Monday afternoon shopping for special dishes, candles, table linens and clothing for the weekend. They even managed to have enough time to pick up a second hand queen sized mattress for the den so everyone would have their own space in the house. When Kate went out later to get food for the party, JC stopped by early for his meeting with James. James invited him in, sat him on the couch next to him and apologized. "I'm sorry about how we ended our previous encounters."

"I understand completely," said JC. "It was probably a lot for you to take at one time."

"But I do love my sister and she's still important in my life," James insisted.

"As she is important in my life," commented JC.

"And as you'll be important in her life," James concluded.

"But will she welcome my intrusion?"

"If I'm right, I think she's missed you very much although I think she knows that nothing would ever come out of any relationship you may have. She still loves you. What do you feel for her?"

"You know how I feel," JC acknowledged. "I'd have been pursuing something more permanent a long time ago if you had shown any indication of interest."

"And since I haven't, you've remained aloof?"

"Not exactly 'aloof,'" commented JC, "but maybe not available like Lori made herself available when she knew there was no possibility for anything to happen between me and her brother. There are plenty of women who want a little variety and fun without strings attached."

"Like Lori," said James. "So is that what I am? A little variety?"

"No," agreed JC. "You are much more than that. As far as Lori and me is concerned, you are the key to everything or at least we hope you are. But our story isn't finished yet. There are many more pages left to read so I guess we'll have to see."

James had to take time out. When Lori moved in with David two weeks earlier, the first week was very lonely. He missed Lori and they spent considerable time on the phone but their relationship was cooling despite Lori's promise that she wanted to continue the sexual relationship. During the second week, JC returned for another visit but nothing really happened between James and JC.

Lori promised to return home that Saturday for the weekend and they made plans for a party to let all their friends meet JC. Lori assured him that they could work out the sleeping arrangements. She thought it would be fun if she shared James' bed on Friday night while JC slept on the den couch.

When JC showed up early to plan his part in the evening, Lori had not yet arrived. JC helped James cook dinner and they set everything aside for Lori when she arrived. JC commented that he hadn't seen or heard from Lori for several days, "Not since we've been together the last few days."

"Me neither," agreed James, "and she's not answering her phone. Maybe David objected to her coming home."

David picked up on an implication that may have been hidden behind James' words. "I don't own Lori," he declared. "She can come here if she wants and she can go where she likes and do what she pleases. I trust her judgment."

"That's a pretty strong statement," said JC, "I'd like to have a woman I could trust that much. What do you do for a living, David?"

David smiled with confidence. "I work on my father's farm raising pigs, horses, and cattle and running a small dairy operation. We sell fresh milk, cream, cheese, and ice cream locally."

"You've done a pretty good job with Lori," admitted James.

"She makes it easy," acknowledged David.

There were five of them gathered around the dinner table: David, Lori, James, JC, and their mother, Kate. James was surprised that JC came early to cook but Lori brought David with her. Dinner conversation was light and inconsequential but there was no doubt in anyone's mind that they were building the atmosphere and energy for later in the evening. There was also no doubt that Lori was manipulating David's attendance by holding out the expectation of threesomes involving Lori, JC, and one or both of her brothers. It worked in the past with men who wanted to have sex with twins. James doubted if she could manage the same results tonight, even though every man had been sexually satisfied, multiple times.

James realized that Lori and he thought about their sexual exploits quite differently. He saw sex as an expression of love for his partner which may lead to some form of a relationship, even if temporary. Lori viewed sex as an enjoyable act best conducted with someone she found interesting in an effort to find a better sex partner, possibly for a longer period but always without emotional ties. She didn't hide her emotions although they didn't influence her decision making. James didn't understand how her decisions would make sense to anyone, particularly other women. And they seemed to work for her so why should he care?

Conversation continued until everyone finished the dessert JC prepared. No one wanted to spoil a pleasant atmosphere and a delightful meal so they sat around the table until a lull in the conversation signaled the end of dinner. After clearing the table and loading the dishwasher, they retired to the living room where JC served coffee while discussing their plans for the evening. Lori kept nudging David toward JC and herself. David seemed interested but not committed. Eventually, he excused himself for a moment and disappeared into the guest bathroom. Lori took advantage of David's absence to get JC on board to accept David for another threesome. "If nothing else," suggested JC, "David might provide us with another viewpoint on what we're doing." Lori agreed.

James and his mom were observing from the sidelines. When David came back to the room, they could tell by his expression and mannerisms that David didn't seem enthusiastic about joining Lori and JC. They waited a few moments more, hoping he'd come around when he realized that Lori wouldn't be available after this evening, but eventually James realized David's lack of enthusiasm. If he left it alone, they all might spend a few minutes making idle chit-chat and then each go home. Then it occurred to him that Lori was his sister who probably knew less about her partner's preferences than either of his two partners. While Lori had the reputation of being a good judge of character, her success depended on her ability to assess the motives of the other person. But she wasn't infallible. If someone wanted to fool Lori, he (or she) could. Or Lori was too excited (eager?) to have sex with JC again to think clearly enough about what she may do to David. He decided he had to protect his sister, despite her objections.

When David returned from the rest room, James moved toward him and asked quietly, "David, did you know that Lori has had threesomes before?"

"Lori?" responded David.

"And she likes them," added James. "She doesn't have any hang-ups."

"You too?" David asked.

"I haven't actually participated," confessed James, "but I've seen some things."

The conversation paused for a moment before JC interrupted. "We don't have much time left before we meet mom. Who wants coffee?" he asked. Everyone indicated they'd like some and JC retreated to the kitchen for refills. When he returned he said, "I understand your hesitancy, David, but maybe it would help if we heard about Lori and Kate's threesomes."

Lori looked at James with an inquisitive expression on her face. "He's right," agreed James. "You've been very quiet, Lori, but you know more about David's preferences than either of us ever could. Maybe some of your experiences will encourage or allow him to share something about himself. Maybe even how he feels about group sex." He paused for a response and then continued when there wasn't one. "So we agree? Should we begin at the beginning with you?"

"I guess so," agreed Lori as she turned to David. "What do you say?"

"Maybe hearing what happened will make this easier," agreed David. "But no details of your first encounter please. That may be too much."

"That would have been too much for me when it happened," responded Lori, "so I can understand if you don't want to know what was probably said."

Lori turned and faced JC and then looked down in her lap, her finger nervously toying with the stem of her martini glass. "Kate is my mother," began Lori. "I've known her all my life." She glanced up at David and he nodded for her to continue. She took a sip from her glass and then sat up straight in her chair.

"My father has always been my hero," started Lori. "But mom..." Lori paused trying to think about how to put together what she knew about her mother with everything that she had learned recently. "Mom has always been distant. At least emotionally distant. She has never shown any affection toward me. When I was younger, I thought something must be wrong with me. That may have helped me to get over any guilt or anguish about being sexually attracted to my brother. As I grew older, I found out I could influence her if I wanted to, but not by showing her affection. She really didn't care about my affection.

"You may think all this means that there wasn't much family intimacy growing up and you'd be right. My brother and I did have an active sex life but we did so quietly and furtively, especially during the early years, because of our parents' obvious disapproval of any form of intimacy other than sex to make a baby. If it couldn't produce grandchildren, it just wasn't necessary in their opinion." Lori looked again at David. "I guess that's why it was such a big step when I left home for David. It certainly isn't for the sex."

James held his mother tightly to his body while he stroked her hair. She was snuggling contentedly on his chest, occasionally kissing him with little pecks. They had remained in each other's arms the whole morning. Their activities ranged from kisses to love making several times during the morning. James was tired but still feeling incredible satisfaction. This was his dream day. He wondered about her thoughts. "How do you feel?" he asked.

"Satisfied but not satiated," she replied without opening her eyes or lifting her head from his chest.

"I'm going to need some time to recharge before we can continue," said James.

"Me too," Kate responded as she began to stroke his flaccid penis with her fingertips. "But we have the whole morning and afternoon ahead of us."

Kate lifted herself on one elbow, looking into James' face. "Can I ask a big question? Have you ever been attracted to older women?"

"I think the answer is in my hardening penis," laughed James.

"Besides me, you fool," exclaimed Kate. "Do you like younger women or do you fantasize about more mature women, maybe twenty years your senior or thirty years your junior."

"There was an attractive woman who sat in the seat next to mine when I flew from San Francisco to Chicago a couple months ago. We had an interesting conversation on the way East and kept in touch via email for the next several weeks," recounted James. "We met again two weekends ago."

"So she was what? Ten years younger than you are now?" asked Kate.

"Actually, more like twelve," responded James. "At least that's what she said about her age. It turned out that we had some things in common and we went back to her hotel room."

"What things did you have in common?" wondered Kate.

"We were both in lust and neither of us was married or committed to someone else," explained James. "We had a very wild night and most of the following day too. I'm not sure what happened to me because I had never been so sexually active and I seemed to recover quickly before the previous episode. We were both naked for every possible sexual encounter we could imagine. If we weren't kissing, caressing or penetrating each other, we were sleeping."

"She must have been really good to drain you like that," concluded Kate.

"I won't deny how good it was," said James, "but that's probably an exaggeration."

"Did you use birth control?" asked Kate.

"We used a couple condoms. That was the extent of our precautions," admitted James.

"You realize this has implications," surmised Kate.

"I understand," acknowledged James.

They remained silent, each processing their conversation. "James, do you believe this is wrong or do you enjoy having sex with your sister and mother?" mom asked.

"It took some time to reconcile that Lori's my sister and what we are doing is against society's norm but I think I did. It also doesn't make a difference now whether we're related or not," explained James.

"So what's next? What do you want from me?" wondered Kate.

"We can continue on as before or...," mused James.

"Or we become lovers in addition to being mother and son?" Kate suggested.

"Something like that," agreed James. "There will be things we need to do."

"Such as..." prompted Kate.

"Birth control would be the most important thing," said James.

"I don't use birth control but I have pills and diaphragms for your convenience and our protection if I should get pregnant," offered Kate.

"Then it only remains for you to determine whether this relationship has a future or this was just sex and lust," stated James.

"You may not know for some time but I'll do my best to let you know sooner," replied Kate.

"Do you mind if we stop talking now?" asked James.

"God, no," exclaimed Kate.

James began licking Kate's slit again while he continued to stimulate her clitoris by applying pressure on the top of her slit between his fingers. Kate thrashed her legs and pounded on the bed. It had been years since anyone ate her out and she couldn't remember the last time it was that good. After several minutes of relentless pressure, she felt her orgasm coming but she wasn't prepared for the intensity of the emotions or feelings racing through her body and mind.

Her back arched like an Olympic gymnast, her hands clawed the sheets, her muscles cramped and her hips bucked wildly. Her screams of delight echoed around the house, surprising James that they didn't break a window. When she finished, every muscle in her body relaxed and James heard her sobbing softly.

He gently pulled his fingers from her vagina and moved up until he lay beside her, hugging her closely, trying to soothe her tears with soft, reassuring words. He held her as she came down from her ecstasy and eventually quieted. She snuggled closer against him.

"James, I can't ever remember what just happened. That was absolutely incredible," Kate exclaimed. "I know there's something wrong about our relationship now but I'm not going to think about it now."

Kate rolled onto her side and they kissed again. James pulled away reluctantly and sat on the edge of his bed, still naked from their activities earlier and recently.

Kate got out of his bed. "Thanks son, or should I say thank you James," she corrected herself. "You have helped more than I thought possible. When and if we want to do this again, call me or knock on my door." Then she turned and walked toward his bedroom door and left.

The next night after dinner, James and his father were seated on the patio watching a movie on his laptop. Kate was putting dishes in the dishwasher. The chime on the front door rang and James closed his laptop. "I'll go," he volunteered. He put his laptop on the table by the patio doors. As he walked through the kitchen he asked, "Where's Lori tonight? Why hasn't she been around?"

"She called this afternoon and said that her job had her working late several nights a week but she'd call when she has time to see us," answered mom.

"That sucks," complained James as he approached the front door and wondered who would be calling so early in the evening. Opening the door he exclaimed, "Lori! How nice to see you."

They greeted each other with a kiss on the lips. Then Lori stepped back from their embrace, pulled up her sweater, exposing her naked breasts. She looked down, smiled, and pushed her breasts out toward James. "See anything familiar?" she asked as she jiggled her breasts and wiggled her nipples between her fingers.

James' response was delayed by memories of seeing Lori's breasts every day for more than two years and his new reality of never seeing her naked again. When he didn't respond immediately, Lori pushed one breast close to his face until her nipple grazed his lips. Without thinking, James opened his lips and took her nipple in his mouth.

"You do remember me!" Lori laughed. "How many times have you sucked on my nipples?" she asked rhetorically.

James released her nipple. He gently grasped both of Lori's arms and pushed them away from his body and her breasts down and out of sight. Then he stood up. "Let's get your shirt back on," he suggested. "We've said what needed to be said."

Lori looked up at him like he had just struck her. She held up one arm and pointedly ignored the other. "Don't you want to suck on my tits just one more time before we leave this special place forever?" she pleaded.

James knew it would be a mistake to put Lori's breasts back in his mouth. He loved her too much. He wouldn't be able to stop and he would be devastated when he did have to stop. But he wanted to see her tits so badly he decided to compromise. He held out one hand and said, "Give me your hand."

Lori stared at James, wondering what he was up to. She held out one hand which James captured. He pulled Lori to a standing position in front of him, only inches separating their faces. With his free hand he reached under her t-shirt and groped for her unfastened bra. After a minute he had the unfastened bra over Lori's tits. "Bend over," he directed as he guided Lori into an appropriate position.

With Lori bent over, holding James' hand, he grabbed one of her nipples through the cotton fabric of her bra. The cotton wasn't particularly soft but Lori's breast felt wonderful. With little effort, he squeezed a significant portion of Lori's breast in his hand, her nipple between his fingers. Lori sucked in breath between her teeth and let out a sigh. Then she said, "Please!"

"What?" asked James.

"I really want you to suck on my tits just this one more time," pleaded Lori.

"No," answered James. "It will only make things worse."

Lori pouted. Her bottom lip stuck out and tears started to flow. Her breast still in James' hand, she moved forward and brushed her lower body against his erection. She put her mouth to his ear and said softly, "Please. It would make me feel so good." Then she nuzzled his neck and planted light kisses behind his ear.

James pushed her back as gently as possible. "If we had the luxury of time I might consider it but there's no time today," he insisted. "You're going to miss your bus and we'll have to go through all this again tomorrow.

Lori stepped back and took another look at James' face. He wasn't going to bend. She sighed heavily and turned away from him. Then she turned back quickly, smiled, and reached for his hand. "C'mon," she encouraged, "we don't have much time left."

James looked at his watch. They should leave in ten minutes at the latest if Lori was going to catch her bus to work. Lori walked to a low dresser, picked up her purse, and rummaged through its contents. James stood in place with his arms crossed, waiting for Lori to be done with whatever it was she was doing.

Lori pulled something from her purse. It looked like a large ring. She turned toward James with the ring dangling from her fingers and a big smile on her face. As she neared James, he noticed that the ring had something hanging from it. Whatever it was, it was small and round and white and hung only two inches below the ring. "Put it on me, please," she requested, holding out the ring and looking him in the eyes.

James stepped forward and took the ring from Lori's extended fingers. In his hand he examined the ring. It had to be some sort of jewelry or maybe it was a belt? No, a garter! But where were the stockings? Maybe around her waist or her arm? The ring was designed to wear like a ring so, where ever the stocking hung, they would end about mid-thigh.

"Where is the stocking supposed to go?" he asked innocently. "The bottom?"

"Not quite," Lori answered, pulling on the side of her panties and pushing them over her thighs as she sat on the bed. She pulled on the front of her panties as well and pulled the garment toward her feet and off her body. She stood, turned away from James and looked at him over her shoulder, her breasts hanging free behind her arms. Then she turned to face him with an erection protruding six inches above her pussy.

She had taken him by complete surprise again. This time he almost reacted the wrong way. He forced himself to calm down. It wasn't a male penis but a very realistic looking latex vagina mounted in place of her normal sex organs. Her legs were still apart and James noticed how closely she shaved her pubic region. Not as cleanly groomed as his mother's bush but much closer than Lori had trimmed previously. James moved around on the bed until he sat right in front of her. He looked at her, then reached out and put his hands on her inner thighs just outside her vagina and slowly slid his hands forward until they met and then covered her labia. The area immediately below her vagina was damp. "Lori," James began.

Lori interrupted, "Just do exactly what I tell you and we will be fine."

"Can't we talk about this?" James asked.

"Yes," promised Lori, "after I get you to say my name when you climax. After that we can have any discussion you wish. Do you promise?"

James was silent for a moment, considering his options. Finally, he nodded and said, "I agree. We can discuss it after that." He resumed stroking the length of Lori's vulva with his finger while he played with her clitoris. After another two minutes or so, he had her writhing under his touch. Her hips were quivering faster and faster and then suddenly the quivering stopped. She drew a deep breath and her back arched upward. James kept working her clit with his finger and then thrust a couple of fingers in her vagina as far as they would go. Suddenly, her body locked up rigidly and her head snapped backwards.

