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Incest Mommy

by Kathy Andrews

        FOREWORD

        In many cases today’s family is seen as a business and/or social arrangement between p

eople rather than a continuing expression of love.

        The results are obvious: casual, promiscuous infidelity; a lack of concern, the breakd

own of the family; and the use of others for thrill-seeking-and often deviant-purposes as an e

nd in itself instead of as a means of showing devotion and affection. Too often a loving venee

r masks a core of, at best, unconcern, at worst, depravity.

        INCEST MOMMY is the story of Darla Williamson and Johnny, her son. Left to their own d

evices, they deviate from the path society would have them follow, leading them to discover fo

rbidden erotic delights.

        A shocking story, true, but also a mirror of our times.

        -The Publisher

        

CHAPTER ONE

        Darla Williamson came rushing around the corner, her arms loaded with laundry.

        Just as she arrived, starting to turn, Johnny, her son, came racing from the opposite 

direction.

        They crashed into each other.

        Laundry went flying as Darla was knocked to the floor. She cried out, more surprised t

han in pain. She sat on her ass, her arms behind her as she caught herself. Her dress went to 

her  waist and her legs went up, spread out wide.

        "Johnny! I’ve told you a hundred times to stop running through the house that way! Now

 look what you’ve done!"

        Johnny had not been knocked off his feet. He stood staring down at his mother, his eye

s wide, his lips parted. He was seeing her long legs open wide. Her tight panties didn’t seem 

to hide anything. Darla’s panties were very skimpy, hip-hugging and almost transparent. Johnny

 was staring in fascination at the shadow of her pussy hair.

        For a moment, Darla was startled, frozen in her exposed position. Then she scrambled a

bout, trying to gather up the spilled laundry on her hands and knees. She was trembling, knowi

ng her son had seen her, that he was fascinated by what he had seen. She had caught a glimpse 

of his cock swelling inside his pants before she could move, and the sight had done something 

to her.

        "I’m sorry, Mother," he said. "I didn’t mean to run into you."

        Darla picked up the last piece of laundry, sitting back on her heels as she held the s

oiled clothing to her tits, looking up at him. But Johnny wasn’t looking at her face. Her dres

s was high on her legs.

        Darla tried to keep from looking at the front  of his pants, but her gaze rested there

 anyway.

        "I wasn’t hurt," she said softly, feeling heat in her body, a heat she had not felt in

 years. "Just don’t run in the house anymore, you hear me?"

        She stood up and found her legs shaking. She looked at her son for a moment longer, cl



utching the laundry tightly. She saw the film over his eyes, heard him breathing. His cock, sh

e noticed, pressed out in hardness. She licked her lips, jerking her eyes away. She moved past

 him, her legs shaking. Her tits felt swollen, and her nipples were very stiff. By the time sh

e got to the laundry room, she could feel the wetness in the crotch of her skimpy panties.

        Dropping the laundry, she leaned against the washing machine, shaking with long-suppre

ssed emotion. She closed her eyes tightly, taking a deep breath, feeling soft shudders flow th

rough her body. She had had no idea her son was growing up. She hadn’t noticed. He was there, 

and she took care of him, loved him, but she had not noticed him growing up. She had never tho

ught of Johnny with a hard-on, never even thought of him as having a cock. He was Johnny, her 

son, and that was the only way she had thought of him. She enjoyed holding him as they watched

 television together at night, her arms around his small shoulders. She enjoyed  tucking him i

n bed at night, kissing him before going to bed herself. She enjoyed cooking his breakfast and

 dinner, watching him play.

        Most of the time, Johnny played alone. That had bothered her for a while, until he had

 explained to her that he wanted it that way. He wasn’t an outgoing boy, and had made only a f

ew friends. While other boys were out riding their bikes and fighting and playing ball, Johnny

 stayed home and amused himself. He was never home late from school, and never caused her worr

y. He was, she felt, the son all mothers wanted, but seldom had.

        With a tremor in her body, she pushed from the washing machine and stuffed the soiled 

clothing in. Setting the water temperature and getting the machine going, she turned and press

ed her ass against the edge, seeing his cock bulging inside his pants again. Darla hugged hers

elf, a soft, wicked giggle bubbling from her throat.

        "Johnny," she whispered, "you’re getting to be a big boy."

        Leaving the laundry room, she walked through the house until she found her son in the 

living room. He was sitting quietly, as he usually was, looking at one of her old women’s maga

zines. She glanced at the open magazine, and saw he was studying a picture of a very  pretty w

oman posing in bra and panties. The bulge of the model’s cunt mounded outward, but there was n

o shadow of pussy hair. The panties were opaque, showing nothing but the model’s body form. Th

ere was no way the picture could be taken as exciting or arousing, yet Johnny still had a hard

-on.

        "You never usually look at my magazines, honey," she said, pulling it from him. "Why t

hat picture?"

        "Aw, Mother," he said shyly, closing his hands together in his lap as if to conceal hi

s hardness. "It was just there when I opened the magazine."

        "You like to look at girls, baby?" she asked, her voice shaky.

        "I ... I never really noticed," he said.

        "Johnny, don’t he," she cooed softly. "It isn’t nice to lie, not to your mother."

        Her eyes refused to move from his lap. She could see the head of his cock pushing at h

is pants. It was throbbing, she noticed, making a very subtle movement. Her cunt clenched, and

 her tits swelled. Darla felt excited, more excited than she had felt in many years. She licke

d her lips, her eyes burning down at the head of her son’s cock. She dropped her hand on his t

high, and slowly rubbed, caressing back and forth, lightly. She leaned to him, kissing his che

ek. She  felt her son shaking. He never shook when she kissed him, touched him. But he was sha

king now, and he wouldn’t look at her.

        Darla brushed her hand upward on his thigh, her fingers very close to where the head o

f his cock bulged. She imagined she could feel the heat of his prick, and her clitoris throbbe

d tightly inside her panties. She shifted her ass closer to him, her hip touching his. She kis

sed his cheek again, her breath hot. She slipped the tip of her tongue past her lips and touch

ed his cheek very, very lightly. Darla didn’t think of what she was doing, what she was touchi

ng. She was afraid if she thought about it, she would stop, and she didn’t want to stop.

        "Do you play with it?" she whispered, her lips very close to her son’s ear.



        "Aw, Mother," Johnny said, blushing.

        "Well, do you? I bet you play with it, Johnny."

        Her hand moved again, the tip of one finger barely touching where the head of his cock

 pressed. She left it there, not moving it.

        "I know you play with it, darling," she whispered very softly against his ear. "All bo

ys play with it."

        Johnny trembled, clenching his hands tightly in his lap. Darla crossed her legs, her d

ress riding a few inches above her knee.

        "Johnny," she purred. "I want to be your best friend, not just your mother. Wouldn’t y

ou like to have me as your best friend?"

        Johnny’s head jerked up and down once, quickly. She heard him swallow.

        "Best friends don’t have secrets," she went on. "Best friends tell each other everythi

ng, things they wouldn’t tell anyone else."

        "I know, Mother," Johnny said, his voice cracking.

        "I could tell you things I’ve never told anyone before in my life," she purred in his 

ear. "I could tell you things I’d never tell another person as long as I lived. Secret things 

. . . things girls do sometimes."

        Johnny glanced at her from the corners of his eyes. But his mother’s lips were close t

o his ear, and he saw her tits. They seemed to thrust at the front of her dress, and he was su

re those were her nipples there. His balls drew up in hardness, making him moan.

        "Does it feel good, darling?" she purred, the tip of her tongue lightly licking his ea

r.

        Johnny swallowed again, his head jerking up and down.

        "Want to be best friends with mother?"

        "Yeah, Mother," he said, his voice very low and husky.

        "And you want me to tell you secret things?

        Secret things a girl does sometimes?" Johnny gulped.

        "I’ll tell you, but you have to tell me, too," she mewled softly, licking the tip of h

er fiery tongue at his earlobe. "No secrets between us, okay? I’ll tell you secrets and you te

ll me secrets, and we’ll trust each other because we’re best friends, right, honey?"

        "Yes, Mother."

        "Mmmm, that’s nice, baby," she purred, running the tip of her tongue about the outer e

dges of his ear. She pushed her fingertip firmly at the head of his cock, making her son groan

 softly. "We can tell each other all the nice, exciting things we do. Now . . . tell me. Do yo

u play with it?"

        For a moment Johnny couldn’t reply, and finally a very low, very hoarse reply came fro

m him: "Sometimes, Mother."

        "Oooooh, I bet it feels good, too, don’t it?"

        Johnny began to shiver. Darla ran her arm about his shoulder, hugging him as she slowl

y moved the tip of her finger on the head of his hidden cock.

        "Sometimes, at night," she purred, "I play with myself, too."



        "Really, Mother?"

        "Really," she said softly. "Sometimes, in bed, I play with myself and it feels so good

, I  get kind of crazy. Does it feel that way with you?"

        "All the time, Mother."

        Darla’s cunt was throbbing now. The crotch of her panties was soaked with fuck juices.

        "It feels good all the time, huh?"

        "Yes," he said, his face resting on her soft but firm tits now. She wanted him to put 

his hand on her knee, but Johnny was still unsure, almost afraid of what she was doing.

        "When you play with it, baby" she mewled, "does it get very big, very hard?"

        "Oh, yes, Mother!"    "  "How do you do it, Johnny?"

        "I just sort of rub . . . you know, up and down with my hand. Then it gets to feeling 

real good and I . . . I . . . you know, shoot."

        "Shoot?" she purred. "You mean, come?"

        "Yeah," Johnny gulped.

        "I bet that feels very good, when you come."

        "Yes." He swallowed, watching her finger brush back and forth on the head of his cock.

 He wished his cock was out of his pants, so his mother could see and touch his prick, maybe m

ake him come. "Do you really play with it, too, Mother?"

        "Oh, yes!" Darla gurgled. "I love to play with it. It feels so good, and I get so hot,

 and then I come, too."

        "You mean girls jerk off, Mother?" Johnny seemed surprised at this.

        She put her finger under his chin and lifted his head, looking into his glassy eyes. "

Yes, girls jerk off, in a way. It isn’t the same as the way you do, the way boys jerk off, but

 yet . . . we jerk off."

        Johnny wiggled against her, his hand resting on her stomach. Darla felt it there, felt

 the heat of his palm through her dress. She wanted to grab his hand and pull upward, force hi

s fingers around her tit, have him squeeze them, feel them. But she would be moving too fast, 

she felt. Already her son was half afraid.

        "You’ve never seen a girl, have you?"

        For a moment Johnny didn’t want to admit it, but he nodded his head, feeling his mothe

r’s tit on his cheek.

        She could hear the washing machine in the other room, and listened to it for a moment 

or so, unsure of where she was going.

        "When you knocked me down," she said slowly, softly, "did you see how my dress went up

?"

        Johnny nodded.

        "And my . . . panties?"

        He nodded again.

        "Did it excite you, seeing me?"

        Johnny gulped, watching her finger make  circles over the head of his bulging cock.



        "I saw you get hard," she whispered. "I saw this sticking way out, honey. You know wha

t happened to me when I saw this? I got excited, too. I bet you wanted to go play with it then

, didn’t you?"

        He nodded, his eyes now on her exposed knee.

        "I wanted to play with myself, too," she said throatily. "I wanted to go to my bedroom

 and touch myself, play with myself. Jerk off, as you say."  Johnny’s young body was almost st

iff, and he was gasping hotly as he listened to his mother.

        "I wanted to go to my room and take my clothes off and play with myself, and think may

be you were doing it, too. I thought about you playing with your cock and imagining you seeing

 me."

        "Mother!" Johnny gulped, his fingers digging into her stomach. His balls were very tig

ht, aching slightly, and his cock throbbed. Johnny was afraid he was going to come in his pant

s.

        Darla hugged him tight, pressing his cheek onto her tit. "No secrets, baby," she purre

d. "Remember, no secrets between us. We’re best friends now, a girl and boy, and we can tell e

ach other anything, everything, no matter what."

        "I guess, Mother," he whispered, feeling her stiff nipple pressing at his cheek now.

        "Then wouldn’t it be nice to play with yourself and think of me, the way I sat on the 

floor, my dress at my waist, my panties showing?"

        "Yes, Mother," he moaned, struggling to stop the jerking of his cock, desperate to kee

p from coming inside his pants.

        "I bet it would be nicer if you let me watch," she said, her voice throaty, her finger

 starting to press at the head of his cock.

        "I . . . gosh, Mother!"

        "I would love to watch you play with it, Johnny. I’ve never really seen a boy play wit

h his prick before. And ..." She sucked in a very deep breath, causing her tit to push against

 her son’s face. "I . . . would let you watch . . . you know ... see me, too."

        "Oh, Mother!"

        "You could see me touch myself, play with myself," she went on, her satiny flesh rippl

ing with exciting shivers. "I’d let you see how us girls jerk off, Johnny. That is, if you let

 me see you jerk off."

        The washing machine made a clanging sound as it shut off, the laundry finished. She he

ard the sound, but it seemed far away. Her cunt was clenching, and now the insides of her thig

hs  were slippery with wetness. She couldn’t remember when she had been so wet. She pressed a 

bit harder with her fingertip on the head of her son’s cock, rubbing.

        "You want to see mother play, baby? Would you like to watch me play with myself?"

        "Gosh, Mother! I think that would ... oh, yes, I wanna see!"

        "Mmmmm," she purred, tracing his ear again with the tip of her wet tongue. She placed 

her free hand on top of his, pressing against her flat stomach for a moment. Then she pushed h

is hand down, across her thigh until she curled his fingers around her knee. "We might even ..

. I might even let you . . . touch it, too."

        "Ohhhh, Mother!"

        Johnny’s cock gushed.

        Darla’s fingertip was near the head, and she felt his cock jerk, felt her son shudder.



 She pushed her finger at the head of his hidden cock and knew what was happening. She squeale

d softly and pushed her palm hard on the head of her son’s cock, feeling the moisture on his p

ants. She felt her son clutch her knee as he came, listened to his grunts.

        "Ohhh, that’s nice, baby," she whispered. "You’re coming! Oh, Johnny, you’re really co

ming!"

        Johnny’s cock spurted rapidly, making a mess inside his pants. Darla pressed her palm 

hard on the prickhead, feeling it throb, feeling the wetness seeping through his pants. Her cu

nt clenched and her clitoris knotted. She felt as if she, too, was about to come in her pantie

s.

        "Terrific, Johnny!" she panted when he finished. "That was terrific! I could feel how 

wet you got, honey."

        "In my pants, Mother! Like a baby ... I shot off in my pants!"

        "Not like a baby, sweetheart," she said. "A baby could never do that. You’re a man, Jo

hnny. A man that can come!"  Johnny buried his face into her tits, embarrassed to have his mot

her know he had come in his pants, that he had such little control. But Darla was not embarras

sed. She felt good, elated.

        "It happens, honey," she soothed. "It happens sometimes. I almost did it, too."

        "Did you, Mother?" he asked, pulling from her tit and looking at her eyes. "Did you re

ally almost do it, too?"

        She nodded, grinning wickedly. "Do you want to see?"

        "You’ll show me? You’ll really show me, Mother?"

        "In my room," she whispered.

        "No, here!" Johnny said, literally shaking with excitement.

        

CHAPTER TWO

        Darla didn’t really care where she showed him.

        She stood up, her fingers caressing her son’s cheek as she smiled down at him. Johnny’

s eyes were bright, and he was breathing fast again.

        "You have to wait a minute," she whispered.

        As her son sat on the couch watching her, she went about the room, pulling the drapes,

 making sure the door was locked. She didn’t want anyone to see, to peek in the windows. No on

e,  surely, would come barging through the door, but she wasn’t taking any chances.

        Returning to her son, she pulled him from the couch, her eyes seeing the wet spot on t

he front of his pants. She pulled him tight against her body, hugging him. She crushed her tit

s around his face, trembling with anxiety. She wanted to do this for her son, with her son. Sh

e wanted to very much. She was elated that he was responding this way, but any boy his age wou

ld, she felt. She was about to show him the secrets of a woman’s body, the mysteries beneath h

er dress and inside her panties, and already her son had come off in his pants.

        Tilting his face up, she saw his eyes burning with anticipation, felt his body pressin

g against her. She pursed her lips, and pressed them lightly onto his. Then she moaned, and cr

ushed her son’s mouth with her own. She held the back of his head, writhing her lips upon his.

 A low moan came from her throat as the cheeks of her ass clenched and her cunt bubbled.

        "Lie on the floor, Johnny," she whispered, breaking the kiss. "Just lie down on the fl

oor and watch mother."

        Without taking his eyes from her, Johnny went to the floor, spreading out on his back 



the way she asked. Darla stood above him, her feet parted a little. She swayed her hips, her h

ands  fluttering up to caress her swollen tits a moment. She ran her hands down her hips, and 

moved her feet.

        "Look, darling," she whispered as she parted her feet near his head and let him look u

p between her long, satiny thighs. "Can you see me? Can you see under my dress?"

        "Yeah, Mother," he grunted as he stared at his mother’s inner thighs, the bulge of her

 panties, the wetness there.

        "What can you see? We don’t have any secrets, remember? You can tell me what you see, 

baby."

        "I ... I see you, Mother!"

        "I know, but what part of me are you seeing?" she urged hotly, jutting her hips forwar

d. "You can tell me what part you see, Johnny."

        But Johnny was blushing, despite his excitement. He stared up under his mother’s dress

, gazing in fascination at her tight bikini panties. His cock throbbed, swelling into hardness

 again.

        Darla glanced at his prick bulge, cooing with pleasure. "Ohhh, you’re getting hard aga

in, darling! You’re excited to see mother like this, aren’t you?"  "Oh, Mother, yes!"

        "What do you see, baby? Tell mother exactly what you see." 

        "Your legs, your . . . panties!"

        "They’re wet, aren’t they?" He nodded his head.

        "You make them wet, Johnny," she purred, reaching behind herself and opening her dress

. "You make mother’s panties wet."

        She pulled her dress from her shoulders, holding it about her tits for a long, breathl

ess moment. Then she shoved it to her waist.

        "Ohhh, Mother!"

        "Are they nice, honey?" she asked huskily. "Do you like to see mother’s titties? I bet

 you’ve never seen a girl’s titties before, have you?"

        Johnny shook his head, his eyes bulging from their sockets, his lips parted and his to

ngue moved over his lips. His cock jerked inside his pants, throbbing as his balls grew tight 

again. Darla’s tit were full and firm, with long, stiff nipples tilted upward.

        She pushed at her dress, wiggling her hips. The dress pooled at her feet, and she stoo

d there in her shoes and bikini panties, her son looking up at her with fascinated excitement.

 Darla’s waist was small, her hips rounded, her legs long and slender. Her cunt pushed outward

 against her panties, making a rounded little hill. The insides of her thighs near her panties

 were glistening with wetness.

        She hooked her fingers into the elastic of her tight panties, and began to roll them d

own her  hips. She lifted first one leg, then the other, dropping her panties to the floor, ki

cking her shoes off. "Ohhh, Mother!

        She stood above her son, her feet parted, hands on her hips, letting him look. Johnny 

made soft choking sounds as he stared at his mother’s cunt. She had long, curly, soft hair, an

d he could just see the pink slit of her pussy. His cock felt about to rip his pants open.

