
    
  
    
      
        
      

      A Dancer in The Family

      I wanted to try a bit of a different approach and style this time. This story has a brief intro background; and then focuses more on interaction and each person's thoughts rather than dialogue. It is my hope the reader can immerse themselves into one of the characters to feel the story not spoken.

      Libby had always been into dancing and gymnastics, ever since she was a child. We always encouraged her and never missed a tournament or performance. When she started high school she dreamed of the Olympics; by the time she finished high school it was sports medicine and physical rehab.

      Now just starting her third year of college we've tried to encourage her independence and self-reliance. She attended state university over six hours away, giving her the dorms and a whole world to explore.

      My wife and I have a loving and wonderful relationship, and yes the sex is very satisfying. Now that we have more privacy, in fact, things have even rekindled a bit. Like all things, we've aged; and with that come a focus on her nursing career and my focus on our business; but through it all we've always been close.

      Like all men, I've had my fantasies; some Gayle knows about, and others she doesn't. It's a personal thing; the guys out there would understand. These last two summers have been especially difficult, a time when my fantasies have been more perversions than anything else. I mean what can you do when a walking wet dream roams your house almost all summer in nothing but a bikini or shorts and cut off tank tops.

      At five foot, taut; lean and muscular; Libby would give a corpse a hard on. Add to that a perfectly shaped pair of 34C breasts; and you have nothing but perverted fantasy fuel. Not that I've ever done anything about it; what father has.

      But to be clear I raised Libby, but I didn't create Libby. Her biological father became a no show after Gayle announced her pregnancy and by the time Gayle and I got together; Libby was almost two years old. But, in my heart I've always considered her my daughter; and I'm the only dad she's ever known; so make your own judgments.

      
        I hadn't been in the store more than two hours and I already knew half the problem. Sales had started so good at the beginning of the school year; but they had faltered these last few months. I had come to see firsthand what was going on; and was not happy with what I found. This store was right next to the state university campus; a prime location for all the young and their latte and cappuccino hankerings.

      The first problem was hiring the young to serve the young only worked when the staff didn't have their cell phones jammed up their noses and ignoring the customers. The other was just sheer sloppiness; poor dress code, poor scheduling, you name it.

      I pulled Dean, the manager aside and told him we needed to have a talk. I disliked doing it here where all the other staff could see it; the last thing you did was dress down a manager in front of their crew; it's bad for morale.

      Dean suggested having dinner; and while I make it my usual habit to not socialize with the help; I was a bit on the hungry side. I agreed and we headed out to his car. We spent a little time discussing the cell phones; and then Dean arrived. I just stared at him; was this guy for real. He assured me he came here for the food; in fact, apparently the guy was gay; so coming to a strip club to eat was something he had never clearly thought about.

      I wasn't thrilled, but I have to say that halfway through the meal; the guy had not made a bad choice; the food was excellent. Of course having a twenty year old young lady in a bra busting with breast flesh serving you didn't hurt my feelings.

      I've been to strip clubs before, Gayle knows. It's been one of our recent role playing fantasies where she plays a street hooker and I'm her John; frankly it's been a hot one.

      We were sitting right at the balcony of the upper floor, with a bird's eye view of the dance floor. Honestly most of what had come across that floor; while nice; was nothing spectacular. That was, until I glanced over and froze in my seat.

      She was doing a split on the pole and slowly sliding down with that metal bar pressed between her thighs. She had on an Arabian princess costume and all the veils were transparent; and while she wore a g-string; I had a full frontal view of the most perfectly shaped 34C breasts I had ever seen. Dear God nothing will send a surge of blood to your cock more than watching a taut, fit dancer sliding down a stripper pole.

      I turned to Dean and told him just where things were at. I explained about the crew and the discipline. I then told him we needed to weed the staff and hire some more mature staff. I also told him I would be handling the interviews. From my standpoint, he was now on probation for the next six months; and if I didn't see a change in sales; I would be interviewing for a new manager.

      Dean got the message quickly, and I then dismissed him; saying I was staying for a bit. Like a person with at least some semblance of wisdom, he took the hint and headed for the door.

      Once I got rid of him, I turned my attention back to the dance floor and shit if she wasn't gone. I thought about just leaving and dropping the issue here; when I spotted her sitting in a booth next to a guy dressed in a business suit. I ordered a fresh drink and just sat and watched her.

      It was about ten minutes in when the guy took her hand; but when she pulled it back there was something in her palm. Someone on the floor would never have seen it, but at my height advantage I couldn't miss it.

      She slid out of the booth, hesitated; and then led the guy through the dance floor to a dark corner of the building where they both disappeared.

      My stomach churned; at first I thought I was going to throw up. I mean I had just watched my daughter, half nude; doing a striptease. I now had watched her take money from a strange guy and lead him back to where I knew the private dance booths had to be.

      I sat for the next twenty minutes and waited. So many thoughts went through my head. Was she grinding that firm ass onto his lap? Was she sucking his cock kneeling in front of him? Was she wrapping those muscular legs around him while he drove his dick into that tight wet pussy? Every question made my mind swirl, and my cock grow.

      When she finally reappeared I just stared; as she walked I watched those firm globes bounce ever so slightly through her transparent gown. She headed for the bar where she slid onto a stool and lit a cigarette. Well, discovery two, I thought, since when did she start smoking.

      I looked at the guy she had been with; he headed for the exit apparently having gotten what he wanted. The most nauseating sight was the more than evident smile on his face. Apparently Libby had done a more than satisfactory job at handling his 'needs'.

      One part of me wanted to run down there and grab her by the arm and demand answers. The other part of me screamed to simply leave; to bury what I had seen and let my safe world return. Neither side won out when I ordered a second drink and sat there watching.

      
        
      

      After about fifteen minutes, Libby rose and moved to a small table by the stage. I watched, and then realized she was going to be dancing soon and this was like a staging area. Sure enough, when the music changed songs she headed up to the pole.

      For the first song I sat there and stared as she swayed that tight ass, squeezed those firm tits; and all but fucked that pole as she slid up and down. Good was not the word; Libby was HOT. She had the looks, she had the body; and damn did she have the moves.

      Like a true professional she never touched the money guys tossed at her on the stage. She didn't even touch the folded bills guys slipped into her thong string; thought she did look at the bills quickly. Then it hit me, they were bidding. The highest bidder got her at their table.

      The second song, and finishing my third drink; I moved. I should have left; but between my raging cock and the alcohol; instead I descended the stairs and wove my way through the main area. As I walked up to the stage I made sure to angle my approach so that I came up behind her. While she was bent over, all but shoving those tits into a guy's face; I leaned in and slid a crisp fifty dollar bill into the string of her thong.

      I saw her glance down at the bill, her eyes wide in surprise; but by the time she looked up at me I had my back to her and was walking towards the booths. I dropped the twenty for the booth and ordered two drinks. My usual scotch and a Tom Collins that I knew was her personal favorite.

      I nursed my drink while the song ended; and then waited. Sure enough, half way through the next song a shadow fell across the edge of the table. I slid further in, giving room; and felt the seat shift as she slid in beside me.

      When she started to ask me my name; she turned towards me. I made no attempt to hide; it was time for the reckoning I figured. She froze in mid word and just stared at me. For almost ten seconds we just sat and stared at each other in deafening silence.

      "Dad" was the only word she choked out.

      I could see the fear in her eyes. Fear I would make a scene; fear I would cost her job. Or worse, fear I would tell her mother perhaps. There was only one way to relieve that fear. I reached out and took her hand in mine; and while we held hands her eyes widened as I slid the folded bill into her palm.

      
        When she glanced down and saw the folded one hundred dollar bill I had slipped her; her head jerked up and she stared at me wide eyed. I could see fear slowly changing to confusion; so I waited. Eventually the thought had to sink in.

      Twice more she glanced down at the folded bill and then back up at me; slowly with each glance, understanding filled her shocked face. Libby knew she was backed into a corner. I had offered her payment for her services. If she refused, she risked I would leave and call her mother. If she accepted, she was talking her father back to a private dance booth. Either way, the ball was now in her court.

      While this was the fantasy of a lifetime; I never expected her to accept. I really thought she would shove the bill back in my hand and leave; taking whatever consequences she would face. So I was a bit surprised when she silently slipped from the booth, took two steps; and then looked over her shoulder at me waiting. She had called my bluff, I realized.

      I could be a dad and get up and walk out the door; or I could possibly make one of my greatest fantasies come to life. Two heads were thinking at the same time; and like most males, the southern head won. I rose from the booth and stood behind her. Once again she led me through the maze of the dance area.

      We stopped at the entry to a narrow dark hallway; it was guarded by a small podium and what looked like a cross between a Neanderthal and a human. I dropped the customary twenty on his podium and he told us booth nine. When he asked if I knew the rules, I almost asked him if he knew how to spell his name; but I stayed cool and simply told him yes.

      I followed Libby down the dim lit hall; or more accurately I followed that tight ass; just looking at those bare firm cheeks sent a fresh surge of blood through my cock. So I'm perverted, I thought; to fucking bad. I shoved the thought away as I slipped through the small curtain behind her.

      A quick look around revealed the usual private booth; a small love seat style couch against the opposite wall; and a small table. There was what looked like an ashtray in the center and it hit me this was the tip jar; where a customer put his money where his mouth was.

      Libby stood off to the side, those large green eyes staring at me, almost challenging me. She had led me here, just how far would I go? I unclipped my cell phone and set it on the table next to the tray and then dropped another fifty in the tray; making sure Libby saw what I was doing.

      
        As I eased down onto the couch, Libby was already moving. Her hips swaying; those transparent veils swirling; she was like a graceful cat her movements were so fluid. Well at least the dance lessons were being paid for, I thought; even as my cock thickened.

      I'm not huge, but I'm not small either. Gayle would call it her love stick. It measured a little less than eight inches and had a decent girth to it. Enough there were no way you could miss the bulge in my slacks as I reclined on the couch. Libby glanced down and her eyes locked to my groin. Slowly she rotated; and I just sat there and stared as the most fantastic ass I had seen in twenty years lowered towards my groin. God I wanted to hold it, touch it; kiss it and maybe even fucking bite it. The rules are very simple however; the customer cannot initiate contact; so I kept my hands at my sides as the cheeks of her as wrapped around my throbbing cock through my slacks.

      I could hear her soft breathing over the music; and my groan was clear evidence she was a master at what she was doing. I thought I was going to cum in my pants; that ass was filling my vision and grinding into my shaft; it was insane.

      I was so focused on that ass, I didn't realize at first she had taken a hold of my wrists until my hands started to rise. I let her do the guiding; until my palms were filled with firm tit flesh. I gave another low groan as her rock hard nipples scraped across my palms. Jesus Christ, she was getting into this as much as I was.

      I squeezed and molded that smooth flesh; teasing the nipples with my thumbs and fingers. I heard Libby give a soft gasp and her body shudder as I worked her firm tits. I was in a cold sweat by now; I had to feel her against me. The thought she would run screaming to her mother about what I was doing had long ago vanished.

      I pulled my hands free and reached into my pocket. Libby turned and looked as I dropped a second crisp one hundred dollar bill in the tray. There was no question what I was asking; and she knew it. Those liquid green eyes stared back at me; all I could do was give a weak smile and a small shrug, as if to say you expected me to refuse.

      I was scared as shit; this was a huge gamble. If she refused, she could ruin my marriage, ruin my business. Everything I had worked for over the last twenty years could be gone. But the chance, the mere chance my fantasy could actually become real; hungered at me.

      Libby rose from my lap and I just watched as the perfect body did a slow pirouette, bent forward her face was only inches from mine; I could smell the mint on her breath and feel the warm air caress my lips. I ached to just lean forward and kiss her. Neither of his broke contact as I felt her hands at my waist. Like a consummate professional she popped my slacks open and neatly laid the two sides out. I knew the move exposed the bulge of my cock through my silk boxers but I couldn't tear my eyes away from hers.

      She slowly began sinking and my brain short circuited; it was happening, it was coming true; there were no words to describe the fear and lust that clashed inside me.

      Her lips moved and she silently mouthed one word...daddy; and then liquid heat descended on my cock. I heard a long, low groan and realized it was me. That was matched by a soft sigh as Libby adjusted herself on my lap. The whole move probably took five seconds; but everything seemed to move in slow motion and I felt every sensation.

      Her hard nipples brushed my shirt as she began to gently rock forward and back in time to the music; my cock throbbed as a moist heat slid up and down me. Moist heat? I glanced down and then back up at her in shock. When had she removed her thong?

      It hit me that my daughter's pussy was not only pressed against my cock; it was leaving damp spots along the thin cloth of my boxers. I tried to grasp the concept she was wet, she was excited by this contact as much as I was. I started to lift my hands and then hesitated. Libby had a sultry smile on her lips as she watched me, and gave a small nod of her head.

      Given the green light, I rested my hands on the cheeks of her ass; I could feel them tense and relax as she continued to rock forward. All the while her fingers were busy opening buttons on the front of my shirt; exposing more and more of my chest; until one forward movement brought those hard nubs against my sensitive skin. I shuddered as she pressed her firm breasts into me.

      Her body was still gyrating but now she leaned more into me; our bodies molded together; her hot breath on my neck as I clung to her. God I was losing it, and fast; here I was a grown man and this woman was going to make me lose it in record time.

      With the thin cloth of my boxers the only thing between our bodies; I could feel the heat between us. Whether this was her professional act or not didn't really matter; she was driving my body towards a precipice; and instead of slamming on the brakes, I pulled her tighter to me as those firm globes mashed against my bare chest.

      Libby did this strange swirl of her hips and then I felt warm moist lips wrap around the shaft of my cock through my boxers. That was my limit right there; I gave a soft grunt and my hips jerked. She had to feel me cock pulse as hot seed filled my boxers.

      
        I heard a soft cooing in my ear and then her body spasmed against mine. Warm moisture soaked into my boxers, coating my cock through the cloth. Dear God she was actually having an orgasm, I thought. I just sat there cradling her as we both trembled from raw pleasure. When she finally lifted away from me she rose to her feet. Without a word she bent down and picked up her thong from the floor. She turned and retrieved the bills sitting on the tip tray; giving them a quick glance and then folding them up.

      Just as she started to turn and leave; she gracefully twirled back; and in one quick movement; slipped that moist thong into the pocket of my shirt. With a sultry smile she blew me a kiss and slipped through the curtain.

      There was so much I wanted to ask; so many things I didn't fully understand. But when you are sitting there with cooling cock cream mixed with pussy juice soaking into your groin; you quickly realize now is not the time. Instead I pulled my pants up and buttoned my shirt. Once I was presentable I made my way out to the dance floor.

      Sure enough Libby was back at the small staging table. Well, her shift wasn't over so what can you say. She glanced at me; but I just slowly made my way to the front door. I stopped at the valet and asked who the dancer was, pointing at Libby.

      He told me she went by the name Chantilly Lace; and that she danced on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. When he told me she had been there a little over a year I was shocked; but give the girl credit for keeping a secret I thought. The fact she was one of their more popular dancers was no surprise; considering the sticky mess hidden inside my slacks.

      Back at the hotel, I called Gayle and wished her a good night. We got into a bit of phone sex; and while we talked I pulled Libby's still moist thong our and lay there sniffing it.

      Like a true pervert; I blew my second load of one day while having phone sex with my wife and sniffing my daughter panties. It couldn't get any weirder or kinkier; or so I thought.

      The next day I spent the entire day at the store. I went through the personnel files, looking at work performance and attendance. When the dust settled I let two people go and discovered a third was leaving on her own since she was pregnant. I went through the applications and had Dean in on the interviews. It quickly became apparent performance was not his key interest; for a guy who professed being gay he sure had a magnet for butts and boobs.

      I over ruled him on two of the three choices but gave ground on the third. At least that way I knew we had a couple of potential shift leaders or assistant managers in the works. I made a mental note to keep an eye on Dean; and if things didn't improve there would be one less employee at the store; business was business.

      It was late by the time we finished and I was exhausted when I got back to the hotel room. I called Gayle, told her I was ordering in and going to just relax. When she made the comment I needed a massage I almost shit. Where did that come from? My conservative little sexpot of a wife had just told me to invite a masseuse to my hotel room. I didn't say anything at the time, but I did let the thought nibble at my brain as I fell asleep.

      Thursday I spent the morning with Dean on second interviews and hiring; and then linked my laptop to his store computer. I headed out at noon and in the privacy of my hotel room started going through his books.

      It was clear he wasn't stealing; but I could also tell he wasn't focusing on events and promotions; like school opening or holidays. I sighed as I closed the laptop; this was going to be a bit more than I had originally thought.

      I called Gayle to give her an update; the phone rang three times before she answered. I could tell she was a bit out of breath, but attributed it to her maybe running to the phone. That was when she hit me with the bombshell. She claimed I had given her permission, and maybe I had, I honestly couldn't remember.

      Apparently my loving wife was having a hormone attack while a young masseuse used his hands on her. She was getting an in home massage while she talked to me. You got it; I was hard in record time. I've never been the cuckold type; but hearing her pant as he worked her over, was hot as shit.

      I decided to roll with this new Gayle; and see where things went. I asked her where his hands were, and when she asked me where I wanted them to be; I knew it was game on.

      First it was her ass; and I heard her give a low growl. Next it was her breasts; and that was quickly followed by a long and drawn out moan. By this time I had Libby's used panties jammed in my face and my cock was throbbing hard. I told Gayle I loved her; and whatever she wanted, she needed to go for.

      When I heard her soft grunt, I knew where his hands were. I told her I was going to a strip club; all I got in return was a soft 'good' and then the phone went dead.

      Normally I don't do impulsive things, like the first time I saw Libby. I am a very practical person and tend to plan things out. Like always I decided on a plan of action; and acted on it. Knowing I had time, I took an Uber to a small shopping mall where I bought a pair of dress slacks two sizes bigger than my normal. I thought about a belt to keep them in place but didn't want it to be in the way so I bought a bit longer shirt that when tucked in it would take up a fair amount of the extra space.

      Back at the hotel I took a shower, and then shaved; dressing I put on only the slacks and shirt, passing on the boxers. This way once the flaps were opened like last time; my entire groin would be on open display. I wasn't taking any chances. Being Thursday I knew Libby would be dancing and I anxiously sat through the Uber ride to the club.

      At the club I paid the valet and coat check; then got a booth and ordered a drink. Hell by the time I even heard one song I had already dropped nearly a hundred; but I didn't care, this time I came prepared with cold hard cash.

      It was about half way through my drink that Libby finally hit the stage; and damn was the wait worth it. She had what had to be a school girl outfit; but one no girl at a prep school would be caught dead in. The top was a button white shirt; the cloth so thin you could see the dark areoles and pink nipples through the cloth. That shirt was on the floor by the end of the first song. True to her pattern; it was followed in the second song by that pleated mini skirt.

      By now all she was wearing was a white g-string thong that I assumed was supposed to imitate school girl panties; but left very little to the imagination. It was the most amazing sight; Libby was lithe and limber and flowed like a ballet dancer; all those lessons came into play as she circled that pole and bent herself in ways a man could never imagine.

      As the song wound down I was already hard as a steel pipe; I made no attempt to hide the bulge in my slacks as I slipped from my booth and walked to the stage. Libby glanced over when I stood at the edge of her stage; her eyes showing surprise. Whether it was because I was even here or because I was being so bold and forward I wasn't sure; but either way I lifted my hand with a folded bill.

      At first she hesitated; and then moved over to where I stood. Her eyes followed my hand as I slipped a folded one hundred dollar bill into the string of her thong. I let my hand slide over the smooth curve of her ass as I pulled back. Libby raised her eyes to stare at me, this time there was a smolder in those green pools.

      Like last time, she slid into the booth with me, lifting her drink to take a slow sip. I had so much I wanted to ask; but none of it came to mind as the creature sat beside me. The thought my wife was stretched out on a massage table with some man's fingers probably jammed between her thighs, didn't help my disposition. I was simply beyond waiting.

      
        I started to lift my own glass, and then froze as a slender hand landed on my thigh under the table. Libby stared straight ahead as her hand glided over the bulge in my slacks; gently squeezing when her palm rested on my throbbing cock. The message was now loud and clear as far as I was concerned.

      I took her other hand in mine and slid the folded bills into her palm. When Libby lowered that hand to the edge of the table and turned it over; her eyes raised back to mine with that same deep smolder. There was no denying my message when she now held not one, but two one hundred dollar bills in her hand.

      This time when she slid out of the booth, she stayed standing literally right by the seat. I rose up and out, now right behind her. Libby leaned slightly forward, and gently ground her ass into my crotch, and then started off across the main floor.

      I already had my twenty out and ready when we hit Godzilla; I didn't even hear what booth he said, I just followed that tight ass as Libby led the way. When we slipped through the curtain I eased down onto the couch and immediately reached into my pocket. This time I didn't want anything interfering so I dropped another hundred into the tip plate.

      That was three hundred; and from what I guessed was a far cry from the normal lap dance. How far it would get me I didn't know; but I was sure Libby would. Just as I rearranged myself, she was standing in front of me; I was startled to realize she was now totally nude. Jesus, she must undress like greased lightning, I thought.

      I groaned softly as she leaned in and softly brushed her lips over mine. I could smell the strawberry in her shampoo; and taste the mint on her lipstick. I felt a surge of blood through my cock at the same time it felt a burst of cooler air as it was exposed. Libby had undone my slacks and deftly opened the flaps to their full potential.

      I heard her hum her approval as she stared into my eyes; and slender fingers wrapped around my dick. Getting a hand job is one thing; having your daughter stroke your cock is totally different. It was nasty and perverted; and possibly the hottest thing I had ever felt. It took every ounce of my will to not blow my load. Still gripping my cock Libby slowly rotated and lowered her ass. She positioned my cock as it slid between those firm cheeks.

      Skin on skin sent a tremor through my body as the cheeks of that firm ass gripped my cock. I groaned, my hips jerked; and I tried even more desperately not to cream. I felt Libby give a soft laugh as she had to realize just how turned on I was.

      
        For a full song I was in the most torturous heaven I had ever experienced. My hands gripped and kneaded those firm tits while her hot smooth ass slid up and down on my cock. Libby cooed and moaned as I teased her rock hard nipples; all the while flexing the cheeks of her ass to grip my cock tighter.

      How I didn't explode a massive load of hot goo onto her ass, God only knows. I honestly think Libby knew exactly what she was doing, and paced it to keep me hanging on the edge; but I didn't really care.

      When the next song started, Libby rose to her feet and did that small twirl once again. I just stared as those firm tits jiggled only a foot from my face. Liquid green eyes locked to mine as she reached out, bracing herself on my shoulders straddling my legs. I wanted to look down and see, to watch; but I couldn't tear my eyes away.

      I felt her moist lips just barely tickle the shaft of my cock. She just hung there, in almost mid air as her hips moved; grazing her moist lips up and down my throbbing cock. I wanted to scream as she teased me with her wet pussy, it was incredible, I had never been tortured like this and my balls ached with the need to release.

      I saw a sultry smile come across her lips; Oh God what now, I thought. I jerked as heat wrapped around my cock. Pure liquid heat surrounded my shaft as she lowered down. I lifted my hands and wrapped them around her trim waist, just staring at her. She gave that sultry smile again; and then her hips started to move.

      God it was like I was fucking her and I wasn't even inside her. Back and forth she went; those wet lips gripping my cock, sliding up and down. The tip of my cock so close to slipping inside; and yet not quite making it; it was heaven and hell at the same time.

      I watched her face as her eyes fluttered; I could feel wetness around my cock as she coated me in her juices. There was no way you could disguise how turned on she was. The fantasy I had kept secret for so long; came to life to that song. I was losing it and I didn't care.

      Suddenly her rocking stopped, and she looked into my eyes. She gave the swirl to her hips; the bud of her clit grinding into the head of my cock. I gave a low guttural moan and my body jerked. I felt a rush of light headedness as hot cream pulsed from the tip of my cock.

      I didn't have to look down to know I just left a thick wad of cum all over my belly. I opened my mouth to say something, but all that came out was a soft grunt as a second thick rope spewed out.

      
        
      

      Libby just watched me as my body spasmed. She knew I was cumming, and that she was the sole reason why. Just as I felt my balls tighten a third time; she shifted her hips forward. Pure liquid head engulfed the head of my cock as she slid up; the lips of her wet pussy wrapping around the head. My eyes snapped wide as I suddenly realized the head of my dick was lodged at her opening; but there wasn't a damn thing I could as a third wave roared through me. I felt my cock jerk and hot cream ejecting out to coat her lips and cling to our skin pressed together. It was by far one of the hottest orgasms I had ever had.

      I just sat there in shock; my body trembling as I slowly ebbed back down. Libby gave a smile and rose to her feet. Still straddling my thighs, I glanced down and saw the sticky white sauce clinging to her pussy. I had not only cum; I had just about cum inside my daughter and SHE had been the one to initiate it. It truly was my fantasy coming to life, I thought.

      As Libby stepped back, she reached down and ran her fingers through the sticky mess between her thighs. Bringing her hand up I could see the white glob that clung to her two fingers. I watched in a sexual haze as she lifted the hand higher; and slowly licked my cum from her drenched fingers. If I could have cum again I would have it was such a nasty sight; but she had completely drained my balls by this time.

      Libby gave a soft murmur of approval as she licked her fingers clean. She bent down and took the money from the tip plate, and retrieved her thong. I couldn't even move as she turned on her heels with smooth grace, and slipped through the curtain.

      Once again it took me a minute to put myself back together. By the time I had she was long gone. As I headed back to the main floor and the exit; I passed Godzilla still at his podium. I was shocked when he called me over.

      Apparently Libby had a message for me. It was her not so subtle way of issuing a challenge to me. If I had the balls to finish this, I was to come back Saturday night, but not until one in the morning. All the way back to the hotel I had a war with myself.

      I wanted her, there was no doubt in my mind; I wanted her bad. She was willing; that much was more than evident from the level of excitement she had shown me. I mean how do you say no to a fantasy that has fueled more orgasm than you can count over the last two years. The answer was she was also my step-daughter. I had raised her, let's be real she was my daughter. Worse, she was my wife's daughter. Could I do that to Gayle?

      As I lay in the dark hotel room I remembered my last conversation with Gayle, and the masseuse.

      
        
      

      The next day I spent all of Friday at the store. Sales went well; the new employees started to get settled; and surprisingly Dean seemed a bit more efficient. Perhaps, with a little prodding; this actually might work out.

      That night I ate out, and back at the hotel room I called Gayle to give her an update. It was surreal; not a word was mentioned about my trip to the club or her massage. It was as if the conversation the other night had never occurred. I told her I would be checking the store one more day, and if things looked good then I would head back Sunday.

      By Saturday evening I had showered and shaved. I tried to pass time watching television and then doing some work on the laptop. Honestly I probably watched the clock drag its way through every half hour check. Libby was the only thing going through my mind.

      By ten thirty I couldn't take it anymore. I rode the Uber to the club, paid all the fees, and was seated in a booth just watching the dancers. At least watching all that flesh go by was one way to pass the time. There were actually a couple of fairly good ones; but none had that dancer's fluid grace Libby showed.

      Twice I watched her at the pole; neither time she headed for a booth after she was done. Both times I had the worst raging hardon I could imagine. By the time one got there I was in pretty sad shape and I knew it. Libby was teasing, making me wait; and I couldn't stop.

      At a little after one the shadow came over my booth. I felt her slender form slide in beside me; this time pulling in tight to my side. Her breasts were all but bare through her Arabian veils pressed into my arm; there was no mistaking the rock hard nipples I felt through my shirt.

      When her hand slid under the edge of the table; and those slim fingers wrapped around the bulge in my slacks; I could hear a soft purr deep in her throat. I gave a guttural moan and gritted my teeth, trying not to explode in my slacks.