"JAMES!" she screamed loud enough for anyone who happened to be in the house to hear it clearly. Her entire body seemed to convulse around James' fingers. And then she relaxed. Moments later, she relaxed completely and just lay there.

Finally, she stirred again.

"Are you okay, baby girl?" James asked solicitously.

Lori grinned. "What do YOU think?" she asked softly. She wrapped her legs around his thighs and pulled him toward her. A few moments later, they were connected as they should be, flesh to flesh, moving together as one toward mutual satisfaction.

James held Lori close.

He was complete again.

It would never be like it had been before but perhaps what he needed to do was create a new 'before'. Perhaps, it is time for an expanded family. After all, his mother missed his dad, too. With or without a marriage ceremony, his father can certainly become 'dad' for Lori.

Kate was gone now. Now he held Lori close. James knew that it was going to happen and he was excited but still amazed at the forceful way she orgasmed.

"Baby girl," James said, "How are you feeling now?"

Lori could barely speak. "I'm great." She paused a moment. "Do you think they will miss us if we stay here a while longer?"

James glanced at his watch. They had been at it for an hour. He didn't expect either his mother or Lori to return but there was always a chance. "Maybe we should go down for lunch before one of them catches us up here," he suggested.

"What about round three?" Lori asked.

"We need energy for round three," James suggested. "It's nearly two o'clock and no lunch today."

Lori got up, reached for a towel from the closet, and handed it to James. "Clean up while I use the bathroom." James nodded. "And when you finish, we should go get something to eat. There's an open air market within walking distance so we can take our time eating outside," Lori explained as she disappeared into the bathroom.

About ten minutes later, James and Lori were holding hands and walking toward the outdoor market. "I don't think I'm going to be able to let you go back home on Sunday night," James admitted.

"Me either," Lori agreed, "But I have to go back and sort my life out."

They had lunch together in the market, holding hands under the table and talking about family and their lives with or without each other.

A couple times Lori said "Your dad will be okay with it."

James wondered if Lori really knew what she was proposing but he couldn't bear losing her again so he just kept quiet.

After lunch, they decided to walk around some and buy groceries. They strolled lazily along a row of small shops stopping here and there. When they came upon an adult toy store, they shared a look before entering together. Lori headed toward lingerie while James scanned through vibrators, lubricants, and other devices. When James spotted Lori standing before a display of strap-ons, he had to suppress his laughter as she held a dildo attached to a harness against her waist for size. When the clerk asked if she could help, she turned beet red, and tried to put the item back where she got it. The clerk, young but experienced in such matters, explained how to adjust the strap sizes.

"Is there something for her too?" the clerk asked. Lori pointed toward the vibrators as she quickly retreated.

The clerk looked over at Lori then back at James. "She'd rather not see me when I make my selection, would she?"

"I don't think it would make her happy," answered James. "If you could make some discreet recommendations that would work for us, I'll pass them on."

"Would size be important? The clerk asked.

"Not much room to grow so medium or small is fine," James said.

The clerk handed James three items and said, "We should check out before your girlfriend realizes what we're buying."

Back at home, they took showers and then lay down in bed to recover their energies. "You never told me how big JC is," Lori mentioned casually.

James knew where this question was headed. He had spent hours thinking about exactly the same subject. Should he embellish or lie or should he be honest. If he lied and she found out, there would be hell to pay so the best answer was the truth but only part of it. "He's almost as long as I am but a lot thicker," James explained.

"He looks longer than you are," Lori insisted.

"If you insist," replied James. "Maybe if we see each other again on Saturday night we can compare directly."

"I'd love that!" exclaimed Lori. They walked for several minutes before she continued. "By the way, when is your birthday?" she asked. "My boyfriend has a pool party every year to celebrate my birthday and I'd like to invite you as a special friend."

James thought about how JC responded to Lori two years earlier. If he had seen her now, things might have been different. "When is it? James asked.

"Two weeks after mine so there's no overlap," explained Lori. "That weekend, our senior year, would have been horrible for me if we were born just four days apart."

"Is this a dress occasion?" asked James.

"Some girls wear swimsuits but others wear dresses. It depends on what they can do in them." Lori giggled. "If they have too many buttons or hooks, it will be embarrassing when they come off. Ties and zippers are good, even though sometimes they get snagged by accident. Buttons and snaps work better although sometimes when I sit down my skirt opens accidentally at the button line."

"Do you like being exposed?" James asked.

"It does give me thrills that go straight to my pussy," admitted Lori. "But some things are best done with clothes off. So it has to stop soon and then we get naked."

"You really need to make a birthday list," James said.

"I've made one," Lori explained. "Every item on it is sexual and I think it's the most complete list anyone ever made." She looked around the mall, took his arm, and started walking quickly to her car. They drove for several minutes and pulled into an industrial park. A single row of lights illuminated parking spaces behind low buildings. There were six or seven cars parked close to them. One pair of vehicles was rocking slowly in the darkness and they could hear soft sounds emanating from inside the cars. Lori pointed to the farthest back corner. "They are probably just kissing," Lori speculated as they drove by. Then she directed James to pull behind a vacant building about fifty feet beyond. The area behind the building was completely dark.

Lori turned slightly to face him and smiled. "Let me show you what we do and how often. If you do something different and special, you'll be the only man in history I've never bored. Do everything I do the first time but afterward, feel free to change anything you want or try new things you have always wanted to try but were afraid your previous girlfriends might find odd or dangerous."

She leaned toward James and put her hands on his shoulders. She kissed him gently. "Now kiss me."

James returned her kiss gently.

"More passionately," Lori insisted. "I want to feel like you really want me and aren't scared."

James complied, using more pressure and sucking lightly on her lips and tongue. Lori responded with similar pressure and intensity. She reached down to open her skirt and move it out of the way. When she moved her other hand to his shoulder she pushed against him, rolling his upper body until he rested with his head on the passenger side window and his legs against the dashboard.

"You might want to buckle your seat belt," Lori suggested as she pulled his zipper down. With the zipper completely lowered, she pulled his cock from his shorts and fondled it. Her thumb found a drop of fluid at the end of his erection and rubbed it across the tip. James sighed and pushed his hips against her hand. "It's so soft," she said softly as she stroked it several times.

"It won't be long before it hardens enough for what we are about to do," he promised as he rolled slightly in her direction. Lori unbuckled her seatbelt. James put his arm around Lori's waist and she lay back on the car seat pulling him along with her. He landed softly on top of Lori's small body and began to kiss her gently. Their tongues began to explore each other's mouth and Lori began to make subtle movements against his groin. She reached down to his jeans again and guided his zipper upward far enough that she could release his erection from its confines. They resumed their kissing while Lori slowly and carefully stoked his growing penis.

"James," Lori broke the silence. "I really love what you are doing but it is a little uncomfortable because my underwear doesn't have much give to it."

James pushed himself up using one arm to look down at Lori's face and using his other arm to steady himself above Lori's body. "How do we solve this problem?"

"There may not be much time so it might be a good idea for both of us to pull our pants down far enough for what we plan," suggested Lori.

They untangled their bodies while each one unfastened and slid their pants down to mid-thigh. Both still had some freedom to move in the constrained space in the front seat of the car. Lori pushed herself toward James' groin and pulled him on top of her. She adjusted her legs to make more room for his hips between her legs and reached for his erection with her right hand. James' erection was now hard and long enough that she could wrap her thumb and forefinger around it in a circle. As if she had done this a thousand times, she placed the tip of his penis against her vaginal opening, squeezed gently with her two fingers and released the rest of her hand from his erection. His own weight pushed the head of his erection into her warm pussy. Lori relaxed her grip on his erection completely.

With only the head of his penis inside Lori, he paused to adjust to the incredible warmth and wetness of her vagina. "What are you waiting for?" cried Lori as she arched her hips to push more of his erection into her. James felt the walls of her vagina grab his invading penis and begin to pull on it like an industrial strength vacuum cleaner. He slowly withdrew until just the head was captured by Lori's vagina. A quick thrust filled her again. Another withdrawal followed by another thrust and then another. On the fourth cycle, Lori put her arms and legs around his back and pushed her groin upward. They froze in this position as wave upon wave of ecstasy swept through Lori's body. She shuddered several times before her pelvis and back became motionless and collapsed into the seat. James stopped thrusting and held himself over her with both hands planted firmly on the roof of the car. "Now your turn," said Lori.

His movements quickened and were punctuated by rapid stuttering hip thrusts. This lasted about a minute. "Lori, I'm getting close... really close," he warned. Lori put both of her arms and legs back around his body. He gave five final strokes, buried himself in Lori's groin, and began to spasm rhythmically while he emptied his load into her warm canal. Their groins were mated so closely that they felt each other's genitals spasming against each other. When he finished, James rolled over on his back pulling Lori on top of him. Still breathing heavily, she asked, "Are you all right?"

"You have no idea how much I've needed this," James breathed heavily. "Thanks," he added.

"The pleasure is mine," Lori agreed.

After several minutes, James' erection softened enough that his penis slipped from Lori's body. She adjusted her position on top of him and rested her head on his chest. After several more minutes of gentle petting, James said, "We need to get home before mom sends out search parties for us." Lori reached for her clothing and started to put it back on. When she was done, James helped her leave the confines of the front seat and move into the backseat. Lori retrieved a mirror and repaired her makeup as best she could. "Maybe if we go through the woods to your bedroom and take your shower..." James proposed.

James opened the front door slowly and stepped inside. With Lori just behind him, they heard voices in the kitchen and headed in that direction.

"...but how often do you see such an incredibly erotic sight," Kate exclaimed.

"I'll give you that," answered James' father, "It was pretty unbelievable."

When they arrived in the kitchen, mom and dad were sitting at the table, cups of coffee in hand. Lori and James froze for an instant before recovering their composure and joining their parents at the table. Mom reached across the table and covered her daughter's hands with hers. Dad reached across the table toward his son. They sat in silence for a moment and then broke into laughter. After a moment, everyone calmed down. Dad spoke first.

"So what you're saying is that your sexual relationship with Lori didn't end just because she moved away."

"You're correct," James agreed.

Mom spoke next. "Are you satisfied with the arrangement?"

Lori hesitated. "The short answer is 'Yes.' I would have liked for something more permanent but the short-term gain is great and long term gain might not happen at all. James did manage to be quite convincing," added Lori.

Mom looked directly at Lori. "It would be hard not to believe it with a man like James," she stated.

James flushed. "Thanks mom."

"I'm guessing this was a new experience for you," Lori suggested.

"More than," explained Kate. "This was the first time a man has done that for me."

Kate opened the drawer on her nightstand. She withdrew a vibrator, about five inches long with one end shaped like an oversized bullet, the other end looking like the knob from a broomstick handle. It had a simple switch control on the broom end. She turned it on and ran it lightly around each of her nipples before dropping her hand below her breasts and circling her navel. Then she slipped it lower until it settled between her thighs.

While James watched, fascinated, she moved the vibrator through her pubic hair several times until the broomstick knob made contact with her clitoris.

"What do you think?" she asked.

Unable to articulate a rational response, he replied, "Lori likes hers but doesn't use it every time."

Mom put down her vibrator. "Let's go to Lori's room," she suggested. She turned off her vibrator, stood, and walked out of her bedroom without grabbing any clothing. James quickly removed his shorts, threw them on his bed, and followed her into the hall. Kate glanced over her shoulder as they left her room. "Very nice," she commented as she continued toward Lori's room. James admired her well-shaped ass and the view of the front of her body when she looked back over her shoulder. As far as mother's go, she was pretty damned incredible, he thought.

In Lori's bedroom, mom bent over at the waist to rummage through the drawer where Lori kept her vibrator. James, already admiring her shapely butt and her vulva and anus, stepped behind her and reached around for her breasts while grinding his erection between her legs. Mom stopped what she was doing and pushed back against him. Soon she was sitting on the edge of the bed with her feet flat on the floor. He pushed her onto the bed while she wrapped her feet around his thighs. He penetrated her smoothly in one stroke and began to pump rhythmically. In seconds, they reached a mutual release with no more effort than taking a shower.

"It seems we've found another way to 'help' each other," mom stated in the afterglow. They returned to their bedrooms, separately showered, dressed, and waited until dad returned from the golf club before eating lunch together in the kitchen.

Kate sat next to her husband at lunch while James watched for signs that would indicate Kate or he had given anything away about their morning together. He couldn't tell. Dad told stories about some of the events on the golf course involving him or people he knew. His father was not as demonstrative with either James or Lori when their mother was present but his behavior gave no indication of any knowledge of what happened earlier in the day.

That evening, after dinner and while the men were relaxing in the den with scotch and cigars, Kate invited James to join her in the backyard garden. They sat together in lounge chairs under a clear, starlit sky. Kate wore a silk wrap dress over her bikini, both dark green. The top of her bikini peeked out above the low neckline of the dress. The wrap was held together by a single tie around her waist which allowed access to her bikini bottoms if it wasn't for the slit that ran almost to her waist. The bottom half of her bikini revealed a dark triangle at the apex of her legs. She looked sexy as hell!

James was wearing gym shorts and an old t-shirt. With no one watching them, he thought they might enjoy the pool or maybe even skinny dip later. He took a sip of his scotch and admired the woman sitting next to him. "Are we going to talk all night or do something?" James asked.

"What would you like to do?" Kate asked.

"A swim after our drink would be nice," James suggested. "It would allow me to appreciate your dress properly."

"You don't have to wait until then," smiled Kate. She stood up from the chair next to his and stepped back away from him. She moved her hands down to the shoulders of her dress and slowly slid the thin spaghetti straps off her shoulders. Then she grasped the upper part of her dress and peeled it downward. Her naked breasts sprang free. They were firm and high with prominent nipples but without breast sag or stretch marks. James had difficulty deciding which one of her perfect breasts to focus on as Kate pulled her dress over her stomach and past her hips, leaving her only wearing thong panties.

As she bent over to remove her panties, James' attention shifted to her bottom, so full and tight, and he admired the cleft between the globes of her ass. When she turned around and faced him, his gaze dropped to her clean-shaven mons and her full thighs. And finally, he was confronted with her perfect pubic triangle and the slit through its center that led to heaven itself.

He didn't say anything, afraid that he might break the magic that caused her transformation into the stunning woman standing before him. A slow smile crossed her lips when she realized that she had made the right decision in coming to her son's bedroom this morning. If there was a downside, it was that she might not be able to stop at just one time. That thought, however, didn't dissuade her from moving onto the bed and lying down next to her son.

"How can I make your fantasy real?" Kate asked.

Kate began with a light brush of her fingers on James' chest, drawing them down over his abdomen until she felt the fine hairs that signaled that he wasn't circumcised and her target was only inches away. With his penis still flaccid from the blowjob he'd received minutes earlier, James' foreskin draped his glans. She teased her finger around the tip of his penis. His penis hardened quickly as if the touch of his mother's fingers sent a jolt of electricity through his nervous system. Soon James was erect, ready to continue where they left off when interrupted by Kate's orgasm.

James rolled toward Kate, put his arm around her, and brought his lips to hers. While they kissed, she took his erection in her hand, rubbing her thumb slowly over his glans. Then she began to slide her fist up and down his shaft. As she squeezed rhythmically, he moved closer to her so that his hip was against her. He pressed his palm against her pubic hair while his middle finger rubbed through it looking for and finding her clitoris. It took him longer to find what he was looking for. Kate was different from Lori but the principles were similar, and soon her body betrayed her pleasure by increasing its responsiveness to his manipulations.

James reached under Kate's nightgown, pulled it up and out of the way and ran his hands over her breasts and across her stomach. As he continued to fondle her, Kate lifted her head slightly and took a nipple into her mouth. When James' penis swelled even more, she turned her body on its side and pushed against him. Soon they were entangled, stroking each other's bodies, and grinding their pubic hair together. Kate put her leg over James' hip and reached between them to position his penis at the entrance to her vagina. She pressed her hips forward slightly and his glans penetrated her opening. James held still while he reveled in the sensation of warmth enveloping his penis. He moved his hips back slightly and his glans released from her vagina with a squishing noise.

He looked into her eyes and she nodded.

James pushed slowly, burying himself inside Kate as she gasped at being filled more fully than she had been since her husband last made love to her. When she opened her mouth and took a deep breath, James lowered his head and kissed her, plunging his tongue into her mouth as she began to orgasm. Kate's first wave of ecstasy crashed against her senses, making her gasp for air and arch her back to press harder against him. They kissed passionately until Kate calmed enough to breathe normally and move her hips back slightly before returning them toward his groin.

When they were once again fully intertwined, James rolled Kate onto her back and used his elbows to lift his torso above her body. "That feels so good," she said, gasping and panting like a marathon runner. James looked down at the expression of bliss on Kate's face, realizing how good this must feel for her.

As they made love, Kate wrapped her arms around James' neck and raised her legs to wrap them around his waist. Their rhythm became more intense with each passing second. James increased his pace, pushing faster and deeper into Kate until another orgasm seized her, causing her body to tremble. James couldn't take any more and he collapsed on top of Kate. In the brief seconds he experienced between Kate's orgasms, his erection began to shrink rapidly and then it suddenly exploded within Kate. Kate gasped as James stiffened and pushed forward hard, his shaft swelling further in those last few seconds and her orgasm hit full force. Together they shook and rocked and twisted, trying to get even closer together.