        Darla’s flesh shivered. It had been so long since she had stood naked and been looked 

at with such intense excitement. She mewled softly and brushed her fingers through the triangl

ed hair of her cunt, feeling the tip of her swollen clitoris with one finger. She pulled her h

and away, bent her knees together, and sat down on the floor next to her son, her face radiant

 with arousal. She saw his cock thrusting in hardness at his pants, and she placed her hand on



 his prick. She pressed, making Johnny moan in delight.

        "Your turn, honey," she said softly.

        "My turn?" he swallowed.

        "Yes, baby." She grinned. "This is show and tell, isn’t it? We’re showing all our secr

ets to each other, I thought. I undressed for you, and now it’s your turn to undress for me."

        With a flush on his face, Johnny stood up.

        He peeled his shirt off and dropped it on top of his mother’s dress and panties. Darla

, watching him, her eyes slitted and smoldering with steamy heat, lay back on the floor, her t

its hardly flattening out, her nipples jutting stiffly. She lay with her legs closed, her arms

 at her sides, watching him. Johnny stared at his naked mother, his eyes moving from her tits 

to the fan-shape of her pussy hair.

        He fumbled with his belt, and she watched him trembling. She ran her tongue over her l

ips with eagerness to see him naked, to see his young cock stand out so hard. She lifted her h

ands and placed them on her tits, caressing them to urge her son to drop his pants.

        With a quick motion, Johnny shoved his pants down. His cock sprang upright, almost sma

cking his stomach. His face was burning shyly, but he stood there with his pants at his ankles

, letting his mother look.

        "Ohhh, baby, that’s very nice," Darla purred, her eyes eating up his young hard-on and

 loaded balls. "That’s wonderful! So hard . . ."

        Scant hair sprouted at the base of his cock, but his balls had none. It drew her atten

tion to his youth, and that fact caused her cunt to contract with a soft but exciting orgasm. 

She twisted her naked ass on the floor as her eyes gazed hotly at his cock and balls. Her fing

ers dug into  her tits.

        "I forgot my shoes," Johnny said softly.

        "Take them off," his mother whispered.

        Johnny sat on the floor, removing his shoes and then his pants. He sat near her feet, 

and Darla parted her legs. Johnny gasped as he saw his mother’s cunt opening. He stared, seein

g the wet pink pussy lips, her swollen clitoris, the curling hair that seemed to disappear int

o the split of her tight, rounded ass. His cock jerked upward as he pulled his shorts from his

 feet. He dropped them on the floor and leaned over to look up between his mother’s open legs.

        "Do you like it?" she whispered.

        "Oh, yes, Mother!"

        "That’s my pussy, Johnny."

        "Oh, gosh!" Johnny gulped.

        "That’s mother’s pussy, and that’s your cock," she said. "They’re a lot of fun to play

 with, aren’t they?"

        "Yes!"

        Johnny’s fist grabbed for his cock, squeezing very hard. She watched the prickhead bul

ge. "Not too hard, baby. We can’t have you coming off too fast again. Be careful."

        Johnny turned his cock loose. He was sitting on the floor with his feet toward her hea

d, leaning over and staring up her thighs at her cunt.

        Darla heard herself say: "You can play with  it, Johnny. You can touch me there and fe

el it and play with it."



        "I can? I really can, Mother?"

        "Mmmm, it would make me feel very good if you did," she answered.

        "I don’t know how to play with it," he moaned. "I’ve never touch a girl before. I’ve n

ever even seen a girl like this before!"

        "Touch it anyway you want to," she hissed huskily. "Feel my cunt anyway you want!"

        Johnny’s hand shook as he ran it up his mother’s open thighs. Darla trembled as she fe

lt his hot, eager hand sliding along her flesh. When she felt his fingers in the hair of her c

unt, she jerked, moaning softly. Johnny leaned farther, peering hotly at his mother’s cunt. He

r pussy was very wet, very fascinating. He felt about her pussy, his fingers turning slippery.

 Darla writhed her naked ass on the floor, making soft gasps of pleasure, spreading her legs a

s far as she could.

        "Feel me all over!" she cried. "Johnny, touch mother all over . . . feel all of me!"

        Eagerly, gasping, Johnny sat up and ran his hands about his mother’s naked body, feeli

ng her tits, her smooth stomach, back to her tits again. He pinched at her nipples, twisting t

hem, pulling on them. Darla whimpered with ecstasy, rolling her ass against the floor, watchin

g his  cock jerk and drip.

        "Now play with my pussy!" she cried in a hoarse voice.

        Johnny eagerly ran his hands to her bushy cunt again, leaning back to watch. He found 

her knotted clitoris, and, noting the way his mother’s hips jerked, understood this was someth

ing to play with that would give her pleasure. He smashed her clitoris, rubbed his finger abou

t, then pushed his finger into her cunt. Darla cried out as his finger entered her cunt, and h

er hips arched.

        "Ohhh, baby, push your finger in and out!" she demanded.

        Johnny did. He fucked his finger in and out of his mother’s cunt, watching the pink cu

nt lips suck and squeeze. He became very excited, and thrust all his his fingers up his mother

’s hot, wet cunt. Darla sobbed and shoved her crotch toward him, grinding her hips lewdly.

        "Ohhh, my God, yes! Oh, Johnny, that’s it!"

        Johnny watched, fascinated, as he fucked his mother’s juicy cunt with all his fingers.

 He loved the wet feel of her fuck juices, the heat that closed about them. He made wet sounds

 as he fucked his fingers in and out. His hand was small, and he could shove most into his mot

her’s gripping cunt. Darla cried out as she whipped her naked hips about, lunging her crotch u

p and  down, fucking her son’s fingers as he stabbed into her. She was clawing at her swollen 

tits, her head twisting about, hair flying. She cried and moaned as the burning rapture swelle

d into a tight knot inside her lower stomach. Her clitoris was being smashed by her son’s thum

b each time he thrust his fingers into her cunt.

        "Ohhhhh, you’re going to . . . baby, you’re going to ... " Darla choked as her throat 

tightened. "Oh, my God! Harder, Johnny! Ohhhh, that’s wonderful, baby! Oooooh, you do it so go

od! Keep it up, Johnny! Ohhh, yes, keep that up and you’ll make me . . . make me come!"

        Johnny’s eyes blazed as he leaned over, watching his fingers stabbing at his mother’s 

cunt, watching her pussy stretch and hold his fingers. He could smell the wet heat of her puss

y, a scent he had never smelled before, but one he liked. He wanted to grab his cock and jack 

off hard and fast, but he had already come once too fast and his mother told him not to come s

o fast again. But he wasn’t sure how much longer he could stand it. His balls hurt, and his co

ck felt a mile long and a half mile thick.

        Darla’s naked ass danced and bounced on the floor, humping up onto her son’s fingers w

ildly. She felt as if her cunt were full of his hand, stretched more than ever. She fucked at 

his  fingers vigorously, grinding and thrashing, her legs opening wide, then closing inward.

        "Deeper, Johnny!" she screamed.



        Johnny tried to push his fingers deeper, but they were as deep as they could go alread

y. Most of his hand was slippery wet with her pussy juice, and he loved the tight way her cunt

 clutched his fingers.

        "Are you really gonna come, Mother?" he gasped.

        "Oh, my God! I’m going to come so hard!" Ohhh, baby, ram your fingers in my pussy! Ahh

h, fuck mother’s cunt! Fuck it . . . fuck it, baby!"

        Darla was almost out of her mind with ecstasy. She knew she was saying those words, bu

t there was no way she could stop. She twisted her hot, naked ass lewdly, grinding on her son’

s fingers as her cunt began to pulsate and squeeze, flex and loosen.

        "Ahhhh! Ohhhh, Johnny! Ooooo, baby, now!"

        Darla’s hips shot up, and her hands moved from her tits and grabbed her son’s wrist. S

he held his fingers far inside her cunt as she convulsed. She sobbed with tears in her eyes, t

ears of intense rapture. Her cunt sucked and pulled on Johnny’s fingers, her hips straining up

 at him. Johnny watched, awed, as his mother’s cunt  flexed on his buried fingers. His eyes we

re huge. He had never seen anything like this before, never felt anything this way before.

        Darla held his wrist tightly with both her hands, crying out as she came. Her flat sto

mach rippled, and her legs were stiff. Her hairy cunt held her son’s Angers in a scalding wet 

tightness, and her hips arched high.

        A final shudder went through her naked body, and her ass slowly lowered to the floor. 

She sighed, shivering, her hands turning his wrist loose. She lay with her eyes closed, her bo

dy flushed with a wonderful glow. Her legs parted and her hands spread wide.

        "Did you come, Mother?" she heard her son ask in a soft, awed sound.

        "I came, baby," she breathed. "God, did I come!"

        "You sure got tight," he said.

        "Mmmmm, I know,," Darla purred, her eyes fluttering open. It took a second before her 

vision would focus, and then she looked at him. "I always get real tight when I come."

        "Gosh!"

        She stroked his foot, smiling softly. "Did you enjoy it?" 

        "Oh, yes!"

        "Now you know how a girl jerks off, don’t you?"

        "I know how I can jerk a girl off," he giggled. "I did it, didn’t I? I jerked you off,

 didn’t I, Mother?"

        "And very good, too," she said, sitting up, her tits jiggling. She bent her knees, loo

king down at her inner thighs. "My God, I’m wet! Look how wet my legs are."

        "You sure are hot in there, Mother. I liked the way it feels."

        "Not ’it,’ honey," she said softly. "We don’t have secrets anymore, remember? That’s n

ot an ’it’ anymore-it’s mother’s pussy, mother’s cunt!"

        Johnny giggled, half shyly. "Okay, if you say so, Mother."

        "I do say so." She grinned. "If we’re going to be best friends and not have secrets fr

om each other, then you have to call it pussy and cunt. It is cunt, Johnny. It’s hot, wet, nic

e cunt!"

        "Cunt," Johnny said softly. "Yeah, Mother! That’s what it is . . . cunt!"



        "And pussy?"

        "And pussy!"

        Darla gazed at him, seeing his cock jutting up, very hard. "And that’s your cock." 

        "Yeah!"

        "Now, you’re supposed to let me see you jerk off," she reminded him. "You are going to

 jerk  off for me, aren’t you? We had an agreement, I thought."

        Johnny’s gaze moved about his mother’s tits again, feeling himself shaking. He was ver

y close to coming, and he was afraid his cock would go off like a geyser.

        "But you didn’t jerk off for me, Mother," he said. "I done it for you. I jerked you of

f."

        Darla let out a low, husky laugh. "No, you didn’t jerk me off. I told you girls don’t 

jerk off, not the way boys do. What you did was to fingerfuck me!"

        "Same thing," Johnny said, feeling a blush on his face.

        "Oh, but it isn’t the same thing," she said.

        Johnny still didn’t understand what she was saying, but it didn’t matter. He had felt 

his fingers inside his mother’s cunt, felt how wet and hot and tight her pussy was. That was o

kay with him.

        "Well, I done it to you anyway, Mother," he insisted. "You didn’t do it."

        "You’re right," Darla whispered. "I guess that means ..."

        Johnny nodded his head eagerly.

        "Then you better lie down," she mewled. "Because it’s your turn now, darling."

        

CHAPTER THREE

        Johnny stretched out on his back.

        Darla sat near his hips, her eyes burning on his cock. His prick stood straight up, sw

aying with hardness. Johnny had his legs parted a little, and his balls looked very full. The 

head of his cock was smooth and swollen and pre-cum was beading on his small, slitted piss hol

e.

        "Not too fast, now," she whispered, closing her fingers around the shaft of his cock.

        "Ohhhhhhhh, Mother!" he groaned as she  squeezed his prick.

        "God, you’re hard!" she whispered, leaning over him, holding his cock in her fist. "So

 very hard, Johnny!"

        She cupped his hairless balls in her other hand.

        Johnny watched his mother with wide, hot eyes. He was so excited, he couldn’t stay sti

ll. He twisted and writhed, his young body trembling. Darla held his cock in one hand, his bal

ls in the other, almost tenderly, leaning over and looking at them. His balls felt very full i

n her palm, and his cock was hard and hot. The prickhead was very swollen, the flesh satiny. T

he small slit of his piss hole opened, juices seeping from it and onto the smooth cockhead. Sh

e squeezed his cock slightly, holding her breath as she watched the prickhead bulge, her eyes 

smoldering, half open with desire.

        Relaxing her grip on his cock, she gently squeezed his balls, twisting them, just a li

ttle.



        "Oooooh, Mother!" Johnny moaned, lifting his hips to push his cock into her fist. "Tha

t’s real good, Mother!"

        "You bet it is," she gurgled throatily.

        She pulled up on his cock, then pressed down. Johnny moaned again.

        "Does it feel good, honey?"

        "Oh, gosh!"

        Her tight fist pumped in slow motion, and Darla made low hissing sounds as she watched

. She clung to his hot, hairless balls tightly as she stroked his prick, her eyes fixed upon t

he swollen cockhead, watching the fuck juices seep out. She sat with her legs crossed. Now she

 uncrossed them and stretched one over his thighs, the other still bent with her heel touching

 her hairy cunt.

        "Mmmmmmmm, you feel good, baby," she purred. "You feel very good. So hard, so hot!"

        Johnny writhed his ass, his eyes staring at her fist on his prick, glancing at her ful

l, firm tits swaying as she moved her arm. He doubled his hands into fists at his hips, gritti

ng his teeth.

        Darla, hissing hotly, suddenly pumping faster. She beat her tight fist up and down on 

her son’s cock swiftly, making soft slapping sounds as she banged downward. Johnny gasped, his

 head and shoulders lifting from the floor as sudden ecstasy filled him.

        "Ooohhh, yes!" Darla moaned, pounding her son’s cock fast and hard, clinging to his ba

lls. "Ohhhh, look at it! So beautiful, so hard! Ahhh, it feels nice in mother’s hand, Johnny!"

        Johnny couldn’t reply. His eyes were bulging as he raised almost into a sitting positi

on. His mother jerked on his cock in a way he never had himself. Her hand felt tighter, hotter

 as it  beat up and down, and the way she clutched his balls at the same time made them tingle

.

        Darla pulled up hard on his cock, and Johnny’s ass lifted. She squeezed to make the sw

ollen prickhead bulge.

        "Ahhh, beautiful!" she breathed heavily. "It’s so beautiful, Johnny!"

        Her son tried to speak, but all that came out were garbles of delight. Darla looked in

to his face, grinning with her eyes flashing. She saw his torment, and ran her tongue over her

 lips slowly, looking back at his cock. The powerful throbs radiated up her arm and made her n

ipples very stiff, made her cunt twitch again.

        "Close your eyes," she whispered. "Honey, lean back and close your eyes. Mother is goi

ng to make it better! Mother is going to make it feel good for you. Very, very good."

        Johnny lay back, closing his eyes, his fists pressed tight at his hips. He tried to st

op the shivering, but it seemed to make him tremble more. There was no way he could relax. He 

kept seeing his mother’s hand on his cock.

        Darla held his cock and balls as he tried to calm down, her eyes blazing with intense 

emotion. She breathed deeply, lowering her face. She felt the heat of his cock against her lip

s before she touched it. Pressing her fist down very tightly at the base, she made two inches 

of  his hard cock stand upward. She held his balls in her other hand, and pushed her lips onto

 the head of her son’s cock. She heard her son groan, and she looked up. Johnny was squeezing 

his eyes tight. His mouth was open.

        Darla held the head of her son’s cock between her lips, letting the satiny flesh burn 

them. She held her tongue away, feeling her anticipation swell. Spreading her fingers about th

e base of her son’s cock, she slowly slipped her mouth down, taking his cock in. As her mouth 

filled, she touched her tongue to his prick. A soft groan bubbled out of her throat. She moved

 her lips down until they touched her fingers, his cock almost at her throat. She pulled her h



and away, and pushed her lips against the base, feeling those few hairs tickle them. She held 

his cock deeply, and pushed his hot balls upon her cheek. She pressed her tongue hard at his c

ock.

        Johnny couldn’t keep his eyes closed.

        They came open and he stared down at his mother.

        "Mother!" he gasped.

        Darla’s eyes flashed up at him, gleaming with heat.

        "Your mouth, Mother!" Johnny groaned, fascinated. "You’ve got it in your mouth!"

        "Mmmmm," Darla mewled, writhing her lips at the base of his cock. She held his prick d

eep  and tight. She rubbed his sweet, hot balls about her cheek and chin, her tits touching hi

s hip as she leaned over him.

        "Oh, Mother! Ohhhh, gosh!"

        Darla’s body was responding to what she tasted in her mouth. Her tits swelled and her 

nipples bulged. Her pussy began to throb and pulsate with wet heat, and her clitoris strained 

from the hairy folds of her cunt. She tasted the smooth prickshaft, and worked her tongue agai

nst his cock. She moaned softly with the pleasure of having his cock in her mouth. Twisting he

r head slightly, she looked up his naked body, watching his face, seeing his expression change

 from fascination to pleasure. His eyes were glazed and he panted hotly. She caressed her hand

 up his quivering stomach, over his chest, her lips writhing at the base of his cock as she he

ld his hot balls tight at her chin.

        "Mmmmm," she purred again, sucking upward. She sucked with tight, wet, hot lips, stron

gly. As the cockhead pulled along her tongue, she tasted the dripping juices, and her cunt cle

nched inward with rapture.

        She lifted her mouth from his cock, her lips rubbing back and forth. She pressed the t

ip of her tongue out and, staring into her son’s hot eyes, swirled wetly about the smooth cock

head,  then across his piss hole. With another moan, she swallowed her son’s cock again, this 

time going down fast, her lips smashing at the base. Johnny cried out, and Darla sucked up aga

in. This time she kept his cock in her mouth, her tongue lapping the smooth prickhead. Johnny 

arched his hips upward, and Darla shoved her hand under his ass, clutching the firm cheeks in 

her palm, still clinging to his precious balls. She bobbed her mouth up and down fast a few ti

mes.

        With her lips as tight as she could get them around the base. Darla sucked up, her eye

s gazing at his face.

        "Ahhhhh, Mother!" Johnny cried, his hips lifting with her. "That’s so . . . ohhhh, Mot

her! You’re gonna pull it off! That’s good, Mother!"

        Darla lifted her mouth from his cock, grinning at him as she rubbed his prick about he

r face.

        "You like it, baby?" she asked,, her voice thick with passion. "Does it feel better th

an your hand?"

        "Oh, Mother, you know it does! Gosh, I think I could learn to love it!"

        "I bet you can, too." She giggled almost girlishly as she rubbed the satiny prickhead 

across her lips, then about her nose and chin.

        "Want me to do it some more?" 

        "Oh, yes!"

        "Mmmmm, I like it, baby," she whispered, her lips against the head of his cock. "I lik

e it as much as you do."



        "Do it some more, Mother!"

        "My, you’re so anxious," she said, opening her lips and letting her son fuck his cock 

into her mouth.

        She lowered her face as he pushed up, digging her fingers into his ass cheeks. She tur

ned his balls loose, pulled her hand from under his ass. She shifted her position by swinging 

her legs over his. Her head was facing him now. She placed her palms on the floor at her son’s

 hips, holding the head of his cock with her lips, letting her son watch as she sucked his coc

k. His prick jerked in her mouth.