      For ten minutes we sat there; she never made a move; her soft breathing against my neck; and then it hit me. She really was a professional; she wasn't going to make a move, until I PAID. I turned and looked at her in shock; I was about to pay my daughter to have sex with me; could I do that.

      I opened my mouth to speak when two fingers came out from under the table. They pressed lightly against my lips and all at once I was infused with the smell and taste of her sex. The little vixen had been fingering herself and just put the proof on my lips. She wanted this as much as I did, but I had to make the move. Without even a second thought I took her hand in mine and slid a folded one hundred dollar bill into her palm. Libby radiated a smile as she glanced at the bill.

      Without a comment she rose from her seat and led me through the main floor again. I didn't need the directions I knew where we were going this time, but following that tight ass only added to the blood flow surging south in my body.

      I was barely stretched out on the couch before Libby was opening my pants and climbing onto my lap. Her soaking wet pussy wrapped around my stiff cock and she gave a guttural groan as she ground down into me. I just sat there on that small couch, all but clawing at the seat as she undulated, rotated; and slid across my lap until my entire groin was drenched in her warm juices.

      Leaning back she reached out and cradled my head in her hands, pulling me towards her. I could hear the wet sounds of our groins pressed together; even as she brought my mouth to her breast. I heard a soft hiss of approval as my mouth opened and engulfed a rock hard nipple.

      I couldn't take it; I wanted her, and now. I pulled two hundred dollar bills from my pocket and reached over and dropped them into the plate. Libby's eyes blazed as she looked at the money; she now knew how far I was willing to go.

      She tipped her body forward, pressing me back against the couch as her firm breasts mashed into my chest. Her head rested on my shoulder, her hot breath blowing across my neck. At the angle she was at, it had lifted her ass just slightly off my lap, and I felt her reach down and fumble between us. Then slender fingers wrapped around my cock, slowly pulling it up and away from my body, until it stood straight upright. Was she really going to....was my dream going to...? Her soft whisper broke the silence when she spoke for the first time.

      "Do you know why I like this job daddy" her voice soft in my ear. "Because I love to fuck" she breathed out.

      How do I even describe it? It was like pure liquid heat; this incredible snugness that started at the tip of my cock and slowly slid down. She didn't even hesitate as she took me inside; her hard nipples scraped my chest as she settled down onto me. I heard the wet slurp, I felt her walls ripple; and when she came to rest every inch was buried up inside her.

      I did the only thing I could; I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight to me; and I fucking exploded. My gut wrenched; my balls lit on fire and I spewed thick wad after wad of cock cream right straight up my daughters' pussy. All the while she softly cooed her approval in my ear.

      
        
      

      Christ I saw stars as I unloaded, I could feel Libby tremble against me as small waves rolled through her body. Hot cream dipped down my balls, a mix of both of our juices. I heard that obscene sound of wet squelching as her hips began to move again.

      I was trying to catch my breath, to tell Libby I wasn't young anymore and I needed time to recharge. She had other thoughts. She reached down and pulled my cell phone from my belt clip. My numbed brain took a couple of seconds to realize what she was doing, and during that time she leaned back and pointed the phone between our bodies. The quick flash of the camera light in the dark booth lit up her body, and then the image was gone, burned into my mind. I glanced at the phone and saw the most obscene image of my life. My cock was buried halfway into her pussy; it was coated in the white froth of both of our orgasms and the lips of Libby's cunt were stretched out along the shaft as she drew back.

      Her fingers flew over the keypad before I could do anything; after she hit send she handed me my phone and then began rocking again. I sat there; feeling the incredible sensations of the walls of her pussy gripping my cock; while warm sticky goo seeped onto my balls. I stared in horror at the phone; above that picture was the name of the recipient...Gayle.

      "Daddy loves me" was all she had typed as a caption.

      I felt my stomach lurch, this couldn't be happening. All of the fantasies I had ever had, ended with fucking Libby. Now, those fantasies were about to destroy my home. I opened my mouth to ask why, when I heard the soft ping of the phone. In almost rabid fear I looked down at the small screen while she continued to work my cock.

      In shock I stared at a picture of what I knew was my wife's ass; I mean after all these years I knew that ass. The only difference was it was covered in strands of white cum. Since I was sitting here, that meant....I almost screamed as a new surge of blood filled my cock.

      Libby gave a small chuckle as he began to bounce up and down on my invigorated cock. My eyes went from that picture; to the sight of her drenched pussy sliding up and down my shaft; then back. If the picture wasn't enough, Gayle's caption sent shivers down my spine.

      "Love my new massage cream" she had typed.

      Libby reached out and took the phone from my frozen hand; pointing it straight at my face she snapped another picture. Her fingers flew across the keys.

      
        "He's going to cum" she had typed.

      I waited, even as my balls tightened. When the phone pinged I looked again at it.

      "So am I" was typed across the screen.

      Gayle had her arm extended as far as she could reach to the side for a full body selfie. A selfie that went from her lust filled face, over the swell of her breasts and to her spread thighs where the top of some sandy haired stud had his face buried in her pussy.

      With a grunt my balls exploded as I dumped my hot seed up into Libby. She gave a soft cooing sound, her bouncing slowing as she ground her ass into my lap, making sure every drop went deep.

      I heard the wet slurp is Libby rose of my exhausted body. God she had just drained every drop from me, I could barely move; and this dynamo was still moving. I just sat and watched as she reached over and picked up the money from the plate, slipping it into her clutch.

      Her costume back in place I watched her as she leaned down and landed a soft kiss on my cheek.

      "If mom pays; so do you" she gave that giggle I remember from years ago.

      As I struggled to get my pants back on, I thought of Gayle and everything that had happened. You can have your massages, I thought. I get my dancer, and I smiled as I left the club.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      A Granted Wish

      Margie sighed as she listened to the front door of the house close behind her husband Howard. Rising from the edge of the bed where she sat, she walked nude to the bathroom. Totally unaware of the eyes that followed here every movement. She felt her breasts sway gently with her movement, the cool air only making her nipples ache more.

      As the 42 year old mother and wife stood in her bathroom setting the temperature of the shower water, she worried about where things had gone and where they would finally end up.

      She wasn't unhappy, Margie mused. No, not unhappy, just...bored. I mean, be real, she thought, stepping into the warm water. Twenty-one years of 'in the dark on your back'. There had to be more. She had read, watched some movies, and been thrilled at the positions and things she had seen

      She had tried spicing things up with Howard. His reaction, while not a surprise, had been more than disappointing. The sexy lingerie she had bought, he had scoffed at. The attempts she made to have sex in different places than there bedroom, he had simply ignored. Even when she had sat almost nude on his lap in the living room, he had simply looked around her at the television.

      Then, this morning, before his Saturday golf game, she had even gone so far as to handcuff herself to the headboard of the bed and begged Howard to ravish her.

      Her husband's only response was to tell her she needed to set a doctor's appointment to get her 'raging hormones' under control. He couldn't understand why she wanted something like that.

      "You don't like how we make love Margie?" he husband had almost yelled at her. "It's worked for over twenty years."

      Margie recalled her words with a tremor in her body. "I don't want to make love" she had fiercely told her stunned husband. "I want to FUCK."

      As her hands slowly flowed over her skin, Margie tingled at the thought of being just simply taken. Her fingers tweaking her hard nipples in the waters spray. The thought of being pounded like a dog in heat from behind sending shivers through her

      "Oh god yessss" Margie softly moaned as she pinched the hard buds.

      
        
      

      As the image of herself on her hands and knees being rammed by a big thick cock swam through her mind. She never saw the shadow that drifted by the bathroom door.

      A tall form swept around her bedroom, preparing. The small metal object she had carelessly left laying by her pillow was moved, one end snapped to the head board. A large fluffy towel stretched out to cover the bedsheet. The curtains were softly drawn and two small candles lit to give the room only the faintest glow.

      Now and then the form would stop at the cracked bathroom door to make sure she was still in the shower. Hungry eyes raking over her form through the steam covered shower door.

      It watched as the mature woman slowly slid two fingers between her spread thighs..sinking them deep into the steaming hole between her legs.

      As Margie trembled under her own touch, visions swam before her closed eyes. Only, this time, she didn't fight the issue. She knew, why she had been after Howard to do something different. To try to 'divert' her attention.

      As her belly flexed and her juices joined the warm water trickling down her body, Margie saw the visions again.

      Bent over a chair in the dining room, a huge cock driving into her from behind. One her hands and knees, that same huge cock, plowing into her.

      As the knot grew deep in her belly, the visions cleared. Only, it wasn't Howard taking her body. No..."Tom" she moaned with wanton desire.

      Tom, their twenty-one year old son. At six foot three and a strapping high school football player. Tom looked much like his father had twenty years ago when Margie had first watched him crawl between her spread thighs. Except one thing.

      That massive...thick cock. The one burned into her mind almost two months ago when she had looked through his partially opened door late at night. The huge piece of meat she had stared open mouthed, watching him stroke.

      
        While not small at seven inches, Howard could not even hold a candle to that massive piece of man meat. And as she had stood silent in the hall watching her son, she had wondered what it would be like to have THAT shoved up her hungry twat.

      She had tried everything to expunge that memory from her mind. In utter failure. She had hoped by getting her husband to spice things up, it would remove the images. Now, as her fingers plowed in and out of her dripping cunt, she let the images come.

      "Oh god...Tom" she moaned. Feeling the waves begin deep in her belly. "Make me cum baby" she groaned. "Make mommy cum."

      Outside the bedroom door, the form began to slowly undress, watching Margie's self-pleasure with rapt attention. The shadow half hidden in the dim light.

      Stepping back from the door, the sound of light banging as it moved the door then deliberately shifted items on the night stand. Then, drifting out the front door of the bedroom.

      Startled by the noise, Margie whipped he fingers out of her clutching pussy. Stepping out of the shower she grabbed a towel and stepped through into the bedroom.

      The view caught her totally by surprise. The bed ready, the candles, 'oh my god even the hand cuffs' she thought. She saw the small strip of cloth laying on the bed, a blindfold, she wondered.

      In her sex clouded mind, Margie thought Howard had finally given in and returned to their bedroom. The reality her husband would never have changed his mind, or even considered giving up his Saturday golf game, never entered her hazed mind. The hunger spreading from her loins consumed everything.

      Before she could change her mind. Or Howard his, Margie slipped her still half wet body onto her back on the bed. Feeling the soft towel rubbing her skin. As she slipped the cuffs over her wrists, raising her hands above her head, she trembled at the thought of what was about to happen.

      Margie lay waiting, but only moments. Then, feeling the presence of someone in the room, she focused on her hearing. The sound of soft breathing filling her ears. Then, a weight settling onto the bed beside her splayed out body.

      
        Without warning, she felt soft fingers begin to explore her shaking body. Drifting along her smooth legs, higher. Sending tingles through her thighs as they slid upward. When they slipped past her now clenched sex, to lightly caress her belly, Margie's mind almost snapped in desire.

      "Oooohhh...goddddddd" Margie moaned. Her body arching up towards the exploring hands.

      As the fingers teased around her rigid nipples, not touching them, her hunger gave way. "please...oh god please" she babbled.

      Then, the strong hands were slowly spreading her thighs. Exposing her soaked womanhood. 'Already?' Margie thought. God, tease me more she almost screamed.

      Then, she did scream. As a hot mouth closed over her aching sex. "Aaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhh" the mother cried out, as her whole body arched off the bed.

      Her mind tried to reason in the sexual haze. Howard didn't like eating pussy. If he didn't..then who. Then, her mind exploded as a hot tongue slid deep into her.

      "Fuucckkkkkkkkkkkk" Margie screamed as her whole body convulsed. "cumming..oh god...cummminngggggggggg" As a roaring filled her ears.

      The orgasm she had started in the bathroom ripped through her with an intensity she had never known. Her entire body shaking and thrashing on the bed.

      As the roar settled to a soft ring, Margie convulsed through the strongest orgasm she could remember. As she finally drifted down, her body still trembling, she lowered her ass back onto the towel under her. Feeling the soaked cloth against her skin.

      Realizing she must have literally gushed her juices with the power of her orgasm, Margie tried desperately to collect her thoughts. Her body still shuddering from the aftershocks.

      Margie felt the large frame sliding up her helpless body. A wet face kissing her neck as it settled on top of her. The slickness of her own juices coating her thighs.

      Her entire body ached...craved. Even demanded what was about to happen. Still she tried to form words. "Please...who..talk" were the only words that came from her mouth.

      
        
      

      "Oh godddd" Margie moaned, as the felt the swollen head press against her engorged pussy opening. Then, fingers began to slowly lift the blindfold from her eyes.

      In the dim light, Margie's eyes fluttered open. She was laying here,,,nude...dripping pussy cream; staring into the lust filled eyes of her son...Tom.

      "Mom" the young man moaned above her. She could hear the desire in his voice. The sheer hunger and need. But...this was her SON for God's sake. She opened her mouth to tell him how very wrong this was...the words never came out.

      "Tooommmmmmmmmmmm" was all Margie could cry, as she felt his entire weight drive down on to her. That thick, prodigious cock. The one she had seen him stroking that night, slide deeper and deeper into her.

      "Biiigggggggggggggg" Margie screamed as she felt her walls stretched beyond belief. Stars exploding in her brain as she felt herself filled like no other man had.

      As his thickness bottomed out, she heard him "Mommmmyyyyyy"

      Margie's eyes rolled back as she felt his swollen cockhead press firmly against the spongey opening to her cervix. Her sons arms wrapped around her and held her as her body thrashed under him. With the sound of an oncoming freight train roaring her in ears, Margie exploded.

      Tom looked down in wonder as he felt his mother splash his belly with the force of her orgasm. Squirting her juices around his cock to cover him in them. Her clenched fists pounding at his sides as she convulsed through her second orgasm in only moments.

      Tom raised up onto his arms and stared down at his mother as her orgasm consumed her. His hips, beginning to move. Pumping his thick cock in and out of her.

      Before the waves had even passed her belly, Margie felt Tom's cock begin to drive in and out of her. Each stroke, stronger, harder. Pounding her ass down onto the bed.

      "Oh god...oh fuck...oh shit" Margie babbled with every stroke. All shred of reason had fled her body. All she knew was the massive pole filling her wet hole.

      
        
      

      As the sound of wet skin slapping wet skin filled the room, Margies nostrils flared at the smell of raw sex in the air. Something she had never smelled with Howard.

      "Fuck me...you motherfucker" Margie screamed up at her son.

      As Tom pounded down into his mother, he marveled at how well things had actually developed. Here he was..balls deep in the hottest cunt he had ever known, and instead of fighting him off, like he thought she might, instead she was arching her hips up to meet every blow.

      "Mine" the young man growled down at his sweat soaked mother. "Now...you are MINE."

      The thought that her son was claiming her as his own rolled through her mind as she felt his hips working faster. The idea she belonged now to him, clinging to her frayed mind.

      "Your tits...mine" her son growled in her face

      "Your cunt...MINE" he added

      "ALL of you...belongs to ME" as Margie felt him slam his steel pole deep into her body.

      "Yours...yours" Margie cried back to her pummeling son. "All yours. Just don't stop FUCKING meeeeeeeeeee."

      She almost screamed in disappointment when she felt that huge hunk of meat pulled out of her. Then, her wrists snapped free, and powerful arms literally lifted her like a rag doll and rolled her to her hands and knees.

      The fact he could take her body so effortlessly sent a surge through her. She knew, now, she would never be able to deny him again.

      Tom slid up behind his mother..aiming his cock at her still gaping cunt. With one stroke a rammed back home into his mother.

      
        "Oh my GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD!" Margie screamed as her head snapped back. Mounted...stuffed on her sons huge cock. She felt her body explode for a third time.

      "Tommmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" Margie screamed as her body convulsed. Spraying her juices all over her trembling thighs. Soaking the towel he had placed on the bed.

      Tom, consumed with total lust, slammed into his mother over and over. Watching her ass shake with every blow of his hips. His thick cock plowing into her feeling her vise grip on his dick as she squirmed through her orgasm.

      Feeling the tightness in his balls, and the boiling cum deep in his balls...Tom tried to pull back. Not sure where he should cum. Knowing he couldn't hold out much longer.

      Margie felt him throb along her walls. Ever stroke scraping along her clit. Then, the telltale swelling deep in her belly. Oh God yes, she thought, he's going to cum.

      When she felt him start to pull out, her hand shot back, nails digging into his hip, trying to pull him deep again.

      "Don't you fucking dare" she gasped..

      "Mom" she heard Tom moan behind her. "Going to cummmm."

      "Do it" Margie growled back at him. "Fucking cum in me you mother fucker."

      Tom, knowing now he had his mother's blessing, drove his huge cock as deep as it would go into her. Feeling himself push against her cervix...against her very womb.

      "Mommmmyyyyyyyyy" her son roared behind her. Then, Margie felt her sons cock jerk, deep inside her belly. As the first molten spray of his seed bathed her walls and her womb.

      "FUUUCCCCKKKKKKKKK" Margie screamed as her eyes rolled back again. Slamming her ass back into him her body erupted into a fourth orgasm. Tearing through her body.

      
        Four, her hazed mind thought. My God, he's made me cum FOUR times. As she felt the thick globs of their mixed seed ooze out of her pussy and drop to the towel under her.

      As Tom let his mother's sweat soaked body ease forward, he could feel her tight pussy sliding down his length. Until, with an obscene pop, her body came free of his to collapse onto her face on the cum soaked towel under her.

      Margie lay gasping on her own bed. For the first time in her 42 years, she felt totally FUCKED. And by of all people, her son. Laying in the wetness of their shared pleasure, she felt the bed shift as her son rose to stand beside her.

      In the dim light of the candles, she heard his voice. "Next Saturday...don't even fucking ask him." With those final words, Tom walked through the door of the bedroom.

      Margie lay wondering if the whole thing had been some kind of horrific dream. But, the feeling of that hot cum dripping from her used pussy, told her otherwise.

      As her heart slowly tried to come down from the pounding rate, she wondered. Would she even make Saturday.

    
  
    
      A Horse of a Different Kind

      I want to start by saying that per the current medical community, the average size of a male penis is 5.1 inches; while the average depth of the female vagina is 3.5 inches and then elongates during arousal. Most men don't have a ten inch cock; and no, most women don't have their cervix banged during sex. While some will say fantasy imitates art, I prefer to let fantasy exaggerate reality. So, it's time to let our fantasy run wild and thank you for reading.

      Claire Barr rolled over on her bed and sat up on the edge. Reaching up she wiped the sweat that threatened to drip from her brow. Now THAT had been a work out she sighed. She stared out her bedroom window as her mind went over not only what had just happened, but more the why.

      Some people say there is that "moment", that epiphany. For Claire it had been a collection of moments that had culminated together. At forty-eight she had been enduring the battle with menopause for the last few years. While there were the usual hot flashes and mood swings, what had hit the hardest was the sudden surge in her libido. To put it plainly, she couldn't get fucked enough.

      
        
      

      Adding to the collection of moments was her husband of twenty years being diagnosed with an enlarged prostate. It had been benign and he was treating it medically; but it had created an unknown problem; erectile dysfunction.

      Oh the Viagra helped some, but as his 'manhood' was affected, so was his drive. Embarrassed he couldn't perform he had drawn back on his drive. While Gary's drive had dropped Claire found hers going through the roof.

      They had always been the average couple, sex a couple of times a week, usually missionary, and for both satisfying. This new constant urge was new to Claire, and it didn't help that Gary seemed almost oblivious to it.

      That growing gap had led to Claire resorting to the old standby, the dildo. She had amassed quite a collection over the last couple of years. The regular rubber penis, the vibrating egg, even a multi-function rabbit was stashed away in her bedside stand.

      The art of masturbation was something Claire had cultivated into a true art form over time. There had been porn videos on her laptop, and all the usual fantasies that fueled her sex starved hormones. It had been the fantasies that had added the last "moment" to her collection.

      God, she sighed. It could have been anyone. Some hung stud ravishing her needy body, some nameless ten inch cock pounding into her. Ten inches, she shuddered and looked back at the recent addition to her toy collection. It lay on her bed, coated in her white cream; she reached out and picked it up, staring at the tan rubber.

      God why did it have to be Evan, she sighed. She rose and walked to her bedside stand, sliding the toy inside; she had to almost bend it to get it to fit.

      Evan was Evan Barr; her son and the current focus of her nastiest fantasies. Claire shuddered at what would go through her mind when she thought of her son. He was so innocent of what he even did to her.

      For Claire and Gary, Evan had been a miracle child. The doctors had told her she couldn't get pregnant, then a little over a year later the bundle of joy had entered their life.

      
        Now that bundle of joy stood six foot tall, his piercing blue eyes and quick smile melted Claire whenever she had tried to discipline the boy.

      At first Claire had thought Evan was just painfully shy, but he seemed to have friends easily enough. No it wasn't friends that had triggered the final moment; it had been girlfriends. Or the lack of them Claire thought.

      Evan had dated a few girls, but usually only a time or two and then the girls seemed to vanish. Eventually the dating had just seemed to go away entirely. Now in his senior year of high school, Claire had been shocked when Evan had announced he wasn't going to his senior prom. She had been confused and worried, what eighteen year old didn't want to go to his senior prom.

      She had badgered Evan about the issue, even tried using her husband to find out the reason. The badgering finally came to a head three weeks ago when Evan had come home from playing basketball with his friends. Covered in sweat, wearing only his loose shorts, she had confronted him in the hallway outside his bedroom door. For Claire it was like it had happened just today.

      "I don't understand Evan" she had told her son. "What is it about prom?" she asked.

      "I just don't want to go" her son had answered sullenly.

      "Evan, what's wrong" Claire asked. "Is it dating, is that the problem?"

      "Yeah, kind of" Evan had told her.

      Claire had steeled herself for that moment. "What, are you gay" she had pushed back at her son. "Is that why you won't date?"

      "Jesus mom, not every guy who doesn't date is gay" Evan snorted back.

      "Honey it's OK" she had tried consoling her son. "If you are, your father and I will work it out."

      "I'm not GAY" Evan had screamed at her in the hallway. "I'm a fucking FREAK OK mom."

      
        Claire had been stunned by his announcement. Was there something she didn't know about her own son? Did he have acne all over his body? Did he have some kind of growth she had missed?

      "Honey...." Claire tried to find words that day. Then it happened, Evan moved to stand in front of her.

      "There isn't a girl in school that will go with me" he had almost sobbed. "Why do you think they called me horse all the way through school" she could remember his voice cracking.

      "It's because of THIS!" Evan had yelled.

      At that moment, the raging hormones, the prostate issues, all the fantasies collided as her eighteen year old son had jerked his jockey shorts to his knees.

      "Oh My God" Claire had whispered as IT came into view.

      It had to have been at least seven or eight inches long, and it was soft. Jesus how big was it when it got hard. Claire had not been able to tear her eyes from the sight of her sons' massive cock as it swung between his thighs.

      "See, even you admit I'm a freak" Evan had told her. "My own mother staring at the freak" her son had growled.

      "Oh baby" Claire had almost moaned. She was stunned to feel her nipples harden to pebbles inside the cups of her bra.

      "What girl wants THIS shoved up them" Evan had ranted. "One look and they all run away screaming freak."

      Before Claire had the opportunity to respond, Evan had turned and gone into his room; slamming his door behind him. Claire stood frozen in the hallway as the image of her sons' cock burned in her mind. His words, shoving that monster inside some girl, sent a sudden gush of wetness into her panties.

      "Evan" she remembered whispering and then slowly pulled herself away and down the hall.

      
        That had been the culmination of her moments, Claire realized. From there every fantasy began to revolve around that slab of meat. To the point she had searched on amazon and found a ten inch realistic cock toy. The same one she had just spent over an hour ramming up her tight pussy as the image of her son pounding into her filled her fevered brain.

      Twice over the last three weeks Claire had tried to banish the thoughts using her husband. The first had failed miserably when Gary's poor six inch cock had barely gotten past half mast. The second time he had simply grunted and rolled over in bed, leaving the mature mother to fall into a fitful sleep filled with dreams of her sons' massive dong.

      As Claire glanced at the clock, she knew Evan would be home from school soon. Even after torturing her body with the massive toy, she could still feel that burning need between her thighs. Something was going to give she knew, and soon.

      After dinner that evening Claire sat watching television with her husband as Evan studied in his room.

      "Has Evan said anything to you about prom" Claire finally broached the subject.

      "No he hasn't, why" Gary barely took his eyes off the television.

      "He won't go, he doesn't have a date" Claire said softly.

      "Bullshit" her husband spit out. "Every kid needs to go to prom. Hell I didn't have a date either, never let that stop me" he grunted.

      "What's his problem" Gary suddenly asked.

      "He has...an issue" Claire tried to find the words.

      "What, something wrong with him" her husband asked.

      "No, he's perfect" Claire felt a tingle between her thighs at her answer.

      "Then he can just go with his buddies" Gary said as he changed channels on the television.

      
        
      

      "They all have dates" Claire complained.

      "Then find the damn boy a date" was her husbands' gruff reply.

      "Prom is next weekend, where would we find a girl by then?" Claire asked stunned at her husbands' suggestion.

      "Why don't you go" Claire sat in shock at her husband.

      "What...me" she stuttered.

      "Not like junior here is doing anything next weekend" Gary waved at his crotch. "Go out, have a nice dinner, do some dancing. Let the boy enjoy his prom" her husbands' words seared into Claire.

      "Honey..." Claire tried to softly object.

      "What?" her husband turned finally and looked at her. "Not like you're going to fuck him. Though God knows you could use it" he half laughed.

      "Gary" Claire couldn't help but gasp.

      After finishing the short discussion with her husband, Claire quietly ascended the stairs towards Evan's door. She could feel small somersaults in her belly as she approached the cracked door.

      Easing the door slightly open, Claire glanced inside and froze at the sight. Instead of studying at his desk, Evan was stretched out full length on his bed. He held his IPad in one hand while his other slid up and down on his cock.

      Three weeks ago she had seen it as it swung soft between his thighs. For the first time her eyes locked onto his erect cock. She barely stifled the groan as his hand barely encircled the thick pole. It stood straight up like a massive redwood sprouting from the hair of his groin. You're right, she thought to her husband sitting downstairs. I would fuck that thing in a heartbeat she thought.

      
        Easing the door back shut, she tapped lightly and called to her son. She could hear clothing rustle as he covered himself.

      "Yeah" Evan called from the other side of the door.

      Claire slipped through the door and stepped to the side of his bed. Her eyes couldn't help but see the gigantic lump in his sheet he had thrown over himself.

      "Evan, your father and I have been talking" Claire had to clear her throat from the dryness. "You are going to prom" She said firmly.

      "Mom, we had this discussion" Evan pleaded back.

      "Your father and I...your father" Claire changed tactics. "Has decided you should go" she said.

      Claire eased herself to sit on the bed next to him. The fact she was only inches away from that magnificent cock sent a tremor through her belly. She reached out and rested a hand on his thigh.

      "Mom...please" Evan almost cried.

      "You'll be fine sweetie" Claire said softly.

      "I don't have a date" Evan tried to dissuade his mother. "I don't even have a tux" he tried to find excuses.

      "We'll get you a tux next week" Claire told him. "As for a date, you're taking me."

      "Mom, you know why" Evan was still trying.

      "I'm well aware of your...issue" Claire answered back. As she rose from the bed she deliberately let her fingers trace over that huge lump in the sheets.

      "Quite frankly" she whispered. "That's why you are taking me" She told Evan.

      
        
      

      Evan could only lay in shock as his mother slipped from the room. Had his mom just touched his cock? Had she really just admitted she was going with him because of his cock?

      For the next week Claire felt almost giddy as she prepared. A trip to town and a rental store arranged for Evan's tux. Thank god she did his laundry; it gave her all the sizes she needed to fit him.