Finally they relaxed, bodies damp with sweat. They held on to each other fiercely. They breathed rapidly with deep satisfaction and pleasure. Gradually they quieted until their breathing slowed. "Thank you," said Kate softly, almost whispering.

"The feeling was mutual," replied James.

"I hope it gets even better," remarked Kate.

"Do you think it will?" James asked.

"You'd know more about that than me," suggested Kate. "Lori seemed very satisfied with your relationship."

James laughed quietly. "I hope so. It would be disappointing if she wasn't."

"If we are to continue, is there anything different you can do? Anything you want?" Kate asked.

"Nothing that I can think about at the moment," James answered. "Maybe we can discuss it later."

James inserted his finger into Kate's vagina. Kate pushed against him. James inserted a second finger. Kate rocked back and forth with his movement. James moved his thumb against Kate's clitoris. Kate groaned deep and loud as an orgasm overcame her, more intense than any she could remember. She pushed harder on James' hand, shaking uncontrollably, while her breath came in short gasps.

When Kate quieted, James removed his hand. He wiped his fingers clean on the sheet below her body. Then he licked Kate's thighs dry and kissed each thigh again. He moved so that his mouth rested near Kate's breasts. He kissed around her left breast until he sucked her nipple between his teeth. Gently biting down on her nipple, James began to lick and suck until her nipples were taut. Then he switched breasts and repeated his actions.

Kate was writhing on the bed. Her breath was coming in ragged gasps and moans escaped from her mouth unbidden. Kate was lost in ecstasy. It had been too long since someone had treated her body like a woman rather than a mother and a wife.

James moved closer to her. His lips wandered to her ear. He bit and kissed her earlobe then whispered, "Turn on your side."

In an obvious daze, Kate slowly turned so her back faced James. He pressed himself against her body, putting his arm across her torso and holding her close. Then he placed the head of his penis into the cleft between her legs and pulled up slowly. When his erection settled under the fleshy bottom of her breasts, he held it firmly there with his hand. As he flexed his hips and pushed forward with his feet, he pulled up with his penis and forced her breasts to wrap around his erection.

Kate moaned while James repeated the maneuver again and again. Kate's mind raced but it was hard for her to hold on to a single thought. There were flashes of memories racing through her mind and a new sensation racing down her spine. Suddenly she was shaking and jerking uncontrollably. She was oblivious to what was happening until the fog started to clear from her mind and she became aware of James holding her tightly against him. His penis was nestled between her thighs, rubbing against her labia and clitoris, causing little aftershocks in her nervous system.

"That was intense," she murmured, "Where did you learn that?"

"It just came to me," explained James. "I hoped you enjoyed it as much as I did."

"James," Kate said with emphasis, "if I wasn't your mother, if I was someone else you wanted to have sex with, would you use what you just did again?"

"Of course, it was fantastic," James declared.

"You realize I don't get as much sex as some other women or even as much as your father gets. What you did was wonderful. It was more powerful and erotic than anything I've ever experienced in my life."

James laughed. "Then I'll do it again."

Kate shook her head vigorously. "I'm so sensitive that it will probably kill me if you do it again now," she insisted. "We need to take this slow for a while." She rolled out of bed, walked into the bathroom adjoining her bedroom and returned carrying a box.

"A vibrator?" said James.

Kate opened the box and removed the apparatus. She showed James how the batteries went into the handle with the bulbous protrusion into the shaft and its controls on a cap at the top of the handle.

Kate sat back on the side of the bed, positioned herself comfortably, and inserted the head into her vagina. Slowly, she pushed until the whole device disappeared into her vagina except for a few inches extending out from between her labia. She turned on the controls and almost lost her balance when the unit began to vibrate.

"Oh my God," she gasped.

The controls were on the cap covering the batteries. By sliding or twisting the cap, Kate was able to vary the intensity and pattern of the vibrations inside her vagina. "It's too intense," she moaned as she adjusted the controls to diminish the vibration.

James took hold of the shaft and manipulated it in and out of Kate's vagina. Aided by her abundant lubricant, it slid easily despite its size. Kate leaned back and closed her eyes while James manipulated the apparatus. It had been years since anyone other than her or her husband provided this level of stimulation but she still remembered how pleasant it could be. And it was just what she wanted now. Her moans became more vocal and her hips swayed gently with the rhythm of James' thrusts.

When James felt Kate's body beginning to tense for an orgasm, he stopped withdrawing and insertion. He moved his head closer to Kate's hips and ran his tongue around the outer edge of her labia. Kate felt her orgasm building even faster and the tautness increased in her stomach. She grabbed James' head in her hands and held him firmly against her while she tried unsuccessfully to keep her body from shaking out of control.

As her orgasm receded, she loosened her grip on James' head. He pushed upward through her grasp until he could see her face. His face was wet with her cum. "What do you think of your big 'help?'" he asked.

"Not done yet," gasped Kate as she fought to control her breathing and trembling muscles. "More please."

James stood up and pulled Kate's nightgown up over her head and off her body. She lay naked on his bed with her legs spread and the vibrator protruding from between her labia. He lay next to her and kissed her while running his fingers through her curly hair and circling around but not touching her nipples. After several minutes of stroking Kate's nude body with his hands, he sat up on his knees between her legs.

Kate felt James move away from her and opened her eyes to see what he was doing. She saw him grab the end of her vibrator. "Slowly, James," she warned. He looked at her, nodded, and gently began withdrawing the vibrator. When it reached its thickest diameter, her body convulsed involuntarily. She closed her eyes again and waited. A moment later, she felt the pressure subside and the vibrator slide easily from her body. The movement stimulated her pleasure receptors and she shook in reaction.

James tossed the vibrator off the bed and took another look at his mother's nude body. Her pubic hair was as dark as an old penny without any signs of graying. As was normal for women of her age, there was some loose skin hanging below her vaginal opening but it did not detract from the wonder of her body.

In spite of his recent orgasm, James' erection was beginning to return. He moved closer to his mother's hips, leaned forward and dragged his tongue slowly from the bottom to the top of her pubic triangle, over her navel, and under her breasts. Her skin tasted good: clean with just a hint of salt. As his tongue passed over her navel, she sucked her stomach in with surprise and then relaxed. He pushed his tongue between her breasts, circled each nipple, and returned to the center.

She grabbed him by the shoulders. "That is incredible," she said as she pulled him down to kiss him. She tasted herself on his tongue and lips.

James put his hands under his mother's shoulder and rolled them over until she was on top. She responded by straddling him and grinding her moist pubic triangle onto his groin. With nothing but the thin material of her gown separating their intimate body parts, he pushed his pubic bone upward causing his half-erect penis to lift and move the front of her gown around so that the sides of her labia moved up and down his penis. With this new friction, his erection quickly became firm and erect again.

Suddenly, Kate moved back and stood up next to the bed. She grabbed the nightgown bunched at her waist, raised it slowly above her head and dropped it to the floor. In one motion, she sat on the bed between James' legs and took his penis in both of her hands. She lifted his erection upright so that his head was exposed and then she began to rotate it slowly and rhythmically, almost as if she was rolling a strand of yarn around her fingers. James lay back and closed his eyes in delight.

When he felt Kate's tongue on the head of his penis, his eyes opened wide with shock. She licked the end of his penis, swirled her tongue around the shaft and finally sucked his penis into her mouth. James' eyes were wide open while he watched his mother fellate him. He had experienced this wonderful activity many times before but none of the other girls were nearly as good at it as mom. She kept varying what she was doing to make him wonder what was going to happen next. But whatever happened was always good. When he thought about it, he realized that Kate was an experienced woman. His dad probably benefited from her expertise for many years. As much as he wanted it to last, James' orgasm soon became unstoppable.

Kate continued her activity, increasing the speed of her rotation until she could feel James' climax imminent. She released the sides of his penis with her thumb and middle finger and used them to stimulate his scrotum. James' groaned, lifted his hips and felt his body convulse in orgasm. Kate maintained her steady rhythm with her mouth and tongue until James was totally empty. Only then did she release him from her mouth and swallow twice.

They stared at each other in silence. Kate smiled, a slight semen mustache accentuating the smile on her upper lip. "Help me get this off of you," she said, tugging on James' shorts.

James helped pull off his shorts which were now stuck to his body with sweat and semen. He kicked his legs to get them all the way off and throw them across the room.

"What's the plan now?" he asked his mother.

"There isn't one," admitted Kate.

"Mom, can we agree not to overthink this? We both seem to like the sex and the 'helping' so let's not question our feelings."

"I think you're right. What do you want to do next?" Kate asked.

James rolled on his side and put one hand on Kate's breast and rested his head on her shoulder. She moved an arm under him. "Whatever comes naturally, whatever feels comfortable. No need for planning or strategy," he answered.

Kate responded by pulling him toward her until his erect penis rested at the entrance to her vagina. Then she relaxed. James slid slowly into her and held steady for a few moments until she adjusted to him. James started to move his hips slightly and gradually increased his speed and depth of penetration. Kate met him each time he pushed his hips against hers. Their rhythm grew more frantic until they reached orgasm in perfect timing, screaming simultaneously their orgasms.

James lay heavily on Kate while they caught their breath. Gradually, James' erection became smaller and he slid from Kate. As if sensing this, she said, "James, that was wonderful." Then she added, "James, honey, I'd love for you to hold me but can we get cleaned up before I fall asleep?

After a brief stop in the bathroom, they moved into Kate's bedroom. James sat naked on Kate's bed, leaned over, and removed Kate's nightgown which had been discarded on the floor. While James was leaning over, he placed a kiss on Kate's pubic bone. Kate groaned. "James, you may have a permanent place in my heart. But right now, I'm going to sleep for an hour or two and I need your body next to mine."

James crawled into Kate's bed and took her into his arms. "Just give me a minute or two to wake up, then maybe we could go again," she suggested as she pressed her bottom against his penis.

"Sure, mom, er Kate. We don't want to miss any of the day," he replied.

Several minutes later, father returned home. He walked through the house looking for mother and James. James was snoring slightly, Kate cuddled against him as he spooned behind her. The covers on the bed were low, giving dad an uninterrupted view of his wife's bare back. The hair cascaded from the nape of her neck to just above the cleft of her buttocks. When he saw how little hair was on her upper body, his eyes widened in surprise.

Dad stepped into the room and pulled the sheets up over their bodies.

The sound of someone moving in the room woke mom. She stretched out in the bed with her arms, back, buttocks, and feet extending as far as they could before relaxing. She rolled over to face James. "Good morning sleepy head."

James responded by kissing his mother gently on the lips. She kissed him back with increasing enthusiasm. When the kiss ended she smiled. "I'd almost forgotten what it was like to make love regularly. I guess we can put any fears that this may happen while we were sleeping away from now on."

"Mom, are you asking me if I had sex with you in my sleep?" asked James.

Mom smiled mischievously. "I've had fantasies about it."

"That's just nasty," James declared. "My first reaction is that I'm glad I wasn't awake but then I think of how much fun I missed."

Mom leaned across the bed and kissed James on the lips. It was a quick kiss, motherly if such a thing exists. "Maybe next time we can work it out together so you wake up in the middle of it," she suggested.

"And dad too!" responded James. Mom blushed.

James' cock grew slowly, reaching full strength as it did for years before he started having sex with Lori. They were facing each other in his bed. After a few kisses, he rolled onto his back and let her take the lead. She knew what she wanted and moved her body down to capture his swollen dick in her mouth. The sensation was unbelievable. It had been several months since she last blew him like this and he felt it even more intensely now than then. He reached down and grabbed her breasts with both hands. That seemed to spur her on. She sucked even harder. The room was silent except for her heavy breathing through her nose, which tickled his balls and pubes slightly and intensified the experience. And then it happened. He couldn't hold back any longer.

After their sexual romp that morning, mom fixed breakfast while James showered. After they ate, they drove separately to a local mall, agreed to meet at one-o'clock at the food court, and went shopping for lunch clothes and dinner clothes for their next date, the following evening.

When James picked up Kate in his new car the next evening, he felt nervous as if they were a blind date or going out for the first time. She looked wonderful in a white sundress with a deep V that exposed part of her ample chest, no bra, and matching flip flops. With the top down on his new sports car, she looked sexy and glamorous.

Dinner was at an upscale restaurant by the beach where they sipped wine and talked about life. They discovered that they had more in common than previously realized and that both loved to shop for clothing. When the waiter delivered the dessert tray, Kate looked up at him and asked, "Is there somewhere we can go to be private?"

The waiter understood and replied, "There is a cottage on the property behind the restaurant. It's empty but the key is in the office." He placed the check on the table.

Kate laid some cash on the tab along with a generous tip and then grabbed the key from the hostess while James led her to their next adventure. Kate unlocked the door and James opened it for her. Before he could step inside, Kate pulled him in and started kissing him like a sex starved woman. Then she backed away from him.

James watched her slip out of her dress. Her body was flawless. Her breasts were high, round, and firm without any sign of sagging. Her nipples were pink, erect and hard. Her abdominals showed slight definition without appearing muscled. A tuft of blonde curls covered her mons pubis. With an amazing fluidity of motion, she removed her panties and stood nude before him. She stepped forward again, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, slid her hand down his shorts, captured his penis, and gently removed it from its constraints.

With more effort than usual, James freed himself of his shirt, shoes, socks, shorts and pants. Kate had other ideas. She guided him to one of the overstuffed chairs in the room, pushed him into it, and knelt between his legs. She held his erect penis with her hands and stared at it as if it were some kind of trophy or reward that she wanted to keep forever. She moved her lips within inches of its head. "I never appreciated this part of your anatomy until this moment," she admitted. "And I hope we're doing enough things together that allow me to do this often." She then engulfed his erection in her mouth.

Her mouth was warm and inviting and James relaxed in his chair. She held his shaft with both hands and allowed it to move easily back and forth into her mouth. While maintaining a constant motion, she occasionally applied extra pressure at his base by squeezing her hands tighter around his shaft. At one point, she squeezed too tight causing a sudden release of semen into her mouth. As the eruption began, she immediately released his shaft, took the head of his erection into her mouth, and drank his emissions while her tongue continued to probe and massage his organ. When the pulses became fewer, she resumed her former activity although allowing for less pressure. She finished with him totally spent and relaxed in the chair.

"Wow," said James.

"Glad you liked it," Kate responded as she stood up. "Let's move this to the bed." She climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees and waited.

James knelt behind her, positioned his penis at the entrance to her vagina, and pushed slowly. He penetrated until he met resistance to his advance. Her buttocks were perfect round globes that rested nicely on his thighs when he bottomed out in her. James started to slide his hips back and forth creating a wonderful sensation where they were joined but also a feeling that he might be separating forever if he retracted any further. Then, he stopped. He felt tremors along his shaft like the beginning of an orgasm that wasn't quite ready to begin. He concentrated on trying to control that buildup. He breathed deeply, clenched his buttocks and focused on not releasing everything into Kate.

"What's wrong?" asked Kate as she turned to look back at him.

James put his finger to his lips signaling for Kate to be quiet. He held Kate's hips firmly and waited. After almost a minute, the initial tremor lessened. "That was too close," confessed James. He began to stroke Kate again although slower than before.

Kate turned away from him, pulled a pillow toward her body and buried her head in it. She began moaning. Suddenly, she raised her head, screamed through the pillow, and jerked backward against James. He had been ready for that reaction and he didn't hesitate to begin pumping furiously in her. The tension in his shaft disappeared with no sign or feeling of an eruption.

After about half a dozen strokes, he stopped and concentrated again on controlling his emotions. This time, his respite lasted slightly longer before the pressure began to build again. It was obvious what he had to do. He increased his tempo gradually until he reached an optimal rate. Each stroke ended with a brief bump against Kate's rear and her moans were continuous but not so loud they would disturb his father's afternoon nap. The pressure grew slowly. Soon he needed to concentrate all of his efforts on his respite strategy.

Suddenly, Kate's body shuddered, went stiff, and a muffled scream came from around the pillow. Her body convulsed a couple of times before she collapsed limp against the mattress. James slowed down, expecting another eruption and hoping he wouldn't have one. His respite plan failed. There was no slowing down the surge from his balls. The first twinge hit hard, the second was weaker but insistent, and the next one was less than a pulsing after-thought. He had nothing left to give. He let it flow through his body without trying to contain it. It seemed like an endless stream.

When he felt empty, he gently withdrew and slumped forward onto the bed. They lay for a while in each other's arms. Finally Kate moved first, kissing James' lips. Then she looked at him and smiled, "Help me clean up and we should get dressed before your father returns."

"Okay," agreed James.

"What can you expect from Lori tonight?" Kate asked.

"Maybe the same thing tomorrow," predicted James.

"But you don't really know yet?" concluded Kate. "Shouldn't you get going to pick her up at the airport?"

"Probably," acknowledged James. He stood up.

"One thing before you leave," Kate requested.

"Name it," responded James.

"Do you have anything in the refrigerator for lunch or dinner?" she inquired.

"Some leftover spaghetti and some fresh green beans," replied James.

"You cook?" Kate exclaimed in surprise.