        "Ahhhhmmmm!" Darla mewled, and darted her face up and down, sucking on her son’s cock 

swiftly, almost in a frenzy. Her lips glided up and down the prickshaft, her tongue swirling. 

Her hair flew about his hips, and Johnny stared at his mother, his eyes huge. Darla sucked har

d and fast, making wet sounds, drawing her knees beneath her body, lifting her ass into the ai

r.

        Johnny could see the creamy cheeks of his mother’s ass past her head, but he couldn’t 

take his gaze off her mouth very long.

        "Oooooh! Oohhhh, Mother!"

        Darla was pleased to see her son experiencing this agonizing ecstasy. She was pleased 

she could make him feel so good. Pleased to be the one to suck his cock first. Pleased to show

 him a naked woman.

        Racing her mouth up and down his cock, she swayed her uplifted ass, feeling her cunt b

urning with wetness. The cheeks of her ass opened, and she felt cool air brushing the crinkle 

of her asshole. Purring with pleasure, she waggled her naked ass and pushed and pulled her mou

th on his cock. The hot taste excited her.

        She knew, though, that Johnny couldn’t keep from coming quickly. She could feel it in 

those delicious throbs, in the way his cock dripped across her tongue. She slowed her rapid su

ction, and moved slowly up and down with her tight lips.

        "Mother, you’re gonna . . . ohh, Mother, it’s gonna ..." Johnny gulped, his head lifti

ng from the floor.

        "Mmmmmm," Darla purred as she pulled her mouth off his cock. "I know, darling! You’ll 

come if I keep it up, I can feel your cock . . . you’re about to come, aren’t you?"

        Johnny could only nod his head in a jerky way.

        "I’ll make you come, darling," she  whispered, kissing his stomach. "Mother will make 

you come, but this way."

        She licked her tongue up his stomach, swishing on his overheated flesh. Johnny watched

 with hot eyes, feeling his cock rub along her tits and leaving a trail of wetness on her fles

h. Darla, too, felt his cock, and made sure her body stayed in contact. She licked her way up 

his chest, scooting her knees along his thighs. She sucked at the flesh of his chest, at his t

iny nipples, then pushed her lips to his, kissing him feverishly. She felt the head of his coc

k brush through the soft hairs of her pussy, and she adjusted her hips. She felt the bulging p

rickhead rub along her distended clitoris, and her breath caught in her throat with ecstasy. S

he had to scoot higher on her son’s body, and her lips pulled from his. She held herself up on

 hands and knees, twisting her naked ass while they both looked between their bodies. She felt

 her son’s cock touch the fiery lips of her cunt, and a shudder of delight flowed through her.

        "Ooooh, do you want to put that in mother, baby?" she moaned.

        "Yes, Mother!" Johnny grunted.

        Darla made a slight adjustment, and the head of his cock pushed at the hot lips of her

 cunt. She held her breath, lowering her crotch. She gasped as the head of her son’s cock pene

trated  her cunt, and she held still for a moment. She didn’t stop out of shame and guilt, but



 to savor the way his prick was stretching her cunt. She could feel that swollen cockhead just

 inside her pussy, and, finally, slowly, she pushed downward.

        "Ahhhh, Mother!" Johnny grunted as he felt the wet heat of his mother’s cunt closing a

bout his cock.

        "Ooooh, God!" Darla cried, her cunt stretching as she lowered herself onto his prick. 

"Ohhh, Johnny, baby! Ahhhhh, so sweet, baby!"

        She pushed her cunt down, the wet, hairy lips smashing onto the base of his cock. It f

elt deep, very deep. She shuddered, her ass twisting.

        "It’s in me!’ she sobbed. "Ohhh, God, Johnny! Your cock is in mother! It’s in mother’s

 cunt!"

        Johnny was gulping, beating his fists on the floor, his mother’s hot pussy clasping hi

s cock tightly.

        "Oh, Johnny, Johnny!" she cried, and began humping her ass up and down, fucking him. "

Ohhhh, baby! Ahhhhh, sweetheart! Oooooh, yes!"

        Her ass danced, plunging swiftly, her cunt riding his cock. She held her head and shou

lders up, her face tilted, neck tight. From the waist  down she moved, churning her ass, fucki

ng him. The wet sounds were loud as her hungry pussy rode his hard cock. She shoved her feet d

own, her legs spread on the outside of his. Her arms trembled, and she had to lower her upper 

body. Her tits were crushed against her son’s face, and she placed her hands at the top of his

 head. She whipped her naked ass about, humping and thrashing. She stabbed herself in the cunt

 time and again with his intensely hard cock, feeling every ridge, every groove, every wonderf

ul throb. Her pussy lips felt swollen and her clitoris was straining.

        "Ohhhh, Johnny, Johnny! I’m doing it! Mother is fucking you! Ohhhh, God, I have to fuc

k you, baby! Mother’s cunt is on fire, and it needs your cock so much! Ahhh, it feels hard, ho

t . . . "  Her ass bounced and churned, her cunt pulling on his cock. Johnny, his face buried 

into his mother’s firm, smooth tits, gritted his teeth as his balls became hard and aching. He

 pounded his fists on the floor, not knowing what else to do with them. He tried to lift his h

ips, push his cock into that searing wetness, but his mother was ramming so hard and fast, he 

couldn’t move.

        Darla jammed her cunt down onto his cock, pushing hard, grinding tightly. She was gasp

ing  and crying with sweet ecstasy. She strained onto her son’s cock tightly, then began to wh

ip her ass up and down again, twisting in a furious up and down motion. The satiny cheeks of h

er ass clenched and relaxed, and her hot thighs squeezed his legs. Tears came into her eyes, t

ears of joy. She slapped her hairy cunt up and down on his young cock with a frenzy of mindles

s passion, gurgling deep inside her throat. She felt her stomach knotting, her clitoris bulgin

g. She scraped her clit along the shaft of her son’s cock as she fucked her cunt up and down. 

She felt a threatening orgasm grow in the pit of her stomach, her cunt burning like a raging f

ire.

        Johnny flung his arms about his mother’s waist, hugging her as tight as he could, gasp

ing into her titties. Despite her overwhelming rapture. Darla knew her son was about to come, 

about to spurt that young come juice into her cunt. With a squeal, she rammed hard into him, g

rinding as they both strained at each other.

        "Mother?" Johnny shouted.

        "Ohhhhh, God!" Darla cried.

        Johnny choked as his cock gushed.

        Darla screamed as she felt his come juice spraying the walls of her cunt. The hairy-li

ps of her pussy clamped about the base of his cock, and she exploded. The orgasm that burst in

side her pussy was powerful, making her shapely ass  clench. She lifted her head and screamed 

again as the contracting spasms took control. She pushed her cunt hard onto his squirting cock

, feeling her son hug her waist so tight, she couldn’t breathe. The searing orgasm went on and

 on, and her cunt started aching. She had never come so hard and for so long before, and she c



ouldn’t believe it was happening now.

        "Ahhhhh, Mother." She heard her son’s muffled voice against her tits. "Oh, Mother!"

        Darla’s cunt slowly calmed down, the steamy orgasm receding, but left her cunt pulsing

 deliciously. She relaxed, her body limp, still on top of her son. His cock, deflating, was be

ing slowly squeezed from her cunt, and she gave a soft sigh as his prick came free. She felt h

er son’s arms fall away from her waist, but not because Johnny was suddenly shy. They fell awa

y because his muscles refused to work for a while.

        Darla lifted her body off his, rolling to the floor at his side, where they both lay g

asping, fighting to breathe.

        She turned her head toward her son, and found him looking at her, his eyes still big a

s if he couldn’t believe it had happened.

        And suddenly, they both started giggling.

        "Well, that’s that, I guess," Darla said, gathering up her discarded clothing, still g

asping but not as hard.

        "Now what, Mother?" Johnny asked, his voice showing eagerness.

        She leaned over and kissed his lips quickly, then stood with her clothing clutched in 

front of her, looking down at him.

        "I don’t know, Johnny," she said softly, and left her son lying naked on the floor.

        

CHAPTER FOUR

        But Darla did know.

        She stepped into the tub and sank into the fragrant water. She felt very good. Her bod

y still tingled in that delicious sensation she loved so much. Leaning her head back on the ri

m of the tub, she closed her eyes and let her mind drift.

        She didn’t feel ashamed of fucking her son. She felt good about it. She was pleased th

at he had been so willing, so eager. She shivered with  pleasure as she thought of his fingers

 stabbing into her pussy, making her come so nicely.

        She had been on her own since Johnny had been born.

        She had been thrown from her home at a very early age when her parents had found out a

bout her. But Darla couldn’t help herself. She often thought she had been born with a cunt tha

t made these strange demands on her, a cunt that was insatiable and wanted cock, hard cock. Sh

e had been fucking for as long as she could remember, making the passes at boys who were too s

hy to do it, letting the bolder ones do anything they wanted with her body.

        She really had no idea who Johnny’s father was. She didn’t really care, either. Someho

w, she had made a life for him and her, and now was doing quite nicely. For some unexplained r

eason, she had curtailed her sexual activities a few years ago, and it had been rough.

        As she relaxed in the hot water, she wondered if she had stopped fucking out of fear. 

She wasn’t afraid of fucking but the wild ideas that were starting to come to her, mostly at n

ight, then during the day, interfering with her work. Where such outrageous ideas came from, D

arla didn’t know. She had never heard of some of the things that burned in her mind, but the w

icked images would make her shudder with  rippling pleasure, and her cunt would become very ho

t and wet.

        Somehow, she had educated herself and had gotten a good job. She had not liked leaving

 Johnny with babysitters and day-care schools, but it was just one of those things. Now he did

n’t have to stay with babysitters or strangers.

        She heard the sound of the hall shower and smiled to herself, picturing her son standi



ng under the spray, sweetly naked, his lovely cock and balls running with water. She hugged he

rself, smashing her firm tits almost flat with her arms. She grinned, then giggled.

        Feeling heat swell about her body, Darla pulled the plug in the tub and stepped out of

 the shower. Without drying, she wrapped a towel about her naked body and left her room. She s

tepped into the hall bathroom and saw her son’s body behind the sliding shower doors.

        "Need someone to wash your back, baby?" she asked as she pushed the door open.

        Johnny grinned at her, not in the least shy. He handed her the soap and turned his bac

k to her. Darla’s eyes moved up and down his body, gazing for a long time at the firm ass of h

er son. She soaped his back, her eyes burning on his young ass. She washed him, dragging her h

ands down to fondle his ass, cupping them, squeezing them, sliding the edge of her hand into t

he  crack, listening to her son’s moans of pleasure. She dropped her towel and stepped into th

e shower with him. Johnny faced her, the water running over his head and down his body.

        "Wash me," she whispered, handing him the soap. "You can wash mother’s titties."

        "Gosh!" Johnny grinned and ran his hands over her tits, feeling them more than washing

 them. Darla closed her eyes and trembled with pleasure.

        "All over, honey," she urged. "Wash mother all over."

        Johnny’s hands soaped her body, feeling the satiny flesh. He loved the feel of her ski

n, the softness, the curves. When his mother parted her legs and jutted her hips forward, he d

idn’t need instructions. He squatted in the shower and lathered the hair of her cunt, his eyes

 burning with delight to see it again. Darla mewled softly as he cupped her pussy and washed i

t, and her hips jerked when he rubbed her clitoris.

        "My back, baby," she whispered, turning around. "Wash my back, too."

        But Johnny wasn’t interested in his mother’s back. He was interested in her ass. The s

hapely cheeks fascinated him as he soaped the smooth curves. Darla pressed her ass back agains

t him, waggling suggestively, listening to his soft gurgles as his hands ran about.

        "Mmmmm, that’s nice, honey," she purred as she felt his hand between the crack of her 

ass. "Wash mother good."

        Johnny ran the edge of his hand up and down the crack of his mother’s ass, feeling the

 heat. His eyes were huge, his cock swelling and stiffening outward. Darla wiggled excitedly, 

jutting her pretty ass to his hand.

        "Are you getting a hard-on, baby?" she asked in a low voice. "Does touching mother’s a

ss make your cock hard?"

        "Feel, Mother," he urged.

        Darla showed her right hand behind her body, and closed about his cock. She purred and

 squeezed. "Oooooo, it sure is hard!"

        She pumped it, jacking him as she pulled the rounded prickhead against the cheek of he

r ass. Johnny arched his hips forward, looking down. He gasped when his mother pulled the swol

len head of his cock between the cheeks of her ass. Darla held her breath as she felt the swol

len cock brush her asshole.

        "How does that feel, honey?"

        "Hot, Mother!"

        "Mmmm, nice and hot, huh?"

        "Yeah!"

        She held his cock, the head on her asshole, and slowly pushed back, feeling the pressu

re. She had one hand on the wall, bracing herself  as she shoved her ass back.



        "I bet your cock would go in me there," she said, her voice a low, soft whisper.

        "Really. Mother? It feels kinda tight."

        "Oh, it will!" she cooed. "I can take it there, baby! Do you want to put your cock in 

mother back there?"

        "Gosh!" she heard him gulp. "I don’t know ... I guess so."

        "Hold still, Johnny!" she moaned.

        She had her hand behind her ass, holding the base of his cock, and pushed her ass back

. She cooed with the hot pressure on her asshole. She closed her eyes, her lips parted, holdin

g her breath with anticipation. She pushed back a little more.

        "Ohhhh, it’s going in!" she purred. "I feel your cock sliding in, darling!"

        She pushed a little harder, and the head of her son’s cock pushed into her asshole. Da

rla gave a low squeal as she felt her ass open. She paused, giving herself time to become used

 to feeling his cock inside her asshole. She had anticipated pain, some kind of hurt, but ther

e was none. Her asshole felt stretched, but it felt very good, too. She tightened her asshole 

on the head of her son’s cock, trying to look over her shoulder.

        "Do you like it, Johnny?" she moaned. "Is  it tight, baby?"

        Johnny was looking down. He could see the head of his cock inside his mother’s asshole

, and it excited him. The shower was still on, streaming over his naked body, and his mother’s

 back.

        Darla parted her feet as wide as she could, arching her back to thrust her ass toward 

her son. She slipped the ring of her asshole onto his cock, stopping again with half of that h

ardness up her ass.

        "Hold my hips, Johnny," she hissed. "Hold mother’s hips. You don’t have to stand there

 so stiff. You can touch me and hold me and feel me, you know."

        Johnny’s hands grabbed his mother’s rounded hips. He pushed his cock forward, and Darl

a cried out with pleasure as she felt his prick slide into her asshole. His cock went deep, an

d she pushed back at him.

        "Don’t move, baby!" she moaned. "Be still for a little while."

        They stood rigid, Johnny’s cock buried inside her heated asshole. Darla squeezed her a

sshole about the base of his cock, purring softly when she felt his prick throb. She moved a h

and underneath her body and felt his tight balls. She cradled them, manipulating his balls as 

her asshole clutched his cock. Johnny, gritting his teeth as he stared down between the crack 

of  his mother’s ass, watching that stretched crinkle, dug his fingers into her hips.

        "Mmmmm, this is good, baby!" Darla gasped. "Your cock sure fills my ass! Ooooh, baby, 

push your cock up mother’s asshole! Fuck mother in the asshole, Johnny!"

        "Oh, Mother!" he groaned, pulling his cock back, feeling the hot tightness grip his co

ck. "You’re so hot and tight!"

        "Fuck me, Johnny!" she yelped hotly. "Oh, God, baby . . . fuck mother in the ass! Stab

 that sweet, hard cock up mother’s asshole! Ram it to me. Johnny! Ooooh, baby, please, please!

 Fuck me . . . fuck me hard and fast up my ass!"

        She wiggled her ass for him, squeezing her asshole around the swollen prick. She felt 

a delicious burning there, her swollen lips and inflamed clitoris. Her wrist, resting against 

her hairy cunt as she held his balls, was slippery with fuck juices.

        Johnny lunged forward, driving his cock up his mother’s ass.



        Darla screamed, a scream of perverse ecstasy. She felt her son’s cock stab deeply, the

 prickshaft sliding past the gripping ass-ring. He went in so fast, his stomach smacked her na

ked ass, sending a jolt of fiery delight through Darla’s body. She pushed her ass back, loweri

ng  her head and shoulders along the wall. She turned his balls loose, placing both hands agai

nst the wet wall, bracing herself as Johnny began to fuck his cock in and out of her ass, fuck

ing her asshole vigorously.

        The running shower had washed away all the lather on their bodies, but they were still

 slippery. Darla churned her ass in excited circles as her son pounded his cock into her burni

ng asshole. She felt stuffed there, a strange, new, exquisite sensation. Taking her son’s cock

 into her asshole made her tremble with erotic rapture.

        "Oh, Mother!" Johnny groaned. "Ohhhhh, Mother!"

        "Yes, baby, yes!" she hissed. "Fuck me, darling! God, fuck mother up the ass! Ram my h

ot asshole, darling! Ooooo, pound the shit out of my hot asshole! Fuck me . . . fuck me, fuck 

my ass!"

        Her spreading legs shook as her son buffeted into her straining ass, the asscheeks rip

pling with the power. She pressed her face against the wall, trying to hold herself upright fo

r him. The searing friction of his cock sliding in and out of her asshole made her gasp and cr

y out, tossing her ass about with wild passion. It didn’t surprise Darla that taking her son’s

 hard cock into her asshole could make her hairy cunt feel so good,  too. She had imagined wha

t it would be like for years, and now she was finding out. Her asshole was as greedy as her cu

nt, she realized. She wanted her son to drive his cock all the way up her asshole, split her a

sshole, push his prick out her throat. She shoved back at him strongly, whimpering as her assh

ole squeezed.

        "Oh, God! Ohhh, God!" she sobbed with rapture. "Ohhhh, my God, baby! Ahhhhhhhh, it’s .

.. it’s wonderful! Ram that cock to me . . . fuck mother up that tight ass! Ram my asshole. "O

oooo, my cunt is on fire, Johnny! You’re about to make my cunt come! Fuck me, fuck my ass . . 

. mother’s hot asshole! Come in my fucking hot asshole! Squirt that sweet, hot juice up mother

’s asshole!"

        Johnny pounded frantically, fucking his cock back and forth, watching the cheeks of he

r ass ripple with each forward lunge. His cock was about to burst inside the scalding tightnes

s of his mother’s ass. His fingers dug brutally into her hips, jerking her ass back as he ramm

ed forward.

        "I’m gonna come in your ass, Mother! I’m gonna shoot it up your hot asshole!"

        "Ooooo, that’s it, darling! Talk to me . . . talk dirty to me and fuck my ass!"

        "Yeah! Yeah!" he grunted. "I’m gonna come in your fucking ass, Mother! I’m gonna  fuck

 your ass and shoot it to you!"

        Darla gurgled as she thrust back at him, precariously braced against the wall. Hearing

 her son enhanced the searing ecstasy she felt. Her cunt was throbbing, and the inner surfaces

 of her cream, slender thighs were wet with the juices of her cunt. She felt her son slip his 

hands lower, his fingers pulling at the soft hairs of her pussy. Her asshole closed tightly, l

oosened, and closed again.

        "I’m going to come!" she screamed suddenly.