      A second trip, with the credit card blessing of her husband, and a new dress with matching heels entered her closet. When Gary had seen her choice that night, he had whistled.

      "You're going to give the poor boy a raging boner" he laughed.

      Claire had blushed at her husbands' comment. God if he only knew, she thought. The thought of seeing that cock hard because of her, sent a shiver down the mature mothers' spine.

      By Saturday, Claire spent most of the day in her room. She was afraid to let Evan see her until they were both ready. As she stood in front of her closet mirror something gazed back that she barely recognized.

      The bright red dress hung to just above her knees, demurely hiding her legs. That was until she moved, then the slit along the one side opened, showing an expanse of creamy flesh that rose clear up her thigh.

      The six inch heels highlighted her freshly painted toenails. They had been tricky to walk in, but Claire had spent the week mastering movement, and now felt fairly comfortable in them.

      But it was the top of the dress that drew the eyes. The plunging front gave way to the valley of her cleavage, as her 34C's pressed together. The wide open back gave mute evidence she was not wearing a bra, a fact also obvious from the two small mounds that poked at the front of her dress.

      The waist of the dress dipped in and then hugged her full hips, showing off the curves that come with maturity. She only hoped the dress wouldn't be too much.

      As she slowly descended the stairs, she knew she had hit pay dirt as Evan stared open mouthed at her. Her long brunette hair fell in waves about her bare shoulders, as she clutched her small handbag in one hand.

      
        
      

      "Do you like" she asked as she came to a stop only a few feet from her son.

      "Jesus mom" Evan breathed. "You look fantastic."

      "I'll take that as a yes" Claire glanced down at the obvious bulge in Evans trousers. "And you look very handsome" she reached out and straightened the lapel of his tuxedo.

      "Don't you two look the pair" Gary's voice cut through the foyer. "Remember boy, she's Claire tonight not mom, got it" he chuckled. "Stick it to the poor bastards with their plain Jane girlies."

      Evan blushed at his father's words. He was embarrassed at the reaction of his cock to seeing his beautiful mother. The fact she had acknowledged it stunned him.

      "Have fun baby" Gary leaned over and kissed his wife's' cheek. "Here" he handed a small envelope to Evan. "For when the prom dance is done, you might need it."

      Before the pair could even reply, Gary headed back to the living room and his television.

      'Shall we" Claire asked softly.

      Ever the gentleman, Evan held the car door open and watched as his mother slipped in. His eyes were riveted to the expanse of leg that slipped free through her dress slit. Sliding into the driver's seat he glanced over and was stunned to see his mother made no attempt to adjust her dress.

      As the pair drove towards town, Evan tried to steal discreet glances at that supple thigh peeking through her dress slit.

      "Evan" Claire said softly.

      "Sorry mom, I mean Claire" Evan stuttered.

      "Evan" Claire rested a palm on his thigh. "You can look, go ahead I like it" she smiled.

      
        
      

      "Jesus" Evan groaned softly.

      "So where are we going" Claire asked, trying to break the ice.

      "The Carlton" Evan said maneuvering the car. "It's the only place with a ballroom big enough."

      Claire nodded her head. The Carlton Hotel was renowned for their ballroom, and held some of the biggest events in the city. It was also very formal and for once she was glad of her dress selection.

      Parking with the valet, Claire slipped her arm inside Evans and the pair entered his senior prom. For the next hour she stayed tight to his side as Evan drifted from one group of friends to another. She smiled and shook hands as her son introduced her as Claire Greene, his date.

      Claire was surprised the first time Evan used her maiden name. The fact he even remembered surprised her, but it also impressed her that her son was thinking on his feet. Good move not using the same last name, she thought.

      What shocked her were the looks she kept getting. First from the girls whose unconcealed stares bore what Claire could only call jealousy; to the hungry looks in the eyes of most of the boys in the room.

      It wasn't more than moments after Evan stepped away to get them both some punch, that two of the boys approached. Claire tried not to laugh at their clumsy attempts at making a pass at her.

      "She's taken" a gruff voice came behind Claire. She turned in surprise to see Evan standing there holding two glasses of punch, anger burning in his eyes. No not anger, something else, Claire realized.

      Dismissing the two young suitors, Claire accepted the drink. "Something wrong Evan" she asked.

      "They were hitting on you" her son half growled.

      "That bothers you" Claire tried a soft probe.

      
        
      

      "Fuckers" Evan breathed.

      "Someone is jealous" the mother couldn't help but smile.

      "I shouldn't be, but I am" Evan grunted.

      "Good" Claire looked her son in the eyes. "They will try and come back, so if you want to stake your claim; you better be serious mister" she softly told her son.

      Three dances and an hour later, and Claire knew Evan wasn't just serious; he was deadly serious. Never once during that time did he let her out of his eye sight. Every time a boy came within ten feet, he wrapped an arm around her waist, holding her tighter.

      Claire reveled in the attention; it had been decades since she had been to a dance; and to be the center of a man's attention. As the evening started to wind down, Claire found Evan pulling her to the dance floor once again.

      Wrapping her arms around her sons' neck, she snuggled in close, swaying to the slow music. It took less than two minutes before she could feel the hardening bulge press against her belly.

      "You're hard" Claire whispered up at her son.

      "God...I'm so sorry..." Evan sputtered.

      "Don't be" Claire told her son. "There are a lot of beautiful girls here."

      Her sons' sudden silence caught Claire. Sliding one hand from his neck she brought his face down until their eyes met.

      "Who is she" Claire asked softly.

      "I can't..." Evan almost moaned.

      
        
      

      "Who, tell me?" Claire persisted.

      "You" Evan finally gasped out.

      "You know how wrong this is" Claire's soft voice reached up to her son.

      "Yes, and I can't help it" she heard her sons' admission.

      "Why, I want to hear it." She asked.

      "You're beautiful, you're sexy and you're desirable." Evan almost gushed out. "You know...me...and yet you aren't afraid" his eyes brimmed with tears.

      With a shudder, Claire decided it was time to put her cards on the table. Evan had given her his confession, now it was her turn. She pressed her body into his, feeling that growing snake against her belly.

      "Baby you have no idea" Her voice was husky. "I wouldn't be running away, I would be running TO you" she breathed in his ear.

      "Oh God mom" Evan trembled at her words.

      "I think it's time we left" Claire told her son.

      Slowly the pair walked back to their table where Claire gathered her small handbag. Suddenly Evan stopped as if remembering. Reaching inside the breast pocket of the tuxedo, he drew out the small white envelope his father had given him.

      Flipping open the top, he pulled out a small piece of paper. His eyes stared at it as if not understanding what it was.

      "Jesus Christ" Claire heard her son whisper. "It's an online voucher for a room at the Carlton" he told her.

      
        
      

      "It's what" Claire asked stunned.

      "Dad booked us a room" Evan said stunned.

      "It can't be" Claire took the small paper.

      Sure enough, it was exactly what Evan had said. Gary had gone online, booked a room for two at the Carlton, and had put the confirmation and payment information into the envelope.

      Claire opened her small handbag and pulled out her cellphone. Her fingers flew over the keys.

      'Gary why' she hit send. It only took a moment for the screen to flash an answer. 'Because I can't but he can. Have fun both of you and I love you both'

      "Oh my God" Claire whispered in shock.

      "Claire, come with me" there was something in her sons' voice. A new confidence she had not heard before.

      Stunned the mother took her son by the hand and followed him to the lobby of the hotel. She watched mutely as he stood at the desk and exchanged the small slip of paper for an ornate room key.

      Still numb, Claire let her son lead her to the elevator; it wasn't until the doors slid shut in privacy, that she found her voice. "He knows...he knew I would" She whispered.

      "Do you want to stop?" Evan asked her. "It's now or never mom" his voice pulled something out of her.

      Weeks of raging hormones, mind numbing fantasy filled orgasms to a ten inch dildo rolled through Claire's belly. Her eyes looked first into her sons' eyes and then down at the obvious bulge in his stacks that was far bigger than any man had the right to be.

      
        With almost a lunge Claire pressed her son against the wall of the elevator, reaching down she tried vainly to wrap her slender hand around the huge pole in his slacks.

      "I want this fucking thing shoved so far into me it comes out my throat" she husked.

      By the time the elevator doors had opened and the pair reached the door to their room, Claire had successfully opened most of the buttons on her son's shirt. Her fingers trailed over the firm biceps and pecs that were hidden inside the cloth.

      Once inside the door to the room, Claire found her lips crushed by Evans as he maneuvered her through the room. Gasping the pair broke free as Evan stripped off what remained of his shirt and tux jacket. Claire felt a tremor as she stared at his now bare upper body. God she wanted this, she thought. No, she needed this.

      Reaching behind her back, her fingers found the zipper to her dress. She froze at her sons' words.

      "Stop" his voice almost harsh. "I want to...please" he said more softly.

      Claire let her hands fall limp at her sides as she offered herself to her son. She watched his face as first the sound of the zipper lowering filled the room, and then the wonder fill his face as her dress slowly slipped free to puddle at her feet.

      "So fucking beautiful" she heard her son whisper.

      Standing only in her pale red panties, Claire watched as her son's eyes all but devoured her. She could feel those raging hormones peaking inside her hot belly.

      "You like" she asked suddenly conscious of her pooch at her belly, and the full mature hips. She was no eighteen year old, and didn't feel she could compete with what they had left downstairs.

      Rather than answer her, Claire watched as Evan unbuckled and unzipped his slacks. Hooking fingers in both trousers and boxers, he lowered the pair to the floor. As he rose back up Claire could only gasp at the sight.

      "Oh fuck" she couldn't help the words as they slipped out.

      
        
      

      Evan stood before her, this time no soft member swinging between his thighs. This time, a raging monster of what had to be at least ten inches of cock meat reared before her.

      In awe, Claire slowly slipped to her knees before her son. She felt like she was worshipping this hunk of meat throbbing in front of her.

      "Perfect" she whispered. "So perfect" as her hand rose, slender fingers tried vainly to wrap around his thick girth.

      She could feel blood pulse through the heavy veins that traveled down the hard shaft, throbbing against her palm. She could feel her saliva pooling in her mouth as she stared at her son.

      "Evan" Claire whispered, even as she felt her own juices begin to drip down her trembling thighs. "I am about to become the biggest whore you have ever met." She told her son. "Forgive me" she whispered, and then her hot mouth descended on him.

      "Oh fuck" she heard Evan moan above her as she sucked him in.

      His taste coated her tongue, and his scent filled her nostrils as she tried to push more of him into her throat.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" Claire gave an obscene moan as she sucked deeply on his huge cock. She felt the engorged head bump against the back of her throat. Fuck he was HUGE she dimly thought.

      "Mom...mom" she heard from above her.

      "Fuck my mouth" Claire begged as she popped her mouth free for a moment. "Fuck my face like the whore I am" she gasped. Claire jammed her mouth back onto his pulsing cock.

      True to her words, she felt her son's fingers curl in her hair, as his hips began to pump. God yesss she thought. Fuck your whore mother's mouth was the only thought in her mind.

      Claire knelt servicing her son as she had only had fantasies of doing. Her thin panties so soaked with her dripping cream she could feel it running down her thighs.

      
        
      

      Her mouth was barely half down his huge cock before the head hit the back of her throat again, causing her to gag on his magnificent cock.

      "Ullkkkkkkkkkkkkk" was the only sound she could emit around a mouth stretched wide with hard meat.

      Claire could feel her own spit dribble from the corner of her mouth with every stroke. God he was using her just like she had told him. One hand reached around and grabbed a firm ass cheek to steady her as Evan pounded into her mouth.

      Her jaw ached it was stretched wide as she sucked like a mad woman. She reached up her other hand and began to massage the heavy balls swinging between his thighs.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit..." she could hear him grunting above her.

      Claire felt his cock throb inside her mouth, she knew he was about to explode. Popping her mouth free she pumped furiously at the stalk aiming the purple head for her open mouth.

      "Give it to me baby" she whimpered. "Give momma every fucking drop." She told him.

      "Mommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" she heard Evan roar above her.

      She felt his cock literally lurch in her grip, then stared in wonder as the piss hole on the end expanded open. Suddenly the first jet of his cum shot from the tip, bathing her face from nose to chin in him.

      "Yesssssssssssssssss" Claire moaned as her son's warm cum covered her face. "Cum baby" she encouraged her son.

      "Oh my fucking God" Evan grunted; as a second thick rope burst free.

      This time Claire aimed better as she felt the thick hot liquid coat her tongue and then slide down her throat. She knew she had to look like some cheap whore as she knelt in the hotel room all but nude, pumping every drop she could out of her son's massive cock.

      
        
      

      By the time Evan had shuddered down from his orgasm, Claire extended her tongue and ran it along her face. Then used her fingers to scoop of the slimy goo and pop it into her hungry mouth.

      "Delicious" she murmured as she tasted her son for the first time. She was damned if it would be the last, she thought.

      Claire gave a squeal as Evan reached down and lifted her from the floor in one fluid move. With a flex of his arms, Claire felt her body flung onto the bed. Scooting back fully onto the mattress she looked up at her son, seeing the almost feral hunger in his eyes.

      "You want it baby...then come and get it." She told her son.

      Thinking of her son as the inexperienced virgin, Claire expected him to immediately climb on top of her; not that she would have objected right then. Instead, she was shocked when her son dropped his weight onto the mattress between her lewdly spread thighs.

      She felt strong fingers wrap into the elastic waist of her panties, then a ripping sound as he tore the flimsy fabric from her.

      "Fuck yes" Claire gasped. "Take what you want baby" she moaned.

      "SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" her scream echoed across the room as the sudden heat of Evan's mouth closed over her quivering sex.

      Claire shuddered and shook as she felt her son's hot tongue drive between her drenched lips to scoop at her honey. Then she felt it pull free to drag across her sensitive clit.

      "Oh fuck...yes...eat me...eat me...." She babbled.

      What he lacked in experience, Evan more than made up in ferocity; as he devoured his mother. Claire felt her body rocked with mini waves as she listened to the wet slurping between her thighs. Her hands shot down and gripped his head as her ass rose from the bed.

      "Oh fuck...make me cum...yes...yes..." she chanted.

      
        
      

      Gary had never really been a fan or oral sex, though he had tried when the prostate issues came. What Claire had thought of as orgasms swiftly paled to the climb she was on now.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." she moaned as the freight train barreled down on her.

      Looking down at her son, Claire saw the most obscene sight of her life as her son feasted on her willing cunt. No fantasy could compare to the sight before her.

      "I'm going...oh shit....Evan..." she gasped as her belly knotted.

      "Motherfuckerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" Claire wailed as her entire body exploded.

      Her hips came up from the bed, mashing her pelvis into Evan's face trapped between her thighs. River after river flowed out of her as Evan drank her.

      "So good....so good..." Claire moaned as her body settled back onto the bed.

      Even as she felt after-shocks flex through her belly, she felt Evan slide up her sweat slick torso. She could only lay limp and trembling as she felt that massive head lodge between her engorged lips.

      "Now I'm a motherfucker" her son's voice filled her ear.

      Claire grunted as that fat head entered her with a wet pop. "Oh fuck" she moaned as her walls tried to stretch to fit him. She was stunned to realize even the dildo she had bought did not match what her son was now driving into her.

      Inch by inch she felt him filling her. To Claire it felt like his cock never ended as Evan pushed deeper. How could any man be this BIG she dimly thought?

      "Finally" Evan breathed in her ear as his pelvis settled over hers.

      There was only one thing Claire could do at that moment. "Cumminngg" she gasped as her pinned body convulsed under her son.

      
        
      

      Just the sheer presence of him inside her sent wave after wave rolling through her. He hadn't even started fucking her and already she was cumming.

      "Cum on my cock mom" Evan told her.

      "Nahhhhhhhhhhhh" Claire moaned as she felt him pull back to about half length, then drive back into her.

      Claire watched with glazed eyes as Evan rose up on his arms above her. He's going to...Oh God...her mind tried to accept what was about to happen. She felt him draw back his full length until just the fat head rested inside her.

      "FFFUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Claire screamed as Evan pounded down hard into her. She felt her body bounce on the bed as she took his hard thrust.

      "Evan...oh God Evan...." Claire moaned as his hips began to rise and fall. Every thrust sent a new wave through her belly.

      For the next thirty minutes, what felt like thirty hours to the wanton mother; her son used her body again and again. Pounding strokes accompanied by the sucking noise of his cock drilling her soaked cunt. Claire felt wave after wave as she felt like she was in a continuous orgasm. Never had she been fucked like this.

      She could feel her fists pound the mattress, her legs wrap around his waist. Every inch of her cunt walls screamed with pleasure when he filled her. Claire knew this had partly been her husbands' idea. She wondered if the poor man realized his sex starved wife had forever been ruined for any other man.

      Suddenly Claire felt the impossible as that telephone pole of a cock swelled even more inside her. Her eyes popped open and she stared up at her son.

      "That's it baby" she begged. "Don't stop, cum in me. Oh God yesssss." She moaned.

      "Mom ....are you..." Evan tried to grunt out above her.

      
        Gallant to the end, her son was worried if she was safe. Right then she didn't give a damn if she was or not. His cock belonged right where it was when it dumped that hot load. Her nails raked down his back and then dug into the cheeks of his ass.

      "Yes baby, do it" she hissed. "Cum in me, fill my pussy." She whimpered. "Needed this....dreamed of this....don't stop ever..." she moaned.

      She didn't know how, but it felt like Evan rammed his cock even deeper. It felt like it would come out the other side of her stomach as his pelvis mashed against hers.

      "Clairreeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Evan roared above her; even as she felt his cock throb along her walls. A white hot fire filled her belly as she felt his seed pumping into her.

      "Evannnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Claire wailed as he body convulsed again. She had lost track of how many orgasm she had been having; and it really didn't matter to her.

      What amazed the mother was that her juices ejected with such a force, they seeped around that huge piece of meat buried in her; running down the crack of her ass to soak the bed under her.

      Claire could feel rope after rope pumping into her stretched belly. God how much could he cum, she dimly wondered. Not just him, shit she hadn't stopped cumming the moment that huge cock slid into her.

      As her body slowly settled to the bed, she felt the light burning along her stretched walls as they contracted around her sons' cock. God was she going to hurt tomorrow, but it was going to be a beautiful hurt.

      She listened to Evans' breathing even out as he drifted to sleep on the bed beside her. The room was theirs until tomorrow, and she knew she couldn't move right now even if she wanted to; and she damn well didn't.

      It seemed like only the blink of an eye when Claire startled awake. Sliding out from under her son's arm, she padded softly into the small bathroom. Standing at the sink drying her hands, she gazed at her reflection in the mirror over the sink.

      "Damn woman" she whispered at herself. "You finally did it" she shook her head at her image.

      
        
      

      She glanced out the door at the form of her sleeping son, the light from the bathroom casting a beam across the bed. Even from this distance she could make out that formidable bulge in the sheet at his groin.

      "Was it worth it" she whispered to herself. "Was it worth cheating on your husband or worth committing incest with your son" she stared at that lump as if it were calling to her. "Fuck yes" she whispered back at herself.

      Leaving the light on, Claire entered the hotel room and crawled onto the bed. With a trembling hand she gently pulled the sheet away. She didn't want to wake him, but damn she had to see that thing.

      "God" her hushed voice breathed out as Evan's cock slid into view. It looked like a huge pipe lying across his thigh.

      Gently she reached out and tried to wrap one hand around the thick stalk. Jesus, she mused, she couldn't even get her fingers around the thing. She almost dropped the thing when it gave a small jerk against her hand.

      Oh My God, she stared in wonder as it began to fill with blood. He's getting hard again she was stunned. She couldn't resist giving Evans cock a gentle tug, urging it onward. She watched in amazement as it stretched taller in her grip,

      "Fucking hell" she gasped as the purple head began to distend again. She could see her dried cum caking along the shaft and matted in his pubic hair. I must have cum like a fucking geyser, she thought.

      Claire watched as a clear drop of pre cum oozed from the tip. She felt her belly flip over as she leaned down and swiped her tongue over his cock, catching the small drop on the tip of her tongue.

      "Mom" she heard Evan's sleepy voice.

      "I'm sorry Evan" Claire almost moaned. "I didn't mean to wake you" she told her son. "It's just...I couldn't...I wanted to..." she stumbled. "God I love your cock." She almost gushed out.

      "Then suck it mom" Evans voice filled the quiet room.

      
        
      

      Without even a second thought Claire lowered her mouth onto his throbbing manhood. "Mmmmmmm" she hummed as the mixed taste of their previous session filled her mouth.

      "That's it mom, suck your sons' horse dick." Evan rumbled."Do you think one time was enough, you can forget that" her son hissed at her.

      Jesus, he plans on fucking me again, Claire couldn't help the quiver that ran through her. The room quickly filled with the obscene sound of sucking and slurping as Claire tried to ram more and more down her throat.

      "You like that...sucking your sons cock" Evan goaded her on.

      "Nnngggggggg" was all Claire could moan as she shoved her throat further down.

      One hand slipped between her thighs and she shook as he rammed two fingers up her already dripping hole. Claire knew she had to be a sight, kneeling at her son's side, her small mouth stuffed full of him while he fingered her soaking pussy.

      "God you're such a slut" Evans name calling only fueled her. "You want me to fuck you like a slut?" his voiced burned into her.

      "Yesssssssssss" Claire groaned as she pulled her mouth free. "Fuck YOUR slut" she told her son.

      Claire was surprised at how quickly Evan turned and slid onto his knees at the same time. She watched as he slipped behind her, gripping his throbbing cock. What was he doing?, she wondered. Then she gave a small squeak of surprise when she felt his hand press against the high of her back, forcing her forward.

      Looking over her shoulder, she could only watch as Evan positioned himself on his knees behind her. His shove had forced her forward onto her hands and knees, now she saw her son position his body to mount her from behind.

      "Oh God Evan" Claire moaned. "Fuck your slut baby." She gave her son permission.

      
        Glancing at the mirror over the small dresser, Claire watched as Evan aimed that huge pipe for her tiny hole. God, she thought, he's going to mount me like some bitch in heat.

      "'I'm going to fuck you so much" Evans husky voice came from behind her. "That when we leave in the morning you'll look like you have been riding a horse for a week."

      "Oh my fucking God" Clair could barely whisper. She stared into the mirror and watched as the hottest and nastiest fantasy she had ever masturbated too began to come true before her eyes.

      "Oh fuck" Claire grunted as she both felt and watched as that swollen purple head slid into her tight cunt.

      Claire stared in a mixture of horror and lust as she watched her sons' huge cock begin to slide into her an inch at a time. She could actually see the thick veins along his shaft pulse with blood they were so distended.

      His balls looked huge and heavy as they hung beneath him; she tried to imagine how much cum was stored in them right now.

      "Oh God Evan" Claire gasped. "So big...so deep...oh god...oh god..." she babbled as she saw his entire cock disappear inside her. Jesus how did she even fit that thing inside her she marveled.

      Claire watched as the cheeks of her mature full ass shook when Evan's hips collided against them. She looked at her sons' face, seeing that grimace of lust as he slowly began to pump into her.

      "You're so fucking tight" Claire could hear Evan moaning behind her.

      "That's it, fuck your whore mother" Claire moaned as she surrendered to her son.

      She heard him grunt than ram deep inside her; deeper than she had ever felt a cock before. To the point he was stretching her places she never even knew of.

      "Oh God Evan, I'm going to cum." Claire hissed through gritted teeth.

      
        Suddenly she felt her son grip her hips in his powerful hands. As if she had hit a switch in him, he began to pound furiously into her.

      Claire opened her mouth to scream, but all that came out was a soft whimper as her spit dripped down her chin. Her eyes rolled back as her son used her body.

      As a huge wave crashed over her body, she felt Evan tangle his fingers in her long brunette hair, and with a savage jerk bring her head up, arching her back. The motion rammed her body back, impaling her on his huge cock.

      "Take my cum mommy slut" Evan's voice rasped in her ear. Even as he spoke she felt his cock spasm deep inside her, and a scorching heat wash her sensitive walls.

      Claire felt herself pulled upward, her helpless arms waving in front of her as her son drove her down hard on him. Like two cars colliding, she felt a second orgasm smash into the first before it was even done.

      "Cumming...cumming for my son" she babbled. "Use me...take me...breed me...just never stop FUCKING MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" Claire's voice climbed with each word until it turned into a long wail.

      Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, she felt the most unbelievable sensation. Evan released her hair and gripped her hips, ramming deep into her with the most powerful thrust, Claire felt like she was going to split in half on his huge dick, her entire being centered on that cock.

      Just as she felt the first heat fill her belly Claire felt Evan shift his hands to her quivering ass cheeks. Suddenly she felt her tight ring opening as he slipped his thumb into her virgin ass. Gary had always felt anal sex was dirty, and even though Claire had tried a few times, she had never felt the forbidden sensation and had always wondered in the back of her mind what anal sex would be like. Now, she was finding out from the one man who had taken over her entire body.

      Claire dropped her head down, trying to muffle her scream as her pelvis exploded with white light. She felt the tightness stretching from her ass to her cunt as her son used both her holes at the same time.

      "SHHHIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Claire screamed into to bed sheets. She could feel herself vibrate as her hot juices erupted from between her thighs and sprayed over the bed under the pair.

      
        "Cumming...oh fuck I'm cumming so gooooooddddddddd" Claire moaned as she rolled with her orgasm.

      Turning her sweat stained face on the sheets her eyes locked to the mirror. She could actually watch as Evans' cock, only half inside her, throbbed and flexed before her eyes as he pumped his hot load into her.

      "Cum in me...oh God yes..." she faintly whispered as darkness enveloped her mind.

      When Claire roused a few moments later, she found herself lying face down on the sheets, the puddle of their sex under her slick body. She could feel a thick glob of slime oozing out of her stretched hole. Slowly she turned her head and looked at her son stretched out beside her.

      "You OK mom" he asked softly. "You passed out for a minute" his voice worried.

      "Am I OK" she could hear how hoarse her voice was from all her screaming. "Baby you could fuck me to death and I would be OK." She whispered back.

      Evan said the most wonderful words she had ever heard. "Maybe not to death" she heard him say softly. "But any day or any time I would love to fuck you; because I love you mom."

      You have no idea what you just promised was the only thought Claire had as sleep overtook them both.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      A Nerds Last Laugh

      I know to a lot of people the term nerd is derogatory; I always tended to look at things differently. I mean when you realize Superman and the Incredible Hulk were both actually nerds; or that some of the greatest advancements in human history were by nerds like Einstein; it gave you a better view.

      My father, himself a nerd, put things into perspective after a day coming home from being bullied by a bunch of jocks at school.

      "Less than two percent of them will ever play professional sports" he told me. "Over seventy percent will make mediocre careers and mediocre money; while you will be making ten times their money by the time you're thirty."

      "Money doesn't get the girl dad" I had complained.

      "You think so?" my father had shot back.

      We shifted at the mall parking lot until we were sitting next to a bright yellow mustang convertible, and dad sat and waited. I was shocked when the forty year old guy came out and climbed in the driver seat; and next to him was the hottest blonde I had ever seen on two legs.

      Dad had never said a word, he just drove home...in our Mercedes convertible. I never questioned again about being a nerd, I was damned proud of it.

      By the time I hit twenty-four; life had conspired to prove to me God really did have a sense of humor. He gave jocks great bodies, but little brains; and for guys like me he gave us a bonus. I saw that bonus during high school gym; when not a single guy would shower next to me.

      At first I couldn't figure out why, so I went back to the great Osborne, my dad. I was eighteen at the time; my dad handed me a wooden ruler.

      "Measure it" he told me.