"How did you think I managed this long?" retorted James.

"I didn't," answered Kate honestly.

"Just like riding a bike," responded James.

"Not a damn clue," stated Kate.

"Never mind," James conceded.

James returned to working on his mother. After several minutes of gentle licks and sucks, he felt her body begin to tense. He stopped and waited for her body to relax before returning his attentions to her. Then he waited longer between attentions until her moans sounded frustrated rather than orgasmic.

"Are you trying to frustrate me?" demanded Kate.

"It's an old trick used by lovers looking to make a big ending," confessed James.

Kate lifted her head off the mattress, looked at him, and asked, "Is that what you want? A big ending?"

"Not if you don't want it too," James responded. "How do you want it? Should I go back to where we were?"

Kate took his hand. She moved his hand and two fingers together until they just touched her clitoris. Then she took his other hand and guided a different set of fingers into her vagina until she pressed firmly at the end of her vagina with the fingertips of both his hands in contact with each other.

She let go of his hands but directed them again. "I think it is time for the big finish," she said softly as she guided his hands into her most intimate areas. She lay her head back and moaned, "Go ahead, I'm ready."

James worked with her clitoris and inner vagina until he felt her hips begin to quiver in anticipation. At some level, he understood how to work with Kate's body. A part of her knew that it was no longer James, her son, doing these things to her but the same part didn't care. He wanted to see her achieve total abandonment and she wanted to grant him the privilege.

Suddenly, Kate tensed and gasped, her legs shaking as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her body. Unsure what to do next, James continued working on her body hoping he wasn't damaging anything. Finally, Kate raised one hand off the bed and weakly pushed against his hands. He released her from his grasp and watched as she turned onto her stomach. Her gown bunched at her waist.

Moments later, Kate lifted up off the bed and began to pull her gown over her head. She was naked except for tiny satin thongs. James had never seen such underwear before and could not resist running his hand down Kate's long back. She shivered and he moved closer. He kissed the small of her back. Kate sighed. He kissed each of her buttocks and they trembled under his touch. Then he leaned further over her body and kissed between her buttocks just above the crack dividing them. She moaned softly and reached one hand behind her to caress the top of his head. James took hold of her waist and pulled her hips upright, Kate taking the time to get her knees underneath her. He kissed each of her thighs before returning again to kiss the insides of her thighs, getting closer to her genitals. This time, there was no way he could miss her swollen labia and erect clitoris peeking out from its hood. He extended his tongue and gently ran it between her lips before closing his mouth over her and sucking firmly.

Kate reacted by collapsing forward on the bed. James followed with his mouth until his entire upper body lay over hers. Her pelvis was flat on the mattress while her legs rested high in the air and wide apart. James kept a hand on either side of her torso to keep some weight off her as he continued to move his lips and tongue around her vulva. He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and rolled it around on his tongue. His nose was crushed against her buttocks but he didn't care. The only thing that mattered was the pleasure he was giving and receiving from his mother's genitals. He slid down the mattress until he found the entrance to her vagina with his tongue. Using the fingers from each hand, he pulled the folds of skin away from each other to allow him access to deep inside her vagina.

James was totally absorbed by this point in giving as much pleasure as possible to his mother. He worked his tongue inside her vagina, pulling the soft flesh aside so that he could probe deeper. Occasionally, he moved back up to suck and roll her clitoris, now fully revealed. He wanted her orgasm to be earth shattering. He thought about introducing a finger or two into her vagina and eventually decided not to. He hoped his oral efforts would be enough for what she needed and desired. He heard her moans grow louder and felt her hands grasping his head tightly as he drove her higher and higher toward orgasm. Finally, her moans transformed into a screaming sob as her body shook uncontrollably. She bucked wildly several times under his ministrations and then collapsed completely into the mattress below.

"Jesus Christ," Kate exclaimed. "I had no idea. Where did you learn that?"

James laughed and crawled up next to her body. Kate put one arm around him and gave him a hug. "Never mind," she said. "Don't answer that."

Kate took a few minutes to recover from her first real orgasm ever. She couldn't even remember an orgasm when her husband made love to her, something they rarely did anymore. Now, as a fifty-something year old woman who thought all orgasms were impossible, she had a mind-blowing, body quivering, clitoris tingling orgasm. She didn't really expect there was any more to experience, but her son convinced her otherwise. "Okay," she said softly. "It's your turn again."

James turned over so that he was lying next to his mother on his back. Kate sat up and ran her fingernails down his torso toward the erection that sprung back quickly after he came earlier. When she reached his pubic hair, he rolled over, away from her, exposing his perfect buttocks. She ran her fingernails down the center of his spine to his beautiful rump. "I've seen this before," she remarked, "but I've never appreciated it until now." She placed the palm of her hand in the middle of his ass cheeks and rubbed up and down the cleft between his buns.

She pushed gently on his ass so he would roll onto his back again. Her mouth opened to accommodate his erection. She slid as much as possible of him into her mouth as she could manage.

"Mom?," James stammered.

Kate took his penis from her mouth. "You promised..."

"I know what I promised," he explained. "But I have another promise to fulfill."

Kate let go of her son's cock, puzzled.

James pushed himself toward the middle of the bed where the pillows were. He grabbed two pillows and threw them on the floor below the side of the bed. Then he turned around and rolled onto his back so his head dangled off the side of the bed. The blood flowed into his head as gravity forced his blood down his body. "Get over me," he requested. "Sit on my face."

Kate's eyes widened when she realized what James had in mind. She moved into position, straddling James' face looking at the base of his erect penis. With an open mouth she lowered herself until James sucked her clitoris again. "Ohhh," she reacted as a shock traveled her body and settled in her clitoris. She took his erection in her mouth to stabilize herself.

After several moments of unadulterated bliss, Kate recovered. She wrapped her left arm around James' waist and stroked him while licking and sucking him. He responded with more pressure on her clit and slid a finger into her vagina. When he slipped a second finger in her vagina and bent them slightly inside her, Kate climaxed. She cried out and spasmed for more than thirty seconds before she could concentrate on James again.

James knew something extraordinary was about to happen. As Kate began to move her hand faster and lick more intently, he felt the familiar tension in his groin. The force grew into waves racing across his body and exploding from his penis into Kate's mouth. In his delirious state, he thought he heard Kate swallow repeatedly but the idea didn't have much meaning at the time. When his orgasm slowed, Kate sat up, licked her lips, swallowed one final time, and then wiped her chin and upper lip with the back of her hand.

In a minute or two, they were able to disengage and curl up side by side on the bed. James was lying on his back, Kate leaning over him kissing his face and neck. His right arm held her tight to his side. They were quiet for some time until James looked at his watch and saw that it was 1:30 PM. He sat up suddenly. Kate, surprised, asked him what was wrong. "I promised I'd play golf with dad at two," he responded.

"So, do you think we should shower together?" suggested Kate.

An hour later, showered, dressed, and fed, James kissed Kate good-bye and headed for the golf club. His golf game was surprisingly good; the best he had played in months. It was early evening when James returned home after picking up a pizza for dinner on the way. He walked into the kitchen to put the box on the table. "That better not be pineapple on your pizza," said Kate as she followed him.

He opened the box, exposing Hawaiian pizza with Canadian bacon instead of ham. "Just bacon," he pointed out.

They ate pizza in silence but exchanged glances. The sexual tension was thick. They had to control their urges until it was safe again to continue what they started earlier in the day. It was almost eight o'clock when Kate broke the silence. "It's time to go upstairs and clean up our dinner mess."

James picked up the leftover pizza and followed his mother upstairs. He put the box on the stove while she took their paper plates to the trash. When she returned, they stared at each other. Both wanted to continue where they had left off hours earlier and both knew that if they continued the way they started, the result would be an orgasm for one of them, probably both. It seemed too soon to take the next step even though they both wanted to.

The next few moments were tense; neither of them knew how to initiate the continuation of the sex activity. The refrigerator buzzer ended their predicament by forcing them to clean up and turn out the lights.

When they reached the second floor landing, James asked a question. "Mom, or Kate since we're alone here now, I assume we'll finish what we started later?"

"Kate when we're alone," insisted his mother.

"I hope you're not having regrets," she added.

"No, but I'm worried that you will," he admitted.

"We did start something down there, something we should complete," mom said.

Mom turned in the bed and faced James' naked body. "It was amazing!" she gushed. "I never had an orgasm like that before."

James grinned.

Mom kissed him and then lay beside him with one leg across his thigh and her head resting on his chest. "Thanks for making me feel this way," she said as she patted his groin. She moved her hand away but found that James had re-hardened. Mom wrapped her fingers around his erection and stroked its length while she caressed his torso and nipples with her other hand. "What are we going to do about this?" she asked teasingly.

"You have some ideas?" James asked.

Mom reached over to the night stand next to the bed and retrieved a condom from the drawer. She tore open the wrapper and deftly rolled it over James' erection.

She swung over his hips so that her knees straddled him and grabbed his erection with one hand and pointed it upward. When she moved her body toward his penis, James stopped her. He put his arms around her back and pressed his lips to hers. While they were kissing, he turned their bodies over until she lay on her back.

James slid between her legs. He rested his weight on his left elbow and guided his erection with his right hand. Kate grabbed his erection and pushed the tip against her opening. Together they pushed until his penis penetrated into her vagina. His testicles settled gently on her ass cheeks and he paused for a moment before slowly withdrawing his penis. As soon as only the tip was in her vagina, he pressed his hips forward, sliding into her, faster this time. Their groins touched.

When James withdrew his erection part of the way, he felt Kate's vaginal muscles tighten as if reluctant to let him go. He thrust hard again. Withdrawing and pressing in hard seemed to be what Kate needed. She tightened her arms around his body and held his shoulders tightly. James increased his tempo. They became more vocal, Kate moaning in his ear when her mouth wasn't pressed against his shoulder. Her legs wrapped around his hips while she pushed her vagina toward his cock.

They became synchronized. James would press forward, hold for a second, and withdraw halfway, while Kate relaxed her leg pressure to allow movement. Then she would press forward with her hips, locking her legs around his hips to hold him for another brief pause. During that pause, she pulled up on her thighs with her heels and raised her knees next to his ribs. Then she relaxed her legs from around James' hips and they repeated their cycles.

They were so involved in the experience they had neither noticed that they had locked themselves into position using their legs or even that Kate had achieved an orgasm. When the tension in her vagina increased as she began a slow squeeze on his erection, James released his remaining energy in three sharp, short thrusts accompanied by an equally short set of pulses expelling semen and sperm. They fell silent except for heavy panting, holding their bodies tight together. Kate could feel each pulse as he ejaculated. She hugged his shoulders closer to her chest and held tight.

James eventually lifted his head from Kate's shoulder and gazed into her eyes. Tears were running down both sides of her face, leaving trails through her make-up. Her eyes glistened. He kissed the wet skin on both sides of her eyes and gently cleaned them of the remainder of her tears with his thumbs. He looked back into her eyes again but couldn't see any change in emotion. Then he rolled off her and stretched out next to her on his side. She rolled onto her side facing him, their bodies almost touching.

"What are you thinking about?" Kate asked after a minute of silence.

"Nothing important," said James.

"You're thinking about something," concluded Kate. "And I'd like to know what it is."

"Mom...Kate, this situation is unusual. At least for me," he admitted.

"How do you mean 'unusual'?" she asked.

He put one hand on her shoulder. "Most of the women I've known liked to have their clitoris played with and some even crave it like food. But you are so responsive, your body keeps jerking as if I'm hurting you."

"Oh, James," Kate gushed. "You're not hurting me but no man has ever stimulated my clitoris. That just happens at my hand or when I masturbate with a vibrator. When you use your lips and tongue to massage me, I've never felt anything that intense before. It's almost too much. I can barely control myself. If you keep this up I may cum so fast and hard we'll need an ambulance. So slow down," she suggested. "I don't want you to stop, just pace yourself better."

James leaned in and used his tongue to push apart the soft inner lips of Kate's pussy. He probed into her vagina, pushing as far as he could, using his nose and chin to stroke and stimulate her clit. Kate groaned with passion, raised her hips off the bed, grabbed the sheet and twisted it in her fists.

Withdrawing from her vagina, James returned to her clitoris, alternating long, slow strokes with his tongue and faster, gentle circles around her clit with the tip of his tongue.

Suddenly, Kate's body went stiff for just a moment and then her hips twitched convulsively. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she whispered. Her orgasm peaked, crashed down on her like a ton of bricks, and left her in a pool of perspiration. She felt more pleasure than she thought was possible.

When Kate regained consciousness, James was lying next to her holding her in his arms. "Is this how you feel when you masturbate?" Kate asked James.

"Almost," said James. "I can get there with my own hand but I've never come that fast or hard before," she said.

Kate rolled over and hugged James to her breasts. "You were magnificent," she confessed.

"How long has it been since dad did anything like that for you?" he asked.

"I guess it has been too long," replied Kate. "What about you? How long has it been since someone other than Lori gave you oral sex."

"Since this morning," he grinned.

"You came in my mouth this morning," she explained.

"I'll have to think about that," said James as he tried to hide his excitement. "Did you like it?"

"I can do without doing it all the time," answered Kate, "but I thought your cum tasted wonderful."

Kate's response confirmed what she liked. "So do I," James said as he leaned back in to resume his oral attention on her genitalia.

He began by dragging his tongue along the edges of her vaginal opening, then circled her clit before drawing it into his lips and licking it. Kate pushed his face deeper into her. Then he pushed his tongue into her vagina, withdrawing and then plunging as deeply as possible with every stroke.

"Don't stop," whispered Kate. "I'm going to come."

James licked, sucked, and nibbled gently, his lips never releasing her clit for more than a moment at a time. She grabbed a double handful of bed clothes, clenched her jaw and forced her eyes shut. Her orgasm swept through her body. All the muscles tensed, relaxed, tightened, relaxed, and twitched involuntarily. Kate's hips jerked uncontrollably until, spent, they fell back onto the bed, her legs splayed like a rag doll. Her orgasm subsided leaving her breathing hard and sweat running over her forehead into her eyebrows.

"Did I do alright?" James asked.

All Kate could do was nod her head. Then she raised her arm to bring him on top of her. They kissed with abandon and passion. When they stopped to breathe, Kate asked, "Was your orgasm this good?"

"Different but nearly as good," admitted James.

She wrapped both of her legs around his torso and pushed her hips against his erection. "James," she panted, "I want you inside me. Now." She grabbed his erection in one hand, separated her pubic hair with the other hand, and guided his penis into her vagina. James penetrated deep into her vagina with a single thrust and a groan. Her legs tightened their grip around his body and they locked in a lovers' embrace, grinding, thrusting and pushing toward a mutual goal.

When Kate realized that James was coming close to his second orgasm, she rolled so he was below her, straddled his hips, and pushed herself down on his penis until he bottomed out inside her vaginal cavity. Kate began a piston like movement, slowly at first but building speed toward their ultimate goal. When James could no longer control his urges, Kate bent low over him, put her face into the pillow next to James' face, bit the pillowcase, and pushed hard against his groin. He came explosively while she shook like an epileptic under extreme electrical shock. She relaxed against James when his orgasm stopped and continued to rock slowly until her tremors stopped.

They stayed together, entwined in a lovers' embrace for another fifteen minutes. Eventually, James softened and slipped from Kate's vagina. She stretched alongside him still entwined with his body and arms. They lay there for another ten minutes without a word.

When James' erection returned, it rubbed against Kate's vulva. Kate spread her legs apart enough for James to settle between her legs. This time they were both careful as they approached their climax. Kate's orgasm was stronger and lasted longer. James' orgasm started when Kate's vagina muscles began to contract around his penis, increased in intensity as Kate held him deep inside, and exploded when her vagina muscles began to relax again. When it was all over, neither wanted to move from their mutual position.

In another five minutes, James disentangled his body from Kate's and headed for the bathroom. Kate stretched out and watched James as he walked naked and erect out of the bedroom. Moments later, Kate heard water running in the shower. She closed her eyes and drifted into a doze, awaking abruptly when James gently shook her shoulder.

She opened her eyes and smiled up at James who was standing next to the bed in sweatpants and t-shirt holding a fluffy bath towel. "Your turn for a shower," he said. She took the towel from him and wrapped herself as she headed toward the bathroom. In the bathroom, she removed her nightgown, draped it over the rod holding the shower curtain and stepped under the warm stream of water coming from the showerhead. While she luxuriated in the warmth, she pondered her relationship with James. It was new but she had no regrets about having sex with him or looking forward to more sex with him. Their new relationship wasn't a family value like incest, which society had been debating, mostly unsuccessfully, for several years. For the moment, it was just between the two of them. They'd share it if they felt comfortable to do so in the future but not otherwise. That would be their decision and not determined by someone else.

Twenty minutes later, showered and dressed, mother and son went back to the kitchen and prepared lunch for themselves. A few hours later, dad returned from his golf game with two of his buddies and found his wife and son in the den watching a movie on television together. "How was your morning?" he asked them.

"Average," answered mom.

"Interesting," answered James. "But I'll have to do some homework and finish reading a book tonight."