        Her cunt tightened, then the spasms struck. The lips of her hairy pussy contracted, he

r clitoris throbbing and knotting. She screamed against the wall, her asshole squeezing her so

n’s cock tightly. Johnny grunted and fucked deep and fast, his balls very tight now. The velve

ty walls of his mother’s asshole seemed to suck at his cock.

        "Mother!" he groaned.

        "Now!" she screamed.

        Johnny’s cock squirted.



        Again Darla screamed as she felt his come juice burn along the walls of her asshole.

        "Ohhhh, God! Oooooohhhh, my God!" she sobbed.

        Johnny gripped his mother’s hips as he fucked his spewing cock as deep as he could int

o her asshole. His balls writhed tightly, and he  felt as if his mother’s asshole were trying 

to pull them through his cock and up into her asshole, along with his hot come juice.

        Darla had the impression, her asshole was sucking his cock off, the sensation that his

 spurting come juice was like a gallon of hot liquid filling her asshole. It was fantastic. Sh

e shuddered as her cunt calmed, and she squeezed her asshole about her son’s cock, feeling a f

inal squirt of come juice burn along the delicate walls of her ass.

        "Ooooh, that was something, wasn’t it, baby?" she cooed as his cock pulled from her as

s. She turned toward him, her legs trembling weakly, a huge grin on her pretty face. "Did you 

like that, Johnny?"

        "Gosh, I sure did, Mother!" he panted, leaning back, the shower spraying over his head

.

        Darla cupped his cock and balls, fondling them. "Did you like it enough to do it again

? To fuck mother in the ass again?"

        "Oh, yes, Mother!"

        She giggled and squeezed his cock and balls.

        "You know, I started to do something for you before," she said in a low voice. "I got 

kind of carried way, though, and had to feel your cock in me."

        "What was you gonna do?" he asked.

        "I think this is a good time to finish it," she  purred, rubbing his cock and balls. "

Do you have another load in your hot balls, baby?"

        Johnny grinned at her. "I always have a load, Mother."

        "Mmmmm, then I’ll just have to see about that," she murmured, sinking to her knees bef

ore him.

        Johnny leaned against the wall, the shower spraying down over his mother’s head. Darla

 leaned her face toward him, kissing his cock, sliding her lips to his balls in her hand. She 

ran her tongue about them, then up to his cock again.

        "You’re gonna put it in your mouth again, Mother?"

        Darla looked up at him, her eyes burning, her hair plastered to her skull.

        "I’m going to suck it again, yes," she whispered. "This time, though, shoot it in my m

outh, okay?"

        "You want me to come in your mouth, Mother?" Johnny asked, his eyes big.

        "Oh, yes!" she mewled. "That’s the only way to suck cock . . . take it in the mouth." 

She nuzzled at his prick and balls. "You’re sure you have a nice load for me?"

        "I’m sure," he said, his voice shaking with anticipation.

        "I hope so," Darla replied. "I love a good,  hot load."

        She closed her lips about his cock, taking his prick fully into her mouth. His cock wa

s still soft, and she ran her tongue about, sucking, feeling his cock starting to harden slowl

y. She ran her arms about his wet hips and held his naked ass in her palms, her mouth working 

on his cock. She made soft, throaty sounds as she sucked.



        As he hardened, she pushed and pulled her mouth, sucking strongly. Her eyes became gla

zed with ecstasy. The taste of her son’s cock just after he had fucked her asshole didn’t both

er her at all. On the contrary, the taste made this more erotic for her. She found the taste t

o her liking, and she sucked back and forth with her tongue licking. She wondered if she could

 have a better taste of her own asshole if the shower had not been going, and her cunt seemed 

to swell with the thought.

        Johnny rested his shoulders against the shower, his hips pushing forward, his. hands o

n his mother’s drenched head, watching her mouth move on his cock, feeling the wet heat as her

 tongue slipped along his prickshaft. His eyes were unfocused, and Darla’s eyes flashed up at 

him. She cupped the cheeks of his ass in her palms and pulled his cock into her mouth, as deep

 as she could. The prickhead brushed at  her throat, and she worked as she swallowed the seepi

ng juices from his piss hole. Digging her fingers into the hot crack of her son’s ass, she wat

ched his expression carefully. When his face contorted, she pressed a fingertip upon the pucke

r of his asshole.

        "God, your cock tastes wonderful!" she hissed as she pulled her lips off for a moment.

 "Your cock tastes so hard and hot, and I’m going to suck it off, make you come down my throat

!"

        She swallowed his cock again, and this time she worked the tip of her finger into his 

tight asshole.

        "Oh, Mother!" Johnny said.

        "Mmmmmm!" Darla sobbed, and began to suck vigorously on her son’s prick, stabbing the 

first knuckle of her finger in and out of his burning asshole. She pushed her finger inward as

 her lips went down on his cock, pulling back as she sucked to the smoothly swollen prickhead.

        She closed her lips about the base of his cock and sucked hard, drawing fuck juice out

 of his piss hole, coating her tongue with it. Her eyes glazed with ecstasy, and she moaned, u

nable to keep sucking his cock slowly.

        Darting her mouth back and forth, fucking his cock with her mouth, she finger-fucked h

er son’s tight asshole. Johnny twisted and clung  to her soaked head, trying to watch her lips

, but his eyes wouldn’t focus. His balls were tight again, very hot as they pulled upward. Dar

la felt them swell against her chin, and she sucked as hard as she could. Her finger went deep

er into his asshole, and Johnny grunted. His cock was throbbing powerfully, searing her tight 

lips. He was about to come, and Darla became frantic for that heavy, creamy load. She gobbled 

and moaned, twisting her lips about his cock as she sucked as hard as she could.

        "Mother!" Johnny yelped. "Ohhhhh, Mother!"

        His cock jerked, and her mouth quickly filled with the sweet, creamy juice of his youn

g balls. She sobbed wetly, sucking hard, swallowing the scalding spurts. The way his slime bur

ned into her throat sent shivers up and down her satiny flesh. Her eyes closed as she gulped h

is come juice down, taking it into her stomach.

        Johnny’s knees started to buckle.

        Darla pulled her finger out of his clenching asshole and squeezed his ass, drawing her

 lips off his cock, her tongue licking at his piss hole to make sure she had all that deliciou

s fuck juice. With a soft squeal, she hugged his crotch to her face, holding him tightly as th

e shower water rained down over her head.

        "Ohhh, baby!" she whimpered. "That was  wonderful! It was a very wonderful load! Ohhh,

 I could suck your cock all day long! You taste so sweet and hot and . . . God, you come so fu

cking much!" Johnny panted, slumped against the wall, running his hands through his mother’s s

oaked hair, grinning wildly.

        

CHAPTER FIVE

        Night was falling.



        It was difficult for Darla to believe all this had happened in one day. But it had, an

d her son seemed ready for more. Despite her varied experience, she had never met a man with t

he ability her son had to become hard, his balls ready, so quickly. Maybe it was his youth, sh

e decided. Whatever it was, he was giving her more satisfaction than any man she had ever, fuc

ked.

        They lay in her bed. Her arms were about him.

        "You know, Johnny," she said softly. "You should have run into me a long time ago, kno

cked me on my ass so you could see me."

        "Why, Mother?"

        "We’ve wasted so much time, that’s why."

        She felt him pressing nakedly against her body, his cock and balls at her hip, feeling

 warm and comfortable. "That’s what did it, you know. Seeing me on my ass with my dress up."

        Johnny giggled. "It sure gave me a hard-on, didn’t it?"

        "Mmmm, a very nice hard-on."

        She squirmed her hips tighter against his cock and balls, purring softly when her son 

returned the pressure. He had one hand holding her tit, his lips curled about the other nipple

. He had been sucking her tit gently, but now simply held it in his mouth. She was waiting for

 his cock to turn hard again, but it was taking a longer time now. Her cunt bubbled with need.

        As her mind went over everything that had happened that day, she realized she had left

 the laundry in the washing machine. She had never done that before, but she smiled into the d

arkness, thinking she had an excuse at least.

        "Oh, baby," she whispered when she heard her son snoring softly.

        She turned toward him, cradling his head in her arms and holding his mouth on her tit.

 She stroked his hair, his shoulders, disappointed that he had fallen to sleep. But she knew s

he had worn him out. She smiled into the darkness as she held him, feeling sleepy herself. Car

eful not to wake him up, she slipped her hand between their naked bodies and cupped his cock a

nd balls, and that was the way she went to sleep.

        When she woke up, she found herself turned around on the bed, her face close to his co

ck and balls. Johnny was still sleeping, and she wondered how this had happened.

        One of her son’s legs was draped over her tits, her head resting on the other. She fou

nd her eyes opening to the sight of his ass, his balls and cock, only a few inches from them.

        She stared at him, never seeing a man from this angle before. She studied the way his 

balls, loose, rested there, his cock soft. She studied the cheeks of his young ass, the crack.

 Turning her face a bit, she kissed the thigh she had been resting on. She slipped her face up

 his thigh, and kissed the cheek of his ass. With the tip of her tongue, she tasted his flesh,

 licking slowly and lightly about his ass, then at his balls. She felt her son stir, but he di

dn’t move his leg from her body. It seemed he squirmed his ass closer to her face, and Darla s

miled to herself. She pushed  her lips to his balls, kissing them, then drew her mouth upward,

 her lips sliding along the crack of her son’s ass. She very carefully parted his ass cheeks w

ith gentle fingers, and peered at the tight pucker of his asshole for a long time. It appealed

 to her, and she felt herself becoming excited. She was sure Johnny wouldn’t say anything if h

e woke up, but she was very careful anyway.

        Holding his asscheek wide, she lightly pressed her lips to his asshole, kissing tender

ly. She felt his asshole pucker up, sink inward. The touch of her lips on his asshole sent a s

hiver through her, and she pressed her lips a little tighter, kissing the crinkled asshole. Ta

king a deep breath, Darla dipped her tongue out, licking with feathery lightness at her sleepi

ng son’s asshole, tasting.

        "Mmmm," she purred softly, lapping her tongue lightly from his balls to his asshole. S

he felt her body quiver with delight as her tongue moved up and down his crotch. She flicked l



ightly, barely touching his young balls and asshole. She ran her tongue along the insides of h

is ass cheeks, tasting his hot flesh. His cock swelled and pushed against her tits, and she ch

oked back a giggle of delight.

        Pressing her lips lightly against his asshole, Darla kissed. She held her lips there f

or a long  time, her eyes closed, enjoying the sensation of having her face in her son’s ass. 

His balls touched her chin as his cock throbbed on her tit. Her cunt bubbled wetly, and she tu

rned loose of his asscheek, letting it close over her face. Pushing her hand down to her pussy

, she caressed gently, her hips writhing. Her tongue came out of her mouth and licked in a swi

rling wetness on his asshole. She felt her son stir, a soft moan coming from him.

        Johnny was waking up, feeling his mother’s face in his ass. Keeping his eyes closed, h

e pushed his ass lightly at her . Darla, knowing he was waking up, pressed her tongue against 

his asshole a little harder.

        She pressed her open  about his hot asshole and began to flick her tongue firmly. She 

licked at the hot pucker until her son was wide awake, pushing his ass hard into her mouth. Hi

s cock dripped wetly over her tit, making her nipple slippery. Bringing her hand up from her c

unt, she closed her fist about his prick and pushed the wet cockhead onto her nipple.

        "Mmmm, Mother!"

        "Ahhh, baby," she purred into his ass, and began sucking and licking eagerly.

        Johnny pushed and twisted his ass against her mouth, his balls burning on her chin. Da

rla  stroked his cock, smearing those delicious fuck juices about her tits. She pushed her cun

t back and forth. She felt her son’s hot  on her inner thigh, kissing her flesh. Darla opened 

her legs wide, her cunt ready for him. As her son’s tongue flicked through the soft hair of he

r cunt, Darla whimpered and stabbed her tongue past the puckered ring of his asshole, making J

ohnny gasp into her pussy.

        Johnny opened his mouth and buried it into her wet, hairy cunt, sucking, his tongue fl

uttering about the swollen, slippery lips. Darla sobbed, her lips pushing at his asshole with 

her tongue deep inside. She thrust her tongue back and forth, plunging in and out of her son’s

 asshole, feeling the ring grip and squeeze. She shifted more onto her side and grabbed the ch

eeks of his ass, burying her face into the crack with feverish pleasure. Fucking her tongue in

 swiftly, she clawed at his asscheeks, opening them, pressing them about her mouth. Johnny was

 sucking with greedy sounds at her cunt, his tongue dipping past the satiny pussy , swishing a

bout her inflamed clitoris. Darla rammed her cunt hard into her son’s face, squealing against 

his asshole when he clutched the cheeks of her twisting ass, pulling her cunt as tightly as he

 could into his face.

        She tongue-fucked his asshole hotly, squirming  her drenched cunt at his open mouth. H

is cock throbbed at her tits with hardness. Darla moaned with perverse ecstasy and pressed tig

htly against his body. She drew one slim thigh across his shoulder and arms, arching her cunt 

at him. She squealed into his asshole when she felt her son’s tongue slide across the slit of 

her pussy and about her steaming asshole. She shot a hand to the back of her son’s head, pushi

ng his face.

        "Lick it!" she sobbed, her breath searing the split of his ass. "Lick mother there, to

o! Lick mother’s asshole, too!"

        Johnny wasn’t bashful. Not anymore. He shot his tongue out and swirled it wetly agains

t his mother’s tight asshole, licking and sucking the way she was doing to him. Darla groaned 

with her  sucking his asshole, while grinding her own ass at his mouth and tongue. Her cunt wa

s juicy, very juicy, smearing his chin and neck. She rammed her tongue up his tight ass deeply

, then jerked her tongue out, shoving her face to his balls. With a sob of ecstasy, Darla suck

ed at her son’s hairless balls, tasting the heat of them. She swirled her tongue around and ar

ound, and, with another delighted squeal, let his balls loose and grabbed the head of his cock

 with her mouth. A soft moan of rapture boiled out of her throat as she slipped her  down the 

hardness of his throbbing cock, the head  brushing at her throat.

        This was too much for Johnny. With a grunt, he rolled on top of his mother. As Darla w

as pushed onto her back, he clutched the rounded, firm cheeks of her ass with both hands, and 

sucked wildly at her hairy pussy, his tongue like wet fire. Darla wrapped her arms about her s



on’s naked ass, pulling his cock into her mouth. She gazed with blazing eyes at his asshole, w

atching it crinkle and pucker as her  sucked his cock. She lifted her knees and drew them back

 along her son’s sides, her naked ass coming off the bed. Johnny pulled at her asscheeks, his 

lips sucking her cunt. Opening her ass, he raced his tongue to his mother’s asshole, plunging 

past the ass-ring.

        Darla cried out, the sound muffled by his cock, arching her hips up with all the stren

gth she could muster. Feeling her son twisting his hips, she relaxed her hugging arms, and Joh

nny placed his knees on each side of her head, and began to fuck her mouth. He drove his cock 

up and down, penetrating her hot, wet lips, his balls bouncing on her chin. Darla sucked as he

 lifted, loosening her mouth when he came downward. Her eyes kept staring at his asshole. Her 

tingled with the friction of her son’s hard cock sliding up and down, her tongue lapping.

        She strained her pussy at his hot mouth, her  clitoris knotted. The heat increased bet

ween her slender thighs, and juices bubbled out of her hairy pussy and into her son’s mouth.

        Her mind spun with erotic rapture as her cunt throbbed against her son’s face. She was

 getting ready to come, and that wonderful sensation was taking control. She rammed her cunt u

p and down, beating into her son’s face. The more she slammed her pussy at his face, the faste

r her fucked her mouth. She felt his cock increase in thickness, and she sucked with powerful 

greed anxious to have his come juice spurting into her throat. Johnny had closed his lips abou

t his mother’s clitoris, sucking, his tongue flicking in wild motion. Darla cupped her son’s a

ss, groaning softly as his balls beat on her nose. His cock burned her lips, and he was gettin

g ready to come, too.

        With a grunt, Darla came. Her cunt exploded against her son’s mouth, the contractions 

burning through her. She groaned again writhing her cunt as hard as she could at hi sucking mo

uth. Johnny rammed his cock down almost choking his mother, but Darla grabbed the cheeks of hi

s ass tightly as his cock touched her throat, holding him there. His balls pressed at her nose

, and his asshole crinkled just above her eyes. She felt his cock throb, then tasted the cream

y juices as he spurted. Her  throat burned with the spewing come juice, and she gobbled hungri

ly. Her eyes were glazed, but she could see his asshole squeezing as he came. She held his pri

ck deep inside her mouth, taking his juices directly into her throat. She loved the way his co

ck jerked and throbbed when he came, her  tight at the base, those few hairs tickling them.

        Darla clung to her son until his cock began to soften in her mouth, her ass lowering t

o the bed. She lay beneath him, her legs wide open, her pussy pulsing gently now. Johnny reste

d his cheek on the soft mat of her cunt hair, his breaths burning her hip as he panted. She ke

pt his cock inside her mouth by wrapping her arms about his ass again.

        Johnny lifted his cock out of her mouth, and rolled onto his side, his face glistening

 with wetness, his eyes shining. "That’s a good way to wake up, Mother."

        "You don’t even have to wash your face." She grinned at him. "I washed it with my cunt

."

        "I’m hungry," he said.

        "You just ate, darling."

        "Pussy don’t fill me up, Mother," he said, poking at her ribs and jumping from the bed

 before she could grab him. "Cunt is nice to suck, but I need something else to eat."

        Darla pushed off the bed and nakedly went  to the kitchen. Johnny went into the bathro

om, and she heard him pissing. The sound of his piss hitting the water strangely excited her. 

She put on coffee, and set out his breakfast cereal, with milk. She placed bread in the toaste

r, and leaned at the sink as she waited.

        "You forgot to wash your face," she said when her son came in. "You’ve still got cunt 

juice all over it."

        "I’m gonna keep it there, too," Johnny laughed as he sat down at the table. "It might 

make my cereal taste better."

        "You’re a nut, you know that?" she gurgled happily, stepping to his side.



        "You’re a cunt," he said.

        "What?" Darla gasped. "Why do you say that?"

        "Because you are a cunt, Mother," he replied. "See, you’re a hot, hairy cunt." He poin

ted at her pussy.

        "Well, part of me is a cunt, I guess."

        "Best part, I’d say," he laughed, spooning cereal into his mouth.

        Darla poured coffee into a cup, leaning on the sink as she sipped it, looking at her s

on with a quizzical expression. Johnny was certainly different than the little boy of yesterda

y, she thought. She liked this change in him, this unabashed interest in her body.

        "Give a kid a piece of ass and right away a girl is a cunt," she said. Johnny kept eat

ing.

        It was crazy, she thought. A girl could be called a cunt in a nasty way, but if you ca

lled a guy a cock, he didn’t mind. But call him a prick, and he was ready to fight. And guys u

sed the term pussy to indicate some coward, some asshole. It didn’t make much sense to her.

        She finished her coffee, and felt the need to piss. She remained there at the sink, th

ough. She glanced at her son’s lap, and saw his cock starting to stand up. She grinned, feelin

g wonderful. That cock of his never stopped working, she thought with a tremor of desire.

        "What are you going to do with that thing?" she asked softly, indicating his cock.

        "Fuck you," he said, pushing his bowl away.

        "Oh? Just like that? Fuck me?" she asked, lifting her eyebrows.