      
        OK, this was a bit weird; but he had never steered me wrong. Standing in my bedroom I dropped my pants and shorts and started to measure it. Dad sighed and led me to the window of my bedroom.

      "Take a look out there" she said.

      When I looked, I almost dropped the ruler. I stared at my mother stretched out on a lounger by our pool. She was wearing a green string bikini, her breasts threatened to pop out of the top and her skin glistened with tanning oil.

      "Look at those tits" he told me. "Wouldn't you like those babies wrapped around your dick." Jesus I was getting hard. "Think of those thighs wrapped around you, buried between them." That did it; I was hard as a rock.

      It might sound sick, but like I said; my father was a smart man; he knew an eighteen year old hormonally charged male when he saw one.

      "Measure it now" he told me again.

      "A little over ten inches" I said in a shaky voice.

      "The average erect male penis is five inches" dad told me. "Less than six percent break seven inches, and less than one in a thousand men pass ten inches." He said in his usual cool manner.

      I watched him unzip his slacks and pull out a cock that matched me in every dimension. He gripped his semi hard dick and started to stroke, standing right beside me.

      "When you shove this into a woman, and she screams your name; you'll have made it" he chuckled. "You've got the brains, and you've got the dick; you just need to figure out how to use them" he told me.

      It was the second greatest life lesson the Great Osborne left me with. He tucked his dick back into his pants and glanced out the window again.

      "Go ahead and jerk off to her Blake" he told me "I did to my mom" he smiled. "I'll give you ten minutes, and then I'm hauling her ass into the house to fuck the shit out of her."

      
        
      

      The sick part was I did exactly what he said. I stood and that window and pounded my cock, thinking of my mother screaming my name; until I blew my load on my bedroom wall. At the ten minute mark I watched my father walk out, stand by mom and say something. In less than five minutes I heard her real screaming as my dad gave it to her in their bedroom.

      I learned a lot, but what I had to learn on my own; was opportunity. My father knew how to use an opportunity. He had taken the rising internet, and built a multimillion dollar company in three years. I knew my time would come, I just didn't know when.

      It came three years later; when I was a twenty-four year old college student. I was in my fourth year at MIT on a full ride scholarship, with a major in Biomedical Robotics and Engineering. I was about to graduate Summa Cum Laude; and I was still a virgin. Oh I was a pro at sex, at least the solo porn kind. I just hadn't had real sex.

      That changed when Sophie, my sister hit college. She went haywire, as my folks put it. She joined a sorority, majored in fashion design; and all but failed her first year. But she made some of the hottest jock campus parties you could imagine.

      Why, because she was a spitting image of my mother. At five foot six; she had a paired of tanned legs any guy would die to have wrapped around him. She had an ass that made you drool; and sporting a set of 36 D's in a tight bikini that would give a corpse a hard on.

      She had her sights set on some college football player, or at least half the team I figured. Saying she was a virgin was like saying Mata Hari was an innocent bystander. Sophie had the body, she knew it, and she used it.

      Mom had tried to give her the same lessons dad gave me; but it never sank in. By the time she hit twenty, mom had given up and figured she would just have to learn the hard way. The shit finally hit the fan when Sophie bombed her mid terms that year.

      She had figured out, just like that blonde in the yellow mustang; how to get the things she wanted. She had three separate boyfriends, that I knew of, and everyone drove a hot sports car; given to them by their dads. She made all the right parties, knew all the right people; and when necessary, wasn't past using her 'talents' on her professors to boost her grades. That was until she ran into Ms. Mitchum.

      
        Ms. Mitchum was Sophie's mathematics professor. Just so you understand, math is a core class and required, even for fashion design. I always did think the lady was a bit of a dyke, but apparently Sophie wasn't her type.

      Needless to say dad didn't take the grades very well. There is one thing a nerd cares about, besides sex, and that's money. We know how to make it, and we hate wasting it. There was no way dad was paying thousands of dollars to have Sophie attend a prestigious fashion school, to have her dump it.

      I watched my poor sister struggle for two weeks as she tried to improve her math; she was highly motivated since dad had threatened her allowance if she didn't bring her grade up. The funny thing was, it wasn't me that opened the door, it was Kallie her sorority sister.

      Sophie had been to a party, drowning her sorrows and crying to her friends about her woes. The phone call I got sounded more like the local bar than a college sorority house. Sophie was polluted, and I mean totally wasted.

      She did have the presence not to make a scene coming home, she knew what would happen if dad caught her, considering she was supposed to be studying. So, she called me; all but begging for me to come and get her. It seemed dear old dad had given her a taste of what was coming, by taking the keys to her car.

      When I walked into the building, it was like walking into a roman bath house from Caligula. There were clothes strewn everywhere; there was a naked girl passed out on the couch; and some guy in his underwear greeted me at the door.

      "Shess upp stairsss" he slurred at me when I asked about Sophie.

      I picked my way through the living room and ascended the stairs. The first door I opened was like turning on a porn movie; two guys were banging this hot blonde at the same time; while she lay there moaning.

      I admit, I watched the hot scene for a bit, and then moved on. The second room was empty; but the third room, that was the opportunity of a lifetime.

      Spread out on her back on the bed, her legs dangling over the side, was a totally nude Kallie. So here's your mental picture. Five foot four or so; slim, athletic; taut firm belly; firm 34 C tits rising straight in the air, and a shaved pussy spread wide open.

      
        
      

      "Come on babbyyy" I heard her drunken moan. "Don't eeaavveee meee" she drunkenly whined.

      It would have been great except for one thing. Jock head was laid out on the floor passed out cold. The asshole had apparently started fucking her and literally keeled over in mid act.

      In that moment, you have two choices. Be the moral upright citizen, and close the door. Or do what I did; slip inside, close the door and start to unbuckle your pants.

      If you think for even one moment I was going to pass up the opportunity to pop my virgin cherry, you have no brains. Morals are damned when a wet inviting pussy is called you.

      "Yeahhhhh datsss ittt" Kallie moaned as I spread her thighs wider, slipping between them on my knees.

      I lined up my raging hard cock up with that tight little hole; and rammed forward. In a split second I was no longer a virgin, as her hot walls clamped around me; fuck was she tight.

      So much for things going the way of porn movies, as I was barely able to shove more than half my dick into her in the first stroke. But it did get her drunken attention. Her head snapped up and her eyes popped open wide.

      "Ohhh FUCCCKKKKKKKKK" Kallie screamed as I filled her with hard meat.

      "Who the fuck is...NAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" she screamed again as I pulled back and shoved in again; this time sinking about seven or eight inches in her.

      I let my body take over as I began to pump into her dripping hole. The fact I was no longer a virgin burned in my brain; I used every technique I could remember from porn movies, and I had seen a LOT, as I rammed in again and again.

      It took a few more strokes; but eventually I hit pay dirt, as my pelvis slammed into hers. I was in; I had bottomed out in my first pussy. I looked up at Kallie. She was staring at me wild eyed.

      "Who...oh God...who are...Oh FUCK..." she grunted; her face flushed bright red.

      
        
      

      She clawed at the sheets and her legs came up to wrap around my waist as I fucked my first pussy.

      "Fucking horse...oh Jesus..." Kallie moaned. Suddenly her head dropped back to the bed and she arched her back, driving up into me.

      "AHHHH SHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTT" she screamed. "CUMMINGGGGGGGGGG, fuck me you hung bastard" she yelled.

      I felt a gush of hot fluids around my buried cock, as her already tight walls clamped down on me like a hot vise. It was too much for my virgin brain.

      "AAARGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I roared as virgin balls let loose.

      "Inside...inside...Oh God yes...feel it...how...who are...oh fuck..." Kallie babbled while I unloaded into her.

      By the time I had finished unleashing my torrent, her pussy was filled and white slime oozed out of her. I stood over her and pulled my pants back up.

      "Oh God...so good...who...oh God..." Kallie lay strewn across the bed moaning.

      I could see her body still twitching from her orgasm as I turned and walked from the room. Let's see you do that, pencil dick, I thought of the jock on the floor.

      I found Sophie passed out in a bathroom, and after splashing cold water over her, managed to get her out of the building and into my car. At home, I half dragged her ass to her bedroom where I dumped her on her bed.

      I looked down at those jutting tits and creamy thighs, and felt my cock twitch again. The only thing that held me off was this was my sister; it was probably the only morals I had left at the time.

      It was two days later when I found Sophie sitting on my bed in my room waiting for me.

      
        "Close the door" she said.

      I did as she asked and set my books down, sliding into my computer chair. I just sat and waited while she seemed to gather herself.

      "I need to ask a favor" she sighed.

      "Math" I said the obvious.

      "Yeah" she nodded. "I need...help." She looked at me. "That bitch is failing me and if I don't get my grade up..." she trailed off.

      "No more parties and no more money" I nodded.

      "Don't be an ass about it" she huffed.

      Be an ass, oh now that sounded pretty good as I felt my morals take a definite dip. I stared at her.

      "Look you're the one coming to me" I said. "So, here's my offer. I'll tutor you three days a week, one hour sessions, every Monday and Wednesday and Friday; in my room."

      Sophie nodded while I talked. It was time to shove my morals out the window.

      "Your grades don't go up, I don't get paid." I told her. "You have six exams, every exam you pass, you pay me."

      "I don't have money..." Sophie whined.

      "Clothing, one item per test" I said calmly.

      Sophie just stared back at me. I could see the shock and surprise in her eyes; the question was would she agree.

      
        "I'm your sister" she said softly.

      "You're female. And hot" I told her.

      "You're a sick pervert" she whispered.

      "Take it or leave it" I shrugged my shoulders.

      "Bastard" Sophie grated out.

      "I've been called that before" I thought of Kallie strewn across that bed screaming for me to fuck her.

      "Deal asshole" she spat out and headed for my door.

      Just as she reached for the knob, she stopped and turned to me. I could see her struggle with her question, and when she finally spoke, I felt my heart drop to my toes.

      "When you were picking me up...at the party" she said hesitantly. "Did you see anyone...strange?"

      "Strange?" I needed to tread carefully here I thought.

      "Yeah...like big" Sophie said.

      "Uhhh, like a gorilla or something" I now knew what she was asking but tried to play dumb.

      "No dweeb" she huffed. "Like a big...hung...a big dick."

      "I wasn't exactly checking guy's dicks out" I half laughed at her.

      "Yeah, I figured" she said.

      
        "Why?" I asked.

      "Kallie said a guy..." I saw Sophie get a faraway look in her eyes. "That he was hung..." she whispered. Then she shook her head. "Skip it dork." And then she was gone.

      I sat there stunned, so Kallie had talked about me fucking her; and it sounded like some of the girls were on the lookout for 'Mr. Horse'. I actually chuckled as I picked up my knapsack and started sorting my books.

      For two weeks I tutored Sophie. It was like trying to get the attention of a flea, but she at least seemed to be getting some of it. The fruits of my labors came in when her first exam came back at 73%; it was the first math exam she had passed all term.

      Sister or not, having those massive tits mashed against my chest as she screamed with joy was something you don't forget. Yet, a deal was a deal; I just stood and waited.

      The next thing her tank top was in my hand. I couldn't help but stare as those perfect melons bulged around the edges of her bra, threatening to burst free. God did she have a set of tits.

      "You can stop staring" she grated at me.

      "Sorry, they're beautiful" I admitted.

      "Pervert" she said in a softer voice.

      "Listen, I'm going over to the sorority house tonight...to celebrate." She told me. "If I need, can I..." she asked me.

      "Really?" I sighed.

      "I'll let you sniff my panties" she giggled and then was gone.

      The really sick part was, I probably would have agreed for a chance to smell her coochie. But there was no way I was going to let her know that.

      
        
      

      I sat up and played computer games that night, and waited. Sure enough a little after two in the morning and my phone lit up. It was Sophie, polluted as ever; begging for her ride. I slipped on a t-shirt and then out of the dark house. The entire drive over I wondered what kind of hedonism I was going to see this time.

      "Hey big boy" the girl at the door weaved from side to side; it was a wonder she was even still on her feet.

      "She'sss outssside" she slurred at me.

      Passing out the back patio doors, I walked by a guy bending a girl over the kitchen counter. What do you know, it was pencil dick; and as I looked between her ass and his pelvis, I saw what amounted to less than five inches sliding in and out.

      "More, gimmie morreee" the girl moaned.

      I'd give you more honey, I thought as I walked by. I slid open the patio doors stepped outside; time to go hunting, I thought. Only I wasn't hunting for Sophie just yet.

      I wandered around the large backyard, finding people strewn in odd places. One girl was lying on the bench of a pick nick table, and damn was the girl hot. The only problem was she was half dressed and to me not worth the effort.

      Surprisingly I found Sophie first; she was flat on her back on the grass; her bra and top beside her; some guy must have been feasting on her tits when they both passed out. His head was still on her chest when I found them.

      I was just about to call it a night and grab Sophie, when I heard a girl's voice from the other side of the bushes beside us.

      "Son of a bitch" I heard her half snarl. "Don't pass out on me now you asshole."

      I peeked around the bushes and damned near shit. This tight little redhead, who I learned later was named Renee, was bouncing up and down on top of a guy splayed out on the grass. It was quite evident the guy was long gone.

      
        
      

      "Noooo" the girl whimpered. "You promised fucker" she grunted.

      I heard her sigh with frustration as she stopped moving, and when she rose up I saw the guys limp dick slip free. At least this guy was fairly well endowed; I figured he had to have seven inches or better.

      "Christ, I finally get you..." the girl crawled onto her hands and knees over the guy.

      OK, that was my mental picture. You have a hot redhead, totally nude; frustrated as hell; on her hands and knees with a wet pussy facing me. Tell me what you would do; and if you say walk away I would call you a liar.

      I just unsnapped my khaki shorts and dropped them along with my boxers on the grass. Being outside and grass, and focused on passed out dickhead; she never even noticed as I knelt behind her.

      I reached out and gripped her hip with one hand while holding my poised cock with the other aimed straight at her dipping hole. When she felt my hand on her hip, her head snapped up and she looked over her shoulder at me.

      "Who the fuck..." I never let her finish, I just slammed my hips forward.

      I had seen it in porn, but my last try Kallie had been so tight, Renee was different; she had been fucking already and was somewhat stretched from the other guys dick.

      One thrust was all it took, and ten inches of hard cock slid straight in. I watched as my cock disappeared inside her until my hips slapped against her ass. I looked up to find her staring wide eyed at me.

      "Oh...My...God" she whispered in a hoarse voice.

      I held onto both hips as her body began to quiver against me. I held still, buried to the root in her volcanic heat. God, even Kallie had not been this hot.

      "Shit" Renee grunted softly, and then her eyes rolled back.

      
        
      

      There are some things you see in porn you wonder how much of it is real; I just found out squirting was real. Her hips heaved as her ass ground back against me; hot juices sprayed out around my cock, dripping onto the poor bastard under her. Before I could let her body settle down, I pulled back and slammed back home again.

      "Oh...Myyyyy...Goddddddddddddddddd" she wailed as her body convulsed again.

      I just gripped her hips and began to pound into her with everything I had. The sudden assault was sending waves through her belly as I felt it flex under my fingers.

      "Fuck me you animal...FUCK ME...OHHH YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Renee screamed.

      I did exactly that, I hammered in and out; the sound of wet squelching filling the air as her ass cheeks shook with every stroke. She reached back with one hand and knotted a fist in my shirt.

      "So fucking good...don't stop...oh shitttt" she moaned.

      I knew I didn't have a lot of time; the last thing I wanted was for one of Sophie's sorority sisters to stumble by and identify me. I picked up the pace even more, my hips moving like a jack hammer as the walls of her pussy clutched at me.

      "How...oh God...yes...yes..." she chanted. "Make me cum again baby...of fuck yes" she moaned.

      I felt my balls start to boil, and I knew I wasn't going to last long. Honestly, my still semi virgin brain never even considered the idea of pulling out. Renee didn't seem to want it either as she yanked on my shirt, pulling me deeper into her.

      "FFFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as I drove so deep I swore the head of my cock pressed into her spongy cervix.

      I felt my cock jerk deep inside her gut as my balls released; the first hot blast of cum washing her walls and womb. Her eyes popped open even wider and she stared at me for a brief second.

      "Holy shit" she gasped as she felt the first thick wad pump into her.

      
        "I love YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU" Renee screamed as her body convulsed a second time.

      Releasing my shirt, her arms gave out as her upper body collapsed down until her head was resting on the guy's chest under her. The poor bastard was out cold while his girlfriend splattered him with her hot juices a second time.

      I felt a second spasm and then a third in my balls as I filled her with my hot seed. For a guy who had not had sex in his entire twenty-four years of life; I was unloading my balls for the second time in almost as many weeks.

      I released my grip on her hips, and her body slowly tilted forward. With an obscene slurp, her cum soaked pussy slid off my cock and she collapsed down, sprawled over the drunken idiot below her.

      "So good...oh God...who..." she murmured as her body continued to shake and twitch from after-shocks.

      I just stood and retrieved my boxers and shorts; and without a word stepped back over to a passed out Sophie. Just like last time, it took a bit to revive her; but it was worth it as she leaned her half nude body on me as she stumbled to the car.

      Laying her out across her bed, I stared down at those perfect tits. I'm sorry, I just couldn't let the opportunity pass. All right, so I'm not sorry. I wrapped my lips around those turgid nipples, and sucked them both until they were diamond hard and coated in my spit.

      Even passed out drunk, Sophie moaned and squirmed while I feasted on her tits. The idea of jacking off between them flitted through my mind, but I shoved it aside, no way had I wanted to risk her waking up to find her brother straddling her chest.

      Sophie quizzed me the next day about the party. It seems all Renee could rant about was the huge cock that had ravaged her. The fact she had only been feet from my sister, seemed to drive Sophie insane with jealousy.

      "Christ it could have been me" she seemed almost wistful when she said it.

      I reassured her I hadn't seen a thing when she asked, which seemed to frustrate her.

      
        
      

      "They were right beside us" she said.

      "Yeah and there were bushes everywhere" I defended myself.

      "Didn't you even hear anything?" Sophie asked.

      To say no would be sounding totally stupid, so I tried to find a way to admit to hearing but not knowing.

      "Yeah, I heard a girl screaming behind some bushes" I admitted. "Like I'm going to go watch some drunken redhead having sex" I told her.

      For a split second Sophie's eyes narrowed; fuck I had just admitted her friend was a redhead.

      "Look it was dark; a shit load of drunken people; and all I wanted was to get your drunken ass home before dad caught us." I tried to redirect her. "You know what would happen if he caught you."

      Sophie's face paled at the thought and she quickly changed the subject. I heaved a sigh of relief when she dropped the topic and we resumed studying.

      The next math test Sophie got a 76%; Christ I thought Dad was going to run across and show it to the neighbors. It was interesting to see the satisfied look on Sophie's face when he told her how proud he was of her.

      Standing in my bedroom, Sophie's eyes never left my face as she slipped her shorts off. God I could only stare at the filmy blue lace panties she was wearing.

      "Thank you Blake" she said softly as she handed me her shorts. "I hope it's worth it" she gave a weak insecure smile.

      "Every second" I muttered. "You're beautiful." I told her in all honesty.

      "You really mean that don't you?" she asked

      
        
      

      "Yes" I choked out.

      "Are you hard?" she whispered.

      I didn't even think about it, I just turned my hips and faced her. The obvious tent in my jeans was giving mute evidence of my answer.

      "Jesus it's..." she stopped and looked up at me. "Blake" she whispered.

      I couldn't even answer, I just stared at her, and the miles of creamy skin; barely able to fight off the urge to whip my cock out and start stroking. I swear to God Sophie read my mind.

      "You're going to jerk off aren't you?" she asked softly.

      "Yes" I gasped back.

      Sophie turned and walked to my bedroom door. I just stood like a statue and watched as she had her back to me; her hands coming up and thumbs hooking in the waist band of those filmy panties. I almost came in my jeans when they slowly slid over the perfect curves of that ass, and fell to the floor at her feet.

      "Enjoy" Sophie whispered over her shoulder, and then slipped through the door.

      I admit it; it took less than two minutes to shed my clothes, stretch out on my bed; jam those warm moist panties in my face and began pounding my cock. It took only another two minutes and I was spewing the biggest load of my life onto my chest and belly as I moaned her name.

      Everything had been going perfect; I thought I had the fool proof plan. For once I was following dad's advice; I was using my brain to get pussy. I had gotten laid twice now; and I had an almost nude sister for my tutoring lessons; it couldn't get any better.

      I thought wrong, because a week later and Sophie walked in with a wide smile on her face. She handed me her latest quiz paper, number three. I saw the 77% across the top; honestly I couldn't have been more proud of her; she had actually done it.

      
        
      

      "Congratulations sis" I smiled back.

      "You don't get it do you dummy" she laughed.

      "What?" I asked confused.

      "For such a math whiz, you're kind of dense" she told me. "I got ganked by dad because I was at an F. This test brought me up." She smiled.

      I did some quick calculations in my head; holy shit her original 54% grade had just hit exactly 70%; Sophie was at a passing C grade. I looked up at her.

      "Yep" she crowed. "I got my allowance back, everything." She danced around my room.

      She turned and faced me, her hands finding the bottom edge of her tank top. I watched as the fabric rose higher and higher.

      "I wanted to thank you" she said in a low voice. I couldn't even get out an answer as those fabulous tits slid into view, still encased in a lacy white bra.

      "And since we made a deal" she reached behind her back and popped the catch on her bra.

      "Oh God" I moaned as her cups fell away.

      "You like them don't you" Sophie teased.

      "God yes" I groaned.

      "I bet you'd love to suck them wouldn't you" her voice dripped.

      "Oh God Sophie" I just about creamed in my jeans at the thought.

      
        
      

      "To bad" she almost cackled. She slapped her bra back in place and picked up her top. "The next time these puppies come out will be tonight for a special horse dick" she laughed.

      I watched her prance out the door of my bedroom and slumped in my chair. There was only one problem with her plan, I thought; Mr. 'Horse Dick' wouldn't be at her party tonight. Having gotten her allowance back she no longer needed me to pick her up, and as was her usual she would have drive herself over.

      Later that night I heard the front door slam as Sophie headed out to the sorority. I glanced at my phone when it lit up.

      "Thanks Bro. I'm free" was followed by a run of smiley face emoji's.

      You may be free, but you're not getting laid tonight I laughed to myself; at least not by any guy worth shit, I added to myself. I tried to focus on my studies, and then my computer games. By midnight I heard mom and dad head for bed; but I was still wide awake.

      All I could think of was Sophie hunting through that crowd of people, checking crotches, trying to find the cock everyone had raved about, and it was sitting at home playing computer games.

      Fuck it, I thought. I slipped out of my room and through the front door. I started my car and headed out. Shit, I knew the route by heart and it took me about twenty minutes to find the place. Like always it was lit like a roman candle in the middle of the night. I parked along the street, walked up the sidewalk, and slid through the front door.

      I had arrived a little after one am; and while the devastation was present, it wasn't as complete as the nights I had picked Sophie up. It was amazing what difference an hour could make at a scene like this.

      Oh I stepped past a couple of passed out bodies, but when I entered the living room I met a new sight. Two girls were kneeling on the living room floor facing each other; swapping tongues; while two jocks humped them from behind.

      I admit, seeing it in porn is one thing, seeing it in person is a lot hotter. Two pairs of swinging tits; slurping each other's mouth; while two pairs of hips slapped their asses. Not bad, I thought.

      
        I walked through the kitchen, past a girl drunk passed out at the table; and on out through the patio doors. The carnage was total out here. Beer cans were strewn everywhere; Renee was bent over the picnic table while pencil dick mounted her from behind.

      "I wish...I wish..." I could hear her mutter.

      It was damned tempting to walk over and shove the guy out of the way and ram my cock into her tight pussy. I had other plans, I thought; so I kept going.

      Having checked the rest of the backyard, I picked my way back through the house and upstairs. It only took two bedrooms to find her; and God what a scene.

      Some jock was flat on his back on the bed, and hot little Kallie was bouncing up and down on his dick. Sitting on the dresser, legs spread wide, was Sophie, watching. She was minus her panties; and had two fingers shoved in her dripping hole.

      "Oh fuck...oh fuck..." Kallie moaned as her body rose and fell.

      Sophie's eyes were locked on the couple; between that and the single dim beside lamp, she never saw me move across the room in the half dark.

      I dropped to my knees just as I reached her, hoping she hadn't seen me yet. Reaching up, I moved fast. I jerked her knees wide open and slammed my face over her soaked crotch.

      "What the...oh fuckkk" I heard Sophie moan above me.

      One nice thing about hour after hour of watching porn; you get to see a lot of different ways to eat a pussy. I put everything I had learned and seen into eating her. Her legs quivered as they slammed shut around me, her hands wrapping around the back of my head.

      "Oh fuck yesss baby" Sophie moaned as her ass squirmed on the dresser.

      One advantage to having you face buried between girls thighs, she can't see who it is; but Sophie just rolled with it.

      
        For me, my first foray at oral sex was utterly fantastic. I loved the smell of her; and when her honey coated my tongue, I wanted to suck every drop out of her.

      She had leaned back against the glass mirror, her eyes closed as her belly flexed in waves. Having my first time, I tried to pay attention to her body reactions. Probing her with my tongue did well, but flicking that hard clit with the tip made her ass quiver.

      I opened my mouth, captured her throbbing clit, and sucked it in; nipping at it with my teeth and then flicking the tip of my tongue over it.

      "AWWWW FFFUUUCKKKK" Sophie wailed as her body lurched.

      "Make me cum...oh shit...so good...fucking best...don't stop...ohhhhhhhh" Sophie moaned.

      Stop, Christ I wanted to taste her; and I wanted it now. I remembered seeing a move in a few of the films; so I slid one hand between her thighs.

      I popped my mouth off her dripping cunt, flicked my tongue over her clit; and rammed two fingers straight up into her.

      "FFFFUUUCKKK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Sophie screamed.

      I curled my fingers as I pumped them in and out, her juices coating my hand as she gushed her pleasure. I recaptured her clit and sucked it back in as I curled my fingers inside her. Was the research I had done right; and then I felt the tips of my fingers scrape across a small rough patch along the top of her vagina. The reaction was instantaneous.

      Sophie's hands came off my head and slapped down onto the wood top of the dresser; her head snapped back and banged against the glass of the mirror.

      "Shit...SHITTT...OOOHHH SHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Sophie screamed at the top of her lungs.

      Hot cream sprayed out, covering my face like a swamp. Her ass shot straight up off the dresser and her thighs quivered around my head. I heard one fist bang on the dresser top as her ass dropped and then bounced right back up again.

      
        
      

      "What are you DOOOIINNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Sophie wailed as a second spray erupted out to wash my face like a shower head.

      I felt her body collapse back against the mirror and her pussy cream ran like a river between her thighs. Her entire body continued to quake as her orgasm rolled through her.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." Sophie moaned as she tried to catch her breath.

      It seemed like as good a time as any to me. I pulled my fingers free of her rippling walls; unsnapping and tugging down my jeans as I rose to my feet.

      I gripped her slim waist and slid closer between her lewdly spread thighs, I felt the head of my cock brush her wet lips. I couldn't help it; I gave in to the temptation.

      "Hey sis" I said softly.

      Sophie's eyes fluttered open and she gazed back at me. She was drunk, but not nearly as drunk as the last two times I had been here.

      "Blake?" she seemed a bit confused.

      I just smiled, and shoved my hips forward. You could hear the obscene plop as her soaked opening accepted me. Her head bent down and she watched as at least six or seven inches of my cock easily slid into her slick tunnel.

      I pushed harder, wanting all of me inside her before she realized. Sophie's head came up and she stared into my face; her eyes wide with wonder as the last of my cock sank home inside her; my pelvis coming to rest against hers.

      "It's you" she whispered; and then her eyes rolled back.