The weekend passed quietly but it seemed to everyone involved that an unexplained tension filled the atmosphere in the house. Sunday afternoon, after Lori returned home from church, she joined James on the deck by the pool and asked, "Have you talked to mom today?"

"Early this morning," responded James. "Why do you ask?"

Lori shrugged. "I don't know," she confessed. "She seems distant and distracted. More than just being preoccupied with work. Is she mad about something or has something happened that she's not telling us?"

"Like what?" asked James.

"That's what I don't know," Lori answered.

"Mom seemed fine when I talked to her," James told her. "Maybe she and dad are having some problems?"

"Maybe," Lori conceded. "You have time for me?"

"When do you want me?" responded James.

"Tonight in your room? Mom usually sleeps with dad on Sunday nights."

James didn't sleep that night. Instead, he spent most of the night and early morning making love to Lori.

Early Monday morning, Lori left for her apartment after promising to return Wednesday afternoon. James promised to get rid of his friends so they'd have some privacy. Tuesday passed slowly as James was anticipating seeing Kate after dinner.

James had just put away his dinner dishes and was getting a mug of coffee when there was a knock at the garage door. The alarm beeped several times and the door opened to admit Kate. She came into the kitchen and turned on the outside light. It illuminated the interior of the garage brightly and made Kate seem translucent. Her thin summer dress appeared to highlight every detail of her body under her skin. Kate walked across the kitchen until she stood in front of James. "I saw you come home half an hour ago," she said softly. "You never gave any signal that you wanted to see me."

"You look incredible," replied James. "It's going to take some time for me to figure out how to communicate in this new environment." He was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers, having stripped the instant he came into the kitchen after his shower.

"Can I help you?" asked Kate. She looked down and giggled. "What do we have here?" she asked. "Someone seems excited." She wrapped her fingers around James' expanding erection.

James kissed Kate gently. "How about my bedroom or somewhere more comfortable?" he suggested.

"Somewhere more private would be preferable," Kate agreed. "If we use your bedroom, we may attract some unwanted attention from Lori."

James picked up the phone and keyed in a number. A male voice answered. "Hey JC," said James. "Do me a favor, go in my bedroom and put some loud music on."

"Can I see what you're doing?" asked JC. "Your girlfriend is sexy as hell."

"Only if she allows you to and only because it looks like I'll need some help."

"All right but she has to say 'yes.'"

James turned to Kate who had sat up on the bed. "I don't understand," she asked.

"You have to ask me directly," James explained. "Dad has told me that you wouldn't ever permit any of my uncles to be in your bed unless you specifically asked for them."

"He is so right," agreed Kate. She pulled her nightgown off over her head, dropping it over the side of the bed. Then she laid back down with her legs wide. She looked at him, grinned, and said. "Will you help me?" she asked.

James resumed his place between Kate's spread thighs. He bent and kissed the top of her pubic bone.

"Not there," corrected Kate. "There," she pointed lower, to the very bottom of her belly and just above her vaginal opening.

Kate reached down to guide his tongue. James moved her fingers and inserted two of his fingers into her vagina. Then he moved his face so his tongue replaced his fingers. After several minutes, Kate's moans became more pronounced. Her fingers grabbed at the sheet on the bed. "James... I'm... Cumming," she cried as a massive wave of sexual release flooded her body, sending her senses and sensations out of control.

When James withdrew his face from between Kate's thighs, Kate wrapped her legs around him and pulled his body close enough for her arms to wrap around him too. She turned his head toward hers and kissed him deeply before releasing him. "You're an incredible lover," she whispered.

"From what I can tell, I am in the presence of a woman who deserves to be loved," answered James.

"You are such a sweet boy," cooed Kate. "A mother would be proud of you."

James chuckled.

Kate sat up abruptly. "Did I say something wrong?" she asked. "Does my being your mother turn you off? Are you repulsed by me?"

"No, mom, or Kate, I think I should call you Mom because of our relationship even if you don't like it," James explained. "I didn't expect how quickly I would climax when you had sex with me earlier. If I don't pay close attention to every aspect of our lovemaking, it'll be a long time before I cum again."

"Do you always call women 'it'?" smiled Kate.

James realized his error. He put his hands up to his face in frustration. Kate took his hands in hers and kissed each palm. She gently pulled his hands from his face and kissed him on the mouth. When they broke their kiss, Kate pushed him onto the bed and straddled his chest, facing away. "Then pay attention now," she demanded as she moved further up his body.

Kate sat on James' face so his mouth was in contact with her vulva. She pressed back against his face and rocked her hips slowly until she felt his tongue slide across her labia and brush her clitoris. James grabbed her thighs and pulled her against his face. Kate rotated her hips so her labia opened, exposing her inner self to his probing tongue.

Kate's moaning turned to a keening whine as James focused on her most sensitive places. Her orgasmic convulsion was unexpected. Kate screamed and bucked uncontrollably as waves of orgasm flooded through her body. Involuntarily, she tried to pull away from James' relentless mouth, but he held tightly and continued to stimulate her until she came again. Finally, too spent and weak to continue, Kate collapsed sideways next to James.

"I didn't hurt you did I?" James asked when she caught her breath.

"Hurt me? What a stupid question!" exclaimed Kate. "If I'd had to suffer more than thirty years without your 'special touch' I would have never thought my life was complete."

"Mom, you're incredible," admitted James.

Kate sat up, straightened her nightgown, and sat on the side of the bed. "This was a very good 'help,'" she said. "But if we're going to continue, we need better positions. Let's get you some exercise equipment. Maybe one of those bars so you can lift yourself above me."

"You mean like a chin up bar?" asked James.

"That might work," agreed Kate. She got off the bed and headed out of James' room, stopping long enough to put her robe on over her nightgown. She called as she walked down the hallway, "I'll check on-line and find one for delivery tomorrow or Tuesday."

The next afternoon, a two day shipping van delivered the promised chin up bar. When James came home, he found his mother working on a computer in her study. "How much did the bar cost?" he asked. "I can pay you back."

"No need," smiled Kate. "I think I have a way we can share the expense of what promises to be lots of fun."

"Tell me about it," requested James.

"The first order of business is to get this installed," said Kate as she stood. James followed his mother downstairs. In the garage, an open box on the workbench was empty except for some nuts and bolts, a few brackets, and a small booklet. The box had been shipped from a home exercise supplier that specialized in exercise bars. "The salesman who delivered it yesterday gave me his card and said to call if I needed any help with it," said Kate.

"You don't need help," said James as he looked at the directions. "We can have it installed in twenty minutes. All you need to do is show me which wall you want it mounted to."

"The wall across the room would be good," indicated Kate. She stepped over to a spot, marked it with tape, and stepped back.

"That makes sense," agreed James. "We'll mount the bracket first and then the bar so everything will be balanced. That means one of us needs to get to a height to reach the spot. Do we have a step stool?"

Kate shook her head. "I've never seen one," she admitted. "But we can use some boxes and the stool out of my dressing table."

Two hours later, the exercise bar was installed exactly as they planned. James stood under it using his arms to raise his body and slowly lower his body in chin up exercises.

"Your sweat is running down your back," observed Kate. "Take off your shirt."

"Yes ma'am," responded James. He removed the shirt and resumed the exercises.

"You were right," agreed Kate. "That looks like fun." She removed her blouse and dropped it on a chair. Under the blouse was a sports bra. She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and slipped it off over her shoulder. James had no trouble looking at Kate's breasts. Her body was tight, muscular, and athletic without losing any feminine charm or sexual characteristics. "They look firm," remarked James.

"They are firm," grinned Kate. "But they feel better than they look."

"Let me check," suggested James. "You may get another 'help' along the way." He turned until his face was even with Kate's nipples. Then he extended his arms and did a chin up exercise. At the top of each repetition, he moved his head toward Kate's breasts until his lips touched a nipple.

"Yes," agreed Kate. "Firmer than I expected."

James released his hold on the bar, lowered himself slowly, and kissed Kate on her lips. He grabbed the bar, pulled himself up and started to lower his body to Kate's nipples again.

"Your muscles are too tired," she observed. "Use your mouth."

James bent down and placed his lips on Kate's left breast. Then he moved to her right breast and held her left breast with his free hand. His hand holding the bar slipped, jarring both of them. "I can't do this for both of us," James said.

Kate reached over and grabbed the bar. "Try this." She guided it to one side of her head where James could grab it and then adjusted it in his grasp until he found a comfortable position.

"Better," said James. He kissed Kate on her lips, moved down, and took her right nipple in his mouth. With his left hand, he manipulated her left nipple. With his right hand, he probed between her legs. A moment later his fingers moved into her vaginal opening. Soon, his palm covered her clit. James had his finger deep within his mother's vagina. His mother was squirming, moaning, and thrashing her head from side to side.

James moved so he could kiss Kate again while maintaining most of his hand movement in her vagina and between her legs. He released his grip on the bar so he could support himself with his elbow, freeing his other hand to slide under Kate's gown to fondle her left breast.

Kate pulled herself closer to him by wrapping one arm around his neck and pulling down on his hip with her other hand. She opened her legs wider, encouraging James' penetration. The tension built within her until there was no more space for it to expand. She let out a low moan which expanded into a wail as she came hard against James' fingers.

When she relaxed, James withdrew his fingers and placed both arms on the bed so he could kiss her tenderly on her forehead and lips. Their faces remained close together, sharing a breath and feeling a warm glow. Kate wrapped her arms around him, holding him as if he was in danger of sliding off the bed. After a while, her hold weakened, his penis became flaccid, and she slid onto her back, her eyes closed and an angelic smile on her lips.

James rolled onto his back beside her and watched her chest rise and fall. He reached over and caressed her left breast gently. "Kate," he whispered softly, "are you all right?"

Without opening her eyes or stopping her contented breathing, Kate reached over to squeeze his arm reassuringly.

About ten minutes later, Kate sat up with a start and began to look around in confusion. "What time is it?" she asked. When James gave her the time, she jumped up from the bed. "I've got to get dressed quickly and put breakfast on the table," she explained.

James dressed hastily and went into the kitchen. It looked like Kate was already planning breakfast. Pancake mix, syrup, milk, butter and eggs were on the countertop along with a can of sausage gravy. "Is there anything I can do to help?" he asked.

"No thanks," Kate replied. "I have it all under control."

James poured two cups of coffee, adding cream to his mom's as she liked it. He took the two mugs and went into the dining room where he set them at opposite ends of the table. He returned to the kitchen just as his dad entered the dining room and sat at one end of the table. Just then, mom came out of the kitchen carrying a platter of pancakes. She stopped suddenly when she saw his dad. "What are you doing here?" she asked, sounding surprised.

James looked past his mom and saw his dad holding a mug of coffee in his left hand, reading the news from an iPad using his right. He realized the surprise and concern his mother felt because his dad rarely had time for breakfast with the family. Dad looked up from his iPad. "Morning Kate," he said without explanation. He noticed her expression. "Something wrong?" he asked.

"Everything is fine," Kate recovered. "I was expecting you at the club and didn't expect you to be home so early," she explained.

"That's my fault mom," James confessed. "Dad called earlier looking for you but I said you were sleeping. You'd been tossing and turning during the night and needed more sleep. Then he decided that he could get his day started by having breakfast with us."

"Well, everything is okay now," Kate announced as she turned her head and kissed him full on his mouth. "You go shower and when you come back there'll be some waffles waiting for you. By the way, your dad will have a round of golf with his buddies this morning and you should have breakfast first before he comes home."

About twenty minutes later, James returned to the dining room wearing only his boxers. A stack of waffles lay on the table, covered with aluminum foil to keep warm. Two place settings and a carafe of coffee waited at one end of the table. While there was little traffic in the area at 7:30, someone could walk in on them or glance through the windows and see James virtually naked at the table. It wasn't an issue because there was a sense of ownership over each other's bodies from their earlier activities.

James was seated at the table with coffee poured and had taken a bite out of a waffle when his mother walked out of his bedroom. She was dressed more conservatively in a plaid sleeveless summer shirt tied around her midriff, baggy short shorts that exposed most of her thighs and sandals on her feet. Her face was flushed and sweat dampened strands of hair stuck to her forehead.

James smiled as his eyes drifted over her body. He took another bite from his waffle while his mother sat down at the table. "Good thing we put these clothes on," James joked. "I don't think I would survive the next half hour."

"I thought you would have wanted to get back to your laptop," Kate said. "Although I suspect it would take a great effort on both our parts not to end up in your bed again."

James took a sip of coffee. "Do you think dad will be home soon?"

"By no later than two I should imagine," Kate answered.

"Well, then," James mused. "We'll just have to plan on him coming home, maybe even before we finish breakfast so we probably shouldn't spend time in bed this morning," he concluded with feigned disappointment.

Kate smiled. "What did you have in mind?"

"Shall we start with waffles and see what else develops?" he suggested.

An hour later, Kate and James were dressed, showered, and preparing for breakfast. In the pantry, James located the waffle mix and handed it to Kate along with a bowl, a whisk, a measuring cup, and a griddle. As he stepped around Kate, he ran his hand across her buttocks and gave it an affectionate pat.

"Keep that up and it's going to be some time before breakfast is ready," warned Kate.

"Maybe that's my plan," countered James. He reached for Kate and wrapped his arms around her from behind. He nuzzled the back of her neck.

"It seems that we're on parallel paths this morning," smiled Kate. She turned in his arms and kissed him softly on the lips. She felt the outline of his growing erection against her body. Her kiss became more passionate, her mouth opening wider to accept his probing tongue.

James began to explore Kate's body again with one hand. As his fingers caressed her breasts, Kate pulled his t-shirt over his head and flung it away. Her hands explored his bare chest while her kisses moved across his face to his ears where her tongue licked the sensitive folds. Their breathing became louder with sighs, gasps, and moans of passion. James lowered Kate to the bed again. When she stretched out on her back, her gown crept down to her knees. James grasped the bottom of the gown and gently pulled it over Kate's head.

The sight of Kate's naked body mesmerized James. Her breasts were large but not overlarge for her frame. The nipples were hard and extended. The areoles surrounding the nipples were a deep rose and larger than average. He cupped her breasts in his hands feeling their weight before leaning over and taking a nipple into his mouth. He ran his tongue over its surface, circled the outer edge, and flicked it several times before giving it a small bite. A shudder racked Kate's body. "That's amazing," she breathed heavily.

James sat up. Using his fingertips, he played with the tips of her nipples, watching as they got harder and extended further from her breast. "I never would have guessed that your tits were so responsive to stimulation," he commented.

"You'd be surprised at what my tits and the rest of my body is capable of doing if you spend enough time playing with them," she said.

"So much more than I realized," James replied. "You look like a woman a lot younger than forty-six." He moved down to face her pussy and ran his fingertip around the perimeter of her labia.

She moaned as he continued his slow stroking. Her pussy was becoming wetter by the second. Kate couldn't believe how horny she was getting from such a minor stimulation. A man had never touched her pussy before without having their cock inside her someplace and now one of her children was exploring her pussy without any intention of screwing her. That didn't mean she wouldn't be satisfied. But what he was doing to her pussy was so exciting she could barely breathe. She took deep breaths, trying to relax but each breath ended on a moan as she lost control again.

Suddenly, Kate felt something hot and wet probing at her pussy. "God!" she shouted. She felt James' tongue running through her soft pussy lips, flicking at her clit and sliding into her very wet opening. Kate felt an electric current shooting up her spine from her pussy and her moans became whimpers as she clutched the bed sheet with both hands. It was all she could do to keep from screaming in pleasure. "Oooooh," she gasped as James' tongue flicked lightly at her swollen clit before dipping back into her pussy. "God, baby... So good..." she moaned, writhing from side to side, lost in the incredible sensations. "Oh, God," she groaned in amazement, realizing this must be what it would feel like to get a tongue job from someone who knew what they were doing.

Her moans became louder and more frequent as James lapped at her juices which flowed freely into his mouth. He'd been surprised when he'd first licked her pussy but the sweet, musky taste turned him on even more. And Kate's loud moans filled the room, encouraging him to do anything he could to increase her pleasure. James had seen lots of porn videos but nothing excited him like hearing the sounds of a woman enjoying sex while knowing that he was the cause. He redoubled his efforts and concentrated on her swollen clit. "Yes, Oh God!" Kate gasped as his tongue probed deeper into her pussy, exploring the very core of her pleasure.

Kate had always wondered why so many men complained about oral sex because she really enjoyed it. She often fantasized about getting head from other men but now, experiencing the real thing for the first time in her life, she realized the fantasy fell short of the reality by a country mile. No man had ever pleasured her with such skill. As he sucked her clit between his teeth, rolling it gently in his mouth, she felt her climax begin to build. Her thighs tensed, then went weak as waves of pleasure flowed through her body and a flush spread across her chest and neck. The room spun wildly as she lost all track of time and space. It was too good, too perfect as his tongue continued its magic attack on her throbbing clit.

Lost in a world of unbridled passion, Kate moaned as if she were dying. With a final thrust of his tongue, James sent her over the top, screaming in pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm shook her body. His only thought was that his mother looked beautiful and sexy as her orgasm consumed her, with her breasts heaving and nipples standing out rigidly. The sight excited him and he continued to work on her clit, keeping her orgasmic aftershocks rolling through her body. When she finally opened her eyes and looked at him, he couldn't help smiling back at her. "Did you enjoy that mom?" he asked, grinning like an idiot.