        "Why not, Mother?"

        "Why not? Well . . . " She grinned wickedly, parting her feet on the floor. "I can’t t

hink of any reason why not."

        Johnny gazed at his mother’s bushy cunt, the pussy lips showing wetly through the soft

 strands of hair. He licked his  slowly.

        "Still hungry?" she whispered suggestively, her fingers pulling her cunt open, her cli

toris  pushing outward. "I have dessert for you, baby."

        Johnny stood, his cock stretching outward with hardness.

        "Ohhhh, I want that!" she squealed, her eyes hot. "Give it to mother, Johnny. Oh, yes,

 give mother that beautiful cock!"

        Johnny stepped toward her, and Darla grasped his prick, squeezing as she pulled the sm

ooth prickhead to her clitoris, crushing her clit flat against his piss hole. Johnny clung to 

his mother’s hips as she leaned against the sink, looking down at their connection.

        Darla lifted her right leg, bending her knee, holding it open. She pushed the head of 

his cock downward slightly, and made a hissing sound as his prick entered her cunt. Placing he

r hands on his shoulders, she purred.

        "Ooooh, fuck me, Johnny!"

        Johnny pushed his cock into his mother’s cunt, his penetration made easy because he wa

s shorter than her. Darla arched her cunt forward, balanced on one foot, gripping his shoulder

s, her eyes slitted with moist desire.

        "Hump me!" she cried. "Fuck my cunt!"



        Johnny, holding her hips, fucked his cock in and out of his mother’s cunt, making her 

gasp and gurgle in pleasure. Darla wiggled her ass, pushing forward to meet his cock with her 

cunt.

        The prickshaft scraped at her distended clitoris, making her tremble hotly. Her finger

nails dug into his shoulders as his cock fucked in and out. The way her pussy stretched felt w

onderful to her.

        "Suck my tits!" Darla squealed. "Oh, baby, suck mother’s tits and fuck that cunt! Oh, 

yes, suck my hot titties . . . fuck me and suck my titties, baby!"

        Johnny sucked a rigid nipple into his hot mouth, trying to swallow it into his throat.

 Darla moaned softly, wiggling her ass, hoping she wouldn’t fall to the floor before they came

. Johnny moved his hands past her hips, clutching her tightening asscheeks, jerking her cunt o

nto his cock. Darla groaned deep in her throat, wrapping one arm about his head, smashing her 

tit into his mouth.

        "Oooooh, baby, baby!" she whimpered. "Stab me . . . stab my cunt! Ahhh, Johnny, fuck m

e good and hard, baby! Ram that hard cock deep in mother’s cunt! Fuck my pussy, honey! Fuck mo

ther’s hot, wet cunt! Oooh, I can feel your cock so hard and hot up my cunt!"

        Her pussy gripped her son’s prick tightly. There was a squeezing action, a squeezing t

hat made Johnny moan with rapture. He cried out as his mouth left her tit.

        "Ohhhh, Mother! Ohhh, your cunt is . . .

        ahhh, your cunt is so fucking tight!"

        "Fuck my tight cunt!"

        Darla humped her ass back and forth with him, wrapping her uplifted leg about his wais

t.

        "Fuck me quick, Johnny! Ohhh, shit, I don’t want to fall on my fucking ass before you 

come in me! Fuck me fast, baby!"   She was clinging to his shoulders again as his cock darted 

back and forth, fucking into her pussy with wet sounds. Johnny was leaning back, watching her 

hairy cunt jerk back and forth. He was gritting his teeth as his balls swelled tightly.

        Darla’s cunt raged with wet greed. The hairy  closed about her son’s cock, then expand

ed, only to close again. Her clitoris felt as if the heat of his hard prick was blistering her

. She shook her naked ass while she trembled. If she had not been pushed against the sink, the

re was no way she would have been able to maintain her balance.

        She rammed her mouth down onto her son’s, her  sucking as she darted her tongue past h

is teeth. Johnny, his hips slamming back and forth, sucked at his mother’s tongue, gasping aga

inst her mouth. As she pulled her tongue into her own mouth, his followed. With a wild cry  Wi

th a sob, she jerked her mouth off his tongue.

        "Ooooh, I’m about to come, Johnny!" Johnny moaned.

        "Ooooh, my cunt, baby! Make mother come! Ooohhh, push that sweet, hard cock up mother’

s cunt! I’m going to come! Ohhh, God, I’m going to come!"

        Darla’s pussy convulsed about her son’s buried cock. Johnny could hardly manage to pul

l it back, and then he fucked forward as hard as she could. Darla screamed as her throbbing cl

it was smashed at the base of his prick. The spasms tightened unbearably as her orgasm turned 

almost painful, but a very delicious kind of pain.

        "Do it!" she screamed. "Do it! Come in me! Fill mother’s cunt with your hot come juice

! Come in my fucking pussy, baby!"

        With a grunt, Johnny came, his cock spurting hotly into his mother’s gripping cunt. Da

rla strained her hairy pussy on his prick, feeling the scalding wetness spray deeply with each

 throb of his prick. Her leg was shaking violently, and her other leg slid down his body until

 her foot touched the floor. His cock slipped out of her cunt, and a hot spurt of come juice s



plattered the thick curls of her soft pussy hair.

        "Ooohhh!" Darla sobbed, and ran her hand  through it, smearing his come juice into her

 cunt hair as her son dropped into the chair, his bare chest heaving up and down.

        "I didn’t mean to come on you that way, Mother."

        Darla grinned wickedly, lifting her fingers and looking at the wet come juice.

        "I don’t mind," she said, and licked her fingers. "As long as I can make you come, I d

on’t care where it is."

        

CHAPTER SIX

        They strolled through the shopping center, hand in hand.

        Darla was fresh from her bath, and her son had showered. She smelled good, and it amus

ed her that Johnny leaned close and sniffed every so often.

        She wore a lovely cotton skirt and blouse, heels on her feet. Her hair shined and boun

ced, and her eyes sparkled. She loved walking along and looking at the window displays with he

r  i J?

        son’s hand in hers. She had tried to get him into pants and shirt, but he had refused.

 Jeans and t-shirt were the uniform, and that was what he insisted on wearing. She wanted to t

hrow his dirty old sneakers away and make him wear boots, but Johnny would have none of that, 

either.

        They stopped for something cold to drink and it was then Darla realized she had to pis

s. That was usually the first thing she did in the mornings, take a piss. But this morning she

 had found her face in her son’s ass, and pissing had to wait. Now, she had waited too long, a

nd she was almost in pain.

        "There must be a restroom around here," she said, looking up and down the air-conditio

ned mall.

        "You gotta piss, Mother?"

        "Very badly," she said, tightening her thighs.

        Johnny was looking at her with bright eyes, a small smile on his young face.

        "It’s not funny," she said. "I really have to go."

        "I know it’s not funny, Mother," he said. "I was thinking about something else, not ho

w you feel."

        "Hey, guy." She flashed a smile. "No secrets, remember?" 

        "Right, no secrets."

        "Well?" she asked. "What’s making you smile that way?" 

        "Just thinking, Mother." He grinned. "Come on, tell me."

        Johnny stood up. "I’ll help you find a place."

        Taking her son’s hand, they walked down the mall. Darla peered into every doorway, sea

rching almost frantically for a restroom now. She was trying to squeeze her cunt, afraid she w

ould embarrass herself by pissing down her thighs.

        Reaching an exit, Johnny led her from the mall. Darla paid no attention as her son pul

led her down a narrow alley. She squeezed his hand, almost in tears with need. She glanced abo

ut frantically, and pushed her hand at her pussy.



        "I have to go!" she gasped.

        A dribble of piss came from her pussy, a quick one, but enough to soak her panties. "O

hhh, damn, damn! I’m gonna piss in my fucking panties if we don’t-"  "Here, Mother," Johnny sa

id, pushing her between two commercial trash containers.

        "I can’t piss here!" she said, looking around fearfully. "Someone might come out one o

f those doors and see me."

        "You gotta go, you gotta go."

        Darla had no choice.

        She hurriedly jerked her cotton skirt to her waist and squatted, her knees open. She s

tarted  to pull the crotch of her panties away from her pussy, but began to piss before she co

uld.

        "Oh, this is embarrassing," she whispered. "I’m pissing in my panties and I can’t stop

 it."

        "I can see," Johnny said, his eyes staring.

        He watched the golden piss spewing from the crotch of her panties, making her inner th

ighs wet. Frantic, she clawed her panties to one side, her hairy cunt now exposed. A strong st

ream of golden piss hissed onto the ground. Johnny’s cock hardened inside his pants. He let hi

s cock out.

        "Oh, don’t do that here, baby!" she gasped, seeing his cock before her face. "It’s bad

 enough someone might see me."

        "Suck it, Mother!" he urged, pushing his cock against her lips.

        "Not here!"

        "Suck my cock!" he demanded, grabbing the back of her head with one hand, the other ho

lding his cock at the base. He rubbed the wet, swollen prickhead against her . "Come on, Mothe

r, suck me off right here!"

        With a groan, Darla opened her  and let her son fuck his cock into her mouth. The hiss

ing sound of piss stopped as she began to suck at his cock. She closed her eyes as she squatte

d there, her mouth full of her son’s cock. It made her feel deliriously lewd, and she lifted h

er  hands to his hips, sucking hard as he fucked his cock back and forth.

        "Nice, Mother!" Johnny moaned. "Very nice. Suck hard, Mother! Oooooh, your mouth feels

 so good on my cock!"

        Darla forgot about their exposed position and dug her hands into her son’s hips, sucki

ng greedily at his throbbing prick. She darted her face back and forth, her  tight as they gli

ded along the throbbing, deliriously hard cockshaft. She swirled her tongue about his piss hol

e, licking up the seeping sweetness. She mewled softly and writhed her ass, feeling her clitor

is bulge as her pussy  clamped. She dug at his hips, jerking him forward as she rammed her mou

th onto his prick, sucking with wild hunger now. She made wet sounds. Her pussy was twitching 

hotly. The crotch of her panties slipped back over her hairy pussy and was drawn into the slit

.

        "Mmmmm," she mewled, lovingly sliding her lips along his cock. The taste seemed to be 

enhanced because of where they were.

        Somewhere down the alley, a door slammed shut, but Darla didn’t care now. She sucked f

iercely on her son’s prick, devouring it with gleeful pleasure. She twisted her mouth around. 

Her hair danced on her shoulders. Her eyes opened and closed. She moved her hands off his hips

 and cupped the cheeks of his ass. The  roughness of his open pants scraped her sensitive lips

, but she felt only ecstasy. Being outside in such an exposed position, the sun hot on her hea

d, made Darla feel more erotic than she thought possible. Her son’s cock tasted better, harder



, hotter, longer.

        "Ohhh, suck me, Mother!" Johnny groaned. "Suck me off! Suck my cock with your hot, wet

 cocksucking mouth! Oooo, it feels so fucking good, Mother! I’m gonna come down your fucking t

hroat, Mother! I’m gonna come so much . . . right down your cocksucking throat!"

        Darla sobbed with rapture, listening to his lewd words sliding her  in a frenzy on his

 prick. She wanted him to come a lot, to squirt very much in her mouth. She wanted the hot tas

te of his come juice boiling across her tongue and down her throat.

        "Mmmmm! Ohhhhmmmm!" she mouthed about his cock.

        "Get ready, Mother!" Johnny groaned, squirming excitedly as he held her head and fucke

d her sucking mouth! "I’m about to fill your fucking mouth with come juice, Mother!"

        "Ahhhmmmm!" she urged, gobbling frantically.

        "Now! Ohhh, now, Mother!"

        The creamy fuck juice spewed into her  mouth, squirting so powerfully that slime dripp

ed from the corners of her lips. Darla gulped wetly, swallowing as fast as she could, her cunt

 burning, swelling, her clitoris knotting. She groaned with wet sounds as her throat worked, a

nd still come juice dripped out of her mouth and onto her chin.

        "Ohhh, it’s good!" Johnny cried.

        Darla clung to his cock, her tongue whipping about his piss hole as the flow of come j

uice stopped. She rammed her mouth back and forth, wanting more, her cunt on fire but not comi

ng.

        But Johnny pulled away, his cock drooping.

        "Oh, I didn’t come!" Darla complained, shoving a hand to her cunt and rubbing in a fre

nzy. "I didn’t come, darling!"

        Johnny stepped back a foot or so, watching his mother rub at her pantied cunt furiousl

y. Since they were soaked with piss, her hand made liquid sounds. He grinned.

        "You look good, Mother," he said.

        "I want to come!" Darla almost screamed, her eyes wild. "I have to come, Johnny! Ohhh,

 God, my cunt is burning!"

        Johnny lifted his soft cock, and, before Darla knew what he was up to, he sent a long 

stream of piss over her hand. She gasped as the hot piss splashed against the back of her hand

 crushed  against her cunt. She traced the path of his piss, from the head of his cock to her 

hand, watching the golden stream with hot eyes. With a cry, she pulled her hand away, and felt

 her son piss right onto her covered cunt. She lifted her head, eyes closed and her expression

 showing ecstasy. Darla, too, began pissing, right through her thin panties. The feel of her s

on’s piss on her cunt and pissing with him was doing it-making her pussy bubble.  "Oohhh, baby

!" she moaned. "It’s going to happen now!"

        She stretched her knees as far apart as she could, lifting her cunt at a higher angle.

 Her eyes opened, then closed. Her stream of piss stopped suddenly as her cunt contracted with

 orgasm.

        "Ohhh, my God! I’m coming so fucking hard, Johnny!" she gasped. "God, is my cunt comin

g! Oh, baby, piss on it! Piss on my cunt and make me come hard!"

        The stream of her son’s piss started to weaken. Darla moaned, her pussy clenching with

 orgasm. Before she knew what she was doing, she had shoved her face toward her son’s cock aga

in. She pushed her  at the head of his cock, feeling the hot piss spray over them. She whimper

ed with unbelievable pleasure. Johnny was not pissing so hard that his pee wet her dress, and 

she held her lips there until he  stopped pissing. Then Darla darted her tongue at his cock, l

icking up the drops of hot piss.



        "Oh, my God!" she gasped, pulling her head back and looking around frantically again a

s her son laughed. "This is insane, baby! We must be crazy!"

        "Why, because I pissed on your cunt, Mother? It made you come, didn’t it?"

        "Not that. I mean here . . . out here in the open!"

        "Fuck it," he said, stuffing his cock into his pants and pulling up his zipper.

        "That’s easy for you to say," she said, standing up, "but I’m the one with wet panties

. Damn, I can feel piss on my thighs."

        "We can get to the car without anyone seeing us," Johnny said, motioning toward the pa

rking lot.

        Darla had been so frantic to piss, she had not really noticed how close they had been 

to the area. Taking her son’s hand, she began to walk swiftly, her eyes darting around fearful

ly. "I hope no one sees me," she said. "I can feel piss running into my shoes now."

        Johnny looked, and giggled.

        "I think it’s nice, Mother."

        "You would," she replied. "I’m the one with piss all over, not you." She jumped into t

he car quickly, waiting impatiently for her son to climb  in. She turned to him. "That wasn’t 

nice, you know." 

        "What wasn’t nice?"

        "Taking advantage of me back there. You knew how hot I was, how I get when my cunt sta

rts boiling."

        "Well, I had to piss, too, Mother," he said innocently.

        "Sure, on my cunt!"

        He giggled. "You liked it."

        Darla gripped the steering wheel. Then she started to giggle, too. "You better believe

 I liked it!" She writhed her piss-wet ass on the seat. "I like it now, sitting in these wet p

anties. But you just wait! I’m going to get you for that, smartass!"

        "Promises, promises," Johnny laughed as she drove home.

        In the house, Darla peeled her dress off. Her bikini panties were soaked, and they fel

t good on her body. She kicked her heels off and twisted her hips lewdly as her son watched. S

he peeled the waist of her panties down just far enough to expose the soft hair of her pussy, 

the cheeks of her ass showing. She prepared them a light, late lunch, dressed that way, watchi

ng her son.

        When his cock got hard, she grinned. "Now that you’re hard, what do you think you’re  

going to do with it?"

        "What I always do with a hard-on-fuck you, Mother."

        "Want to bet?" she said, her eyes burning.

        Johnny didn’t understand her. "But Mother ... I thought you liked my cock!"

        "I told you I was going to get you for pissing on me, didn’t I?"

        "Aw, Mother," he said. "That was just fucking around, playing, you know."

        Darla stripped her piss-wet panties from her hips, and started advancing toward her so



n, holding them. Johnny’s eyes widened, and he backed away.

        "Aw, don’t do that, Mother!" he said. "Come on, Mother. It was just in fun!"

        "So is this!" she said, grabbing his arm and pulling him toward her. She shoved her pi

ssy panties into his face, smearing them about.

        Johnny sputtered, but Darla, laughing, stuffed the crotch of her panties into his mout

h, holding them there. Johnny’s eyes bulged as he tasted piss, and he stopped struggling. She 

was too strong for him, anyway.

        Johnny sucked, tasting piss. Darla watched, her eyes glowing with a bright light. When

 she moved her hand, her panties stayed inside his mouth, dangling downward.

        While her son held her wet panties in his  mouth, she opened his jeans and shoved them

 down. His cock was lifting up with hardness. She closed her fist around his prick, squeezing.

        She stroked his cock while on her knees, looking up as her son sucked at her panties.

        "Suck the piss out of my panties, Johnny," she purred hotly, "and I’ll jack you off. I

 might let you fuck me if you suck all the piss out of them."

        Johnny sucked greedily, his eyes hot as he looked down at her.

        "You like it?" she asked softly.

        Johnny nodded his head.

        "Then why don’t you he down on the floor for me," she whispered.

        Johnny sank to the floor, her panties still in his mouth. He lay back, dressed in his 

t-shirt, his pants at his ankles, his sneakers still on. Darla knelt at his side, pumping on h

is cock for a while. Then she straddled him, sliding her knees up to his hips. Turning his coc

k loose, she pulled the hairy  of her cunt open.

        And she pissed over her son’s cock.

        "Mother!" Johnny gasped, jerking the panties out of his mouth and looking down.

        "I told you I’d get you!" she laughed, pissing a strong stream onto his cock and balls

. "How do you like it? I’m going to piss on your fucking cock and balls, Johnny!"

        "Ahhh, Mother!"

        Darla twisted her naked ass and sent a stream of piss over his tight balls. She leaned

 over and picked up her panties, twisting them inside out and then pressing the crotch to her 

son’s mouth.

        "Suck them, baby," she hissed hotly. "Suck on mother’s pretty panties. I’m pissing all

 over your hard cock!" 

        "Ohhh, Mother!" Johnny yelped. His prick gushed, sending hot spurts of come juice from

 the piss hole. Darla cried with pleasure as the come juice splashed upon her cunt, and she ke

pt pissing over his cock as her son spurted . . .

        

CHAPTER SEVEN

        Sitting on the couch with Johnny in her arms, Darla paid no attention to the televisio

n. It was an old movie, one she had seen before, but one her son was interested in.

        She thought of straddling him and pissing over his cock and balls, causing him to come

 very hard. It didn’t surprise her that he had come. He had squirted so very much, drenching h

er cunt and the inner surfaces of her thighs with that hot juice. Johnny had not been embarras

sed  about it. He had laughed with her as they later showered, washing and playing with each o



ther.