      I had been through two rounds of sex; and watched hundreds of hours of porn; I never saw a woman orgasm like Sophie did. Her walls clamped around me; sucking my cock deeper. Her entire body went rigid as her mouth hung open; she could only give out soft gurgling sounds as a flood gushed out around my cock, and pooled on the top of the dresser.

      I saw a small trickle of her own saliva drip from the corner of her mouth as she whimpered, impaled on my cock. I just held still and let her ride out the storm; I could feel her belly flex in waves against mine, her bare breasts ground into my chest as she reached out and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling herself up and tight into me.

      "Oh Christ that was good" I heard her whisper as the waves began to ebb.

      "Not bad for a nerd" I chuckled.

      "Just fuck me you horse hung nerd" Sophie begged.

      I pulled back slowly; not just because I wanted her to feel me; but I wanted to savor every inch inside her. I had wanted this since I first started tutoring her, and now I had her.

      My hips started pumping, the wet slap of skin to skin echoing across the bedroom. We both heard Kallie's frustration behind me as jock head finally passed out under her.

      "No" Kallie moaned.

      "Yesssss" Sophie hissed back.

      "Fuck" Kallie grunted in frustration.

      "Oh fuck" Sophie groaned as I drove deep

      "I'm so close, don't stop" Kallie whined.

      "Oh God here it comes again" Sophie dropped her head onto my shoulder. "I'm going to cum" she grunted as I rammed in a deep as I could.

      
        "Shit" Kallie cried.

      "Cum with me Blake; fill me" I felt her teeth sink into my shoulder as her body began to tremble.

      Nails dug into my back as she clung for dear life; her whole body began to quake. Her legs slid up and around my waist, her ankles locking at my low back. There was no point in trying to pull out, Sophie had other ideas.

      "Take it sis" I whispered in her ear as I ground my hips into her.

      My cock, buried to the root jerked deep inside her belly. Her teeth sank deeper as she felt it inside.

      "Ngghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Sophie cooed as I filled her.

      As I slid my deflating cock from her, Sophie slumped back against the mirror like a limp rag doll. Her legs unfurled and hung from the front of the dresser. With glazed eyes she watched as I reached down and pulled my jeans back up.

      I looked down between her lewdly spread thighs, and watched as a thick glob of our mixed juices oozed from between her lips.

      "See you at home sis" I leaned in and softly kissed her lips.

      "Bastard" she whispered as I walked away.

      I didn't get to see Sophie when she finally staggered home. In fact my class schedule was booked solid as midterm exams most of my time. She had the same schedule so by the time we both finished and got a break, it was already Saturday.

      I had figured on sleeping in, it had been a long week; but I awoke to the hottest dream of Sophie gorging on my hard cock only to discover my sister kneeling over my body on my bed, clad only in her panties; trying to stuff ten inches of cock down her throat.

      "Oh fuckkk" I groaned as my body went haywire. The first blowjob of my life and it was Sophie.

      
        
      

      I reached out one hand and gripped a firm ass cheek, kneading it through her panties.

      "Oh shit...never...oh God" I babbled.

      Sophie's head bobbed up and down, and I could hear her softly gagging as she tried to push my cock deeper. The tight opening of her throat squeezed the head of my cock and I could feel my balls throbbing.

      "Oh fuck...Sophie...stop...I'm going to cum" I gasped as my ass started to rise off the bed.

      Not only did she not stop, she turned into a wild animal as she slobbered all over my dick. I mean spit ran down my shaft, tears formed in her eyes as she jammed me so far back I wondered how she was breathing; and then all thought vanished as my nuts exploded.

      "OH MY FUCKING GAWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I roared as the first salvo fired.

      I sore my cock was so deep in her throat the first thick wad must have shot right past her gullet and slid down into her stomach. I could hear her choke and gag as a second thick rope quickly followed the first. I could barely see as spark went off behind my eyes and I stared up at the ceiling.

      Suddenly the heat left my cock, raising my head I watched as Sophie threw one leg over my waist. She held my dick straight up, as her other hand reached down and jerked the gusset of her panties to the side.

      "You better not be done you bastard" she growled. "Oh fuckkk yessssss" her moan filled the bedroom.

      I felt tight opening of her pussy swallow the head of my cock and then her walls clench around me as she started sliding down. She swiveled her ass in a circle as she ground her body down onto me like she was skewering herself.

      "So...fucking...big..." she grunted. Finally, she settled down on me, reaching down to brace her body on my chest.

      
        "God I love your nerd dick" she smiled down at me.

      I used the springs in my mattress to bounce her up and down on my cock; watching those perfect tits sway with every stroke. I reached up and grabbed a handful in each palm; finally holding those tits I had dreamed of for so long.

      "Oh shit...keep fucking me" Sophie moaned as her nails dug into my chest.

      It didn't take long and I could feel that tingling in my balls again. Sweat dripped off Sophie as she drove her pussy down hard, trying to take every inch of me.

      "Oh God" her eyes grew wide as she looked down at me.

      "I'm going to cum" she gasped. "I'm going to cum all over my brothers huge...nerd...cock..."

      "OH shit" I moaned as her walls tightened around me. "Going to cum sis, it's all yours" I panted back.

      "Not if I have a say in it" we both heard the voice.

      My head snapped around and there was mom standing in the doorway to my bedroom. Sophie was too far gone to stop, her wail filling the room as she convulsed on me.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Sophie cried as hot juices soaked my cock and balls.

      I stared at mom for a split second. She had apparently just come in from her tanning by the pool; she was still dressed in her bikini. I expected screaming, but it never came. Instead I heard a wet squelch. My eyes dropped down, and I watched in shock as mom's hand, jammed inside her bikini bottoms, moved under the cloth.

      Mom was masturbating...watching us.

      "AAARRRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I roared; as my potent seed spewed out to fill Sophie; all the while my eyes never left my mother.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      A New Life

      Twenty-four Hours

      Aggie

      The unbelievable was happening. Only feet from me, I watched as my husband grunted and then unloaded a load of hot sperm down another woman's throat while I leaned over the kitchen counter; feeling the pulse and heat of a man not my husband, pouring his seed into my belly.

      I was in mind numbed shock as my orgasm tore through me; that last faint spark of reason, wondering how we had gone from being the most conservative middle class home, to this in less than twenty-four hours.

      My name is Aggie or Agatha Proctor. My husband and I own a family hardware business in a small Pennsylvania town. The store has been in my husbands' family for four generations now and we do fairly well since we are the only major hardware in the area.

      Tom and I both grew up in this area; and we will most likely be buried here one day. Boring maybe, but there is something to be said for tradition and stability. After twenty-five years of marriage there is a sense of comfort knowing things don't change. Tom and I enjoy our Saturday evenings in front of the television; he is a leader in the local masons, and I am the president of the church women's group. In other words about as staid as you can get in Pennsylvania Dutch country.

      People might call us conservative, and maybe in some things we are; but one thing Tom and I did was make sure our two children were raised knowing what the real world was like. That meant being open minded about some things a lot of others around here most likely aren't. But then again, that's private family business not theirs.

      Cecilia, or Sissy; was our first born. At twenty-four she now has her teachers' degree and teaches middle school in a neighboring district. Eric, our son just turned twenty-three; and like his father is working the family business.

      But all of that lets you know that life for us was plain and ordinary. I had no idea last evening what was going to happen to our world. It was the most innocent thing; I simply had to go to the bathroom. Tom and I were watching the television, and I quietly headed up the stairs to the main bathroom.

      
        
      

      I was passing down the hall when I noticed Erick's light on and his door cracked open. Honestly it never occurred to me; it was that simple mother's instinct that at fifty years old is ingrained in you. I took care of my business, and on the way back stopped at Erick's door to tell him good night.

      I didn't even think about it, I mean the door wasn't exactly closed. So many should have's I guess. I should have knocked; I should have just gone on by after all he is a grown man now. I didn't. I stood there in my robe and night gown, and swung that door open...and froze.

      Now, to understand; Erick was like his father and fit the country mold. At six foot and two hundred pounds; he was a lean muscular boy. God no, in that moment; he went from boy to man; and I mean total man.

      Erick was stretched out on his bed; which happens to be positioned at the opposite end of his room and sideways to the door. That gave me a full open view of the entire length of his bed. Or rather, a full open view of his naked form stretched out on that bed.

      In three seconds, the entire scene came into sharp focus. That firm jaw; his face locked on the small iPad he had on his upper chest. The bulge of his bicep as his arm moved up and down. That taut flat abdomen firm with muscle; and that...that...monster his fist was gripping. It was thick and long, and God was it hard. The angry purple head oozed a clear fluid as his fist glided up and down.

      Now masturbation is NOT an evil; Tom and I made sure both our children knew that. We never hid the sex talks, and we encouraged our children to explore; and to know certain acts were just natural. That included self pleasure; after all everyone does it; even Tom and I from time to time when our moods don't always match.

      But knowing your son masturbates; and seeing a full grown twenty-three year old man stroking himself is something different. I didn't know what to think or even feel; but my body did. I felt my nipples harden, and a gush of warmth between my thighs. I knew I needed to quietly back out before he saw me; and I fully intended to channel these sudden emotions into attacking my husband; when the unthinkable happened.

      "Oh mom" I heard Erick softly groan.

      Mom; he couldn't mean me? Dear God was he masturbating to ME? I silently took a side step so I had a little better view over his shoulder. My eyes locked to his iPad and I shuddered. It was a picture of me, hanging clothes on the line out back. It had to be recent it was summer. I was reaching up to the clothesline, and the edge of my skirt had ridden up in the back, I could just make out a hint of the white of my panties.

      "Oh my God" I couldn't stop the sudden gasp.

      Erick's head whipped around, and he stared at me wild eyed. "Mom" fear filled his face. The amazing thing was, his hand never stopped moving. In the next instant I knew why.

      "Oh shit" Erick grunted.

      I stared dumbfounded as a thick white rope shot out of the tip of his penis and arched straight up into the air. I just stood there rooted to the spot, Erick staring back at me as a second thick rope soon followed the first. Good God he was cumming like a fire hydrant.

      "Oh God" I groaned as the pulse of his fluids was matched with a gush between my thighs. "Erick how could you...I'm your mother" I groaned even as my wet panties clung to my lips.

      "Mom, I'm so sorry" Erick half whimpered "I just...you're just...oh God." His eyes stared at me and I saw it then, that hunger that glows from when Tom saw me naked. It was right there, only it was my son.

      "I'm what?" another should have. I should never have asked that question.

      "So sexy" Erick gave a guttural rumble and then I watched in horror as his hand started to move again.

      A man had just called me sexy; I have news son or not that is a definite build to any woman's ego; especially at fifty. When I realized he was doing it again I was shocked; I mean he had just...you know...done it; how could he do it so soon.

      My eyes dropped from his face to his groin and I was stunned to see that thick monster in his grip was still steel hard. His belly was covered in white goo and still he was hard.

      "I've dreamed...of seeing..." his voice had this detached quality.

      
        I looked up and realized his eyes were staring at my full breasts as they pushed out against my robe. Age had helped them sag a bit, but at 38D's that's to be expected. I knew he could see the cleavage through my open top, there was no way to hide it; and his eyes never left them.

      I felt a tremor as I saw that hunger in his eyes. He had dreamed of seeing my breasts. It was so wicked, and so wrong. I should have left the room, I should have told him to stop. I should NOT have tugged on the belt to my robe until it came undone; the flaps opening.

      I wasn't wearing anything fancy; it was my usual knee length silk night gown. But you wouldn't have known that from Erick's reaction. His eyes bugged out and he stared at what I knew were my more than evident diamond hard nipples making small nubs in the thin fabric.

      I pushed my shoulders back, thrusting my large breasts out; I took two small steps and was only a few feet from the side of his bed. I could smell his sweat as his chest glistened; his eyes were fixed on my chest as his hand picked up speed.

      "Oh God" I heard a low rumble.

      "You were looking...at my panties" I whispered almost breathless.

      "Yes" Erick grunted.

      "Is that what made you...cum?" dear God I had said the word.

      "Yes" Erick just grunted again.

      I reached down and gripped the hem of my night gown in one hand. Erick's eyes immediately locked onto my hand. I inched the cloth up just a bit, and watched stunned as Erick shuddered. Did my body excite him this much?

      "Would you do it again...if you saw them?" I asked him.

      "Yes" he could barely speak.

      
        My hand slowly inched upwards, his eyes never leaving the rising cloth edge. That hunger in them all but glowed as inch after inch of bare thigh came into view. Not even Tom had ever looked at me with this much desire.

      When I reached the edge of my panties, I hesitated. This was so wrong, so lascivious I couldn't believe I was doing this. I was about to show my panties to my son for God's sake.

      "Like this?" I asked as I slid the cloth up the final couple of inches.

      They were plain white panties; nothing lacy or forbidden. I admit you could not have missed the wide damp spot I was sure I had leaked into them by now. But the reality was my panties were nothing spectacular; while the reaction from Erick was.

      "Oh fuck" Erick rasped as I stood there with my night gown bunched at my waist.

      His eyes rolled back, his ass rose from the bed and his entire body froze. I heard him grunt again; and then once again a thick white rope erupted straight into the air from the tip of that beautiful penis.

      I quivered as I watched another thick rope burst free; and a swamp flooded my panties. I was having an orgasm I was shocked to realize. I wasn't even touching myself as I was dripping down my thighs.

      As Erick slowly lowered to the bed I dropped the hem of my nightgown. Turning I walked out of his room without saying a word. Silent I descended the stairs. Tom was reclining on the couch watching television. Without a word I walked over, stood in front of him, reached under my night gown and stripped of my soaked panties.

      I reached down and shoved the wet cloth into his face, and then quickly unsnapped his jeans, jerking them to his knees. By the time he had untangled my panties from his face I was on my knees in front of him.

      "Aggie, what the...oh fuckkkk" he groaned as I literally swallowed his penis.

      "What are you...oh Jesus...woman...oh my God" he babbled as I sucked him to rock hardness.

      I climbed up his body and poised my drenched sex over him, holding him upright in my hand. I stared into his eyes and for the first time in my life, spoke my mind.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me" I hissed and jammed my weight down on him.

      We rutted on that couch like two animals. Tom was shocked at my aggression, but quickly got into the swing. His hands gripped my swinging breasts and squeezed them; while his hips drove up into me over and over. After watching Erick unload twice over me; it only took moments for my body to rocket to its peak.

      "Cumming" I gasped as my walls clamped down on him.

      I looked up over Tom's shoulder; and watched as Erick stood at the foot of the stairs; watching us. Just when I felt the heat of Tom's sperm filling my belly, Erick unleashed a third thick load feet from me. God help me, my only thought at that moment was what it would have felt like if the roles had been reversed, and it had been Erick unloading inside me.

      Tom

      I don't know what had gotten into Aggie last night, but the sex had been incredible. Quite honestly it had been one of the hottest sessions we had experienced in a very long time. Whatever had happened I hoped it stayed around.

      Sex was something that had always seemed more important to me than to Aggie; so when she all but raped me on the couch it had lit a new fire in our relationship. By the time we got to bed, we were at it again; this time with me on top. I stared into her lust filled eyes wondering what she was thinking, as I unloaded the second load of the night into her. It was something we hadn't done in decades.

      The next morning I admit I was a bit worn out, I mean doing it twice the night before when you are thirty is one thing; doing it twice when you are fifty is something else. I sent Erick on ahead to open the store, and I headed for a nice wakeup shower.

      My shower became a lot more than the usual wakeup when the frosted glass door opened and a nude body stepped into the spray behind me. I had just washed my hair and was getting the water out of my eyes when slender arms wrapped around me from behind.

      My first shock was that the breasts pressed into my back were not at the right height, they were further up my back than my five foot four wife would normally be. Secondly, they were not even the right size. Aggie is well endowed, very well endowed; and what was pressing into me now was nowhere near their size.

      It took me a moment to get the water out of my face and get untangled from those arms so I could turn around. I stood rooted to the spot mere inches from my nude wet daughter.

      "Jenny, what in the hell...ohhhhhhh" I couldn't stop the low moan as her slender fingers wrapped around my cock.

      "It's my turn" Jenny gave a sultry smile.

      All the blood in my body suddenly redirected, against my will but in accordance with nature. Blood flowed straight into my cock, causing it to thicken and harden in her pumping grip. This caused a severe blood shortage to my brain; which immediately fuzzed over in confusion.

      "Your turn...what are you..." I stumbled out as pleasure rocked through my loins.

      "Mom got to watch Erick jerk off until he came" she husked. "Now I want to see you cum"

      Erick was jerking off? Aggie watched him cum? My brain was trying to wrap around what she was saying as she sank to her knees in the warm spray in front of me. Her hand was doing amazing things to my cock; her fingers swirling over the sensitive tip as she stroked my full length. I was losing ground quickly as my nuts started to heat up.

      "Honey we can't...I'm your..." and then I made the mistake of looking down.

      Crystal blue eyes filled with raw lust stared up at me. The swell of a perfect pair of 36C's were just below that face; capped with very hard pink nipples.

      "Oh my God...we can't do this...we can't..." I tried to protest.

      "Want to bet" Jenny growled; and then that hot mouth slid over my cock and I was lost.

      
        Confusion melded with sensory overload as a tight vacuum hit my cock. Her hand cupped my balls as her mouth slid down my shaft. I just stared as she took in every inch of my cock into her throat.

      "Oh my fucking Goddddd" I groaned as I swore my toes were going to curl.

      Jenny's mouth pumped up and down on me, my hands clenched in fists as I stood there. I wanted to fight, I wanted to resist; but my body betrayed me as one of the hottest blowjobs ever came to life in that shower.

      With an obscene pop her mouth came free; and her fist pumped at my spit and water slick cock. She tilted my rod downward and thrust her chest out at me.

      "Come on dad, give it to me; cum on my tits" Jenny commanded me.

      "Oh God...shouldn't...can't...honey I'm...I'm..." and then a fire went off in my loins.

      "I'm cumming" I gasped as my nuts lit on fire.

      True to her word, Jenny aimed my throbbing cock at the swell of her breasts. I watched as a thick rope of my seed spewed out and splattered over her pale skin.

      I wanted to scream and yell how wrong this was; all I could do was gurgle as I painted her breasts with my hot cum. Jenny just knelt there and cooed as load after load covered her breasts.

      Raising to her feet she finally released my cock. I leaned against the cool tile gasping to catch my breath. I watched stunned as Jenny reached down and scooped a strand of my seed off with one finger. Then, before my eyes she slid that finger into her mouth and slowly sucked my cum off and down her throat. It was one of the most obscene and hottest things I had ever witnessed.

      "I think now I'll go fuck my brother" Jenny gave that sultry smile again.

      I just stood in the shower in total shock. What the hell had just happened? My daughter had just all but sucked my balls dry, and just walked out wearing my cum, to fuck her BROTHER.

      
        My mind kept playing over everything that happened in the shower that day. I remembered Jenny's words about Aggie and Erick, but every time I tried to talk to Erick, some customer came in. I could also tell he was very frustrated; Jenny had not known I had sent him to the store early; so her little morning romp had never occurred.

      Finally, at lunch; Erick said he was going home to eat. I didn't have a decent reason to tell him no; so just watched as he left. I gave him a half hour head start, and leaving my head cashier in charge, headed for home.

      The half hour had been better timed than I could have imagined. I walked through the front door and heard Jenny in the kitchen.

      "Harder, fuck me harder" I listened to her lust filled voice.

      The realization that she was doing exactly what she had said this morning put a knot in my stomach. What had happened in the shower was beyond something I had never imagined could happen; and that she was having sex with her brother was beyond description. I had to stop this, it was incest, and it was illegal. I headed for the kitchen intent on ending whatever madness had suddenly gripped our family; and walked through the door into a vision of debauchery.

      The same nude vision I had seen in the bathroom this morning stared back at me. Jenny was bent over the kitchen table, gripping the edges; her nude body rocking back and forth as she shoved her ass back at her brother. Her firm breasts waved back and forth with her motion as she impaled herself on Erick's manhood.

      Erick was standing behind her, his face a mask of pure lust as he gripped his sister by the hips. Jamming his hips forward, I heard skin slapping skin as his hips smacked her firm cheeks; driving himself in as deep as he could.

      If all that wasn't bad enough; Aggie stood on the side of the table facing the couple, her eyes locked to them. Her white cotton panties were laying discarded on the kitchen floor, and she braced herself on the table with one hand, the other shoved up under the hem of her dress.

      "God he's so fucking big" Jenny grunted as I listened to the wet squelch coming from her mother.

      "Oh God...Jenny...Rick...you shouldn't..." I heard Aggie mumble.

      
        "Shouldn't what...fuck my brother" Jenny moaned. "Why, because you want to fuck him?" she stared at her mother.

      "Oh God...don't..." Aggie groaned.

      None of them had noticed my arrival. Jenny and Aggie were so into each other that nothing came between them; and Erick was so far gone a truck could have driven through the kitchen and he wouldn't have noticed.

      "I'm cumming" Jenny panted as her body quivered. "Cumming on my brothers cock" she stared into her mother's eyes.

      I watched as Jenny shook through her orgasm; the wet sucking sounds of Erick's cock as he just continued to drive into her matching his mother's hand. I've watched porn; I have even masturbated to it when Aggie hasn't been in the mood. But this was live, real; and the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I should have been horrified as I watched my daughter cream all over her brothers' cock. Instead I reached down and unsnapped my jeans.

      Pulling them down enough to free my now raging hard cock, I took two steps and was standing right behind Aggie. Now in her field of view, Jenny looked up and her eyes grew wide. I moved before she could say anything.

      My brain had gone into auto drive. Last night with Aggie, and then this morning in the shower with Jenny simply overloaded my common sense. Knowing how wrong this was I reached down and flipped Aggies skirt up over her ass to her waist.

      "Tom...what..." Aggie started looked over her shoulder.

      "AHHGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Aggie screamed as I rammed my hips forward; driving every inch I had into her in one stroke.

      Aggie

      When Erick came home for lunch I was surprised. He so seldom even ate lunch let alone came all the way home. I went to the kitchen and started making him something quick to eat; knowing he had to get back to the store.

      
        
      

      I was standing at the kitchen counter when I felt his hand rest lightly on the curve of my buttocks. I shuddered at the touch but said nothing. What was I going to say, let me watch you masturbate but you can't touch the body that brought on your orgasm.

      I actually missed that touch when I turned and walked to the kitchen table. Bending over I placed his plate down; then froze as that hand returned, but this time sliding under the hem of my skirt.

      "Erick" I gasped as fingers dragged along the crease of my damp panties.

      "You're wet" his voice was so calm.

      "You shouldn't..." I groaned as he pressed deeper into my crease. "Jenny could...Oh God" I moaned.

      "It's too late for that" his voice hot in my ear.

      Startled I looked up and there Jenny stood in the doorway to the kitchen. Just like in his bedroom, I stood helpless as Erick manipulated my body while my daughter watched. I couldn't suppress my groan as a thick finger slipped past the gusset of my panties, and deep between my wet folds.

      "Nnnghhhhhh" I moaned as raw pleasure shot through me once again.

      Only this time it wasn't my own hand, it was Erick's thick finger that plunged in and out. I could feel my juices, unbidden, seeping out to coat his hand and drip down my thighs.

      I could only stand there and rock my hips as Erick's finger drove me closer and closer. All the while I watched as Jenny began to disrobe right there in the kitchen. She dropped her discarded top and jeans on the kitchen floor; and they were followed by my own drenched panties as Erick dragged them down my quivering thighs.

      "I'll bet she's soaking wet" Jenny's voice dripped honey when she stopped on the opposite side of the table from me.

      "Oh God...please" I whimpered as Erick made my body hang on that edge.

      
        "I bet you want to fuck her" Jenny's voice slammed into my frazzled brain. "Do you want to fuck your mommy" she teased Erick.

      "God yes" I heard Erick grunt from behind me.

      Just that raw admission sent my body into a spiral. That my son wanted me so much he was willing to commit incest; to put his manhood inside me, where only his father had ever been. I whimpered in need as his fingers plunged deep.

      "Well to fucking bad" Jenny hissed at me. "You owe me big brother" she looked up at Erick. "Come and give me that dick" she rumbled as she wiggled that perfect ass.

      I wanted to scream as that finger slid free from between my thighs. I watched as Erick walked around the table and positioned his body behind Jenny. She looked into my face and smiled.

      Then I watched her eyes roll back as Erick slid that fat monster into her. I could actually hear her soaked sex pulling him in. It was so obscene, my hand shot down between my thighs, and two of my own fingers quickly replaced Erick's

      "Fuckkk yessssssss" Jenny moaned as her eyes refocused on me.

      I heard the wet slosh as my fingers sank into my dripping sex; hearing the slap of skin on skin as Erick's hips bounced off her tight ass.

      "Fuck her" I groaned. God did those words just come from me?

      "God I needed this" Jenny moaned. "After I sucked off daddy this morning" she panted.

      "Oh my God...no" I gasped at her words.

      "Oh Yeahhhhh" Jenny moaned. "In the shower; sucked his fat dick." She groaned out. "Made him cum all over my tits." She said.

      
        "Oh shit" I heard myself as I jammed my hand hard between my thighs, mashed the heel of my hand into that hard nub.

      "You like that don't you mom" Jenny stared at me. "That I sucked daddy" she smiled a sultry look.

      "Jenny...please" I whimpered as the image of her sucking Tom's dick filled my brain.

      Her words were also inflaming Erick, who slammed into her hard. I watched her eyes cloud over as he must have bumped her cervix.

      "God he's so fucking big" Jenny grunted.

      "Oh God...Jenny...Rick...you shouldn't..." I moaned, even as my hand pumped my fingers deep.

      "Shouldn't what...fuck my brother" Jenny stared at me.

      "Why, because you want to fuck him too?" My brain reeled at her words but I couldn't deny the ache between my thighs.

      "Oh God...don't..." was all I could moan in defense.

      "I'm cumminggg" Jenny moaned as we locked eyes.

      Suddenly she looked up and over my shoulder. At the same moment I felt my skirt raised and the cool air of the kitchen was over my bare cheeks. Looking over my shoulder I suddenly saw Tom standing behind me.

      "Tom...what..." that was as far as I got before he shoved every inch of his manhood deep into me.

      I remember screaming; I remember my walls expanding to fit him. I was so dripping wet there was little resistance as his hips slammed into my ass, buried to the root inside me. Sparks went off behind my eyes as I felt Tom's hands grip my waist; and he started pounding into me.

      
        I've been made love to, I have two children. But I don't think I've ever been 'fucked' as Jenny would say; until that moment. This was raw passion as Tom fucked me. My brain devolved down to two things; that hard cock driving in and out me; and Jenny staring into my face as I orgasmed.

      "Cummminnngggggg" I wailed as my body convulsed.

      At the same moment I watched Jenny's eyes roll back and her body almost seized as she matched me in intensity. I had never experienced anything like this and I just collapsed onto the kitchen table and took everything Tom had to give me.

      "Cum in me "I heard myself whimper like some harlot.

      I heard my husband grunt behind me; and felt that jerk deep in my belly that signaled his release. At the same time I heard Jenny gasping.

      "Yesss...cum big brother...fill meeeeee" she moaned.

      Erick

      I wanted mom in the worst way. I had been having dreams of that ass and those huge tits for so long. Watching Dad unload into her while my own hot cum pumped into Jenny was enough to drive me insane.

      I had come home originally intending to see how far I would get with mom. When Jenny intervened it was frustrating, but hot as hell. I figured once I was done with Jenny I could switch over to mom, and then Dad showed up.

      Jenny had been right all along, there was a definite crumbling of mom and dad's moral compass and it was going south way fast. I had left my door open last night on purpose; part of my sisters 'plan' and everything just seemed to be clicking.