She smiled back and said breathlessly. "You know I did... That was incredible!"

He leaned down and kissed her mound, the hair tickling his nose, and said with a touch of pride, "I've learned from the best."

After a few minutes spent calming her ragged breathing, she looked at James sitting on the edge of the bed with his legs crossed, smiling smugly. Her son had given her a first-rate sexual experience. She smiled and sat up, then reached for his hand and took him in her arms, kissing him softly on the mouth. "Thank you," she said sincerely.

They kissed again, this time their lips pressing harder and their tongues entwining. Eventually, they pulled apart and Kate lay back on the bed, spreading her arms invitingly. James looked into his mother's eyes as if asking permission to proceed.

Kate nodded her head, just enough for him to see it. Slowly and hesitantly at first but soon with confidence, his hands explored every square inch of his mother's body. After all these years, he knew his mother's body intimately. The only real differences between his exploration then and now were that he understood the feelings of intimacy and his response to those feelings and that his mother wasn't wearing panties under her nightgown.

As he continued his tactile examination of her body, he couldn't help being astonished at how little her body had changed since he last touched her so long ago. His hand ran from her ankles, over her knees, to her thighs, hips, and stomach. Her skin was smooth and soft, not as hard and wrinkled as an old person would expect, still almost devoid of blemishes.

He ran his fingertips over her shoulders and down her arms, her muscles firm and shapely. He took her breasts in both hands and held them while he leaned forward to kiss her lips. It was then that he realized that Kate's age didn't really matter anymore. His mother's physical attractiveness and appeal were important but his relationship with her emotionally, spiritually, intellectually, and sexually was primary. They had a unique relationship that gave each of them what they wanted and needed. As far as he knew, this relationship couldn't have been better or more perfect for both of them. And maybe, the only thing they were doing wrong was worrying about what other people would think when they found out. He knew he'd love to find someone who'd be willing to participate in a similar relationship with him and maybe even if the one and only person was Lori. Maybe it was something that he, Lori, and mom should discuss sometime.

James sat back and looked into Kate's eyes. "Mom," he said softly. She smiled at him when he called her mom. "You're beautiful. I've forgotten how truly wonderful your body is."

"James, you do realize how truly naughty that sounds."

"I do but it's true. Your breasts are perfect, firm, full, shapely, responsive..." as he spoke, James caressed her breasts to accentuate his description of them. When he lightly pinched her nipples, he elicited a soft moan from mom. He continued, "and your bottom and abdomen are amazing; shapely yet smooth and free of excessive fat."

"Thank you for the compliments," Kate replied. "I'd rather you just got busy with what you were doing before."

James kissed his mother's abdomen. He kissed her navel. As he continued lower, he moved around Kate's exposed body on his knees until he was between Kate's legs. She was breathing rapidly and shallowly while James kissed and licked down to the junction of her legs and labia. James ran his fingertips along her labia and pressed his middle finger gently between her outer lips. He pushed his finger deeper and found moisture already leaking out and lubricating her vaginal opening. He rubbed the moisture against the outside of her vagina, stimulating her labia and her clitoris.

As Kate became more excited, she spread her legs, giving James unrestricted access. "That feels wonderful," she breathed. "And don't stop what you're doing with your mouth.

Kate opened her eyes and watched James. Her body was trembling in anticipation. This was something she had dreamt about over the last couple of years as she imagined sexual things she wanted to do with her son. When she decided that this morning was a time when it might finally happen, she took a long, slow shower, shaved everywhere that needed shaving, and spent a lot of time moisturizing from head to toe with fragrant creams, one especially for her sensitive areas.

A short time ago, she began to worry. They were naked together in a very intimate way but her son wasn't aroused. It seemed that earlier hadn't been enough of an aphrodisiac. And then she noticed the bulge in his shorts; the same shorts that had contained him at breakfast. She reached over to him and adjusted herself on the bed. Before her hands returned, they touched the outside of his shorts where they covered his erection. The bulge became more pronounced. She smiled as she pulled his shorts lower, revealing his erect penis.

Her smile broadened and her own excitement grew as her son's penis began to respond. Soon it was fully hard and beginning to pulsate with its own rhythm. That was when she put her hand on his penis, her fingers circling him. In her mind she knew what to do. She stroked him and manipulated him. Soon he was reaching orgasm. She felt the pulsations become rapid and frequent. The time had come for her to perform orally for James as well.

Her experience was limited but it was better than anything James had previously experienced with other partners. Lori didn't care for oral sex; giving or receiving, and she never allowed it during fellatio. She insisted that only their private parts made contact.

She took his erection in her mouth before any part of his body could touch hers. The sensations she produced in his penis were overwhelmingly good. He wanted more but he was afraid of how fast this would end if he got it. The sensations kept building as she sucked, swallowed, massaged and manipulated. It didn't take long but, fortunately, she realized when to pull back and let his sperm jet out of his body into the air rather than continue to suck his juices from his body. When she kissed him afterward, he tasted himself again on her tongue.

Now Kate's turn came. It was James who pushed Kate's nightgown up past her hips while Kate raised her arms above her head. James slipped Kate's nightgown up passed her wrists and over her head. For a moment she wasn't sure whether he intended to continue to remove the nightgown completely. She lowered her arms and allowed James to pull her nightgown down to her elbows. Then she sat up slightly allowing James to pull the nightgown to her wrists where it joined the lace robe.

James moved aside while Kate moved her arms back to remove the sleeves. Kate pulled her arms from her gown and lay back down on the bed. This time there was no barrier between her breasts, abdomen, and pubic area and her son's eyes and hands. Her nipples were almost flat on her firm, young breasts, each breast less than half the size of her head. And now they each protruded almost an inch in arousal.

As James moved to her side to have easier access, he cupped a hand under the curve of a breast. Her breasts were too small to fit into his hand completely but he felt good holding them, weighing them in his palm. He bent over a nipple and flicked it with his tongue. Kate gasped and arched her chest toward him. He covered the areola and surrounding skin with his lips, gently sucking while flicking the nipple with the tip of his tongue.

James began to play with both breasts alternating attention and switching from one breast to the other until both Kate's nipples stood straight out, hard and tight and an inch long. When he was done with her breasts, he slowly kissed his way to her abdomen, the soft curve of her hips, and finally the top edge of her pubic hair. It didn't matter how much pressure he applied. Her belly, as taut and firm as it is on a 16-year-old teenager, wouldn't yield.

When he moved to kissing the edges of her pubic hair, Kate involuntarily jerked her legs upward causing her knees to point at the ceiling and lowering her groin so her genital mound presented to him. James' kisses inched inward. Kate spread her legs further to give James easier access.

By the time his kisses had moved into her inner thighs, her vagina was open like a flower ready to mate. The pinkness of her vaginal walls contrasted with the redness of the blood that had rushed into her outer lips.

His lips touched the outer lips and Kate sighed deeply, trying to control the urge to explode into sexual bliss. A tongue passed between her lips and touched her clitoris. "Yes," she encouraged. "There!" she directed. Her hands were gripping the blanket as tightly as she could.

She felt James' weight shifting on the bed. His tongue withdrew from between her legs and he disappeared from view. She released her grip on the blankets and sat up, concerned that their sexual interaction was over before she had an orgasm. Her concern quickly ended. James was reaching toward her nightstand, opening the small drawer she kept there. "James, what are you doing?" she asked.

"Looking for K-Y," he replied. He extracted a tube of lubricant gel and put the open tube near the juncture of her legs. James pushed against her shoulder gently. Kate lay back on the bed.

James used two fingers to spread Kate's pubic hair exposing her most sensitive sexual area. The smell of female arousal rose above her clean, morning scent. He squeezed lubricant on his fingertip, put the tube on the bedside table, and coated the head of his penis with the gel. He moved his hand back between Kate's legs and smeared more lubricant around her vaginal opening. Using his thumb to rub Kate's clitoris, he pushed one finger slowly into her vagina. When he reached her hymen, he stopped, withdrew his finger, and added another finger to his attempt to push into her vagina.

Kate opened her eyes when James stopped massaging her clit. "You were about to go over the edge," observed James.

"What?" asked Kate.

"You were near an orgasm," said James. "And I can't tell if the way my fingers are spreading your hymen means it will break easily or if you are just really tight."

"How close was I to an orgasm?" asked Kate.

"One big lick and one hard stroke with my penis might do it," answered James.

"I want one first and then you can start on another," instructed Kate. She felt James' fingers spread her pubic hair and expose her vagina to the cool air. His tongue flicked across her clitoris and began to massage it, using different rhythms and speeds to excite her further. A finger traced the folds of her labia and moved slowly down until his finger pushed at her entrance. Slowly, as if to tease her more, his finger began to penetrate her vagina. At the same time, his tongue moved on her clit faster than his finger was invading. He moved his mouth from her clitoris and began licking and sucking every area he could reach, sometimes just touching her and other times pulling on her hair and stimulating her skin around her mound.

She was so wet he slipped another finger in easily, feeling her clench them in anticipation. Then a third finger went in. His three fingers started to move around inside of her as his thumb rubbed over her sensitive button, the palm of his hand still stimulated her entire area. Then he moved his fingers around in a circular motion as if milking her inside.

He felt her clench his fingers rhythmically and knew she was on the edge of an orgasm, her first after almost nineteen months with a man and her first ever caused by someone else. James concentrated on building his speed until her muscles clenched tighter and tighter before they were ready to let go. She screamed out that she was cumming loudly enough for anyone outside the house to hear.

After recovering for several moments, Kate rolled James over and started kissing him on the face, lips, and neck. His erection became painfully hard again when he tasted his own semen on Kate's lips and tongue.

Suddenly Kate rose above him and placed one leg between his. As he bent his knee, her leg slid closer to his groin. While he reached for her breast, she sat up and took control of his erect penis. "Wait a moment," she said as she shifted position slightly. Her vagina contacted the head of his erection. With her hand still guiding him, she settled slowly onto him. Her warm, slick vagina enveloped him completely. She settled onto his abdomen.

She was so wet he slid easily into her warm sheath, filling her and forcing air from her lungs in a loud exhalation. Kate lifted herself so only the head of his penis was within her before dropping back down on him again, this time more rapidly. She did it several more times until they achieved a mutual rhythm. Slowly their motions became faster until her breasts bounced up and down with each thrust.

"Yes, yes, yes...," Kate breathed. "So good, so long," she moaned.

The friction against James' penis increased and began to build the familiar feeling from his groin. His testicles began to feel like they were being drained as they contracted toward his body and forced the blood in his penis to pulse. The sensation overwhelmed him as his semen shot forth and his orgasm crashed over him. Kate cried out her own release at the same moment. She continued to rise and fall on James' erection but much slower. He held her tightly to his body as he pulsed the last remnants of his sperm and semen within her.

They lay motionless, gasping for breath for several minutes. James was the first to recover. He withdrew from Kate slowly. His penis softened immediately but some of his semen remained on its tip. Kate rolled onto her stomach with her legs spread apart and her heels together. His semen dribbled from her vagina onto the bedspread and onto Kate's heels. She sighed deeply.

James watched his mother while his erection subsided. As he recovered, he realized how little attention he paid to her needs during their encounter. His sole focus was his own satisfaction. This time it was almost instinctual and probably due to his pent up condition since Lori moved in with the new love of her life. Next time, if there was a next time, he'd attend better to his lover's needs and satisfaction. But right now, his immediate concern was her obvious physical discomfort. She could barely move and she wasn't complaining. That wasn't like mom. He decided to take the lead. "Mom, let me help you."

She made no comment.

He rolled her carefully onto her back. She complied willingly but made no attempt to assist or resist.

His ejaculation had covered his penis, testicles, and abdomen. In addition, she was smeared liberally with their mixed fluids.

The last pulse ended with a small spurt which splashed into her cleavage. They laughed, relieved and content.

Kate got out of bed. She went into James bathroom, returning in a few minutes, cleaned up.

When Kate returned from cleaning herself up, she crawled under the sheet next to James. "That was wonderful," she said. "Do we need to do it again so soon?"

"You tell me," replied James.

"I would say that what we've done has created another problem for us to solve. I'm not going to leave things as they are now," she suggested. "How would you like me to return the favor."

"However you'd like," said James.

They maneuvered on the bed until James was lying face down and Kate was lying partially next to him but mostly on top of him, her head just below his shoulder and her body lying diagonally across his back. She ran her fingers through his hair and massaged the muscles in the back of his neck. Then she gently raked her fingernails across his neck from behind his ears to his shoulders.

Her hand rubbed circles on his back. Her finger followed the outline of each individual muscle on his back, his buttocks, and even the backs of his legs. She spent a lot of time exploring the area on the small of his back where his skin felt cool when she stroked it and warm when her hands lifted off him. She reached up for his nipples and squeezed them hard enough to cause a small pain. But the pain seemed to make him relax further.

When the heat radiated from his skin and her hands began to get tired, she moved off him. With her breasts pressed against his side and her head lying on the bed next to his, she slipped one arm under his neck and the other under the hem of his shorts. This allowed her fingers access to his erection, testicles, and perineum. Her fingers caressed and stimulated while her lips kissed his ear, his cheeks, and his closed eyes. When his erection hardened in her hand and his breathing rate increased, she knew that he was close to losing control. She stopped stroking and let go of him.

James opened his eyes and looked at Kate.

"I've never seen your beautiful eyes so green," mom said.

They rolled again until James was lying on top of his mother and between her legs. She helped him remove her nightgown and then lay back with her arms over her head. He gazed at her naked body. Her breasts were more spectacular than he remembered when he glimpsed them earlier and her stomach still showed some remnants of skin tightness left from childbearing but everything else was perfect. They kissed gently on the lips with their erections sliding against each other. James felt the first hints of another orgasm and quickly moved away from his mother lest he make a premature exit to their coupling.

Their legs intertwined as they continued to kiss and caress each other. With no sense of time or urgency, they moved into positions designed solely for exploration and touching. There was one moment when James had two fingers in his mothers' vagina, another when she had two fingers in his anus. James discovered that if he sucked and lightly chewed on the soft tissue on the inside of her elbow, she nearly passed out with pleasure.

At some point they were face to face and kissing deeply when James became conscious of their combined body heat and her mother's sweat slicked skin. And it occurred to him that this could be the last chance he might have to fuck his mother. In fact, he wondered if she might permit any intercourse since she probably was hoping to get pregnant from his father. The decision was easy.

Kate felt James harden even more against her leg. When he lifted off her torso, she spread her legs wide open. She put her hands around his neck and looked deeply into his eyes. "Fuck me son," she implored him.

James moved between his mother's legs and positioned the head of his erection at the opening to her vagina. As he entered, he leaned over and kissed his mother, a kiss which turned into an urgent embrace with their mouths locked together. Their tongues explored each other's mouths. Their legs intertwined, pulling their hips tight against each other. And he kept entering, until his testicles rested on the cleft of her ass cheeks. They remained stationary except for occasional twitches and gyrations caused by minor muscle movements or uncontrollable spasms while their sexual juices intermingled.

James pushed harder and started pumping slowly. Soon Kate began to meet each pump with her own motion and her hands grasped his ass, pulling him deeper into her. They were locked together in their ecstasy as if they wanted to share one mind, one soul, and one orgasm. A few minutes later, it came. They cried out simultaneously and clutched each other so hard both had bruises that lasted for days.

They lay still, panting but content. For many minutes, they just stroked each other gently. Finally, Kate said, "That was wonderful."

"Thank you," replied James. He started to separate himself from Kate.

She wrapped her arms and legs around him and pulled him back on her body. "Stay, please," she pleaded. He settled on top of her again, not completely withdrawing but softening somewhat.

James eventually withdrew and rolled off his mother. They lay side-by-side trying to come back to reality. They cuddled and hugged but didn't kiss or speak. After several minutes, James started stroking Kate's body as before. At first Kate lay still, letting James direct his own activities.

James spent several minutes stroking and fondling Kate's body. Eventually, his hands wandered to her breasts. He lifted one breast and kissed the nipple. He began to suck while his fingers toyed with the opposite nipple. Then he switched sides.

It took an hour before James entered Kate with his erection. They lay for a minute savoring the feeling of each other's bodies until their sexual drive forced them to move. At the end, they screamed simultaneously with James thrusting hard while Kate pushed back with equal force. As they relaxed, their moans became soft whimpers of delight as the bliss overtook them.

Finally, James separated himself from Kate. He rolled on his back with Kate nestled into his right arm and shoulder. They fell asleep like that. When James woke up it was nearly dark in his room. Kate was lying with her back to him, curled around his left arm. He disentangled himself and sat up.

He stood up and found his shorts on the floor at the foot of his bed. He put them on and turned on the light in his bathroom. Then he walked back to his bed where Kate was still sleeping. "Mom," he said quietly as he stroked her shoulder, "mom," a little louder. She stirred. "Mom," he said more loudly.

She opened her eyes. "What?" she asked.

"You better get back to your room," James explained. "Dad should be home soon."