        She had accepted her own excitement when pissing while squatting between the two trash

 containers, and she accepted with pleasure the hot feel when he had pissed over the crotch of

 her panties and hand. Some might consider her a bit odd, she knew, but she wasn’t concerned w

ith the opinions of others. Her concerns were with herself, her son, and what pleasures they c

ould give each other.

        Hugging him tightly, she shifted her body on the couch, bringing her feet up and openi

ng her legs to fit him between them. She had to pull her robe open, but that was fine. She hel

d his back against her tits and her warm thighs along his hips. Johnny wore jockey shorts, but

 she didn’t mind. It excited her to see the sweet bulge in his shorts. At times it was more ex

citing to see him in shorts than to see him totally naked. As she held his bare back against h

er naked tits, her arms over his shoulders, with him watching television, she watched his crot

ch. Squeezing his body with her thighs, she began to caress softly about his chest, playing wi

th his tiny nipples. She was rewarded with a swelling of his cock.

        Sliding one hand down his chest and over his stomach, she placed her palm on top of hi

s cock  and squeezed, making Johnny moan softly. She closed her fingers about his cock, feelin

g it through the shorts, and began to jack him. She kissed the top of his head tenderly, her e

yes watching her hand and his cock. The head was outlined against the tight fabric, and gettin

g moist where his piss hole was. Cupping his balls, she gently squeezed them, her other hand s

liding down now. Slipping a hand into the elastic waistband of his shorts, she stroked his coc

k and played with his balls. When Johnny started squirming, she pushed his shorts below his co

ck and balls, and fondled him, watching the head of his cock bulge.

        "Mmmmm, that’s a beautiful hard-on, Johnny," she whispered with her lips on the top of

 his head. "If it was my hard-on, I bet I could think of something to do besides watch that du

mb old movie."

        Johnny turned and lifted his head, grinning at his mother. "I could watch television w

hile you give me a blow job, Mother."

        "Sure you could," she giggled, squeezing bit cock hard. "That would show where your in

terest was, right? I wouldn’t be a very good cocksucker if I couldn’t take your mind off that 

fucking screen."

        Johnny sat up. "Try it, Mother."

        "You’re just after a blow job," she grinned,  Johnny scooted his ass to the edge of th

e couch, his cock shoved back into his shorts, but sticking up with hardness. Darla gazed and 

slipped to her knees before him. Johnny stared at the television as she moved between his legs

, closing her fist about his cock and pressing downward. His shorts clung to the swollen prick

head, a wet spot seeping through the material. Darla lowered her face, licking her tongue over

 the wetness of his shorts. Johnny sat with his hands relaxed at his hips, his eyes gazing at 

the television as if totally unaware of what his mother was doing.

        Darla grinned to herself, closing her lips about the head of his cock. The material of

 his shorts was rough against her tender , but she sucked, drawing the juices into her mouth. 

She pressed hard at the base, making his cock throb. Lifting her mouth off his cock, she pushe

d her face into his crotch, nuzzling him and purring happily. The hot feel of her son’s crotch

 in her face always felt good to her. She kissed along his thighs, her tongue flicking, tastin

g the flesh along the edge of his shorts.

        When he didn’t respond, she closed her hot mouth over his covered balls, sucking them 

through his shorts. Her eyes flashed up at him, watching with amusement as her son strived to 

keep his eyes on the television set. She sucked  his balls inside his shorts until they were w

et, then she lifted her face and ran her tongue about the wet place where his cock pushed upwa

rd.

        "Okay, you little fart." She grinned, pulling his shorts down. Removing them from his 

feet, she pushed his knees wide. Lifting her shoulders, she moved her naked tits forward, and 

closed them about his cock. Squeezing her tits tightly, she moved up and down, rubbing her son

’s cock. The prickhead poked at her chin and neck, leaving her flesh slippery with dripping fu

ck juices. "I’ll just jack you off with my titties. I’ll have this hard cock squirting in no t



ime."

        She felt his body trembling, responding. She giggled as she slipped her tight tits up 

and down his cock, his balls warm between them. The heat of his throbbing cock between her tit

s made her cunt grow wetter. She dipped her face down, and kissed the head of his cock as she 

shoved her tits downward. Her tongue darted and licked at his seeping piss hole, but Johnny fo

ught the excitement in his young balls.

        "Damn you, move!" Darla hissed, pulling back and dropping her face. She grabbed his ha

rd cock with her lips, and raced them up and down his cock, sucking hard.

        "Ahhh," Johnny moaned.

        "Mmmmm," she whimpered, her eyes flashing with triumph. Pulling her mouth up, she  sai

d: "That got your attention, didn’t it?"

        "I wanna see the movie," he said.

        "Bullshit!" she giggled. "Not with this hard-on, you don’t."

        She pumped his cock with a tight fist, her tongue swirling in hot circles on the swoll

en prickhead. "You want a blow job or a fuck or something, not that stupid movie."

        Johnny laughed, his attention fully on his mother now. "You win. I guess a guy can nev

er relax and watch television around here."

        "Not when that guy has a hard-on," she murmured, pressing his cock against her cheek, 

holding with her palm, her eyes starting to glaze with pleasure. "All you have to do is tell m

e where you want it, and you got it, darling."

        "Since I have a hard-on ..." He pretended to study on it a moment.

        Darla pulled his balls playfully. "I have so many nice places, and you can’t decide?"

        "Well, how about pussy?"

        "Ah, you like mother’s cunt, do you?"

        "It’s as good as anyplace else."

        "I’m going to knock your balls loose!" she said, but there was laughter in her voice. 

"As good as anyplace else, my ass!"

        "Your hot ass, Mother."

        "Is there any other kind of ass?" she asked, sliding onto the couch and opening her le

gs.

        "Come on, honey . . . mother’s cunt is waiting."

        Johnny slipped to his knees between her thighs. He stroked her satiny flesh, toyed wit

h the soft hair of her cunt. Darla purred and twisted her naked ass, and Johnny leaned down, k

issing her cunt, his tongue licking at the swollen, hair-framed , and tickled her clitoris.

        "Oooh, nice, baby," she murmured softly, watching his face press into her pussy. "You’

re very good looking with a cunt in your face, did you know that?"

        "Fuck you," Johnny replied into her pussy.

        "That’s what I’m trying to do, get fucked."

        Johnny darted his tongue into his mother’s cunt.

        Darla squealed and shoved her pussy hard into his face. His hands cupped her ass as he

 buried his mouth tightly upon her juicy cunt, sucking hard. She twisted her crotch at his mou



th, her eyes slitted as she curled her fingers around her swollen tits, watching him. His tong

ue plunged between the wet, hot  of her cunt like a cock, thrusting in and out. Darla whipped 

her naked ass up and down, grinding at her son’s face, crying out with ecstasy.

        When he lifted his mouth to her inflamed clitoris and began sucking it, Darla gasped, 

a  jolt of pleasure flooding her body. She pushed her cunt hard into his mouth, twisting her s

tiff nipples. Johnny squeezed his mother’s grinding, clenching ass tightly.

        "Oooo, baby!" Darla sobbed, humping her cunt at his face. "God, that’s so good! Suck i

t, Johnny! Ohhh, yes, suck mother’s cunt! Mmmmm, lick me right there! Ahhh, you’ll make me com

e fast this way, Johnny!"

        His tongue sliced about her distended clitoris, his  smashed around it, sucking. He du

g his fingers into her firm ass, lifting her crotch to his face. Darla whimpered and gasped as

 searing rapture burned through her body. The lower cheeks of her ass were now wet with the dr

ipping juices of her pussy.

        Darla shoved her hands down her trembling stomach, her fingers in the soft hair of her

 cunt. She pulled the puffy  of her pussy wide open for his mouth. "Eat me! Suck my pussy! Ohh

h, Johnny, tongue-fuck mother in the cunt! God, you’ll make me come so fucking hard ... if you

 give me a nice tongue-fuck!"

        Johnny ran his tongue into her pussy, sliding it along the satiny walls. He darted his

 tongue back and forth, using it like a cock, fucking his mother. Darla whipped her ass about,

 gasping with ecstasy. She clawed at her fiery cunt, trying to open her pussy farther than pos

sible,  wanting his tongue to drive deep. She hunched her cunt up and down, and Johnny stuck h

is tongue out as far as he could.

        "Oooo, I’m going to fuck your tongue!" Darla cried. "Mother is going to fuck that tong

ue with her hot, wet cunt! I’m going to fuck it like I fuck your hard cock!"

        She came.

        A soft scream came from her throat as her orgasm burst. She rammed her cunt into her s

on’s face brutally. "Ohhh, shit! I’m coming too fast!"

        Johnny pushed his tongue past the contracting  of his mother’s pussy, holding deep as 

she came, feeling her cunt suck his tongue. He held her ass tightly, feeling her tremble with 

wild rapture. Darla pressed into his mouth hard and, when the spasms receded, lowered her ass.

 Her hands fell away from her cunt to her sides.

        "It was too fast, Johnny," she breathed, "I wanted it to last longer! I wanted you to 

suck my cunt for a long time."

        His face glistened wetly as he raised up. Darla leaned forward and cupped his cheeks, 

ramming her mouth onto his, kissing him hotly, tasting the juices of her cunt on his mouth. Sh

e darted her tongue past his  a few times, then leaned back on the couch.

        "Fuck me," she hissed. "Johnny, ram your  cock up mother’s cunt! Fuck me now, baby!"

        Johnny’s cock was rigid, swaying about. He placed his hands on her hips and touched th

e swollen head of his cock to the hairy cunt of his mother. Darla gasped as he pushed, her pus

sy stretching in that sweet, wonderful way as his cock entered.

        "Ohhh, yes, yes!" she moaned as his cock fucked into her pussy.

        Johnny held his prick deep awhile, feeling his mother’s juicy cunt flex about. Darla s

lipped her hands beneath her ass and pulled open her asscheeks, feeling his young balls press 

against her asshole.

        "Ram it to me!" she demanded in a hot voice. "Fuck me, Johnny! Fuck me hard. Make me f

eel your balls bounce off my hot asshole!"

        Johnny clutched his mother’s swinging hips and began fucking back and forth, running h

is cock in and out of her gripping pussy. His balls beat against her asshole, and Darla closed



 her eyes to savor the wild, exciting sensations. The hard way he fucked her almost bruised th

e tender  of her cunt, but she didn’t mind. She didn’t mind if he bruised her pussy, her mouth

, her tits, her asshole. He could fuck her as hard and fast as he wanted, and she would help h

im I all the way.

        His cock felt very slick and long inside her  pussy. She could feel the wonderful thro

bbing of his prick with the sensitive  of her hungry cunt, could feel her clitoris being crush

ed along the hard cockshaft. She released the cheek of her ass and clutched at his swinging ba

lls.

        Johnny fucked hard into his mother’s cunt, watching her tits ripple from the force. He

 moved his hands up to them, squeezing the firm flesh and pulling at her swollen nipples. Darl

a hissed and gasped, churning her ass frantically in timed motions with his stabbing cock.

        "Oh, Mother!" Johnny gasped. "You’re so wet and hot, Mother! Your cunt is gonna burn m

y fucking cock off!"

        "Yes, baby, yes!" she wailed. "My cunt will eat your cock up! Fuck it, Johnny! Ohhh, G

od, baby . . . fuck the piss out of mother’s cunt!"

        Darla pulled her knees up and back, her arms coming past her hips to hold them at her 

shoulders. Her ass lifted, her cunt opening for his cock. She arched and churned with him. His

 cock drove the air from her lungs with sweet, wonderful, powerful thrusts. The wet sounds of 

his cock smacking against her fiery pussy excited her tremendously. Johnny was actually pullin

g his cock from her pussy, all the way out, then plunging back in. The sensation of this made 

her mind spin with wild pleasure.

        "You’ll make me come again!" she squealed.

        m  "Ooooh, that hard cock in my cunt will make me come again!"

        Johnny gasped as he rammed deeply. "Your cunt is gonna make me come, Mother! Oooo, shi

t, it’s so fucking hot and wet!"

        "I want to feel you come in it!"

        "I’ll shoot a fucking gallon in your hot cunt, Mother!"

        "Oh, please . . . two gallons!"

        "You like my come juice, Mother!"

        "I love your hot come juice!"

        "In your cunt!"

        "In my cunt, in my ass, in my mouth ... all over my naked, fucking body!"

        "I’m gonna fill your cunt!"

        "Yes! Ohhh, God, come in mother’s cunt!"

        Johnny’s naked ass bounced back and forth, swiftly. His shorts were pushed halfway to 

his knees. His cock swelled with an almost painful hardness as his mother’s cunt clutched. He 

lifted his face, gritting his teeth.

        "Ohhh, come!" Darla cried. "My cunt . . . mother’s cunt, is . . . ohhhhh, I’m coming n

ow, baby! Again . . . coming again!"

        With a screech, Darla came. Her cunt grabbed her son’s cock with flexing, wet tightnes

s. Johnny groaned with the exquisite sensation, and his cock gushed. The hot come juice splash

ed along the walls of her overheated,  convulsing cunt, making Darla come harder yet. She stra

ined her pussy onto his spurting prick as he pressed hard. Her body shuddered as he clung to h

er tits.



        "I can’t believe it’s getting better," she said a few moments later.

        Johnny was slumped, still on his knees, his cock soft and resting just inside the  of 

his mother’s cunt. He could feel her pussy pulsate just around the prickhead.

        "It seems to be, Mother," he agreed.

        "Better and better," she mewled, sliding her hands up and down his bare chest and stom

ach, her eyes glittering. "Every time we fuck, I seem to come harder and longer and more often

."

        "Does that mean I’m a good fuck, Mother?" he giggled.

        "You’re a good anything," she replied. "You’re a good fuck, a damn good cunt licker, a

nd . . . you’re just wonderful, Johnny!"

        "I bet you wouldn’t think I was so wonderful if I pissed in your pussy right now."

        Darla’s breath caught. "Would you?"

        He nodded.

        "Oh, do it!"

        "Really? You want me to piss in your cunt, Mother?"

        "Yes, baby," she whimpered hoarsely. "I want to feel you piss in my cunt. Do it, honey

."

        She held still, hardly breathing, waiting to feel his hot piss spurt into her cunt. Jo

hnny still held her tits with his hands, and only the head of his soft cock was inside her pus

sy now. It didn’t take much of an effort.

        "Ooooh, my God!" Darla gasped, her eyes opening as she felt the hot stream of her son’

s piss splashing into her pussy. "I feel it, Johnny! I can feel you pissing in my cunt! It’s h

ot, baby!"

        Johnny squeezed his muscles, sending squirt after squirt of hot piss into his mother’s

 pussy. Darla giggled as her cunt filled and overflowed, his hot piss running out of it and ov

er her ass, then to the floor. The harder he pissed into her cunt, the better she liked it.

        "Ooooh, you can make me come again, pissing in my pussy!"

        Hardly had the words left her mouth when Darla experienced another orgasm.

        It wasn’t a strong orgasm, but still felt very good.

        "Ooooh, piss in me!" she gasped. "Piss in mother’s cunt, baby! It feels good, very goo

d! Ahhhhh, so hot . . . and it splashed into my cunt . . . real deep inside my cunt."

        She wiggled her ass slightly, and her son’s cock slipped from her pussy. Johnny lifted

 and pissed a golden stream on the thick curls of her  cunt. The hair became soaked and matted

, and he sent the stream over her clitoris and along the  of her pussy.

        "Mmmmm, I can learn to like this," she purred. "Oh, my, yes! It wouldn’t take much for

 me to love being pissed on ... by you!"

        CHAPTER EIGHT

        Darla felt very wicked.

        It was a good feeling, a very good feeling. She had wanted to be wicked for many years

, experience the things a woman and man could do with each other. Why she wanted this she coul

dn’t say. But the urge to do them were strong.



        She wondered, fleetingly, if these desires would have been as strong with someone othe

r than her son. Years ago, she had sensed the  change coming over her, the time, she realized,

 when a simple fuck was not enough to satisfy her.

        But with Johnny, even a quick fuck wasn’t boring. She could fuck him day and night, sh

e felt, or suck on his cock, soft or hard. She loved the feel, the taste, of his cock in her m

outh, and she loved it best of all when he spurted that delicious come juice into her body. An

d taking his cock up her ass . . . she would never have dreamed that that could be so exquisit

e, that it would make her come so strongly.

        But the biggest surprise of all was being pissed on, and in, by her son.

        The feel of his hot piss raining over her cunt could send her into a high pitch of ecs

tasy. There was something very, very wicked about letting Johnny piss over her cunt and in her

 cunt. Maybe it was that sense of wickedness that made it feel so good. She didn’t know.

        Curious, Darla closed herself up inside her bathroom. She stretched a pair of nylon pa

nties onto her pussy and sat on the toilet, pissing through them, feeling her own piss by rubb

ing at her crotch. It felt good, but not nearly as good as her son pissing on her cunt. Then s

he placed a small mirror on the floor, squatting over it to watch herself piss, but that didn’

t work very well. As soon as the mirror was covered  in piss, she couldn’t see her cunt. She e

ven went so far as to lick her piss-wet hand, to taste it, but that didn’t taste as good as wh

en she had tasted her son’s piss between those trash containers.

        She wondered if Johnny would enjoy the taste of her piss.

        She dressed after her bath and went to search for him. She remembered how he had come 

on her cunt when she pissed over him, and with a wanton smile on her face, she decided to try 

something on him.

        Johnny was in the living room, sprawled out on his back and reading comic books. She s

tood and looked at him, feeling her heart swell with love. Even if they weren’t fucking, even 

if she wasn’t getting the greatest satisfaction of her life, she would love him so very much.

        Johnny was wearing a pair of jogging shorts, and his legs were parted. It pleased her 

when she saw he was naked under them. She could see the head of his cock, just barely, and tha

t was enough to start her clit to swell and knot. She felt her nipples stiffen and press at he

r dress, and her cunt began to turn moist quickly. She snaked in quietly, and poked a toe insi

de the legs of his shorts.

        "Hi, Mother," he said, looking up at her over his comic book.

        "Is that all I get, a ’hi, mother’ ?" she asked. "And after I bathed and got clean and

 smell so delicious for you?"

        "For me?"

        "It’s always for you," she said softly, moving toward his head.

        Johnny peered up her dress. "You’re wearing panties," he said, pouting. "Why? I though

t you liked being naked."  "Playing with panties can be fun, can’t it?"

        "If they’re sexy panties."

        She pulled her skirt away from her body. "Are these sexy?"

        Johnny saw the tight panties, hugging her hips. They were a red color, with black lace

. He nodded his head. "Pretty, Mother."

        "They look better up close."

        She straddled his chest and bent her knees, squatting above him. She pulled her skirt 

to her waist, and Johnny stared hotly at her crotch. He could see the outline of her pussy hai

r, the moistness where the panties pulled slightly into her pussy slit.



        "Kiss my panties," she whispered.

        Johnny lifted his head and kissed her crotch. "Mmmmm, you smell good, Mother."

        "That’s my panty perfume," she whispered, "but mostly it’s just my cunt."

        "Then your cunt smells good," he said, pressing  his face into her crotch and breathin

g deeply. "I like it."

        "You just like pussy," she mewled, wiggling at his face. "You just like cunt."