      Fingering mom had been so freaking hot I wanted to suck her juices off my fingers. I kept silent, Jenny had been right so far; and she seemed to know when the timing was right. If it wasn't lunch it would be later today.

      
        As I pulled my deflating cock free of her dripping cunt I heard the wet sucking noises from mom as Dad did the same. We both pulled our jeans up, and without a word headed out of the house. Back at the hardware store it was a couple of hours before dad brought the subject up. I treaded carefully, not sure just how far he was willing to go yet.

      I was in the back room doing some window repairs when he walked in. I could tell by that look on his face he had been thinking, so I just waited for him to speak.

      "So how long have you and Jenny been...you know?" he asked me.

      "Been what?" Jenny had said to push them, make them use the words; it seemed to be some kind of trigger.

      "You know what I mean." Dad rumbled.

      "You can just say it dad" I stared at him.

      "How long have the two of you been...fucking" I saw his face tighten at the word; but at the same time you could hear the heat in his voice.

      "About a year" I shrugged my shoulders.

      "A year, under our nose" Dad shook his head. "Why, she's your sister." Dad looked confused.

      "Because she's a damn good fuck" I took the opening and pushed. "She can suck the cum right out of you, but you already know that" I told him.

      I knew about him and Jenny in the shower, she had told me. I could see his eyes flash as the memory hit him. I knew if I was getting hard thinking about it, so was he.

      "She surprised me" Dad tried to defend himself. "Your mother doesn't...not much..." he said feebly.

      "She can learn" I smiled.

      
        "You would like teaching her wouldn't you" I saw dad's face cloud.

      "Dad listen" I stepped closer so it was quieter, only us talking. "I'd love to shove my dick up my mother so much I am rock hard thinking about it" I stared at him. "And if you tell me you aren't hard thinking of pounding your daughters tight pussy, I'll call you a damn liar" I told him.

      "Do you know how wrong that is?" Dad didn't deny my comment, he just stared at me.

      "I really don't care" I admitted. "We are all consenting adults, what we do behind our doors is our business."

      I stepped back to the window I had just finished, and then looked up at him. I could see the hunger in him, and the conflict. This had to be a willing choice or it wouldn't work; no matter what Jenny thought.

      "Here's the offer Mr. Proctor" I looked at dad. "A trade of my woman for your woman; for one time, one night." He stared at me in shock. "If it doesn't work we go back to where we are without a word."

      "And if we...like it?" Dad's eyes were glowing.

      "Then, its open season in the Proctor house" I smiled. I picked up the window and walked away.

      I left Dad alone for the rest of the day, I knew he needed to mull over what I had said; and I'm sure between Jenny in the shower, and watching me fuck her; his memory was running wild.

      By the time we were getting ready to close, Dad seemed different somehow, almost more relaxed. When we locked up and headed to the car he looked over at me.

      "Ok and just how do you propose we 'start' this?" he asked.

      "Simple" I smiled. "We're going home for dinner right" Dad nodded.

      
        "I think we should have a before dinner...appetizer" I grinned. "You do like eating pussy I assume." I said.

      "You're serious" Dad choked out.

      "Jenny sent me a text, after today she and mom are making us a special dinner" I smiled. "I say we add to the menu" I laughed.

      Later, after a quiet drive home; we pulled into the driveway and dad looked over at me. "Deal" was all he said, and then climbed from the car.

      We walked into the house together and I could hear the two women in the kitchen. I smiled at dad and he just gave a crooked grin back. Like two hungry animals we headed for the kitchen. Jenny was setting the table while mom was at the sink.

      I walked across the kitchen, dropped to my knees, and gripping mom by the hips turned her to face me. I heard her start to say something, but I ignored it as my face dove under her skirt, and slammed between her still wet thighs.

      "Nhhaaaaaaa...Erriicckkkkkkk" mom screamed as my tongue slid home. I heard the clatter of the spoon she had been holding as she dropped it into the sink. Behind me I heard Jenny give the same kind of cry.

      "Yesssssssssssss; eat me daddy...eat meeee" my sister screamed.

      The Proctor Family

      The kitchen of the Proctor home quickly became a scene of total lust as Aggie gripped the edge of the kitchen sink, staring down watching as her son's hot tongue slithered inside her to obscene sucking noises.

      "Oh God...Erick...God yes..." Aggie moaned as her body quivered with pleasure.

      "Mmmmmm" Erick murmured as hot juices flowed into his mouth.

      
        Reaching down she knotted her fingers in her son's hair, and then jammed her hips forward mashing his face into her dripping sex. All the teasing she had endured for the last day mounted as the knot in her belly grew.

      "Make me cum...oh God please...make me cum" Aggie moaned as her son drank her cream.

      "Fuck YESSSSSS, eat my ass daddy" Jenny screamed from across the room.

      Aggie turned and stared at the perverse sight of her husband, on his knees behind his daughter. Jenny was bent at the waist over the table while Tom shoved his face into her from behind. It was more than evident from Jenny's gurgling and whimpering her father was attacking both her dripping pussy and the tight ring of her ass from his advantage point.

      Erick knew his mother was focused on the other pair, and without warning slid his hand up her slick thigh. He pulled his mouth back, sucking in the hard bud of her clit. At the same moment he rammed two thick fingers up her hole, feeling her tight walls grip him as he filled her.

      The sudden onslaught to her body was more than Aggie could take and she felt a white heat blossom in her gut and envelope her body.

      "NAAAHHHHHAAAAAAAAAAA CUMMMINNGGGGG" Aggie screamed as her entire body erupted with pleasure she had never experienced before.

      Jenny looked up and saw her mother's face, contorted with pure lust as her body convulsed with the strength of her orgasm. Glancing down she watched as hot juices all but squirted out from the older woman, washing her sons face.

      "Daddy...please, I need you too...." Jenny didn't get the chance to finish her request.

      Having heard his wife crying out her pleasure, Tom decided it was time. Up on his feet he lined his throbbing cock with that drenched pussy, and slammed forward with everything he had. His cock sank in like slicing through butter, until his balls slapped her ass.

      "OHHHHH FFFUCCCKKKKKK" Jenny screamed as she was stuffed full of cock.

      
        Tom felt like he was twenty-five again as he gripped his daughters slim waist and started pounding into her. Twenty-five years and he was in a pussy other than his wife's, and Jenny was so tight she felt like virgin to him.

      Jenny couldn't even think coherent as her father hammered into her; juices flowed like a river as she flopped on to the table under his repeated blows. Her pussy stretched to fit him, and she swore even Erick had never made her feel this full.

      "Oh shit...fuck me...oh My God...dad...dad..." Jenny babbled as her body rolled like a freight train towards her orgasm.

      Aggie felt her knees start to buckle as a second wave rolled through her belly; never had she felt such raw pleasure and she was losing control of her body through all the spasms and convulsions.

      Erick wrapped one arm around her waist, and like a rag doll swung her around and draped her upper body over the kitchen counter. Now facing Tom, she watched as her husband drove his cock in and out of their daughter. She could see the image of pleasure etched across Jenny's face; and she knew she had to look the same as Erick just kept going behind her like some insane machine.

      "Fuck, I'm going to cum" Tom grunted

      NO!" Jenny almost screeched.

      Aggie watched as her daughter jerked her body forward; pulling herself free of his buried cock. Swiveling around to face her father, she dropped to her knees. While Aggie watched, Jenny did the most obscene thing she had ever seen.

      Her husbands' cock, coated in their combined juices; slid down Jenny's throat as her daughter swallowed his throbbing dick. Aggie knew her husband enjoyed oral, even though it had never been her favorite thing to do; but she was surprised at the look of sheer pleasure that flowed over Tom's face.

      Reaching down Tom gripped the sides of Jenny's head; holding her in place as his balls tightened beyond belief.

      "Oh shit...here it CUMMMMSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" he roared as his nuts released.

      
        
      

      Jenny's throat muscles worked as she tried to swallow the flood. Hot thick cream pumped into her mouth; so much it dribbled out the corner of her mouth and down her chin; she just couldn't swallow fast enough as she tasted her father's seed for the first time.

      Aggie just stared at the obscene sight as she felt Erick's cock drive deep. Then, his hot voice filled her ear.

      "My dream come true" he husked at his mother.

      Aggie gasped as she literally felt his cock jerk inside her belly; and then an incredible heat began to fill her. Aggie watched and felt the incredible as her daughter drank her father only feet from her; and her son filled her with his cream.

      Twenty-four hours and they had gone from the typical conservative family; to this. As her eyes slowly rolled back, and her orgasm slammed into her womb; Aggie knew there was no way they would every go back to what they were; this was their new life.

    
  
    
      All in the Family

      I had suspected, but never had proof; until now; they had always managed to somehow hide it, to keep it from prying eyes; until now. I peeked slowly and very carefully around the drape hanging from my bedroom window; looking down at the patio by our pool. I watched as his long thick cock slid slowly into her; I could see her face, the face of raw pleasure as he filled her. They were kneeling doggy style on the cool concrete, but I knew neither one of them felt the hardness of the stones. One effect of their position was it gave a clear view from where I stood as his cock finally slid clear in. She had to be tight; I could see the concentration on his face as he held back. The fact she never winced with pain, stark evidence this was far from their first coupling.

      "Should we interrupt them" my husband Devon whispered in my ear from behind me.

      "No, leave them be" I said softly.

      "He's fucking her" Devon stated the obvious as I watched him begin to move his hips.

      
        "I don't think she minds" I said sardonically, as raw pleasure radiated from her face.

      "You're dripping wet" Devon whispered.

      I suddenly realized where his hand was, not on my sex; but slid inside the now unsnapped shorts I was wearing; a thick finger sliding over my slick lips. I trembled as he slid that finger between my folds and into my steaming depths. He was right but wrong; I wasn't wet, I was fucking soaked. I pressed my ass back into his groin behind me.

      "Your hard" I stated the obvious as his thick cock pressed into the crack of my ass.

      I felt my shorts sliding down over my hips; I made no attempt to stop him. My eyes were locked to the couple below us; now in full swing. I could imagine the sound of hips slapping against that ass as he gained speed. God he was fucking her harder and faster as I watched her body rock.

      I felt that hard cock, now bare; press against my ass from behind. I bent slightly at the waist, extending my invitation. I made sure I was still hidden by the drapes. While I was willing to bet that they were now oblivious to their surroundings; I didn't want to take the chance they might accidently see me.

      "Fuck" I heard Devon grunt as the fat head of his cock slid inside me.

      "Oh God" I couldn't hold back the moan as he slid inside my tight channel, my eyes never leaving the pair below us.

      I felt my body shudder as he bottomed out inside me, a mini orgasm rolling through my belly. The insanity of the whole situation slammed home as my walls tightened around him. I was standing in my bedroom, my husband fucking me; while we watched our son and daughter go at it like rabbits below us.

      With that mental picture in mind I probably should fill in a few things. My name is Rebecca Norr and I'm thirty-eight. Suffice it to say I'm the average woman you might look at twice, then again maybe not. I would have to say my best asset is my 36D's, but my husband seems to prefer my nice full ass; not that I'm arguing. My husband Devon is forty and had every inch of his eight inch cock pumping slowly in and out of my dripping pussy.

      
        The pair down by the pool going at it like two horny rabbits would be Drake our son and Molly our daughter. Drake is twenty and attends local university and Molly is eighteen and supposed to be graduating from high school this year.

      I say supposed to be not because of something she did, but it's actually what probably brought about our current situation. That would be home quarantine. By right Devon would be at his law office; and I would be happily selling flowers at my floral shop; while both Drake and Molly would be in classes.

      Instead my shop was shuttered; Devon was doing his practice remote from the computer; while Drake and Molly were online for what classes they could. I suspect the fact everyone was in the house was what had led to the current outburst of hormones for our young performers. While Devon and I could do the dirty deed whenever we wanted, after all we are married; Molly and Drake were different.

      A brother and sister fucking were not exactly what you would call your traditional couple; and while I had suspected the two were more than siblings; our busy schedules had never presented any evidence.

      "Nice cock" Devon pointed out, just as he shoved his deep into me.

      "Nice ass" I moaned back, shoving mine hard back against him.

      "I bet you would love to have it shoved up your pussy" Devon's hot voice echoed in my ear.

      "OH God...Devon" I grunted back.

      "Your son's hard dick pounding into you" he teased me.

      I looked over my shoulder and could see him staring down at the pair below us. I knew what was going through that perverted mind.

      "You want to fuck that tight little teenage cunt, don't you" I hissed back at him.

      "Fuck yeah" Devon grunted as he slammed harder into me.

      
        "Fuck me you incestuous bastard" I growled.

      "OH God...can't hold..." Devon groaned as I felt his cock swell.

      "Not yet" I rumbled as I turned to watch the pair below us.

      Devon had matched his strokes to the movement of Drake's hips. I was watching my son fuck his sister, while I felt his cock inside me. I watched Drake's face twist with lust, and he reared back.

      "Now" I moaned. "Fill me baby" I told Devon.

      I watched as Drake shuddered through his orgasm below us; while I felt Devon's hot seed filling me. It was as if I could feel my son pumping his hot load deep inside my belly; God did it feel good.

      As I watched Drake and Molly collapse onto the lounger below us, I pulled away from Devon; I felt a thick wad of his seed ooze from between my lips and cling to my thighs.

      "You know what we need to do" Devon said softly as he stared at the exhausted couple below.

      "I am already planning on it" I said calmly.

      I walked to the bathroom, dripping hot cum the entire way. I turned and looked at my husband; I could see the same lust in his eyes I felt in my belly.

      "I plan on that dick being planted in me by the end of the week" I said. "That little vixen down there...is your problem." I smiled and headed into the bathroom.

      I don't think either Drake or Molly even knew they were 'under assault' and by the time they started to figure things out, it was already too late. I switched clothes, not to something for the yard like I had been, but this time to a thin pale tan baby doll; minus the panties.

      When Drake came through the sliding patio doors and into the kitchen, I had timed everything to be bent over taking the creamer from the fridge. When I rose and turned, it was like looking at a starved puppy dog; his tongue was all but hanging out and his eyes were locked to my body. The only difference was this puppy dog had a huge lump in his swim trunks. God, he had just fucked the shit out of his sister, and he was hard again.

      I calmly walked over and started adding the creamer to my morning coffee, all the while Drake stood rooted to the spot. The silence was so deafening I could even hear his labored breathing, and it made my nipples ache with need.

      "If you need to take it out and jerk off, go ahead" I told him.

      Drake's eyes opened wide, and with a strangled sound he rushed from the kitchen. I took a sip of my coffee and waited about five minutes, and then headed up the stairs. The door to his room was closed, but the sounds from the other side left no doubt in my mind what he was doing.

      "Oh fuck mom" I heard Drake groan from through the door; that was my signal.

      Without knocking I turned the knob and opened the door, standing in the doorway. Drake froze, stretched out on his bed, staring at me. That thick cock stood tall and proud from his mat of pubic hair; his fist wrapped around it frozen in place.

      "Personally I think it's a bit rude you know" I said, staring directly into Drake's eyes. "Jerking off over someone and not even giving them the decency to watch; think about it next time."

      Without waiting for a response, I turned and left his doorway, heading to my own room to dress for the morning. As I pulled a light sundress over my head, I glanced out the window and watched as Devon sat on the edge of the lounger next to Molly. I wanted to hear and watch the pair, but knew I needed to get moving; reluctantly I pulled away from the window.

      "Hey sweetie, sun tanning already" Devon called out to his daughter.

      "Oh hey Dad...uhhh...yeah I wanted and early start" Molly tried to thick quickly.

      After a week of no sex with Drake, she had been coming unglued; not able to stand it anymore, she had drug him out to the poolside early in the morning; hoping for a good ganging before their folks woke up. The only problem was she had wanted more; but Drake had been nervous it was getting late. Sure enough, her brother had barely left and here was her dad already up.

      
        Devon had watched the exchange between his wife and Drake. It had left him hard and throbbing knowing Drake had rushed unseeing past him, sporting a huge hard on for his mother. Devon knew Rebecca could be a slut when she chose, and he almost felt sorry for Drake; almost but not quite.

      Figuring now was a good chance, while Molly was still out by the pool, Devon made his approach. Now, seated beside his daughter, lying there sporting a great set of 36C's in a tight bikini; Devon moved fast; figure her recent horniness and some confusion, would move things further than anything else.

      "Don't want you to burn" Devon said; picking up the suntan lotion and squirting a glob onto his hand.

      "Dad, it's...unnnnnnn" Molly moaned as strong hands suddenly ran from her waist to her shoulders and kneaded her hot skin.

      "Dad, I...oh godddd" she moaned softly as those fingers kneaded their way back down her back.

      The problem for Molly was the sudden contact of skin on skin. Unlike some women who seemed to like slam bam fuck me men; Molly wanted the fuck me all night baby. The quick round with Drake, while immensely satisfying; had also left her body tingling for more. The sudden contact of her father's strong hands send shivers through her.

      Molly melted as those hands worked her muscles up and down. Twice she felt his fingers brush the sides of her bulging breasts. She wanted to say something, but also had to focus on not letting her aching nipples turn into two rock hard pebbles.

      When those magic hands vanished from her back, Molly almost sighed with relief. Then she heard the lotion bottle again; thinking he would return to her back, she lay silent. Her mouth opened in shock, but only a soft moan escaped as those strong hands began to knead first one thigh and then the other.

      "Dad..." Molly could only gasp as those fingers worked higher and higher.

      She felt her legs drift slightly apart, not sure if he had moved them or if she had. She moaned softly when his fingers kneaded only an inch from her over heated groin.

      An inch, oh God Molly thought. He was so close to not only her pussy; but her cum drenched pussy. Drake had just dumped a hot load inside her, she couldn't let him see.

      
        
      

      For Devon, he knew what shape his daughter was in, hell she was just like her mother. Quickies were satisfying, but usually left Rebecca hungry for more; and he could sense Molly was in the same position. Besides, the small puddle of white goo that leaked onto the chair was mute evidence of her arousal. Time to tip the scale, Devon figured.

      "Dad..." Molly grunted when that hand finally came in contact with her soaked suit bottom.

      There was no way he couldn't know, she thought, but he worked on as if nothing was wrong. Molly involuntarily lifted her ass as one finger slid between her swollen folds through her suit; a bolt of lightning striking out from her already over stimulated womb.

      "Someone is very wet" her father's hot voice whispered in her ear.

      Wet, I dripping my brothers CUM, Molly wanted to scream. Instead, she gurgled as the tip of that finger pressed against her throbbing clit. Rebecca's' over stimulated body went to auto pilot as her hips hunched against that finger.

      Just as she felt herself mounting, it was gone; the pressure, the finger, all of it. Molly wanted to scream in frustration as her father rose beside her.

      "You know if you need a hand with anything, just let me know" his soft voice filled her ear.

      Molly shuddered at her father's innuendo; he couldn't really mean what she was thinking, went through her mind. At the same time, she knew her dildo was about to get the biggest workout it had received in a long time.

      It was two days later that Drake sent a text to his sister. Their parents were out at the pool enjoying the afternoon sun; Molly was trying to get some study time in. Her cellphone beeped and when she opened his text, the image of her brothers' hard cock filled her small screen.

      "Is someone horny for his sister" Molly sent back with a smiley face.

      "I'm watching mom and dad" popped up on her screen, and Molly stared at the screen.

      
        "What" she fired back.

      "Come to the living room" Drake sent to her.

      Scrambling off her bed, Molly bounded down the stairs and into the living room. Drake was positioned next to the bay window that looked out on the backyard. He was peeking around the curtain, as his hand glided up and down his thick cock.

      Drake looked back at his sister and motioned for her to come closer. "Stay behind the curtain" he told his sister.

      Molly slipped in front of her brother, and looked around the cloth, freezing at the sight before her. There, on the same lounger Drake had pounded her pussy only a couple of days ago; knelt her mother, her heavy tits swinging under her as her father rammed in hard from behind.

      "Oh My God" Molly whispered.

      "Fuck look at them go" Drake moaned.

      Molly's eyes were riveted to where the two were joined, watching a very thick and very long cock slide in and out of her mother. God dad was hung, she thought mindlessly.

      Molly felt hands reach around and unsnap her jeans; she looked back at Drake. "What the hell...Drake not now" she hissed. Her brother was not deterred; he began to tug his sister's jeans down until they slid over her hips, pulling her panties down with them.

      What Molly hadn't seen, being turned; was her mother reach down and adjust the cellphone lying on the lounger in front of her. Rebecca had used her phone app and was now tied into their home security system. She had locked to the camera in the living room that faced towards the bay windows, since the large glass panes were deemed a security risk.

      "He's taking...her jeans...down" Rebecca grunted as Devon plowed into her.

      "You get any fucking wetter over this" Devon panted "and I'm going to blow my load".

      
        "Not yet" Rebecca groaned at her husband. "Just fuck me baby, fuck that pussy hard and I'll do the rest" she moaned.

      "You want it, then TAKE it" Devon growled as he began to pound into his wife.

      "That's it your perverted wonderful man" Rebecca moaned. "Fuck me like you would Molly, come on baby."

      Devon was in a haze of lust as he hammered his cock into his wife's dripping cunt. In his mind he saw Molly's ass slapping against his hips, and felt that tight teenage pussy gripping him.

      "OH YESSSSSS FUCK ME DADDY" Rebecca screamed. "FUCK ME DADDDYYYY" she screamed again.

      Inside the house, Molly froze at her mother's words. Was her dad really thinking about fucking her? Standing there still, just as her mother finished screaming, Drake slid his cock into her soaked pussy.

      "Dadddyyyyyy" Molly moaned as her brother filled her from behind.

      "You want dad to fuck you, don't you" Drake's voice filled her ear.

      Molly shuddered as her brother reached up and gripped her outthrust tits, gripping them as he hammered up into her. She reached out and braced herself on the glass as the wonderful cock filled her again and again. She couldn't tear her eyes away as she watched her father's cock, covered in her mothers' white cream, pound in and out.

      "Oh God...he's fucking her" Rebecca gasped as Devon hammered her like some feral animal.

      Pulling her eyes away from the screen, Rebecca looked over her shoulder at her husband; the grimace of lust on his face, sweat dripping down his chest.

      "Fuck me daddy" she said in a hoarse voice. "Fuck my tight little pussy" she egged him on.

      
        Devon's mind exploded white hot as the thought of fucking into his daughter overwhelmed him. He gripped his wife by the hips and rammed in deep, holding still. He tilted his head back and howled as his nuts exploded.

      "MOOLLLYYYYYYYYYYYY" Devon roared as his orgasm tore through him.

      Inside the house, Molly heard her father's release. Her eyes rolled back and her body convulsed; as the thought of her father unloading his hot seed into her sent her over the edge.

      "DDDADDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Molly screamed as her head banged against the glass.

      Outside, Rebecca heard her daughter, and on the screen she watched as Drake unloaded his own hot seed into his sister; her own pussy clamping down on her husbands' jerking cock as her body trembled in release. Even as the pair collapsed onto the lounger, Molly and her brother stumbled from the living room and back to their rooms. Both of them were wondering what the hell was going on. For Rebecca and Devon, they smiled and kissed softly, knowing their final goal was not far out of reach.

      It was Friday morning when Rebecca made her next move on Drake. This time it wasn't a baby doll minus panties that Drake saw on his mother; it was the total reverse. When he walked into the kitchen that morning; there stood his mother at the counter, sipping her coffee, wearing a tight pair of sheer white panties; and that was it.

      "Holy shit" the young man whispered as he stared at his all but nude mother.

      For thirty-eight the figure standing in front of him looked mighty fine. Her 36C's had a bit of sag from age, but were round and full, capped with rock hard pink nipples like two erasers. Her flared hips led into a valley between her thighs; that was shaved perfectly smooth, and the sheer panties gave him an unobstructed view of her sex as she stood there. But it was the firm cheeks of that tight ass that really drew his attention, God even Molly didn't have an ass like that.

      "Enjoying the view" Drake heard his mothers' soft voice.

      He looked up from her ass and into her eyes. There was no sarcasm, only a statement in her voice; and her eyes were locked on the now prominent bulge in his gym shorts. He remembered his mother's words that other morning, and carefully measured his words.

      
        "I'd be dead not to be" Drake watched his mother. "It makes me want to jerk off...again"

      This was it, Rebecca realized. With a deep breath she walked over to the small kitchen table and eased into a chair. She stared back at her twenty year old son.

      "Am I stopping you" her voice was hoarse with desire.

      Drake, as if in a trance, slowly walked over and stood in front of his mother, he looked down at her glittering eyes, then at her pebble hard nipples. She actually wants this, he suddenly realized. He reached down and gripped the waist band of his gym shorts, and slowly pushed down.

      "God yes" Rebecca murmured when that thick hard cock slid into view only a foot from her face.

      Fuck he was hard as steel and she could see a drop of pre cum already forming on the tip. She set her coffee cup on the small table and turned to face her son, not wanting to miss a single moment of this. She shuddered when Drake reached down and gripped that throbbing hunk of meat, and began to stroke right there in front of her.

      "Enjoying the view" Drake rasped at his mother.

      "More than you know" Rebecca whispered back.

      "If you need to relieve yourself...I'm not stopping you" Drake watched his mother.

      Right before his eyes, this woman who had fed him, bathed him, and raised him to adulthood; slid her hand over her soft belly and into her sheer panties; and with a wet squelch, drove two fingers into her dripping pussy.

      "Oh God" Rebecca grunted as her walls stretched.

      For a moment the pair were locked as wet squishing sounds from between Rebecca's thighs, matched the slapping of Drake's fist. Drake had seen his sister masturbate, but watching his mother was sending him to the edge like a rocket.

      Morning" the sound ripped through the young man's haze.

      
        
      

      Drake stared in horror as his father calmly walked through the kitchen and filled a cup of coffee. He was frozen to the spot as Devon added a dash of cream and then started walking back out, as if nothing were out of the ordinary. As if the sight of her son jerking off to his mother was a common morning occurrence.

      "You got softer" Drake heard the disappointment in his mothers' voice.

      "Dad just...I mean..." he stuttered.

      "We can't have that" Rebecca murmured.

      At that point Drake experienced one of the hottest moments of his young life, as a hot wetness slid over the head of his cock. He stared down and watched in amazement as his mother slid her lips down the length of his cock, and then sucked as her head pulled back.

      "Oh my God...oh fuck...mom..." Drake babbled as his balls boiled.

      "Mmmmmmmm" Rebecca hummed, sending vibrations the length of his cock.

      As his balls tightened, and his as cheeks clenched; Drake discovered the one difference between mother and daughter. The daughter wouldn't; but his mother drove her mouth deeper as his balls turned to liquid; pulling his erupting cum deep into her throat. His mother swallowed; his fogged brain realized.

      Rebecca reveled in the flavor as the first blast of hot jizz poured out; swallowing as the salty thick fluid filled her mouth. It was quickly followed by a second thick blast that overwhelmed her mouth, dripping from the corners

      Drake stared down and watched the muscles in her throat work, as she vacuumed every drop from his balls. God she outstripped her daughter when it came to cock sucking, he dimly thought. With an obscene pop, his softening cock slid free and his mother rose to her feet in front of him. Like something from a porn movie, she extended one slender finger and scooped the glob of cum from her chin, and sucked it into her mouth while he watched.

      
        "Very tasty, but a bit messy" Rebecca whispered to her son. "Maybe next time; you should put it where it isn't so...messy" she gave a lust filled smile to her son.

      Picking up her coffee cup she calmly walked from the kitchen; while Drake stood in shock. His mother had just sucked his cock; his father had walked by as if nothing strange was happening; and God damn his mother had just drank his entire load.