She stared at him for several seconds and then remembered what they did less than an hour before. "Oh my god," she exclaimed. She jumped up from the bed and gathered the robe lying at the foot of the bed. As she struggled to wrap the robe around her naked body she realized she had no idea how long she had been asleep and what time it was.

"Calm down, mom," James ordered. "It's not quite 1:30. Dad won't be back until after 4."

Mom took a deep breath. Then another. She put the robe back on the end of James' bed. "You know we can't continue this now," she insisted.

"Why not?" asked James.

"I want dad to have your full attention later," admitted mom. "And you'll need that time to recover if we are to finish this later today."

"Recover from what?" wondered James. "We haven't done anything yet," he argued.

Mom dropped the gown and knelt on the floor between his legs. His erection sprung out pointing directly at her breasts. "I believe I can demonstrate what may happen without us actually having sex," she suggested as her hands cupped his scrotum.

"You'll just have to explain how it happened," stated Kate as she slowly moved one hand to wrap her fingers around his rapidly hardening erection. She stroked him several times before releasing his penis. Then she held his penis near the tip with one thumb near the edge of the crown and three fingers on the opposite side. With gentle pressure, she rolled his foreskin forward. James had no idea where this was leading but if her touch was any indication, the destination would be incredible.

Then she took the end of his penis into her mouth while using both hands to squeeze the skin on either side of his foreskin. It felt like the top of his penis was being compressed and then released. Her mouth followed. In less than a minute, her lips passed the base of his penis on each stroke.

James realized she was giving him a blow job while simultaneously playing with the end of his penis. And it was an incredible sensation. He could feel the blood pumping through his erection. When she removed her mouth from his penis, the air in the room felt frigid. Then her mouth was on him again and his erection heated up instantly. Several strokes later and the eruption that should have come before breakfast happened and he pulsed spurt after spurt of semen into her mouth.

He opened his eyes and looked down. At that moment, the last pulse of semen fired from his penis while she continued to slowly suck his penis and pump him with her hands. As soon as his orgasm subsided, she moved so they were eye to eye. His erection softened but was still very sensitive. "We seem to be 'helping' each other," she observed as she swallowed for the third time.

"A lot more than I expected," admitted James as he pulled her close and kissed her hard. Their kiss went on and on until they separated, each breathing hard.

Kate sat up and looked at the clock. She pushed James until he was lying on the bed and swung one leg over his body until she straddled him. His flaccid penis was pinned between their bodies, sensitive and vulnerable. "It's already almost ten o'clock," she observed as she bent over and gave James a short but passionate kiss. "And your father will be home sometime after four."

James reached up and cupped both of Kate's breasts and massaged them slowly. Her nipples became prominent and when he squeezed, a visible shudder moved through her body.

"No!" insisted Kate as she moved off his body and stood next to the bed. She put her hand on James' chest to keep him from sitting up. Then she grabbed the bottom of her lace robe that was lying on the side of the bed and dropped it onto James' lap. James took the hint and wrapped himself in the robe before standing up next to Kate. Kate stepped closer and hugged him around the neck while her naked body pressed against his. "Tonight," she promised. "Not now."

Kate returned to her own bedroom and James went to the shower. When he finished drying off, he checked his cell phone for any messages. There was only one message, a text from Lori sent almost two hours earlier. It said; Call me please?

He dialed Lori's number. "Hey, bro," she answered the phone.

"Hi, sis," he responded. "What's up?"

"Did mom come to your room this morning?" Lori asked.

"Sort of," said James. "Why do you ask?"

"She just came to my room, sat on my bed, and told me you needed my help and it was time we had our 'family meeting.'"

"She actually said that?" James asked.

Lori could be heard laughing through the cell connection. "I think there may have been other words involved but, essentially, yes, that's what she said."

"When is she expecting us?" James asked.

"About eight o'clock tonight," explained Lori. "That should give mom time to get home from work, shower, and maybe even eat dinner before we join her and dad for our 'family meeting.'"

James was quiet as he considered what to do between now and then. Finally he said, "Can you pick me up about 6:30? I'll be at the mall."

"Sure thing," promised Lori. "You got me curious. See you later." She hung up.

James had been at the mall for almost an hour. He had spent some time in one of the music stores where he found a recording of the musical Oklahoma! that he liked but hadn't been able to find before. Now, sitting on a bench in a semi-hidden alcove on the second level of the mall, he considered his dilemma. Since Saturday morning with his mother (and since his father left about half an hour earlier), their relationship had taken a turn that was uncomfortable for him to contemplate. Kate sat next to him after recovering from his oral ministrations and they kissed gently, tenderly, without much passion. Then, Kate put her hands around his still tumescent penis and began to stroke him again. When his erection reached its maximum length and girth she whispered, "Do me now James. Do me hard. Fuck me until I don't know who or where I am."

James hesitated, afraid he would lose control and hurt his mother, but more afraid of not giving her what she wanted. His concern that he wouldn't last long enough vanished when she said, "Just once, do it until we both cum. And then, for the next twenty minutes, we'll do whatever you want." He moved quickly between her legs, used his hand to guide his erection, and pushed hard and deep into his mother. He withdrew almost completely before thrusting back in. Kate grunted at the force and pushed back with equal force. Their bodies slapped together with loud smacks. Kate held onto James' shoulders, her arms straight with her fingernails biting into the skin on his back. Her legs wrapped around his thighs, using her heels as leverage points.

"Don't stop!" Kate begged. "Harder! Faster! Do it!"

James kept driving in and out of his mother's willing body. They were both soaked with sweat and their bodies were coated with a layer of fine lube from Kate. James was breathing heavily through gritted teeth. He felt like he was being transported outside himself on a cloud of pure sexual pleasure. Finally, Kate yelled and pulled him into a crushing embrace. With no other option, James climaxed with her. He collapsed on top of her and they lay together for an indeterminate time.

When he recovered, James realized that his mother was holding him again in a hug and stroking his back tenderly. He tried to move off her body.

Kate hugged him and kissed him gently. "Please don't," she whispered. "I'm happy where I am."

They stayed connected until James fell asleep on top of her, his head on her breasts and her legs wrapped around his buttocks. An hour later, Kate rolled off the bed, found some clean clothes for them to put on when they awoke, put his shorts and t-shirt and robe near his side of the bed and went downstairs. She prepared herself a drink from the bar and sat at the table staring into space. After several minutes, she got up, took her drink back to her bedroom, dropped off her robe and put on more suitable clothing for her plans for the rest of the day.

At noon, James walked slowly into the kitchen and retrieved a cold drink from the refrigerator. He was still in his shorts and t-shirt when he walked out the door onto the patio. Kate saw him from across the yard and approached.

"Would you like something to eat?" she asked.

"That sounds good," agreed James. "Something light. I don't have a lot of appetite after just waking up."

Kate disappeared into the house and returned ten minutes later carrying a tray loaded with a ham and cheese sandwich, fresh fruit, chips, pickles, and another large cold drink. She placed it on the table between the lounges and put her feet up. A few seconds later, James appeared in the doorway dressed in jeans, no shirt and shoes and carrying his laptop. "Mind if I join you?" he asked as he walked onto the porch.

"Not at all," agreed Kate. "I hope this is enough for you."

"Perfect," said James as he sat opposite Kate in a lounge chair near the other half of the meal.

They ate quietly. Occasionally, they smiled at each other without saying anything. After they finished eating, they put the dirty dishes in the sink and returned to the patio. They sat and chatted amiably about nothing while enjoying a cold drink. In time, James became pensive and then depressed. Eventually, he couldn't hold it in. "What are we doing?" he asked.

Startled from her daydreams, Kate responded quickly. "We're doing what I always wanted but didn't think possible for me and you're having fun. Why does there have to be any more to this? You miss Lori. I miss your dad. We both found a solution."

"I like you," admitted James. "And the sex was great. And it's so convenient to have it nearby whenever and wherever I want but..."

"But it shouldn't happen," concluded Kate.

"Right. That's how I feel too," confirmed James.

"So now what?" asked Kate.

"I don't know," answered James. "We've probably done enough this morning."

"But I'm still not satisfied," commented Kate. "And neither are you," she observed pointing at James' erection.

They discussed the problem for several minutes without finding a solution. Finally, Kate proposed an experiment. "James, stand next to the bed and get ready. When I'm comfortable, I'll put my arms around your waist. Take it from there but be careful about me having another child."

James took his position next to the bed while Kate turned on her side toward him. Her nightgown stretched tightly across her breasts and her arm blocked access to the other breast. She had the upper part of her body raised enough so that the curve of her abdomen showed under her nightgown. When James stepped close, she wrapped her arm around him and lowered her body closer to the side of the bed. Her head nestled against his hip but she kept one eye open enough to see his penis above her face and gauge when it was time to turn over on her stomach.

James stroked his erection slowly. Kate nuzzled her nose into the base of his erection causing his erection to twitch. She licked her finger, wetted the tip of his erection with her saliva, and returned her hand to his waist. It was getting difficult for James to resist the temptation to rub his penis along Kate's face and neck. Kate pressed the back of her head against the underside of James' erection. His hips flexed reflexively and the base of his erection moved over the back of Kate's head.

Kate's eyes grew wide. She realized that it would be only moments before they'd be ready. Her arm around his waist prevented movement in the wrong direction. "Now!" she whispered urgently. She let go of his waist and rolled onto her stomach.

The moment she released him, James lifted his penis and began stroking it rapidly. His hips twitched as the first spurts of his emission flew across Kate's shoulder blades and onto her back. He aimed the remaining spurts across Kate's buttocks where they mingled with the small rivers flowing down her buns from her soaked vagina.

He leaned against Kate's side until his erection deflated and he could catch his breath. He kissed her cheek, got off the bed, and headed toward the bathroom to fetch a washcloth for her. When he returned to the bedroom, he found Kate lying on her back again. His sperm coated her body but she didn't look upset. In fact, she was smiling. James started with her shoulders and worked down. Once he cleaned her shoulders and chest, he moved around so he could access more of her back and continued down to her feet. When he finished, he folded the cloth and wiped himself clean. Then he stood there wondering what to do next.

Kate stood up next to him and gave him a long passionate kiss. "I had no idea how much fun sex could be," she commented.

"What are we doing now?" asked James.

"Well, I'd like to have more time, but I have a lunch date in an hour," she announced.

"An hour? We can do it in an hour," exclaimed James excitedly.

"Let's start with that."

James removed his shorts and threw them onto the floor near Kate's gown. Then he stood at the foot of the bed on his knees, straddling his mom lying between his legs, and faced his hardening penis toward his mom. He stroked his penis gently while watching his mom rub her breasts. Within seconds, he was ready again and he reached over with his free hand and rubbed it across Kate's breast. With his erection full, he bent over and captured her left nipple between his lips.

His teeth captured her nipple and he pulled away from her body stretching her nipple before letting go. Kate moaned a long continuous moan. His lips and tongue captured her nipple again but this time he used his teeth gently and moved his lips up and down around her areola. Kate groaned and gasped as if breathing was difficult and she was in pain.

James stopped sucking her breast and sat back on his feet. "I'm not hurting you am I?" he asked.

"Please don't stop," begged Kate.

When Kate calmed somewhat, James put his mouth on her left nipple. This time his free hand wandered between her legs. Using two fingers, he separated the folds covering the area and slipped his fingertips against her clitoris and then down to the entrance of her vagina. There he paused and began to circle just outside her entrance until she became accustomed to what he was doing. She responded with a loud sigh and he continued to probe deeper inside her. He curled his fingers up against her g-spot and continued to rub along her vaginal wall until he felt a raised surface. With two fingers, he pressed hard against this little mound. It felt like it was growing under his finger while Kate squirmed and moaned at the same time.

James took a deep breath, opened his mouth wide around one of Kate's nipples, and clamped down as tightly as he could on the hard bud. Almost immediately Kate arched her back violently and wrapped both her hands around James' head. Her cries reverberated throughout the house. For many seconds, there was no break or remorse for what she felt before her screams finally subsided and her body relaxed. "Oh, my," said Kate when she finally recovered her breath.

Kate sat up on her elbows, looked at James who was licking her secretions off his fingers, and shook her head. Then she stood up next to the bed. She took James' hand in hers and said, "I think I would feel better if I were naked."

She released his hand and stepped back. She reached over her shoulders and pulled the tab of the zipper on the back of her nightgown. With the zipper down, she grabbed the hem of her gown with both hands and lifted the tight fabric up her legs. With a shimmy, she had the gown up over her hips and another shimmy removed the gown from her chest. As the gown cleared her breasts, her nipples pointed upward while her areolae contracted from the sudden exposure to cold air. The gown moved more freely above her waist until it caught momentarily on her hips and then flew over her head and into the corner of the room.

James eyes were drawn to Kate's pubic bush. It was so different than Lori's. In addition to being wider than his open palm, Kate's pubic hair appeared more lush and curly than he expected, particularly when compared to the short-cropped hair on Kate's head.

Mom sat down next to James on the edge of the bed. She reached across his body to kiss him. The touch of their tongues was like magic to each of them. When they finally separated, mom took James' erection in her hand and stroked it several times. She put her free hand in the middle of James' chest and pushed him on his back. Then she kissed him again while continuing to stroke his penis. She moved to straddle James on the bed.

"Mom," said James, "are you sure about this? I know what I'm doing but are you ready for this step?"

"I started this so it's up to me whether we finish," Kate stated firmly. "If we stop here, I will be very frustrated."

With James watching, she grabbed the hem of her nightgown and peeled it over her head. James watched as his mother, Lori's mother, now stark naked knelt on the side of the bed and continued to stroke him with one hand. Mom smiled at him as she moved him into a position directly under her knees. She scooted up a little and lowered herself until she hovered above the tip of James' penis. She lowered herself again, moving carefully until she could feel James' penis pushing at the entrance of her vagina. Slowly, she sat on his erect penis, forcing it deeply into her vagina.

She took a deep breath while her vaginal muscles spasmed on James' penis. Then she exhaled slowly and began to ride James slowly, using her knees to move up and down, controlling James' penetration of her with her hand. As they got more comfortable with each other's rhythms and patterns, she let go of his erection and held onto the rails in the headboard for stability. They found a common rhythm that brought them both to a simultaneous climax and Kate fell forward onto James chest. James' semen and sperm shot from the end of his penis and filled her vagina, squirting past her cervix and out of her body. Their orgasms synchronized and they shuddered together with every pulsing ejaculation until neither had any energy left to continue.

They slept peacefully together for about an hour when James sensed movement under the sheet. It turned out that he wasn't imagining it because Kate was awake and stroking his penis with her hand. When she felt the pressure building inside her son's body, she lifted the sheet and bent over to take the head of his penis in her mouth and swallow his release. James pushed up into Kate's mouth with his orgasm causing Kate to lose some of James' emission on her face.

When James stopped moving, Kate licked him clean and returned her lips to his cockhead. She took as much of him in her mouth as she could and suckled his erection like a mother nursing her baby. Within a short time, he was again ready for action. She rolled over on her back next to him and spread her legs. She placed her hand on his erection and guided him into her waiting vagina. His initial thrust almost put her over the edge and she dug her nails into James' back as her orgasm started. James rode on top of her with their genitals rubbing against each other until he climaxed inside her while she was having another orgasm. They stayed together until they both calmed down enough to be able to speak.

"That was unbelievable!" said Kate. "You made me cum harder than I ever did before. And then we came together. I thought only happened in romance novels."

James just grinned at Kate's enthusiasm. He never really understood why Lori was so enthusiastic about sex but maybe it ran in the family. Then something occurred to James. "Why were you worried that I would stop what we were doing," asked James. "It doesn't have anything to do with your ability to make love, does it?"

"Nothing like that," replied Kate. "We just haven't discussed some things yet. It has to do with birth control. Since we both have the same concerns, don't you think we should clear them up now."

"OK, mom," answered James. "I'm good but if you aren't taking care of it, I'm good with condoms. And if dad isn't careful, my next partner is going to be a 46 year old grandmother."

"First, you can call me Kate when we're alone. Second, there may be grandchildren in your future but none from this 46-year-old grandmother."

"I think this was the first time you admitted that you're forty-six years old," observed James.

"James," said Kate. "You knew how old I was. And your father knows too although I don't think he cares very much anymore. As soon as I stopped looking older, age didn't matter anymore. At least that's what he said."

"Mom, when did you start getting worried about your age?" James asked.

"For a woman, she's either young or old," mom explained. "As a young woman, I thought I'd always be young so I ignored my age and everything that meant. When my 30th birthday arrived and I realized that being twenty had been many years before, I began to realize I was closer to being old than being young. I had a young husband, beautiful children and an active sex life so I never considered myself as a senior citizen but I did think I might have one foot in the grave."

"That sounds like some of my friends' mothers," observed James.

"It must be an epidemic," replied mom. "But I can see where these women would worry about their ages and they have good reason. Most men do prefer younger women for sex although many women will tolerate a man who likes older women or even a woman if there is no suitable alternative."

"Does dad make you feel unattractive or undesirable?" James asked.

"On the contrary," mom explained. "I believe dad knows how fortunate he is to have me. He treats me like I'm special and makes me feel wanted. My complaints are more my own concerns about how long I can expect to retain those qualities that made me attractive when I was younger."