        "Anything wrong with that?" he asked, his lips brushing her panties.

        "Nothing that I know of," she purred.

        Darla inched her feet upward, and as Johnny lay his head back on the floor, her cunt h

overed above his face. She held her knees wide, looking down at him, her eyes glazed with what

 she was going to do to him.

        "Did you like it when I pissed on your cock, darling?" she asked in a low voice. "When

 I piss all over your cock and balls?"

        He nodded his head, enjoying the moist heat of her pussy only an inch or so above his 

face. He ran his hands about her slender thighs, touching the lace of her panties with his fin

gers. His cock was swelling inside his jogging shorts, the head sliding out of one leg.

        "It made me come hard, didn’t it?" he giggled.

        "Yes, all over my cunt and legs."

        She felt her pulse pound as she looked down at him. She wasn’t going to tell him, but 

surprise him. She brushed her pantied cunt along his lips lightly.

        She let a little hot piss dribble from her cunt,  just enough to soak through her pant

ies. Again she rubbed her crotch at his face, and Johnny didn’t say anything. Lifting her cunt

 a few inches, she let herself piss just enough so it seeped through the crotch of her panties

. She watched it drop onto her son’s nose, and still Johnny was quiet. His eyes were big and h

ot, but he didn’t speak.

        Darla squirted into her panties, hot piss spraying along the stretched crotch. The onl

y sound her son made was a low moan.

        "Ohhhh, baby!" Darla cried with pleasure. "You don’t mind! You don’t care if I piss in

 your face!"

        She pissed hard, the golden liquid flowing out of her panties and across her son’s fac

e. Johnny’s hands were cupping the cheeks of her ass. His cock was fully extended from his jog

ging shorts, throbbing and jerking.

        "Ohhh, watch this!" Darla squealed, pulling the tight crotch of her shorts away from h

er cunt. She started pissing again, the hot stream splashing across her son’s . Johnny tremble

d and dipped his tongue past his . "Ohhh, right on your tongue, baby! Mother is pissing on you

r tongue!"

        Johnny moaned.

        "Open your mouth!" Darla hissed. "Open your cunt-licking mouth!"

        Johnny parted his . "Ohhhh, I’m pissing in your fucking mouth, Johnny!"

        Johnny opened his lips wide, feeling his mother’s hot piss splash at his throat. His m

outh filled and overflowed, and Darla stared as his face glistened with her piss. She slipped 

her hands behind her son’s head, and lifted it. Johnny kept his mouth open as she pulled it to

 her cunt. She held her piss back until she felt his open mouth on her pussy, and then she beg

an to squirt quick, rapid bursts of piss into his mouth. Johnny gurgled, his throat working, s



wallowing his mother’s piss.

        "Ahhh, darling! Drink it . . . drink mother’s piss!" Darla moaned with perverse excite

ment. "Drink my piss . . . right out of my hot cunt!"

        She slipped a hand behind her ass and grabbed his cock tightly.

        "Ohhhh, it makes your cock hard, baby! Ooooo, your cock is so fucking hard now! I’m pi

ssing in your fucking mouth and it makes your cock very hard! You like it, don’t you, Johnny? 

You like for me to piss in your pussy-sucking mouth?"

        Johnny made a whimpering sound, pressing his mouth tightly at his mother’s cunt. He co

uldn’t swallow fast enough, and piss sprayed across her hot thighs and his cheeks. Darla  bega

n to pound his cock as she kept pissing.

        The crotch of her panties was held to one side by his . She had to strain her arm behi

nd her body to jack on his prick, and she shivered with perverse pleasure as she squatted abov

e his face.

        "Oooo, I’m about finished, damn it!" she moaned. "Don’t come, Johnny! Don’t come yet!"

        Johnny squirmed his mouth off his mother’s piss-wet cunt. "I will if you keep jacking 

my cock so fucking fast, Mother!"

        Darla jerked her fist off his cock. The crotch of her wet panties slipped over her puf

fy cunt when he moved his . But Johnny closed his fingers into his mother’s hips and buried hi

s face into them, the piss-wet heat of her cunt covering his lower face. Darla wiggled, slidin

g her crotch about his mouth as he sucked at her panties.

        "Are you trying to make me come now?" she hissed hotly. "If you are, it’s going to wor

k."

        Johnny pressed his mouth tight into his mother’s crotch. With a grunt, Darla came. Her

 pussy contracted inside her piss-wet panties, and she pushed down at his face.

        "Ooooh, see! I told you I’d come!" she hissed, rubbing her wet crotch about his face. 

"I told you I’d come . . . and I am! Ohhh,  Johnny, suck my pissy panties!"

        Johnny pulled the crotch of his mother’s panties into his mouth, sucking the piss from

 them. Darla didn’t know if she was coming because his face was in her cunt or because of the 

wild pleasure of pissing into his face and mouth, of her son swallowing her piss.

        As the convulsions faded, she slipped back a ways and sat down on his chest lightly. H

is face was drenched, but his eyes were burning up at her, a huge grin on his face. Darla squi

rmed her wet crotch on his chest and reached back for his cock again.

        "If I scooted a little more, I could get your cock in my cunt," she purred. "Want moth

er to take your cock in her hot cunt and let you piss in it again?"

        "I wanna piss in your face, now," he said.

        "In my face?" Darla gasped. "But, baby-"  "You pissed in mine," he said. "Now it’s my 

turn."

        Darla giggled. "Maybe I won’t like it as well as you."

        "You like anything, Mother," he said.

        "God, you’re right?" she groaned.

        Sliding backwards, she rubbed her pissy panties over the head of his cock and on towar

d his feet. She sat on her heels and leaned over his prick. She pulled the crotch of his joggi

ng  shorts away so she could see his balls, too.

        "You can’t piss with a hard-on," she whispered softly, stroking his cock and fondling 



his balls.

        "Maybe not, Mother, but if you sucked me off first ..."

        "Oh, I see," she laughed huskily. "That’s one way of getting me to suck you off, I gue

ss."

        "If you want me to piss in your face, you have to do something about my cock first."

        "But, baby," she cooed, sliding her hand up and down his cock, "you’re the one that wa

nts to piss in my face. Not me."

        "Wanna bet?" He grinned.

        Darla felt her body tremble suddenly. She stroked his cock, gazing at his prick with h

ot eyes. Johnny was right. She knew he was right. She did want his hot piss spurting into her 

face. She wanted to wash her face in his golden pee.

        She looked up at his face while running her tongue about his piss hole. He was drippin

g, and the juices on her tongue felt hot and sweet. Closing her  around the head of his cock, 

she sucked and lapped with her tongue.

        Johnny moaned and arched upward, trying to fuck his cock all the way into her mouth. F

or a moment Darla teased him by lifting her head, but then she became too eager herself. Turni

ng loose of his cock, she placed her hands on each  side of his hips, and plunged her mouth do

wn quickly.

        "Ooooohhhh, Mother!" he groaned. "Suck it! Ahhhh, suck my cock! It feels so good in yo

ur hot, wet mouth, Mother!"

        Darla only moaned in reply, dragging her up and down his cock, sucking hard. Her cunt 

twitched wetly inside her soaked panties as she drew her knees underneath her body, arching he

r ass, pooching her cunt. She twisted her mouth about his prick as she sucked, her eyes slitte

d with intense ecstasy. The hot throbs of his cock against her  and tongue sent chills of hung

er up and down her flesh. She pounded her mouth up and down, sucking at his hard cock in a fre

nzy, tasting, licking. The wetness seeping from his cock burned at her throat, increasing her 

eagerness to make him come in her mouth.

        "Ahhhhhh, suck me! Suck me!" Johnny walked, fucking his cock up and down, watching his

 mother’s stretching lips. "Your mouth is so fucking hot and wet, Mother! Ahhh, suck my cock h

ard!"

        Darla took her son’s cock into her mouth frantically, then lifted up and quickly pulle

d his young, hot balls into her mouth, feverishly sucking them, twisting them inside her mouth

. She whimpered and darted her tongue beneath his  balls, probing at his tight asshole, lickin

g, then swishing her tongue around his hairless balls again. Crying out with deep emotion, she

 again swallowed her son’s cock, sucking vigorously. Her uplifted ass swayed and twisted, her 

cunt bulging inside the wet crotch of her tight panties. Her clitoris throbbed in a hard knot,

 and the hairy  of her cunt painfully swollen.

        Johnny wrapped his legs about his mother’s head, squeezing with his thighs. His shorts

 didn’t bother her, but seemed to make sucking his cock that much more erotic. She squealed wi

th pleasure as he squeezed her head between his thighs. She shoved her hands underneath and cl

utched at his ass, her fingers digging as she lifted him, yearning for his cock to slide down 

her throat.

        Johnny rolled, and Darla found herself lying on her side, his cock still buried in her

 mouth. With her face resting on the floor, she let her son fuck her face, using her mouth lik

e a cunt. She bent one of her knees and shot a hand to her bubbling pantied cunt. She rubbed a

t her burning pussy harshly, her hips pressing, twisting at her hand. She groaned and whimpere

d about the hard, throbbing prick of her son, her  holding tightly, her tongue pressing. She g

rabbed her son’s leg and pulled it against her cunt, rubbing at his flesh, letting  him fuck h

er mouth. She loved the buffeting way he drove his cock back and forth between her , the heat 

blistering them. When Johnny grabbed the back of her head and pulled her face tightly onto his

 cock, she knew he was getting ready to come off in her mouth.



        "I’m gonna come, Mother!" he shouted loudly, humping back and forth, fucking her  fast

er. "I’m gonna come in your fucking mouth! I’m gonna shoot it down your fucking throat, Mother

!"

        Darla sobbed with delight, straining her cunt against his leg. She tilted her head upw

ard, staring into her son’s eyes, his cock sliding in and out of her . With a cry, Johnny came

.

        Darla choked on the gushing come juice that spattered the back of her throat. She pull

ed her  along his cock until she held the head between and worked her tongue about his gushing

 piss hole. His come juice filled her mouth, and her eyes glazed with rapture. The creamy juic

e of his young balls burned deliciously as she gulped with wet sounds, swallowing his come jui

ce with greed. None escaped her tight now.

        She ran her tongue over Johnny’s piss hole, licking up any lingering come juice there,

 her vision still not focused. She clung to his cock with her , not wanting to turn loose. Her

  cunt was bubbling with a wet fire, and her clitoris was painfully knotted.

        "Ohhh, Mother!" Johnny moaned softly. "That was so good! You sure can suck my cock, Mo

ther!"

        He ran his hands about her face, a fingertip tracing her lips that held the head of hi

s cock, then through her hair tenderly. Darla mewled softly and licked the head of his cock ve

ry slowly, circling it as she looked up at his face.

        "I think I’m gonna take a piss," Johnny whispered, stroking his mother’s head. "I thin

k I’ll just take a nice piss, Mother."

        "Mmmmm," Darla groaned, her  tightening about the head of his cock as if afraid he was

 going to pull it out.

        "Maybe in your mouth, Mother," he said. "Would you like for me to take a piss in your 

mouth?"

        "Mmmmmm," Darla moaned again, her eyes turning glassy once more.

        Johnny stared down at his mother, and squirted quickly into her mouth.  Darla moaned a

gain as she tasted the hot piss splash across her tongue. Her  squeezed.

        "You like it?"

        Again, he squirted piss into his mother’s mouth.

        "Mmmmm!" Darla groaned.

        The taste was sweet, hot. She swallowed, her eyes dreamy.

        Johnny sent two or three spurts of piss into her mouth, and Darla swallowed again, her

 tongue pushing against his piss hole. The spray along the inside of her cheeks felt good, tas

ted good.

        She clung to his cock, waiting for him to squirt more piss into her mouth. But Johnny 

gently shpped his cock out.

        "I’m gonna piss in your face, Mother," he said tenderly. "Do you want me to piss in yo

ur face?"

        "Oh, baby!" she whimpered.

        Johnny pulled his hips a few inches from her face, holding his cock at the base. Darla

 stared at his prick, breathless.

        "My clothes ..." she whispered.



        But Johnny wasn’t listening.

        He sent a hot stream of golden piss into his mother’s face. Darla cried out as it stru

ck across her nose, then splashed her cheeks. She closed her eyes, her expression radiant, ver

y wanton. She felt her son pissing into her hair, and she didn’t care. He shook his cock in di

fferent directions, spraying from her chin to her forehead, into her hair, across her closed m

outh.

        With a sob of perverse pleasure, Darla drew her hands to her face and washed herself a

s he  kept pissing. Her body shivered and trembled with a most delicious sensation, and her cu

nt was throbbing very hotly. She parted her and let her son piss across her teeth. Although hi

s leg was no longer pushing against her cunt, she felt as if she was about to come in a way sh

e had not come before. Her hair and face were soaked in her son’s hot piss, and now he was pis

sing against her teeth. She tasted pee inside her mouth, and her eyes closed as ecstasy starte

d to roar through her.

        "Ooooh," she cooed, parting her mouth and moving toward the head of his cock. "Piss in

 my mouth again, darling!"

        Darla closed her  around the head of her son’s cock, whipping her tongue about the hea

d feverishly. The hot piss gushed out of Johnny’s cock with force, spurting into her throat. D

arla swallowed eagerly, her cunt bulging inside her panties.

        When her cunt exploded, the pleasure almost sent her out of her mind. She squealed aro

und the head of Johnny’s cock, sucking wildly as he kept pissing down her throat. She felt his

 piss run from the corner of her mouth, and didn’t mind.

        Her orgasm almost shattered her, and it went on and on.

        

CHAPTER NINE

        Johnny was developing a taste for more erotic games.

        He talked constantly about watching her piss between the trash containers, his eyes br

ight and shiny. Darla understood his growing sense of sexuality. She was delighted to hear him

 talk, to watch him become excited, his cock swell hard. The more excited her son became, the 

more excited she became. She loved to hear him talk about his cock, her cunt, fucking her, bei

ng  sucked off, pissing on each other.

        He talked openly and bluntly now, the way she wanted.

        They would talk far into the night about erotic desires, confessing fantasies to each 

other. They talked about fucking other boys and girls, with Darla telling her son she would lo

ve to fuck two or more boys with lovely hard-ons, suck them one after the other, and have them

 fill her cunt and mouth with sweet, hot come juice. She used words that described her desires

, so did Johnny. They drew word pictures to bring each other to a high pitch of arousal.

        Darla knew none of those fantasies would ever come true, but her son talked as if they

 would. Maybe a couple would happen eventually, but some of them were just too fantastic to be

 real. She was sure there were hundreds of horny boys and girls wanting the same things, but s

he had no intention of seeking them out. Like many women, Darla knew her fantasies were often 

much better than reality, but she didn’t tell her son that. She didn’t want to burst his bubbl

e of erotic pleasure. She loved listening to him talk about sucking pretty little cunts, tongu

e-fucking a tight little asshole, of being sucked off by some special little girl in his class

 at school. She especially enjoyed it when he detailed what he would love to do with his  teac

her, a woman Darla had met during a couple of school functions. She could picture her son shov

ing his cock into that lovely, yet prim, woman, fucking her hairy cunt or mouth, even up her t

ight ass.

        When he talked of his teacher, Darla would become so confused, she actually experience

d an orgasm or two just listening to him, seeing it in her mind. He had been talking of this t

eacher one afternoon when he mentioned something she had missed.

        "Would I do what, honey?" she asked.



        "Eat her cunt, Mother."

        "Well, I don’t know," she responded. "I’ve never done that before. I’ve just sucked co

ck."

        "I bet she’d suck your pussy," Johnny said, his eyes bright. "I’d like to watch her su

ck your cunt, Mother."

        "Why do you think she’d do that to me?"

        "Well, there’s a story going around school," he said. "I don’t know if it’s true, but 

some of the kids say she was caught finger-fucking one of the students."

        "I don’t believe that."

        "Maybe it’s true, Mother," he said. "Maybe I she does like girls. I could find out eas

y."

        "Oh, you could, could you?" Darla asked, I amused. "By just asking her, I suppose?"

        "I could watch her, and when I saw her talking  to a girl, I could follow and see what

 they do."

        "No, you won’t do anything like that, Johnny." Darla could picture her son sneaking ab

out the school grounds playing spy. "You leave the woman alone."

        "Aw, I bet she’d love to suck your cunt," he said, pouting.

        "We’ll never find out," Darla said, fondling his cock. But in her mind, she was trying

 to imagine that lovely woman’s face between her thighs, sucking and licking at her cunt. She 

tried to imagine her face buried into the woman’s pussy, that soft hair about her mouth. It wo

uld be hot and wet, soft, she knew. Her own cunt felt soft when she played with it, and other 

cunts would be soft, too. It would be different, much different, then having a hard cock in he

r mouth. For a moment she wanted to meet the woman, to try as subtly as she could to find out 

if she was receptive to such things. With a shrug, she pulled on her son’s cock.

        "No, we’ll never know about her, baby," she whispered, kissing his face. "I don’t even

 want to know if she would or not."

        Johnny’s cock was hard in her fist. "What if I ... I mean, what if she let me fuck her

? Would you care, Mother?"

        "Of course not," she murmured and probed  his ear with the tip of her tongue. "A boy d

reams of fucking one of his teachers, just the way us girls do. If it can happen, go for it, b

aby."

        She turned her back to him, fitting her body onto his, spoon-fashion. She felt his har

d cock slipping along the hairy lips of her cunt, and then he was holding one of her tits tigh

tly, moving his cock along her pussy slowly. She was fantasizing about her son fucking his fav

orite teacher, and she saw it all in her mind. As she felt her son’s cock slide into her cunt,

 the image switched on her without warning, and it was her face pressing into the teacher’s ju

icy cunt. She saw her son probing the woman’s asshole with a throbbing hard-on, just past her 

eyes, as she tongued the hairy cunt hungrily.

        "Ooooh," she purred softly as her son’s cock moved in and out of her satiny pussy. "Fu

ck me, Johnny!"

        "I wanna fuck my teacher," he said with his lips brushing between her shoulder blades.

 "I wanna fuck her hairy cunt and then fuck her tight asshole and then make her suck my cock o

ff!"

        "But, baby, don’t you want to suck her pretty pussy?" Darla asked, pushing her ass bac

k to him. "Don’t you want to taste her hot cunt juices, tongue-fuck her cunt?"



        "Yeah!" Johnny groaned, thrusting his cock  Darla arched her ass tightly against him, 

placing her hand over his holding her tit. Feeling his cock moving in and out of her cunt, she

 imagined sucking the woman’s pussy as her son fucked her, then watching him fuck the teacher.

 She wondered if it would be exciting to suck his come juice out of the woman’s cunt after he 

had come inside it. Tasting her son’s come juice and a lovely woman’s pussy juice together, he

r tongue deep, sent shivers of perverse ecstasy about her creamy, naked body.

        "Ooooh, Johnny!" she mewled. "Fuck me in the ass! I want to feel your hard cock up my 

asshole for a while!"

        She gasped as he pulled his slippery cock out of her cunt and shifted the head into th

e crack of her ass. Darla placed her hand on her asscheek and pulled it wide, pushing backward

 when she felt the swollen head of his cock against her burning asshole. The pressure thrilled

 her as much as it had that first time. She loved the feeling of her asshole stretching, openi

ng for his hot cock.