      Rebecca mounted the stairs, and as she walked down the hall towards her bedroom, she could hear her daughter moaning in the bathroom. She was tempted to stop and peek, but knew she needed to give the pair the same privacy she and Drake had just shared; at least for their first encounter.

      For Devon, on his knees in the warm spray of the shower; it had been almost too easy. His daughter's own words had drawn him into the small room. On his return to the bedroom he had heard the shower running. Easing open the door he had been enveloped by the warm humid mist of the shower, and the sound of his daughter's soft moaning.

      "God yes...daddy...don't stop..." he heard his daughter moan.

      Even through the spray of the water, Devon could heard the telltale wet squelch of fingers working a wet cunt; he knew his daughter was masturbating on the other side of the curtain; this was too good to pass up, he thought.

      Setting his coffee cup on the counter by the sink, he stepped to the curtain. Molly froze like a deer in headlights as she watched her nude father step into the warm water.

      "Believe me baby, I wouldn't stop" his deep voice rumbled.

      Molly watched in mute surprise as her father slowly lowered his head. The moment those hot lips touched her skin, her voice came back to life.

      "God yessssss...daddy...daddy..." Molly moaned as a trail of hot kisses traveled down from her shoulder blade.

      When his hot mouth engulfed her aching nipple, it set every nerve in her body on fire. Her hands rested lightly on his shoulders as she leaned back against the cool tile wall, thrusting her breasts out, offering them to him.

      
        
      

      "Suck my tits, oh God yes" Molly moaned as that mouth moved from one breast to the other. "Oh my God, Dad...don't...nnggggggg" she moaned as those lips drifted lower, swirling in her navel.

      She looked down and watched the top of her father's head as he knelt in the shower before her; his hot lips lowering closer and closer.

      "Please..." Molly whimpered.

      Then the unthinkable happened; as Molly felt a fat hot tongue slide between her swollen lips. It slid deep, then deeper; God how far would it go she wondered.

      The young girl had experienced oral sex before; Drake was ever attentive and often performed it on her. Molly was used to having to direct her young brother, showing or telling him where to go, what parts were especially sensitive. In shock her body convulsed as this man hit every hot spot on her body without her having to say or do anything.

      "Oh my Goddddddddd" Molly moaned as his tongue delved into her, then lashed across her clit.

      "Suck me...lick me...oh God daddyyyyy" she groaned as her father drover her body higher.

      Like some wanton woman she spread her thighs as she leaned against the walls, inviting her father to feast on her. She could hear the wet slurping of his mouth as her body climbed then receded only to climb again.

      By the third or fourth climb, Molly was losing count; her body was begging for release. Her nails dug into her father's shoulders as she tried to hunch her hips into that fantastic mouth. While Drake was good...this was utter heaven to her young body.

      "Please...daddy" she whimpered.

      "Please what, say it baby" her father's baritone voice rose from beneath her.

      "I need to...cum" Molly surrendered to her body. "Please daddy, make me cum" she whimpered in a little girl voice.

      
        
      

      Molly's eyes popped wide open as her father's hot mouth engulfed her throbbing clit, sucking it in deep. The tip of his tongue roughly lashed over the hard bud trapped in his mouth as bolts of electric shock ripped through her belly.

      "Oh my God...OH MY GOD...DADDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" Molly wailed as her body convulsed.

      Devon felt that hot rush of fluids fill his mouth as his daughter shook and trembled above him. He swallowed noisily as she pumped more and more hot pussy cream out, a constant river flowing out of her wracked body.

      By the time Molly leaned back into the cool tile again, her body all but vibrated from the intensity of her orgasm. She gasped for breath as her father rose to face her; she could feel his hard cock lightly resting against her belly. He could have taken her right then and she would have accepted every inch of him. Instead, he added another shock as he leaned in and softly kissed her cheek.

      "That floor is a bit hard for an old man" Devon chuckled. "Next time, let's do this somewhere more comfortable."

      Molly just stared as her father slipped past the curtain, and taking one of the towels with him walked from the bathroom. Old man my ass, Molly thought; that old man can fuck me any day she realized.

      Her body half jelly, Molly turned off the water and dried herself; holding her towel she stepped into the hall, only to meet her brother, standing nude, holding his shorts in one hand.

      "Mom?" Molly whispered softly.

      "Dad?" Drake replied.

      Neither could figure out what was happening, but hand in hand the young pair walked to Drake's room. It seemed like now there was no reason to hide their feelings towards each other, since it was more than evident their parents were aware.

      That night the young couple slept in an exhausted embrace. They had spent almost two hours in frantic sex that night. Drake had dumped two hot loads into his sister as the pair moaned the others names; and Molly had soaked the sheets countless times with her sweat and sex as thoughts of their parents rolled through their heads.

      The entire next day the Norr house seemed to return to normal. Devon worked from his laptop, and then headed out to mow the yard. Drake studied and then played online games with friends for a few hours. Molly tried to focus on her studies, and when the urge to masturbate rose, she tried to push it out of her mind while she watched her mother happily hum around the house doing laundry and cleaning.

      The next morning, Drake awoke to the hottest dream he could remember in a long time. It had been of his mother, stark nude; kneeling over pulling his throbbing cock into her hot mouth. Half asleep he reached down to grip his cock, intending to finish off with the lingering mental images; he was shocked the rest of the wat awake when his hand encountered soft curls of hair.

      Eyes wide open now, Drake looked down as the vision of his dream came to life; there between his spread legs knelt his mother; her full ass poised in the air as she devoured his cock.

      "OH my God...mom" Drake grunted as she vacuumed his cock.

      Obscene wet slurping filled the air as she bobbed her head up and down. Just like in the shower she teased every inch of his cock and drove his already heightened body to the edge.

      "Oh shit...suck it mom...oh fuck..." Drake moaned. He could feel his balls starting to tighten.

      Rebecca felt the twitching in her sons' thighs, the swelling of his cock; she knew he was close. Before he could stop her she pulled her head back and released his engorged cock head.

      "Oh God nooo" Drake moaned as delayed pleasure locked inside him. "Please...I need..." he panted.

      "You need what baby" Rebecca asked as she gently laid his pulsing rod along his stomach.

      "I need to...cum...please" Drake quivered with each word.

      "Then go shove this thing deep into your sister's cunt until you blow" Rebecca whispered in his ear. "Only this time...no condom baby" her voice rasped.

      
        
      

      No condom, that meant he might; he looked at his mother in shock as she climbed off the bed. God she was serious, he thought. But, it wasn't logic that drove him to get off the bed; it was raw lust that propelled his body down the hall.

      Gripping his aching cock Drake slipped through the half open door of his sisters' bedroom. He didn't know what surprised him more; the figure of his nude father sitting in the chair at his sisters' vanity, or the vision of a nude Molly spread out on her bed reaching for him.

      "Please...Drake..." Molly whispered.

      The hunger in her voice was more than evident, as was the glistening sheen between her thighs. It seemed while his mother had been priming him; his father had more than primed her. Molly was in as much need as he was, and he was well beyond caring if he was protected or not.

      As he climbed onto his sisters' bed between her spread thighs; Drake caught movement. Turning his head he watched as his mother entered the room and stood beside his father. He focused back on Molly as he levered his body above hers, his swollen purple knob aimed straight at her dripping hole.

      "Molly, you know I'm not..." Drake hesitated.

      "I know" Molly looked at her parents then back at her brother. "They want this, I want this Drake. I have ever since we first made love" she said softly. "Give me our baby Drake" she told him.

      Drake slowly lowered his hips; as his cockhead slipped between Molly's engorged lips with a wet sucking sound. Pushing in, for the first time bareback; he could feel the volcanic heat of her walls wrap around him.

      "Oh God yes" Drake moaned as he sank deeper.

      Molly's eyes fluttered as she felt every ridge and vein of Drake's cock rub along her tight walls. She really had wanted this since their first time, but had always been afraid of what Drake would think. Now, it was finally happening; she was taking him into her body and it felt perfect to her.

      "Oh God Molly" Drake moaned. "I love you" he whispered as his body settled onto hers.

      
        "I love you Drake" Molly moaned. Reaching out she wrapped her arms around her brother, holding his body against hers.

      "Oh fuck" Drake grunted as he raised his hips and then powered back down.

      "God yes...make me pregnant...breed me my love" Molly panted.

      This was not just sex for the young pair, as their bodies melded into one; the agonies each had felt at the hands of their parents melted away as raw pleasure and passion filled them. Drake kept his strokes even and strong; driving deep but not slamming in; Molly moaned with every thrust, her nails sliding down her brothers powerful shoulders.

      "It's time to leave them" Rebecca whispered in her husbands' ear.

      Neither Molly nor Drake registered the fact their parents had left the room; they stared into the others eyes as Drake piston his cock in and out of his sister.

      Molly was oblivious to the river of juices that flowed out around her bothers bare cock; the constant rubbing along her walls was sending bolts through her body. She felt Drake shift, and as he pulled back, her eyes widened as that thick shaft drug along her clit.

      'Oh God...Drake" she gasped.

      Rising up on his arms, Drake looked down at his sister. He could feel his tortured balls tightening, and he knew he would last long. The idea of pulling out never occurred to him.

      "If you would...would you...marry me?" Drake panted down at her.

      "Even if...I can't...I still will..." Molly moaned back.

      The words his sister spoke set of an explosion Drake had never experienced before. Knowing he was about to impregnate his sister, the thought sent a wave of pleasure through his body like he had never felt before.

      
        "Molly" was all the young man could gasp.

      Molly felt his cock swell deep inside her, and then jerk. She felt that intense warmth for the first time as Drake pumped his hot seed into her. He was doing it, he was giving her his baby; no he was giving her THEIR baby. The thought made her eyes slowly roll back as Molly's entire body erupted.

      "Drake" she grunted as her belly wrenched.

      Drake watched as waves of pleasure rolled across Molly's face. He felt his cock jerk again, sending another thick wad of potent sperm deep into her fertile belly. He knew they should feel shame, or at least remorse; but there was none.

      As Molly wrapped her arms around her brother's lowering body, she could only feel the deepest satisfaction. What they had just done was wrong, and yet it felt so right in her heart. She listened as Drake's ragged breathing slowly returned to normal.

      Drake eased his body off his sister, and lay looking at her. His eyes brimmed with tears as she stroked his cheek. "I love you" he whispered softly. Molly leaned in and softly kissed her brother. "I love you" she whispered back.

      "I don't understand" Drake was confused. "Mom and dad...it's like they wanted..." he hesitated.

      "I know" Molly filled in for him. "I think we'll find out tonight; but right now I need more sleep" and she snuggled into her brothers' powerful chest.

      For the remainder of the day neither Devon nor Rebecca would discuss what had happened that morning; it was as if it had never occurred. It was Rebecca who quietly poked her head inside her daughters' bedroom later that evening.

      "Hey, come join us at the pool" she told Molly.

      "Be right there" Molly knew this wasn't a question; maybe they were finally going to find out what was happening.

      "And skip the suit" Molly shivered at her mother's words.

      
        
      

      Devon tapped his son on the shoulder; pulling his headset off he turned and looked at his dad.

      "Come join us at the pool" Devon said calmly. "And you can skip your suit" he smiled.

      Drake began backing out of his game and shutting down as his father walked from the room. "Drake" he turned at his father's voice. "Bring your condoms." Drake was so caught off guard his father was gone before he could respond.

      Barefoot, Drake was the last to walk across the concrete still warm from the setting sun. He sat in the only available lounger beside his sister, while his parents rested across from them; he could help but admire the trim figure of a woman almost forty across from him.

      "You can put your tongue back in your mouth" Rebecca chuckled.

      "Look, I know things have been kind of...different lately" Devon tried to find the right words.

      "Try weird dad" Molly interjected.

      "OK weird" Devon gave a soft laugh. "Actually it has brought up something your mother and I wondered if we would someday need to discuss with you."

      "I told you this was coming" Rebecca said firmly.

      Devon sighed and looked at his wife; then he turned back to his two children. Everything he wanted to say swirled in his brain, but first he needed to set the ground rules.

      "OK, before we start" Devon looked at his children. "There are some rules to tonight."

      "Rule number one is we are all adults" Devon continued. "A pussy is a pussy and tits are tits. I swear if anyone says penis or breasts..."

      "I think they understand" Rebecca gave a musical laugh. "Nice cock" she added looking at Drake.

      
        
      

      "Nice tits mom" Drake stared straight back at her.

      Devon snorted, and then held his hand out to Drake. "Give them to me" he said.

      Drake reached down beside his chair and picked up the box of condoms he had quietly set there, placing them in his fathers' hand. Devon rose and walked over to the garbage can by the patio doors, and they all could hear the loud clunk as he deposited them. Molly and Drake sat in shock as their father returned to his lounger.

      "There will be no condoms in this house" Devon said firmly. "If the good Lord wants you pregnant, then you're pregnant."

      "When you decide you don't want any more children" he looked at both of them "then get snipped or tied or whatever you want." He looked over at Rebecca. "Frankly we both are fixed, we wanted the insurance."

      "Here" Devon stood and handed both Drake and Molly an old photograph. "I want you to look at them, share them; and then tell me who they are."

      Molly saw a young couple dressed for their wedding and looked up at father. "This is grandma and grandpa I think, at their wedding."

      "Yeah, same here" Drake waved his photograph.

      Molly reached out and took the picture from her brother, while their parents quietly waited. Rebecca saw her daughters eyes grow wide.

      "Wait" Molly whispered. "It's grandma all right; but these are the same men."

      "Smart girl, takes after her mother" Devon smiled. He looked over at Molly, "OK college girl, June 1941 what was happening in the world" he asked.

      "We weren't at war yet" Molly mused. She looked up. "Merchant marines" she asked.

      
        
      

      Devon nodded, time to try and explain he figured. "In May of 1941 you Grandmother Grace Norr married her high school sweetheart Caleb Martin." Devon slowly started. "In June of that year Caleb was killed when the merchant ship he was running supplies to England, was torpedoed."

      "Oh my God" Molly gasped.

      "In her grief and devastation, your grandmother moved in with her only living relative...her brother Leland Norr." Rebecca said quietly.

      "Grandpa Leland" Drake was shocked.

      Devon nodded at their sudden realization. The growing darkness almost hid his shape as he spoke again.

      "They were married in December, after Pearl Harbor; Grandpa joined the Navy" he said.

      "Wait that means Grandma and Grandpa were..." Drake drifted off.

      "Brother and sister" Rebecca finished for her son.

      "Oh God" Drake gasped.

      "Oh Godddd" a guttural moan came from beside him.

      Turning his head he could barely see the shadowed form of his father, now sitting on the edge of Molly's lounger, his sister had her legs splayed open and her feet resting on the concrete.

      "Molly" Drake murmured.

      "Oh fuck" Molly grunted this time; and there was no mistaking the slosh of wetness as her fathers' fingers probed inside her. "He fucked his sister, he had a baby with her" Molly panted out into the growing darkness.

      
        "More than one" Rebecca said. The closeness of her voice brought Drakes' head back around; and he couldn't suppress the groan as slender fingers wrapped around his hard cock. Hard, Jesus the thought of Grandpa and Grandma had gotten his hormones raging.

      "He had a son Devon" Molly heard her father as he rose to his feet next to her lounger. "And then they had a daughter...Rebecca" Devon said softly.

      "Ohhhh fuckkkkkk" Drake moaned into the darkness.

      Molly knew instantly it was more than just the sudden revelations; she heard the wet slurp as her mothers' mouth slid down over her brothers throbbing cock.

      "Did Grandma suck your cock daddy" Molly whispered up to her father.

      "Like a champ baby girl" Devon whispered back.

      That was all it took as lust hazed the young girls mind. Her grandparents were brother and sister; hell her PARENTS were brother and sister. Her brother had earlier that morning dumped a hot load of his seed into her fertile belly. Reaching up she gripped the waving fat stalk in front of her, and drove her mouth down onto if.

      "Fuck yeahhh" Devon grunted as his daughter engulfed his cock.

      "Oh shit" Drake moaned as his mother cupped his heavy balls.

      "She gives a hell of a blowjob" Devon grunted as Molly devoured her father.

      "Oh fuck...good...oh my God" Drake grunted.

      "Yeah she's damn good" Devon moaned as he reached down and gripped his daughters head. "But your Grandma could suck like nobody else" Devon panted.

      With an obscene popping sound, Rebecca pulled her mouth away and began to scramble to her feet.

      
        "She might have sucked better" Rebecca hissed in the darkness. "But I had the tighter cunt"

      Drake just sat there on his lounger, frozen as his mother threw one leg over his chair, then reached down and gripped his pulsing cock.

      "Why don't you find out son" and then his mother slammed down onto him.

      "FUUUCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Drake bellowed as the tightest, hottest cunt he had ever felt wrapped around his cock, enveloping him in one stroke from tip to root.

      "NNNNAAAAAGGHHHHHHHH" Rebecca screamed as her walls expanded rapidly to fit Drakes thick cock.

      With a slap her ass came down onto Drakes' hops, shaking the lounger. God she felt full as her son's dick drove deep inside her. Rebecca wished she could see her sons' eyes, but in the darkness, his guttural howl was enough to show her his pleasure. She reached down and dug her nails into his powerful pectorals.

      "I'm not a china doll" Rebecca hissed. "Fuck your mother" she grunted.

      Powerful hands gripped her waist, and she felt her body lift in his hands; then suddenly the hands released her and before she could react her body rammed back down.

      "Oh GAAWWWDDDD" Rebecca moaned joined the wet squelch as her juices flowed out to coat Drake's cock.

      Rebecca realized the slurping sounds beside them had stopped, she faintly heard her daughter scrambling around on the lounger in the dark. Just as Drake began to pound up into her, she heard the most obscene words come from her daughters lips.

      Molly had pulled her mouth free, the thought Drake was shoving his fat cock up into their mother set her mind on fire. She climbed up onto the lounger on her hands and knees, and reminiscent of the first time her parents had seen her with her brother, thrust her ass out to her father.

      "Fuck me" the girl whimpered. "Please daddy, fuck me" she groaned.

      
        
      

      Devon didn't climb onto the lounger; instead he straddles it much like Rebecca did. Flexing at the knees he gripped his daughter by the hips. He didn't even feel the need to aim; everything seemed to culminate in this moment as the engorged head of his cock nestled against Molly soaked lips.

      Just as he started to push forward, the outside back lights snapped on from the growing darkness, washing the entire patio in a soft white glow. Molly turned her head and watched as her mother rode up and down on Drake's cream covered cock. The look of lust on his face as he stared back at her set a fire in her brain.

      Molly opened her mouth to speak, but all that came out was a gurgle as her father drove his hips forward; sending his thick cock deep into her gut. Her eyes rolled back as Devon pulled back and then slammed back home.

      Juices sprayed out from between her thighs, soaking the lounger as her father fucked into her. She knew she was cumming, and couldn't stop it even if she wanted to.

      Devon felt her tight walls clamp down on him, and ripples run the length of his cock. He could feel her juices flowing around his pounding cock; hear them splatter onto the lounger under her. He knew Molly was lost to her orgasm, he leaned his body over her sweat slick back, and his voice was hot in her ear as her pushed her even further.

      "I'm going to cum baby" Devon's raspy voice filled her ear. "Daddy's going to cum in you" he grunted.

      "OH FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Molly screamed.

      Drake watched his sister's head drop to the lounger, as her ass rose high in the air. He couldn't tear his gaze away from where that thick cock connected the two of them only feet from him. In the washed out light from the patio door, he saw his father go rigid and the inch or so of his cock between them began to pulse and spasm; as his father dumped his hot cream into his sister.

      Looking up at his mother, her face a pale mask of lust in the light, he felt her walls tighten even more around him. Hot like a vise her felt her squeeze and squeeze as his balls pulled tighter.

      "OH shit" Rebecca grunted; dropping down onto her son and grinding into him.

      
        "Mom...I can't...Oh God...Oh fuck..." Drake babbled.

      "Cum with me Drake" Rebecca dug her nails into her son's chest. "I'm going to cum all over you baby" she groaned.

      Drake was overwhelmed; the sight of his father and sister; the sensation of his mother grinding her tight cunt down on him. It all became too much for the young man.

      "Oh fuck" Drake grunted, just as his cock spasmed; firing the first volley of his hot cream deep into his mother.

      "FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Rebecca echoed her daughters howl as she felt the first molten blast wash her walls.

      For over five minutes the two couples clung together, their bodies rolling through waves as their juices mingled. By the time Rebecca pulled off her son, his groin and belly looked like a swamp. When Devon eased his deflating cock out of Molly, he looked between her lewdly spread thighs and watched a white glob of cum oozed from between her swollen lips.

      Walking over, Devon drew his wife into a sweaty embrace. "I love you" he whispered softly.

      "I love you my husband/brother" Rebecca whispered back.

      Looking back at the now exhausted pair spread on their loungers, Devon chuckled. Life was definitely going to be different around the Norr household, especially now that the family tradition was being carried on for one more generation.

      "I can't wait to be a grandfather" he smiled.

      "Why so you can fuck your granddaughter" Rebecca snorted.

      "Hey you never know" Devon laughed. "It might be a boy, which means Grandma gets dibbs" he reached down and slapped his wife's bare ass cheeks.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      An Offer

      TO GOOD TO REFUSE

      Mike Speaks rose from the chair stiffly. Silently he picked up the small envelope sitting on the bankers' desk and walked out the office. His mind swirled over the last forty-five minutes of his life. How had things gotten this far, what had gone wrong. Hard working, middle class America was crumbling, and he was right in the middle of the downhill slide.

      Mike's wife had passed away almost two years prior from ovarian cancer. The journey had been over a year long, and almost tore his fragile family apart. His daughter Lexi had been the one pillar that had stood by him through every doctor visit, every run to the emergency room. From the age of fourteen to sixteen, Lexi had spent more time in hospitals and clinics, than she had with her friends.

      Now, at eighteen, she had graduated from high school, and was preparing for college. College, Mike thought, how in the hell was he ever going to afford that? Two years without Gail his wife, had not only shredded his heart, it had shredded their finances. The loss of his wife's income had slowly drifted the family finances down the drain.

      Three months behind on the mortgage, and barely making the utility bills, Mike had been forced to try and talk to the bank about refinancing. His worst nightmare had come true when the loan officer had told him that his credit just wasn't enough to swing things.

      Through all the maze of paperwork, and meetings, Mike had tried in vain to see what the bank could do. Facing foreclosure and the loss of his home had made him desperate. It was that desperation that had put him in front of the bank president's desk.

      Paul Binton III, the plaque said on the man's desk. He had inherited his fortune from his father, and built a small credit business into a thriving business with five branches. A man driven to achieve what he wanted, and he was not a man to take no for an answer.

      Yet, even for men like Paul Binton III; there were things of desire that were always just out of reach. When Mike Speaks appeared at his desk, he saw a door open, and he took it. He knew the Speaks family, after all Gail Speaks had been one of his better loan officers. He also had met the family...all of them.

      
        His proposal to Mike had been clear, concise, and without reservation. To prove his point, he had slid an envelope across the desk to Mike. Give the man time to think, to dream; and see what he would do.

      Arriving at home, Mike stepped into the kitchen and watched as Lexi prepared dinner.

      "Hey dad" the young brunette called, seeing her dad come home. "How did it go at the bank?"

      "Different" Mike answered softly. He slid into the chair at the kitchen table, his eyes traveling over his daughter. For the first time, seeing her as another male would, not as her father. As she moved at the stove, stirring the spaghetti, he watched the firm cheeks of her ass sway in her tight jean shorts. Her slender legs were tanned and toned from four years of high school athletics.

      As she turned to spoon the food into a bowel, Mike caught the profile view of her breasts through her tank top. Soft and curving, they defined her as a full grown woman. They were capped by nipples that poked just slightly against the fabric holding them in. He felt a rush of sudden blood start to fill his cock as his eyes drank her in.

      Fuck, he thought. It's been too damn long for you Mike Speaks, his mind reeled.

      "Different?" Lexi asked. She brought the bowel of spaghetti over and sat it on the table. The wobble of her breasts caught Mike's watching eyes.

      "Yeah" he said, as Lexi slid into a chair beside him. "First, might as well say, the bank said no."

      Lexi stopped as she reached for the fork by her plate. She reached out and took her fathers' hand in hers. Her eyes filled with worry and love.

      "So what now dad?" she asked. "Time to move and give up the house?" she stared into his eyes.

      "Well" Mike hesitated. "The bank said no. Paul Binton had a personal offer."

      "Binton?" Lexi asked. "Kyle Benton's dad?"

      
        "Yeah" Mike squeezed his daughters hand gently. "He owns the bank...and four others."

      "What could they want from us?" Lexi asked in surprise. "They've got enough money to buy half the state. Did he offer to buy the house?"

      "No, not the house" Mike replied. He looked up and stared into his daughters eyes. "He wants to buy us."

      Lexi sat silent for a few second, and then blinked. "Us?" she asked.

      Mike sighed. He wasn't quite sure how to put into words the offer Paul Binton had made. He figured he might as well just spit it all out.

      "He wants to hire us, you and me, for a weekend. At his estate...privately." He told his daughter.

      "Keep going" Lexi said quietly.

      "He wants us to go to his estate on a Friday evening, stay until Sunday evening. For forty-eight hours, we do as he says, follow his every request. When we leave, he pays us." Mike rushed out.

      Lexi sat silent again for a moment, her hand still covering her fathers. "Should I ask for what?" she asked softly.

      Mike swallowed hard, and then looked down at the table. "Are you a virgin?" his voice came back.

      Lexi started to retort that it was none of her fathers' business, she was eighteen now. She saw the agony on her father's face, and realized this was deadly serious now.

      "No, I'm not" she answered matter of fact. "If he wants to fuck me, the price is going to be damn high too."

      Her father looked up wide eyed. "That's just it baby" he told her. "He didn't say what he wanted. He was quite clear there would be a fair amount of sex involved, but he wasn't specific."

      
        Lexi stared at her father for a second. "Is he pulling some kind of sick joke dad?" she asked.

      Mike pulled the envelope out of his pocket and set it on the kitchen table. Slowly, Lexi opened and pulled out the check inside. It had been made out to her father, with today's date, but had no signature.

      "Holy shit!" Lexi exhaled. "Dad, this is for one million dollars."

      "He said he would sign it as we walk out the door Sunday night." Mike replied.

      "Oh My God" Lexi leaned back in her chair. "Is he fucking serious."

      "I think he is" Mike told her. "Watch your language young lady."

      Lexi could only laugh at her father. "Look dad, a guy just offered us a million bucks to fuck me, I don't think my language is an issue." She sighed heavily. "Damn, I would shag Quasimodo for that kind of cash."

      "Honey." Mike started. "We can move we don't have to..."

      Lexi leaned forward and silenced him by gripping his hand again. "Tell him yes dad" she said tersely.

      Mike sat stunned at his daughters' reaction. That she would agree was something he had not expected. He could tell by the stern look in her eyes there was no changing her mind, she was so much like her mother, Mike thought.

      Mike sent an email to the prescribed address later that evening, agreeing to the proposal. It wasn't more than ten minutes later he got his response. He slowly read it over and showed it to Lexi.

      That Friday morning, a package would arrive for Lexi. At four pm she was to dress with what was sent, and not look before. At five pm a car would arrive to pick her up. At seven pm Mike was to head out and drive to the Binton residence.

      
        When the package arrived as scheduled, both were tempted, but followed the instructions. A million dollars was too much to risk on a quick peek to satisfy curiosity. At four Lexi opened the package. Inside she found an outfit to put a porn star to shame. It contained a light blue see through baby doll nightgown along with matching blue stockings. A Pair of crotches lace blue panties to match the set.

      After dressing, the young woman gazed at herself in the mirror. She could clearly see her nipples and dark areoles through the thin material. While the dark strip of her pubic hair was a stark reminder of just how exposed her body was. At least he had good taste in lingerie she thought.