"Weren't you attractive a few years ago?" asked James.

"I guess I always believed it, but as women get older, their bodies change. Your body may sag where you don't want it to sag or it may tighten where it should sag. A man looks at a woman's face and hair. Those features may stay pretty much the same except for cosmetic surgery. And you look closely enough and you know she has had some cosmetic work done. For women, our attractiveness is in our shape and firmness."

"You've never seen the way dad looks at you," James declared. "He still looks at you like you're fifteen years old and just got out of the pool. I suspect most men do. Even without having seen you naked, we imagine you look exactly the way you did when he started dating you. Your shape has changed because you're not trying to make yourself look like a young teenager. When men fantasize about the ideal woman, she looks like you."

James ran his hand along her hip. "Your hips are no more than thirty centimeters wider than your waist but they curve beautifully from one to the other and they make your butt look perfect. Men who like butts will love yours. There are plenty of others who would love to see the muscles in your stomach and abdomen ripple as you walk or run. If I have an ounce of good taste, I'd go crazy over a woman with your shape."

Kate blushed. "Thank you, that was very complimentary. But enough talk about my shape or lack thereof. Can you keep doing what you were doing before? I really missed it this morning."

James smiled. "Mom... Sorry, Kate," he corrected. He kissed her bellybutton before continuing to kiss downward toward the place she wanted him most. As James' kisses inched closer to Kate's clit, she felt a twinge of excitement begin to build within her again. It grew to a point where it began to feel like she needed to urinate. Her body seemed to relax, her hips lowered onto the bed and her pelvis tilted to welcome James' approach. She reached out her hand and touched his hair. She ran her fingers through his thick wavy locks for a moment before urging him onward.

When he finally touched the tip of his tongue against the base of her clitoris, all the pent-up pressure released and she experienced a tremendous release.

James continued to gently tease at Kate's clit while the tremors subsided. When the last waves of orgasm had left, James removed his fingers from Kate's pussy. She watched as he sucked on them, tasting her cum. They exchanged places, James sitting near the headboard with his back against the wall and Kate kneeling in front of him. She bent down, kissing his chest. With each kiss, she drew nearer his erection until she found herself face to face with it. She opened her mouth, allowing the spongy tip to slip inside.

James threw his head back, closed his eyes, and relaxed into the warm softness of Kate's mouth.

She teased the end of his prick with her tongue before beginning to move her mouth slowly up and down its length. With each trip down his shaft, she forced it farther into her mouth. She bobbed her head slowly, keeping pace with her hand which was curled around the lower part of his penis, jerking it gently. After about a minute or so, she began to quicken her pace and added a gentle twisting action to her hand stroke.

His hips thrust up and the whole time he mumbled how fantastic it felt. Suddenly, she released him from her mouth and he shot thick white spurts all over his stomach and thighs. He continued to come for several long seconds, and his sperm splattered all over his stomach, thighs and the mattress below. Kate quickly took his spongy, shrinking cock into her mouth and gently cleaned it and his testicles.

James opened his eyes and watched as Kate licked every drop of his emission. Then she looked at him and licked her lips provocatively. "Mom!" James exclaimed, surprised.

Kate giggled. "I'm your lover, not your mother today," she reminded him.

"But my mother is still in there somewhere."

"True," she agreed as she bent over him, and then began kissing him again. His arms wrapped around her, hugging her close as they explored each other's mouths. She lay along side of him with her hand cupping his cheek, deepening the kiss. Her leg rose over his thigh, his arm pulling her closer.

She rolled on to her back and James moved with her. He knelt between her legs looking into her eyes. Her gaze never faltered as she held his eyes for almost half a minute.

Their eyes connected, she reached between their bodies and wrapped her hand around his erection, guiding it to her pussy. They both gasped at the same time when she released him and he slipped inside her wet body. Their connection was perfect in its symmetry; the look of lust in their eyes reflected exactly what they were experiencing; his cock thrust deep inside her with a sense of completion and acceptance, and the first tingling waves of impending orgasm beginning in her abdomen and groin.

Kate brought her knees up on either side of his hips, opened herself completely to him, and pulled him down to kiss her. They rocked slowly, enjoying every sensation coursing through their bodies. There was no hurry or urgency now, only the wonderment of how something so beautiful and fulfilling could be born from such a simple need. It made both of them reflect on other relationships and how different their feelings had been then compared to now. In the end, all the experiences they had endured in the past, helped guide them to this moment where everything fit together perfectly, like two halves of an incomplete puzzle.

"Kate," James said. "It's been a long time since I've felt this comfortable about sex and you are responsible for that." He paused. "I love you," he concluded.

Kate didn't answer. She simply kissed him passionately and pushed her hips against him hard enough to lift his body. When she released her kiss and took a deep breath she asked, "Please?"

James understood her desire. Slowly, gently and carefully, James pushed his erection into Kate's wet, warm body. Their coupling seemed more sensuous and fulfilling than he ever experienced before, maybe even with Kate or Lori. As soon as their coupling was complete, he rolled both of them onto their sides facing each other. Then he pulled Kate's leg over his hip and wrapped his arm around her waist. In return, she wrapped one arm around his neck and her hand gripped his shoulder blade. Her other hand cupped the back of his head and directed his eyes to meet hers. They began kissing again while he slowly slid in and out of her vagina.

After almost fifteen minutes of making love to his mother, James sensed a rising desperation in Kate. The rhythmic pulses in the muscles in her vagina and increasing volume and intensity of her moans indicated an impending release. But Kate needed something more for this special coupling, some added stimulus to push her over the edge.

James moved so his arms supported her upper torso. Now with her shoulders elevated from the bed and his body, she felt like her weight rested on her shoulders, her pelvis, and the points where his penis entered her vagina. His hands now free to stimulate her body further, he held her buttocks in his palms and lifted her groin toward him, forcing his pelvis into her clitoris. As he did this, her chest rose until her nipples were even with his eyes. James lowered his face to Kate's nipple and took it between his lips.

Kate screamed, wrapped her legs around James' hips, squeezed James to her chest with both arms, and came violently. As she continued to thrash from the overwhelming pleasure flooding through her body, he felt her vagina spasm strongly around his penis. After thirty seconds or so, she collapsed in a quivering mass. James remained still, his erection buried deeply into her vagina but his movements restrained by Kate's thighs resting on his hips.

Gradually, Kate relaxed her grip on James. Her legs dropped onto the bed and released his hips. She ran her hands through his hair and then used them to move his head from her breasts to her lips. She kissed him slowly, gently, and affectionately. Then she put her hand behind his head and guided him back to her nipples. James sucked, licked and flicked his tongue against her nipple. A shiver coursed through Kate's body.

James began to move inside her again, each thrust stimulating her clitoris while he played with her breast. Soon, Kate's moans rose in frequency and intensity as her hips began to match his rhythm. Her moans turned into a series of small, quiet cries while she moved rapidly toward another orgasm. When she came, her whole body shook and James had to slow his own pace until her body settled down.

Kate rolled James onto his back and lifted herself until she straddled James' hips. Then she sank onto his erection until his pelvis pressed firmly against hers. She sat motionless with James' penis fully engorged in her vagina. Their eyes met, smiles of mutual satisfaction crossed their faces, and they leaned together and kissed softly. Then Kate leaned back and began to move. Slowly at first but gaining speed she rotated her hips while rising and lowering on his erection.

James was content for a few minutes to watch Kate enjoy herself. The rise of her desire and the increase of friction on his erection brought him to the edge. As he was about to release an emission of semen, he pulled Kate to his chest so that she couldn't see him close his eyes and bite his lips. Then he relaxed while his penis pulsed into the safety of her body. When he finished, she hugged him tightly and remained motionless on top of him, his arms wrapped around her. They drifted off to sleep.

Kate was still sleeping when James awakened about two hours later. He disentangled himself and slid quietly out of the bed. He stood next to the bed watching her. She rolled over onto her back with one arm extended towards the side of the bed where James had slept. Her left breast hung heavily on her chest, pointing away from her body at the ceiling. Her pubic hair formed a triangle with the point below her navel while the rest spread out in a black cloud toward the sheets. James couldn't resist her beauty and grace. He kissed the inside of her knee and licked upward toward her hip.

When James arrived at the junction between her legs, Kate had begun to move. By the time his tongue reached her navel, she was fully awake, anticipating his next move. In a few moments, Kate cried out, convulsed, and arched her back and shoulders.

James continued to move his tongue up until it reached the lower ridge of her rib cage. Kate giggled, wiggled, and turned toward him. She opened her arms and he moved into her embrace. They kissed and their hands roamed over each other's body. For minutes, they rolled together, kissing, fondling, and generally enjoying being close. Their breathing got heavier and their skin was flushed.

James pulled Kate on top of him so her legs straddled his torso. She reached behind and grabbed his penis and attempted to position herself above it. After a few false starts, James grabbed her ass and penetrated her vagina with his rigid erection. Kate shuddered as his entire length entered her in one movement. Then she settled and began to move slowly. As before, Kate gained speed and the friction increased. James reached out with his arms and held her against him, preventing her from continuing.

"I need to move," Kate complained.

"You'll kill me if you continue like that," James responded. "Move gently until I'm ready to finish.

Gradually, he loosened his hold until he allowed Kate to move more freely but only slightly faster. They both felt the building orgasm but, while they felt their orgasm coming, they both wanted this first time to last forever. But eventually, the pressure in their bodies became overwhelming and they moved together faster and faster. Kate cried out, her orgasm sweeping over her. Her body convulsed and stiffened for a long minute before collapsing onto James' chest. In response, James arched his back and thrust his hips upward driving his erection as far up into Kate's body as he could. Then he began to thrust his hips repeatedly, pushing his penis in and out of her vagina, increasing the friction around his engorged member. He shuddered again as another orgasm wracked his body. He pumped harder as his ejaculate poured into his mother's vagina. He collapsed, holding her against him until their breathing subsided.

After their mutual orgasms, their emotions and passions spent, mother and son fell into each other's arms and slept. Eventually, James roused himself awake, pulled a sheet over them, and they slept together for another hour or so.

When mom awoke, she got dressed while James showered. After James left the house, mom took a shower, washed her hair, and shaved her legs. When dad came home, mom made love to him until they were both satisfied and exhausted. Mom didn't tell dad about making love to James nor did she share anything about how she felt about the incident. But in her heart she knew it wouldn't be their last encounter.

A couple of weeks after James' "help" session with his mother, Lori came home and climbed into James bed. He responded the way he expected. Afterward, lying next to each other, they discussed family matters including an upcoming family picnic.

"I'm really sorry about your broken relationship with mom," Lori said. "But I wonder how serious it is? What if we staged some incident that would force them to be close to each other? Maybe we can bring them together again."

"You mean like having them take care of a naked person?" James said sarcastically.

Lori sat up in bed suddenly. "That's a great idea!" she exclaimed.

"Wait a minute!" protested James. "I was kidding!"

"Not so fast," Lori responded. "Hear me out! You can call the house tonight and find out if dad is there. If he is, I can stage an accident or whatever and get mom and dad to take care of me and then they'll have sex. That would solve everyone's problem!"

"It's not funny Lori," admonished James. "Besides, how am I going to call the house? Mom doesn't take calls from any blocked numbers like mine."

"You can use my phone. Just make sure you erase the history and clear my screen before I get it back," instructed Lori.

James called home at 4 o'clock as planned. His father answered the phone. Not having the courage to actually concoct anything, James said that he found something in the yard that might belong to his mother and wanted to run it by her. His father told him mom was outside putting something on the grill. He told James he'd get her for him.

About 30 seconds later, there was a loud noise outside. James walked around the house to see his mother sitting next to their large propane grill trying to get a large log off the hot burners. While she was pulling on it, she tripped and fell forward on to the grill knocking one of the burner covers loose which tumbled to the ground. The resulting flare up sent flames six or more feet into the air and caused Kate to throw herself backward onto the ground screaming in pain. James ended the call immediately and ran to his mother.

He saw that her hands and arms were blistered. One hand had second and third-degree burns, and her right thigh, right hip and part of her backside was blistering and red from the flames. "Mom! Mom!" shouted James as he grabbed her wrist to take her pulse. Her screams diminished to moans and crying while her heart rate slowed slightly but still too high. She passed out on the ground, her breathing ragged.

James ran to the open door and yelled to his dad. "Dad, I need your help. Something happened to mom. Call 911 and stay here. I'll be right back."

As fast as his legs could carry him, James ran to his mother's house and burst through the front door. His brother-in-law Dan was sitting on the couch, watching television. "Something's wrong with mom," James gasped between breaths. "She fell in front of our barbecue grill and burned her arm and leg and side. Dad called for an ambulance."

Dan sprang into action. "Take me to her," he requested. When they arrived at James and Kate's home, there was still no sign of an ambulance. "Do you know if your mother has a first aid kit?" Dan asked.

James nodded, then turned around and retrieved the kit from under the sink. He handed it to Dan and said, "She looks bad. Can you do anything with the first aid kit?"

Dan opened the kit and said, "Not enough. We have to keep her comfortable until the ambulance arrives." Dan found some clean towels and folded them to support Kate's backside. Then he found some burn cream that had instructions for topical application after blisters developed. He removed the protective coating, put his pinky into the open jar and withdrew some cream. "I don't want to be too graphic but I'm going to apply this to the burns on her behind," Dan explained. "This is not going to give your mother any relief; it's only temporary." He applied the cream to the worst of the burn which immediately caused Kate to wince in pain.

The ambulance crew arrived with several more minutes. After applying a local anesthetic, one technician dressed the wound while the other prepared Kate to go to hospital. James wanted to ride to the hospital but the technician told him they were doing everything they could for now. Once at the hospital, a nurse met the ambulance and said she would meet James' father.

With nothing to do but wait, Dan and James returned to Dan and Helen's home. An hour later, James' father and Helen joined James and Dan in the kitchen. The four of them waited anxiously until a nurse appeared in the doorway. "James, we have news about your mother. She is resting comfortably and is being treated for severe first and second degree burns on her left calf, upper left thigh, and hip. The most serious areas are above her hip at the side of her abdomen."

"Will there be scarring?" James asked.

"There will almost certainly be scarring," answered the nurse. "Some is superficial and shouldn't leave much of a visible trace. Other areas, particularly those near the burn that extends to the side of her abdomen, have caused other issues and they're currently more problematic. We won't know for certain what her injuries and long-term effects until tomorrow and maybe later. Do you want me to call you with new developments?"

James looked at his father and said, "No. If there are additional problems I'll make arrangements to talk with the doctor directly." Then he turned to Dan and said, "You need to go home so you can get ready for work. Dad has my phone number and I'll keep in touch with any new developments."

Dan drove to James and Lori's house rather than back to Helen's home. "We have time and I don't think Kate would object if I explained some of this to you," Dan observed as he pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. "The fire damaged parts of your mother's abdominal wall causing problems with her kidney and intestines. Her abdomen became badly infected and we're told surgery is critical. Surgery may include partial replacement of parts of her intestines and a drain for her kidney. She should recover from these operations but she's also susceptible to other complications including an increased risk of blood clots in her legs. She needs extensive physical therapy to reduce stiffening in her muscles and a diet designed to provide enough nutrients without overstretching her intestines."

"So this is going to take weeks?" James asked.

"Minimum is several days, probably 3-4, after today," confirmed Dan. "Maybe twice that before they're confident about recovery."

James sighed deeply. He looked at his watch. "And dad isn't due back at work until Monday so it falls to me to tell mom and make necessary arrangements?" he said.

"You'll be fine," encouraged Dan. He backed the car out of the driveway. "I'd stay but you're right. Helen will have questions I can't answer and I need to prepare for tomorrow."

James nodded. He stood in the driveway until Dan drove away. Then he walked slowly around the side of his house toward the patio. When he saw Helen lying on a recliner under an umbrella, wearing a small bikini bottom, dark sunglasses and sipping a drink, he considered reversing his direction. But Helen turned her head in his direction as if she felt his presence.

"Hi James," she greeted him with no apparent concern with her appearance.

"Mom, you should cover yourself," James suggested. "Someone might see you."

"You mean like your father?" Helen asked.

James blushed. "It wasn't Dad or someone else you need to be concerned with but someone more like me or my friends," he suggested.

Helen put her drink down and got up from the recliner. "I'll get you a drink and some lunch then you can join me for a swim," Helen said. She headed toward the patio doors while James watched her buttocks undulate beneath her skimpy bikini bottoms. When she turned around at the door, she caught his eye watching her.

Helen shook her finger at him. "I'm not Lori," she warned before she went inside.

"Yes, we've discovered that I think," agreed James as he joined Helen for lunch after their swim. He sat opposite his mom so he wouldn't be distracted by her appearance but found himself continually drawn to her cleavage created by her top between and below her breasts which filled the cup of her bathing suit nicely. She must have realized that and kept moving the position of her elbows causing her breasts to jiggle in unpredictable directions and speeds. "Stop that mom, please!"

"Stop what?" Helen asked innocently.

"Mom, just leave your breasts alone. It is not appropriate to be sitting here ogling your boobs and hoping they might bounce enough that one of them will pop out of your suit," James explained. "We need to figure out how we're going to explain everything to dad."
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