        As Johnny’s prick slipped past the tight crinkle of her asshole, Darla cried out, a cr

y of pleasure. The friction of his cock sliding deeper into her ass made her tremble and her c

unt throb. It was always a mystery to her that taking  her son’s cock up her asshole could mak

e her cunt feel so good, make her come. But then, she could come with his cock in her mouth, o

r having him piss on her. Her emotions, her wild, crazy desires, were too much for her to try 

and understand, so she didn’t.

        Johnny leaned back so he could watch his cock penetrating his mother’s asshole. He lov

ed to watch his cock fucking her, no matter if it was her cunt, her asshole, or her mouth. The

re was something exciting about watching his cock plunge into the wet heat of her. Darla knew 

his desires, and tried to accommodate them. She found it exciting for him to watch, too, and s

he knew both of them would love to watch others fucking, and to be watched as they fucked. May

be, one of these days . . .

        "Ohhhh, baby, go deep as you can!" she hissed. "I love to feel your cock real deep! Oh

hh, shove that sweet cock up my ass, out my throat! Oh, Johnny, I wish I could suck it at the 

same time you fuck my ass! Ahhhh, to taste your hot cock and have it up my asshole at the same

 time!"

        Johnny pulled his cock from her asshole. "Oh, don’t? Put it back!" Darla cried. "Suck 

it, Mother!"

        "Oh, baby," she groaned, turning toward him. "You had it in my ass! I can’t put it in 

 my mouth now!" 

        "Suck it!" he urged, pushing at her head. "Darling ..."

        She smelled the scent of his cock, and with a sob, pulled it into her mouth, and sucke

d it hard, darting her  back and forth, her tongue swirling. It was so perverse, it sent her c

unt into flexing tightness. She sucked hard for a while, then pulled away.

        "In my asshole again!"

        She turned swiftly, shoving her ass to him.

        "Fuck me in the ass again!"

        Johnny rammed his cock hard and deep.

        Darla cried out with the sudden stretching of her asshole, although she had been expec

ting it. She shot her ass back, grinding as he lunged all the way to his balls. Squeezing her 

eyes very tightly, she strained at him, feeling the throbbing of his cock with the ring of her

 ass. She shoved her hand down to his balls, pushing them tightly against her bubbling cunt, g

asping when he began to fuck furiously into her asshole.

        But then Darla jerked her ass away, and turned to shove her face to his cock once more

. She sucked at her son’s cock hungrily for a while.

        "I can taste my ass on your fucking cock!" she moaned. "Oooh, now fuck my ass good! Fu



ck it and come in it, Johnny! Come up mother’s fucking asshole! Fill mother’s hot ass  with th

at hot come juice!" She turned her ass to him.

        Johnny rammed brutally, staring down at her humping ass, watching the sucking ring gri

p his cock. But Darla, on her side, couldn’t move the way she liked.

        "Wait!" she cried, pulling her ass off his cock. She flipped onto her back, drawing he

r knees up, holding them wide apart. Her ass hfted from the floor. Her hairy cunt gleamed wetl

y. "Now fuck me!"

        Johnny excitedly moved downward, and lunged forward. His cock entered his mother’s cun

t.

        "Not there!" Darla squealed. "Not in my cunt! Up my asshole! I want you to fuck me in 

the asshole!"

        Johnny quickly made the adjustment, and watched his cock plunge into his mother’s fier

y asshole. Darla gurgled and wiggled her ass feverishly. His lower stomach smacked against her

 swollen cunt, wetly. Shoving her hands down, Darla rammed her fingers into her pussy as her s

on stabbed into her asshole. Then, with a cry of erotic ecstasy, she jerked her drenched finge

rs out of her pussy and began to suck them.

        "You’d eat her cunt, wouldn’t you, Mother?" Johnny gasped as he watched her fingers mo

ve from her hairy cunt to her mouth.

        "You’d suck my teacher’s hairy pussy, wouldn’t you, Mother?"

        "Yes!" Darla squealed. "I’d eat her cunt! I’d tongue-fuck the piss out of her juicy, h

ot pussy! Ohhh, baby, fuck me! Fuck mother in the ass! Ahhh, you fill my asshole so good, darl

ing! Ram it to me . . . ram that hot cock up my ass?"

        "Suck her tits, too?"

        "Yes! Suck her fucking tits!"

        "Tongue-fuck her twat?"

        "Suck her snatch!"

        "Chew her fucking cunt off?"

        "Yes, yes!" Darla squealed, rocking her naked ass up and down to meet the powerful thr

usts of her son’s cock. "I’d chew her cunt . . . suck her tits, eat her asshole, drink her pis

s!"

        "Ahhh, Mother!"

        "Oh, Johnny! Fuck me! Fuck mother’s ass! Fuck the shit out of my hot ass . . . stretch

 my asshole! Oooooh, baby, your balls feel so hot against me! Give mother that cock, those hot

 balls, that sweet come juice!"

        Darla’s mind was spinning. She was losing control, but didn’t care. She didn’t have to

 worry about control with her son. She could lose her control and do anything she wanted with 

him, to him, have her do it to her.

        "I’m gonna fuck her in the ass!" Johnny  groaned. "I’m gonna fuck my teacher in the as

s, Mother!"

        "Do it, baby!" she screeched, churning her ass frantically to his cock. "Fuck her tigh

t teacher asshole!"

        "And you’ll suck my come juice out of her asshole!"

        "Yes! Oh, Johnny, I will! I’ll suck her fucking asshole and drink your piss out of it!

 Ohhh, I’m about to come, baby! Ahhh, fuck my ass. Make me come! I’ll drink her piss and eat h



er asshole and . . . oooooh, God!"

        The spasm hit Darla with the blow of a sledgehammer. Her ass rammed upward, her cunt c

ontracting, her asshole gripping his cock with flexing movements. Darla screamed with the inte

nsity of her orgasm, her mind reeling.

        She strained her ass up to her son as the spasms began to fade. She tried to focus on 

his young face, but everything was a blur. She felt his cock still throbbing inside her asshol

e, and she groaned.

        "You didn’t come, darling."

        "I’m getting there, Mother!" he gasped. He began to run his cock back and forth again.

 "When you came, your asshole gets so tight. I had to wait."

        "Ohhhh, fuck me and come in my ass now!"

        Johnny placed his hands on his mother’s  lifted ass, holding her high in the air, grit

ting his teeth as he fucked deeply. Darla wiggled her ass, crying out for him to come. Her ass

hole felt on fire, but there was no pain, no matter how hard and deep he stabbed his cock. All

 she felt was an exquisite sensation, a tingling that she liked the more she felt it.

        Johnny began to pant, snorting as he fucked his mother’s ass. He stared into her crotc

h, seeing her hairy cunt, the pussy  glistening wetly, her clitoris straining upward, the ring

 of her ass squeezing his prick.

        "I’m about to come now, Mother!" he cried.

        "Oh, shoot it to me!" she bellowed. "Spurt that sweet juice up mother’s asshole-now!"

        With a wild, throaty groan, Johnny came.

        Darla gasped when she felt the rapid squirts of his come juice burning into her ass, f

illing her. She pulled at her pussy with both hands, stretching her cunt open, wanting a cock 

there, too, coming deliciously, the way her son was coming in her ass.

        "Ohhh, I want more!" she whined when his cock softened inside her asshole. "I want mor

e and more come juice!"

        "You’ll have to be satisfied with this, Mother," Johnny said, and incredibly, he began

 to piss into her asshole.

        Darla’s eyes opened wide, sparking. She giggled.

        "I didn’t know that could happen," she whispered. "I can feel you pissing in my asshol

e, Johnny! Ohhh, it feels wonderful!"

        The hot piss filled her ass, and she felt pee seeping past the ring, overflowing. She 

waggled her ass lewdly, giggling.

        "You’re going to make me shit!" she warned.

        Johnny pulled his cock from her asshole, grabbed his prick at the base, and sprayed hi

s mother’s crotch with boiling piss, spurting over her cunt and about her now-clenching asshol

e.

        Darla gurgled and held her ass to him.

        

CHAPTER TEN

        "I don’t want to meet your teacher," Darla said.

        "But you might ..."



        "No, I won’t," Darla said, firmly. "Darling, it’s fun and exciting to pretend, but tha

t’s all it is -fantasy. You’re mistaken about this teacher. You best forget about fucking her.

"

        "But I know I’m right, Mother," he insisted. "You can see it in her eyes! She’s hot, M

other. She wants to fuck me, I know she does."

        "Dream on, dreamer," she said softly, caressing his face.

        There was an activity going on at his school, a carnival to raise money for a new gym.

 Ever since it had been announced, Johnny had been after her to go. Not just to attend the mon

ey-raising affair, but to meet his teacher. Darla didn’t want him to be disappointed, but he h

ad to know how wrong he was. He wasn’t old enough or experienced enough to tell anything about

 a woman.

        But Johnny was insistent, and she could not refuse him. When she agreed to go, and mee

t his teacher he was elated. He was so excited, he talked her into being naked under her dress

. Darla didn’t mind that so much. She knew it would excite Johnny, sitting and walking about t

he school grounds naked under her dress. But she knew, too, that he was thinking of fucking he

r someplace on the grounds. Darla wasn’t really adverse to that. It excited her to get fucked 

in some half exposed place, with exposure possible.

        "Just don’t be disappointed," she warned him. "And don’t expect me to start trying to 

feel her up, either. I’ve never made a pass at a woman in my life, and I’m not going to now, n

ot even for you, Johnny."

        "Just meet her," he said. "You’ll see I’m  right, Mother."

        The day approached for the school carnival, and Darla watched her son become more anxi

ous. She bathed and dressed in a clinging dress with a high slit along the left thigh. She wor

e nylons and a garter belt, with high heels. Johnny watched her dress with pleasure, stroking 

the smooth nylons often.

        "I like them," he announced. "I think you look real good in a garter belt and nylons, 

Mother. I bet it’s nice fucking you in them, too."

        "You’re getting a few fetishes, aren’t you?" She grinned at him as she brushed her hai

r. "What’s a fetish?"

        "It’s . . . Oh, never mind," she replied. "If you don’t know, it might be best. Just e

njoy what you like most, and everything works out."

        The school grounds were crowded with parents and students, and the attractions were si

mple and cheap. Darla walked about with her son at her side, greeting those she knew, smiling 

at others. Bordering the school grounds was the old gym, a building ready to be torn down and 

replaced.

        "Let’s look at it," she suggested.

        She wasn’t wanting to look at the old building. She wanted to get her son alone. Walki

ng about, naked under her dress, was making her  hot, her cunt juicy. She had thought her son 

would be the one to suggest this, but instead it was her.

        "You wanna get fucked, Mother?" he whispered as his hand slipped into hers. There were

n’t many people at this part of the grounds, and no one watched them. She nodded her head, gri

nning down at him.

        "I bet there’s a place in the old gym, don’t you?" she asked. "I mean, this is why you

 asked me to be naked, isn’t it?"

        "Yeah!" he grinned, squeezing her hand. "Do you think we can get away with it, Mother?

"

        "I don’t see why not. No one wants to look at an old building. I don’t think anyone wi

ll come in looking for us."



        They slipped into a side door, and found themselves in the huge room where basketball 

games were played. There were the odors of sweat, young bodies, of cocks and balls and maybe e

ven cunt, in the air of the gym. Darla was quickly aroused by the scent. Light came through th

e high windows, shining on the smooth floor. They stood just inside the door and looked around

. Seeing the locker room, Darla tugged at her son’s hand.

        "Let’s go in there," she said, quietly, as if a loud voice would disturb the silence.

        They pushed through the swinging doors and faced two rows of lockers, with a long wood

en bench between them. The scents of young sweat, of young cocks were stronger here. Darla loo

ked around, feeling excited to be in a forbidden area. Her hand moved along the front of her s

on’s pants, feeling his cock swelling. Facing him, she unzipped his pants and pulled his cock 

out, stroking. Johnny wrapped his arms about his mother’s hips and held her ass while she pump

ed his prick.

        "It’s nice in here," she whispered. "I love the smell, baby. I can smell hot cock and 

balls all over the place. I can just imagine hiding in here and watching all those guys undres

s, seeing dozens of cocks and balls . . . hard!"

        "You couldn’t stay hid long, Mother," he said, sliding her dress up to her waist.

        "Ohhh, I know!" she purred throatily. "I’d be out and on those guys so fast! Ahhh, I’d

 fuck them all, one after the other!"

        "Can I watch?" he asked, clutching one cheek of her ass, his other hand feeling the so

ft, thick curls of her cunt.

        "Mmmmm, of course," she moaned as his finger slipped along her bulging clitoris. "That

 would be part of the fun, you watching me fuck those guys."

        "And suck them off?"

        "Oh, yes! Especially suck them off!"

        "And take them up your ass?"

        "Oh, baby, I’m getting so hot!"

        "You’re gonna get fucked, Mother!"

        "Oh, yes, Johnny! Fuck me now . . . fuck me right here!"

        Darla pushed her back against some metal lockers, holding her skirt at her waist, loos

ening the top to expose her tits. She opened her legs for her son, bracing her body with her s

houlders. She arched her naked cunt wantonly to him, her eyes shtted with wet desire.

        "Ooooh, shove that hard cock up my cunt, Johnny! Fuck me right here, right now!"

        Johnny stepped up to his mother, his cock waving. They could hear the crowd outside th

e old building, the squeals of laughter. She gripped her son’s shoulders as he pushed his cock

 down and up. She sucked in a hot breath as his cock slipped into her pussy. Her hips jerked, 

and she gritted her teeth, digging her fingers into his shoulders.

        "Ohhh, God, baby, fuck me!" she cried, fighting back a scream of ecstasy. "Fuck mother

 quick!"

        Johnny humped, stabbing his cock in and out of his mother’s cunt swiftly. The wet soun

ds seemed loud in the empty locker room, but Darla imagined it was filled with a group of  ath

letic young boys, all standing around watching her son fuck her, hard cocks in their hands, wa

iting their turn to fuck her. She closed her eyes, letting the fantasy grow, her cunt turning 

scalding hot around her son’s cock.

        The thought of taking cocks one after the other, wherever the boys wanted to stick the

m, sent her pulse racing. Her ass pumped, matching the movements of her son.



        She clung to his shoulders tightly, twisting her ass. Johnny’s hands were at her waist

, holding her dress there, making her exposed from there down. The garter belt and nylons exci

ted him, and he enjoyed the satiny way her inner thighs rubbed at his hips. He wanted to drop 

his pants to feel them against his flesh, but his mother was gasping and ramming her cunt swif

tly on his prick.

        "Fuck me!" she hissed hotly. "Ohhh, Johnny, fuck me fast! Hurry, baby! Come in mother’

s cunt . . . someone might come in here!"

        "I don’t care!" Johnny panted, ramming into her hairy cunt in a frenzy. "I don’t care!

 I don’t care!"

        "Hurry! Fuck me, fuck me!"

        Darla twisted her hips furiously, pounding her cunt back and forth on his cock. She wa

s getting very close to coming. Her clitoris bulged outward  as it scraped the cockshaft. The 

puffy pussy  were swollen as they slipped along her son’s prick, holding tightly. The cheeks o

f her ass clenched, and tears of joy streamed out of her closed eyes. The sounds of the crowd 

came from a distance through the walls, but Darla wasn’t hearing them. The only sounds she cou

ld hear was her son’s cock sliding in and out of her juicy cunt.

        "Oooooooh, I’m about to come!" she whimpered.

        "Me, too!" Johnny gasped.

        "Harder! Faster!"

        Darla pounded her cunt awkwardly against her son’s cock, biting at her bottom hp as ra

pture flooded her flesh. With a choking cry, she came, her cunt grabbing at her son’s cock hun

grily.

        "Ohhh, baby, you come, too!" she hissed.

        "I will!" Johnny gasped, and rammed his cock hard into her contracting pussy. He grunt

ed, then sent squirt after squirt of come juice into his mother’s greedy cunt.

        Darla made strangling sounds as her hips rolled and ground against him. His prick floo

ded her hungry cunt with the scalding juices of his tight, young balls.

        The sound of a door opening came to Darla’s hearing.

        "Oh, my God!" she choked, pushing at her son.

        Johnny’s cock jerked out of her cunt, still gushing. He squirted come juice into the c

urls of his mother’s cunt and along her inner thighs as she pushed him away. The quick force o

f her shove sent her off balance, and she fell back onto the cement floor, her skirt flying ab

out her waist, and she sat there, legs spread wide in the same posture she had found herself i

n that day Johnny had knocked her down with an armload of laundry, only this time her tits wer

e showing, too.

        She stared, frozen, at the lovely woman who had shut the door and was now leaning agai

nst it, the woman’s expression showing amused delight. Darla couldn’t move, couldn’t even clam

p her knees together. She gulped over and over, a slight flush on her face. It had to happen, 

she thought frantically. She and Johnny were bound to be caught fucking sooner or later. What 

Darla didn’t understand was the strange expression on the woman’s face.

        Johnny, too, was staring at the woman, his cock dangling out of his open pants and gli

stening with wetness from his mother’s cunt.

        "Well, now," the woman said softly, her gaze burning between Darla’s thighs, gazing at

 her wet cunt. "What’s going on in here?"

        Darla couldn’t answer. She couldn’t move to cover her exposed cunt.



        The woman was very pretty, with shoulder-length brown hair and big eyes that gleamed. 

Her  were full and moist, and her tits were pointed against a thin sweater. Her hips were roun

ded nicely. Darla saw all that in the blink of an eye, and finally found strength to move. She

 started to get up.

        "No, don’t get up," the woman said in a throaty voice. She pushed from the door, movin

g close to Johnny. Darla saw the woman close her fingers around her son’s cock, but those eyes

 still burned at her cunt. The woman stroked Johnny’s cock.

        "Mother," Johnny said, "this is my teacher."

        "And you’re Johnny’s mother?" the woman asked softly. "I’ve wanted to meet you. I had 

no idea it would be like this, though."

        The woman knelt on the floor, still holding Johnny’s cock. She pulled up her own skirt

, showing frilly bikini panties. She turned her head toward Johnny, but her eyes remained on D

arla’s cunt. Darla saw the teacher’s tongue swirl about her son’s cock, and all sense of fear 

left her.

        "I bet Johnny would love to fuck his teacher," the woman purred. "Most young boys  hav

e those thoughts. You don’t mind if I fuck him, do you? I mean, if you’re going to fuck him, y

ou might as well share his lovely cock, right?"

        Darla found herself nodding.

        "Mmmmmmmm, wonderful!" the teacher whispered. "Johnny, why don’t you pull my panties d

own and fuck me?"

        With a huge grin, Johnny dropped to his knees and shoved his hands under his teacher’s

 skirt, pulling at her filmy panties.

        "Now, this is nice," the teacher whispered, leaning her face into Darla’s wet, hot cun

t. "I can suck cunt very good, but I love it best with a young cock fucking my pussy."

        Darla gasped, leaning back and pushing her pussy to the woman’s mouth, her hands grabb

ing for that soft brown hair.

        "How about in the ass?" Johnny asked, excitement making his voice crack.

        "Oooo, anyplace you want to fuck me," the teacher said, and she plunged her tongue ver

y deeply into Darla’s juice-filled cunt . . .

        Johnny fucked.

        And Darla moaned, as if dreaming.

        THE END