      Lexi thought about telling her father about the outfit, but decided he had enough on his mind right now. She threw on her coat and stepped out the front door, seeing a tall man open the rear door of a dark SUV waiting in their driveway. Here we go, she thought.

      For Mike, he had been given no specific wardrobe instructions, so he kept to the jeans and flannel shirt that marked him as middle class. All through the drive to the Binton estate, his mind swirled through thoughts of what he and Lexi were doing. He knew this was also her choice, but felt the burden of responsibility falling on his shoulders. He was her father and he was supposed to provide for her.

      When he arrived at the large estate, he was ushered in the front doors by a tall man in a butler's uniform. He was given a slim envelope, then left standing in the foyer. He opened the envelope and read to himself.

      'From this point on, for the next forty-eight hours, you will do everything you are told. You are a tool, for my pleasure, and nothing more; remember that. Take off your shirt and leave it at the doorway. Go up the spiral staircase, and enter the first door on the right. Say nothing. Do NOT speak the entire time.'

      Mike removed his shirt and hung it on a hook by the front door, tucking the envelope in the pocket. Slowly he climbed the stairs and stood in front of the door requested. Turning the handle, he stepped into a dimly lit room. He stopped for a moment to give his eyes a chance to adjust, and then almost gasped at the sight before him.

      There, lying on a bed was Lexi, but it wasn't Lexi. The young woman lay spread on her back, sloth bindings around both wrists, stretching her arms above her head. Her full breasts were standing proud in the sheer baby doll she wore. Mike could see her hard nipples standing out against the thin material.

      
        His eyes traveled down his daughter, seeing the same bindings at her ankles holding her legs straight out and spread to the two lower corners of the bed. The position was opening her thighs to his clear view. Without a will of his own, his eyes locked to between her spread legs, seeing the glisten of her womanhood even in the pale light.

      Mike opened his mouth to say stop, they couldn't go through with it, but the thought of a million dollars closed his mouth. Then, in the silence he heard a soft whimper.

      "Please" Lexi cried softly. "Oh God, don't stop...please"

      A dark form came behind Mike. "You should help your daughter Mr. Speaks...she needs you." A voice whispered. It was Binton, he knew that voice.

      "Please...more" Lexi whimpered.

      "She tastes delicious" Binton whispered in his ear. "Why don't you go find out...now?"

      As if in a trance, Mike approached the bed. The closer he got, the stronger he smelled a musky scent. As he crawled onto the mattress between his daughters spread thighs, he saw the large stain on the sheets. The smell of her sex filled his nostrils, sending a rush of blood to his cock trapped in his jeans.

      Mike looked back, and saw Binton, standing watching. Lowering his head, he slowly drew his tongue the length of his daughters soaked lips. The taste of her juices quickly filling his mouth.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkk" Lexi screamed as she arched her hips up to meet his mouth.

      "Yessssss" she cried out, tugging at her bonds. "Eat me, whoever you are...oh God eat ME!"

      Mike glanced up, and saw the black cloth wrapped across his daughters face. Not only was she bound, she was also blindfolded, she couldn't see who was giving her pleasure. Driven by the smell of her, and two long years of not having sex, Mike drove his tongue between her swollen lips. The fact she couldn't see it was him drove him further.

      'I'm eating my daughter' his mind screamed. 'I'm sucking her soaking wet cunt'.

      
        "Oh God so good" Lexi moaned. Bucking her hips up each time her father drove his tongue into her. Her body in a frenzied heat she wanted this stranger to devour her.

      "My clit...oh God my clit...please" Lexi begged.

      Mike looked back at Paul Binton, who silently nodded. Opening his mouth, he drew the hard nub inside. He decided if he was going to hell for this man's perversions, he was going to enjoy the ride. His teeth nipped at her throbbing clit, sending a bolt through his daughters' belly.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh" Lexi moaned. "Shit you're goooddddddddd"

      As he sucked her pulsing clit, Mike's mind started to snap. Sliding one hand up his daughters juice slick thighs, he unceremoniously rammed two thick fingers up her pulsing pussy.

      "Arrrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Lexi wailed at the invasion. Her juices gushed out and coated the fingers probing inside her.

      Mike curled his fingers, until the tips brushed across that rough spot at the top of her tight canal. As his fingers hit her G spot, Lexi felt the bomb go off behind her covered eyes.

      "Cummminnngggggggggggggggg" she screamed. Her body convulsing against the bonds that held her tight. Not able to touch or see the person drove her over the edge like a freight train.

      Mike wiggled his fingers as he felt his daughters' hot cream gush out and into his mouth. He swallowed her sweet nectar, savoring her youthful flavor. The taste of an eighteen year old barely used teen pussy burning into his mind.

      As Lexi flopped back onto the bed, her belly trembling; her mind tried to refocus. "Please...fuck me...oh god...need..." she gasped.

      Suddenly Paul Bintons' hushed voice filled Mike's ear. "You heard the young lady."

      Mike was beside himself. On one hand, his cock ached so hard inside his jeans it hurt. Then, here beneath him, was the trapped form of his innocent daughter. He watched as Binton held out a duplicate of the check he had given Mike, all the zeros filling his vision.

      
        
      

      With a grunt, the guilt ridden father pulled his jeans free, his hard eight inch cock springing free. Lexi could hear the rustle of clothing in the room, but no voices.

      "Oh God fuck me," she begged again. "I need cooooooooooccccccccccckkkkkkkkkkk."

      The last word turned into a wail for Lexi, as the heavy form dropped onto her, sending his thick cock deep inside her in one sweep, her body erupting in a second orgasm just at the entry.

      Mike, trying not to look at his daughters covered face, stared between their bodies as he thrust between her spread thighs. His rampart hard cock was heading for her opening. Her lips still parted from her previous orgasm, and her tight tunnel swamped in her own sauces, his cock drove balls deep in one single stroke.

      "Ungh" Mike grunted, as he sank into his daughter. Her tight walls wrapping around his throbbing cock. At this point, his brain seemed to shut down on who he was buried in...all he felt was the need to release himself.

      Raising his hips, he stared between their joined bodies, seeing the white cream clinging to his shaft. With a lunge, he drove back down into Lexi. Mike felt her body bounce on the bed under him as he powered into her again and again.

      Spread wide open, like some sex toy, Lexi felt this strange man use her body over and over. His thick kept cock driving deeper and deeper into her with every stroke. She struggled against the ties around her wrists, desperate to touch and hold him as he ravaged her young body.

      "Oh shit...oh Christ" Lexi gurgled. "Going to fucking cum again." She cried.

      Mike looked back at Binton, who simply smiled at the joined pair. He could feel a growing tightness in his own balls. He knew, if he didn't pull out soon, he would totally lose control. He didn't know if his daughter was on any birth control or not, but the fear burned in his mind.

      "DO it" Paul Binton whispered in his ear. "Put every drop of your spunk in her...daddy. Breed your little girl."

      
        Mike felt his body tip over the edge with the man's words. His hips ramming down hard as his cock began to swell. His eyes started to roll back as the most tremendous orgasm of his life blossomed in his balls.

      Lexi felt the swelling in her belly, and knew what was about to happen. She arched her hips up, driving the strange cock even deeper inside her quivering body.

      "Cumming...give it...cumming...give it" the young girl chanted back and forth.

      Mike felt his daughters vise like walls clamp around him as she erupted in a third orgasm. His balls exploded in heat as his seed spewed into her young body.

      "Ungh...ungh" he grunted...as two hot, thick ropes pumped into his daughters willing pussy.

      Covered in sweat and mixed cum, Mike slowly withdrew from his daughter, feeling her still trembling with the after-shocks of her own orgasm. He looked down in horror at what he had just done. All but raping his little girl, he thought. He was an animal, his mind screamed.

      Stumbling off the bed, he grabbed for his jeans and raced for the door. How could he face his daughter ever again? He had just poured his seed into her belly, while she was tied to a bed. What kind of mind was Binton, he wondered.

      For over an hour Mike wandered the huge mansion, trying to clear his mind of what had just happened. The two thoughts he couldn't shake was that Lexi had evidently enjoyed what had been done to her, as her screaming orgasm had given clear evidence. The other was the realization the he himself had taken a perverse pleasure in the act. The fact that it had been his daughter beneath his sweating body, had only added fuel to his passion.

      Mike wasn't sure what more Binton had in mind, but he knew the weekend had only just started, and already things had gone farther than he could have imagined. Deciding he needed something to drink, he tried to find the kitchen.

      As he passed down a long carpeted hallway, Mike passed the open double doors to the library. It wasn't the shelves of books that caught his attention; it was the figure standing in the center of the room. Illuminated by candles spread about on the tables, Lexi stood with her arms raised above her head, her legs slightly spread. Still nude, her body glistened in the flickering lights with some kind of oil sheen.

      
        
      

      Like a man hypnotized, he slowly entered the room until he stood a few feet from his daughter. With shock, he saw that she wasn't just standing, but had her hands lashed to some kind of post in the center of the room. Her breasts heaved as she breathed deeply. Her head rocking from side to side as the same sash kept her eyes covered.

      Mutely, Mike watched as a nude Binton approached from a dark corner. The man stood next to Lexi, as his fingers reached out and traced along the young girls hard nipples.

      "Ooohhhh" Lexi moaned, as her body shuddered at the touch.

      "Such a needy thing...isn't she" Binton said in a normal toned voice.

      Lexi's head snapped up at his voice. "Who?" She asked in a husky voice. "Who's here?"

      "Who else," Binton softly chuckled. "Daddy is here, to watch the show."

      Mike watched as the man trailed his fingers slowly down Lexi's trembling belly. He couldn't stop the surge of blood that began to fill his cock at the sight before him.

      "Oh God no" Lexi whispered.

      "What was it you were just asking me?" Binton pressed her.

      "Please...don't" Lexi begged softly.

      Binton dropped his hand down further...and rammed a thick finger up between Lexi's spread thighs. With a wet squelch, his finger drove deep into her dripping pussy.

      "OH godddddddddd" Lexi moaned at the invasion, her body bucking against the man's fingers. Daddy could see her...watch her. What must he think of her right now she wondered in her half shattered mind?

      
        Then, the finger was gone, and her body ached again. So close to that edge, hanging right at her release, she couldn't stand it.

      "Please" Lexi gasped. "Oh pleaseeeee" She groaned.

      "Please what" Binton coaxed her. "Say it."

      "Please don't make me" Lexi's cheeks burned red with shame. She knew her father was watching her, but she couldn't see him, hear him. At the same time, her body was literally screaming in need as her walls tried to clutch at a finger that wasn't there anymore.

      "I'm sorry daddy" Lexi sobbed. Her head turned, trying to find the man tormenting her body so deliciously. "Fuck me...please...I need..." she started to admit.

      "Ohhhh SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Lexi screamed, as Binton rammed his thick cock into her from behind.

      "Such a tight...wet little slut" Binton rasped.

      "I'm a slut...your slut...fuck your slut." Lexi began to babble; her body rocketing higher with every thrust behind her. She had forgotten her father as the hard cock stretched her tight walls deeper and deeper.

      Mike stood transfixed, staring, as Binton fucked his daughter like some common street whore. All the while Lexi babbled and cried for more. He could see her juices trickle down her already glistening thighs. His eyes locked to Bintons' cock as is plowed in and out, he could feel his own cock aching inside his jeans.

      "Take it out" Binton told Mike in a calm voice.

      Mike felt like his hands belonged to someone else as he slowly lowered his zipper and undid his jeans. Like some voyeur pervert he stared at the copulating pair as his hand wrapped around his throbbing cock and began to stroke.

      "Your father is jerking off to you being fucked." Binton's hot voice filled Lexi's ears.

      
        The image of her father standing there, stroking his cock flooded her young mind. Lexi could feel the knot in her belly growing at the idea her father was hard and stroking himself to her.

      "Oh fuck...Daddy..." she gasped. She shuddered as Binton reamed her dripping cunt.

      Mike grunted as he felt his balls spasm, he knew what he was doing was wrong, but could no longer stop himself.

      Obscene wet slapping filled the library as Binton's hips pounded against the young girls' ass, the impact making her ass shake. This was hotter than even he had expected, and he could feel himself building.

      Lexi felt his cock begin to swell deep inside her, stretching her walls even more. She clamped down tight on his cock. Her own belly began to quiver as she rapidly approached her own release.

      "Yes...oh God yes..." Lexi began to chant. "Fuck me...use me...fill me" her voice echoed in the room.

      "Shit" Mike grunted, as his balls released their hot load. His body grew rigid, and then a thick rope of hot cum arched across the room at the pair, splattering to the carpet only a foot from Lex's curled toes.

      "He's cumming for you" Binton hissed in her ear. "Your Daddy is cumming for you little girl."

      A vision of her father pumping out his hot load while he watched her being fucked was too much for the girl's mind. Her entire body began to vibrate as her orgasm tore through her.

      "Daaaaddddyyyyyyyy" she wailed as her own body convulsed.

      Mike was shocked even more, as he could see a gush of juices spray out from between Lex's trembling thighs, and soaked the carpet between her feet. The shame he had felt at exploding over her was evaporating into a level of lust for Lexi he had never known existed. For this first time, he felt envy. Envy that it was not his cock ramming into his daughter, making her explode.

      He watched Bintons' face contort, and then Lexi gave a soft keening sound as the man began to pump his own hot cream into the same hole he had filled only a hour before. Watching his daughter take the mans' hot load while she hung there helpless, was more than he could stand.

      
        
      

      Mike stumbled out of the library, his mind consumed with visions of his writhing daughter, in the throes of her orgasm. He stumbled back to the bedroom where he had first ravaged her body, throwing himself onto the still damp sheets. The smell of his daughter filling his nostrils as exhaustion brought sleep to his fogged mind.

      When Mike's eyes finally opened, he knew it was now Saturday, as faint light streamed through the curtains on the window. Halfway through, he thought. He didn't know how much more Binton had planned, but it couldn't be any worse than what the guilt ridden father had already endured.

      Rolling over, he found a tray resting next to the bed, a hot coffee carafe and breakfast waiting for him. Binton seemed to think of everything, knowing the man needed to eat to keep up his strength. Suddenly ravenous, Mike wolfed down the food, his hand finding the small folded note next to the warm coffee.

      'Today is going to be a special day', the note read. 'After you fill yourself, take the long hall to the end, there enter the third door on the left.'

      With a sense of half dread, and now half excitement, Mike rose from the bed and stepped into the hall. He walked to the door indicated, and slowly turned the knob. As the door eased open, he could hear a different sound, a light humming, accompanied by moaning, coming from inside. As Mike stepped through, a flood of memories washed over him at what was inside.

      The room was painted a soft pink, with stuffed animals on the dresser and the ottoman at the foot of the bed. The large canopy bed across from the door had fluffed pale pink bedsheets. It was more than evident this was a young girls room, and the sights brought back the memories of Lexis' room when she was young and innocent.

      There was nothing innocent about the sight on the bed to Mike's eyes. In the center of the bed Lexi knelt, her head hanging down, as her body shuddered and shook. Her wrists were bound behind her back by a pink scarf, while another was wrapped around covering her eyes.

      The hum he had heard was coming from the bed. As he approached, he saw Binton kneeling beside his daughter, his hand extended under her. The man looked up and smiled as Mike quietly approached.

      
        Slowly Binton withdrew his hand, and with it, brought out from between the young girls soaked thighs, a bright pink rabbit vibrator. It was the toy humming that Mike had heard. He could see the white cream clinging to the bright rubber, and he knew where it had been.

      "Nooooooo" Lexi moaned, as the toy came out of her with an obscene wet sucking sound.

      "You want it back?" Binton's voice was raspy.

      "Please...put it back" Lexi gasped. "I need to cum...oh God." She said her voice husky with passion.

      "Is that what you want?" Binton enticed her. "To cum, on a lifeless piece of rubber." He asked.

      "NO!" Lexi almost screamed, as her head shook from side to side. "Cock...please...I need cock." She almost begged.

      "Stand up" Binton commanded the young girl.

      As Lexi rose to her feet, unsteady on the bed, Mike knew what was coming. This time, he didn't have to be told as he began to remove his clothes. Binton stepped over to the now nude man.

      "You're catching on...Daddy." Binton said in a hushed voice.

      "You want to watch me fuck her, don't you" Mike said. "You get off watching a father, fuck his daughter."

      "Yesssss" Binton hissed.

      "You are a sick animal" Mike rasped back quietly.

      "While you are hard as hell" Binton retorted, his eyes looking down at Mikes' throbbing erection. "Neither of us can deny, can we. Now slide on that bed between your daughters legs, and let her ride her daddy like a good little girl."

      
        Mike knew he couldn't argue. The mere sight of his sweet Lexi being so wanton drove his body insane with lust. The fact there was a million dollars at the end of the road only gave him more motivation. He slid onto the bed, then on his back, sliding between his daughters spread feet, until he was lined up to her.

      "Kneel" was the only word Binton spoke to the trembling Lexi.

      Her hands still bound behind her back, Lexi lowered herself to the bed, as her knees wrapped around a male body now under her. She knew what Binton was going to do, and couldn't wait.

      "Oh fuck yes" she moaned. "Give me cock...any cock...need cock" she babbled. She felt the lips of her pussy press against an engorged head under her, and she tensed, to drive herself down onto that thick fuck stick.

      Suddenly Binton reached out and held Lexi from lowering herself further. He knew the young girl was right on the verge, and this was the moment he had been waiting for.

      "Any cock?" he growled. "That wasn't what you said ten minutes ago...slut."

      "Oh fuck...please" Lexi grunted. Her hips tried to push down, and she felt the swollen cock under her just start to part her drenched lips.

      "Say it" Bintons' voice filled her ear. The fact that voice came from the side, while the hard cock was under her, never even registered in the young girls' sex hazed mind.

      "Nooo" she tried to moan back, but the growing pressure between her thighs drove her body higher. "Daddy's" she finally gasped softly.

      "I can't hear you" Binton's voice cajoled her.

      "DADDY'S" Lexi almost screamed in frustration. "I want daddy's cocckkk."

      With one hand, Binton reached up and pulled the pink scarf away covering Lexi's eyes. With the other hand, he shoved down violently on her shoulder, driving her down onto her father.

      
        "Then FUCK your Daddy." Binton grated.

      Lexi's eyes popped open, and she stared down open mouthed into her fathers' face, just as his thick cock rammed up into her tight hole, setting off a tremendous explosion in her belly.

      "Daddddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Lexi wailed as her entire body erupted.

      Mike could feel her vise like walls grip him, and then a gush of hot fluids spray out of her to coat his groin and balls. Without a second thought, his hips rose and fell as he pumped his pulsing cock up into her steaming pussy.

      "OH shit...oh God..." Lexi began to cry. "Cumming on daddy...oh fuck I'm cumming on daddy." Her body taking over as her eyes rolled back, a small trickle of her own spit running down her chin.

      Mike reached up and gripped his daughters' slender hips...fingers digging into her flesh. With a force he didn't know he still had after yesterday, he began to pound up into her with all his strength.

      Lexi began to flail and bounce on top of her father as he ravaged her eighteen year old body again and again. Her whole being centered now on the throbbing cock of her father as it drove so deep up inside her it pushed against her cervix.

      Suddenly, the young girl felt her hands come free from behind her, as Binton released the scarf around her wrists. Her arms shot forward and her hands came down on her fathers' chest with a loud slap. Her fingers curled as her nails dug into the flesh of his chest like some feral animal.

      "Fuck me daddy...oh God yes fuck" Lexi howled. "I belong to youuuuuuuuuuu" she screamed as an uncounted wave rolled through her again. Her belly flexed as her hot cream squirted out over her father, he could feel her hot fluids cling to his skin.

      "Lexi..." Mike grunted under her as she rode him like a bull on a rodeo. "Going...to...cum..." he tried to warn her, as his daughter bounced on his buried cock.

      "Do it daddy" the young girl snarled. "Fill your little girls' cunt daddy, breed me."

      
        Mike felt his body begin to tremble as his eyes stared into hers. He had never seen his daughter like this, or heard such language pour from her. The sheer lust that was driving her added to his, making the pair like some mating primal pair.

      "Lexxxiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii" Mike roared, as his cock jerked deep inside his daughter.

      Just as he felt his boiling seed jet up into his daughter, he heard a soft voice beside them. Forgotten, Paul Binton stood beside the bed, stroking his hard cock, staring at the pair.

      "So fucking hot" Binton moaned as his hot cum exploded out to splatter across Lexi's arm and Mikes' chest. The man shook as he covered the pair is his own thick seed.

      "Take it baby" Mike groaned, as he felt thick rope after rope pump into his daughters' fertile womb. "Take daddy's seed my little slut." He told her.

      Lexis' mouth fell open as her own eyes rolled back. No sound came out, only a silent scream as her body shook and shuddered on top of her father. No mere boy had ever brought her body to this level as her fathers' cock spewed into her, her entire body shaking from the strongest orgasm of her eighteen years.

      "Daddy's girl...daddy's slut..." Lexi moaned; as her body folded down onto her fathers. Never in her life had she felt as fulfilled as she did right now. She was Daddy's, and he knew it.

      By Sunday afternoon Mike and his daughter had exhausted every position they could think of. They made love in front of Paul Binton over and over as he reveled in their passion. Twice, the millionaire had joined them through the weekend, but mostly it had been he and Lexi putting on their own private show.

      By the time the three stood at the front doors, Mike knew a whole new world had opened for him and his daughter. In a way he hated to take the money, but he also knew they needed it.

      "I have to say" Paul Binton told the pair. "I wasn't sure if you would go for it, but damn you two are the real deal."

      Mike took the folded check and slid it into his pocket without even looking at it.

      
        "Thank you Mr. Binton, this will make a new life for us. In a lot of ways" he chuckled.

      "Well" Binton said with a smile. "I hope you enjoy your new life."

      "I hope you enjoy the memories" Mike replied.

      Paul Binton laughed. "I have memories, and hours of film to last me a very long time...and a lot of loads" he smiled.

      "You made films of us?" Lexi asked.

      "That was part of the deal, remember" Binton told her.

      Lexi stared at Binton silently for a moment, and then stepped up to him, staring into his eyes. Her voice was slow but steady, and both men knew her tone meant business.

      "Tell me Mr. Binton" she said. "How much would you pay, to watch my father fuck me..." she stared hard "in my virgin ass?"

      For the first time all weekend, Paul Binton was caught off guard. He stared back at the young woman in front of him.

      "Oh My God" he whispered. "You're going to let him..." he couldn't even finish the statement.

      "As soon as we get home" Lexi said in a husky voice. "I am going to be on my hands and knees, and Daddy is going to shove that hard cock up my tight little virgin teenage ass...until he unloads in it."

      Mike could only stare open mouthed at his daughters' brazen words. What had they created this weekend?

      "Now...how much?" Lexi asked again.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Appreciated

      Miranda Paxton sighed as she set the laundry basket down. Tuesday was her usually laundry day. Of course Wednesday was clean the house and Friday was grocery shopping. Could you get any more normal, she wistfully thought.

      It wasn't that life had been bad for Miranda. At forty-eight years old she had a good home, two beautiful children, and a good husband of over twenty years. OK, so he wasn't Don Juan in the bedroom, but he could be worse.

      It was just that life had become so damn normal she thought. She avoided the word boring, but knew deep inside it was really what she thought. Married at twenty-four, she had given up the work world when their daughter Michelle was born at twenty-six. Two years later, Ryan her son brightened her life.

      Now at twenty-two Michelle had just graduated from college and was entering her fathers' accounting firm. Miranda knew Michelle was a daddy's girl; she always had and always would be.

      At twenty-two Ryan was half way through his degree in mechanical engineering. Still living at home Ryan saved every cent he could while attending local university. Michelle was already out on her own, sharing an apartment with her boyfriend.

      As Miranda sorted through the clothes, tossing the whites from her own basket into the washing machine, discarding the darker on the floor, she mused about Ryan. He was a good looking young man, and the girls seemed interested in him, but Ryan never seemed to have a steady girl. In fact, his mother couldn't remember the last date her son had even gone out on.

      Sorting through the basket from Ryan's room, she wondered if she should have her husband Kyle bring the subject up with their son; just as she pulled the small white lace cloth free from the pile.

      Miranda stood beside the washing machine and stared at a pair of lace white panties in her hand. She sighed softly. This wasn't the first time finding a pair of her panties in Ryan's laundry basket.

      She held the cloth in her hand, feeling the dried crust against her fingers. She shuddered at the thought her son was using her as his fantasies while he masturbated.

      
        When she had found her panties the first time, she had almost confronted Ryan about it. Miranda instead had gone onto the internet, and after reading, realized it was actually a common theme for a young man to fantasize about his mother, and many used their mothers under garments during their masturbation session.

      So, Miranda had said nothing. Instead, watching her son; seeing how he managed to obtain his little prizes. The discovery was actually by accident when it happened. One morning, she had been preparing breakfast, and mounting the stairs to tell Ryan to come to the kitchen, she had stopped at the top landing. She watched as Ryan exited the master bedroom, his hand clutching a pair of panties.

      Not ones from her dresser, these were the pale pink ones she had been wearing the day before, and had cast into her own laundry. Returning to the kitchen, Miranda had waited until her husband had left for the office, and her son for class. Then, heading to his room, she had found the panties inside his laundry basket. Pulling them free, her fingers encountered the still warm and sticky fluids clinging to the cloth.

      Not only was Ryan using her panties, but her old ones. The scent of her was still on them. It wasn't just the panties, she had realized that morning. He wanted her scent on them.

      Without a second thought, Miranda dropped the lid on the washing machine, and hit the start knob. Just as the machine stirred to life, she leaned forward, pressing her pelvis against the cool corner.

      This wasn't the first time Miranda had reacted this way to her son's activity. The first few times, she had felt such shame. Then, slowly her mind had accepted what her body knew. It had been a long time since a man had shown this kind of appreciation for the mature body she now had. A very long time since a man had looked at her with the kind of hunger she had seen in Ryan's eyes.

      Seeing the tent in his shorts when she wore her bikini, and knowing he peeked when she took her shower. Then, the copious amount he poured into her panties when he fantasized about her. It thrilled her to know she could excite a man this way still.

      Leaning in, Miranda ground her pelvis into the metal corner. The hum of the washing machine sending sent a thrum that shot straight to her already wet pussy.

      "Ohhhh God" she moaned.

      
        Instinctively she brought the crusted cloth to her nose, where while her son had smelled her scent. Now, she inhaled the musky odor of his dried seed. The smell sent a shudder through her body.

      A gush of fluids soaked into her own panties as she rotated her pelvis. Her body was rapidly climbing the mountain of pleasure towards its peak.

      "Fuck me" the inflamed mother groaned. "Fuck your momma good." She gasped.

      As her tongue slid out to swipe across the cloth, the taste of her son's cum coated her mouth, sending her body over the edge.

      "Ryannnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Miranda screamed out into the empty laundry room. Her body convulsing as her eyes rolled back.

      Sucking violently on the cloth, she felt her own cream flood her crotch, soaking into the tight jeans she wore. She knew the stain it would leave, and didn't care.

      As her body trembled its way slowly back down, there was no shame in the pleasure she now felt. No, this time there was a swirl of thoughts. That he appreciated her this much, she needed to reward him. Something he would appreciate even more, she thought.

      As Ryan Paxton entered the house, he tossed his backpack into the corner by the door. Heading for the kitchen, he figured he could grab a snack then get his study time in. Maybe, if his mom was busy, get a little "extra" time in.

      Ryan knew his attraction to his mother wasn't what one would call normal or healthy, but he couldn't stop. He had dated girls closer to his own age, only to find quickly he had very little in common with their prattle and giggles.

      He had always had a love of mature women in porn, but it hadn't focused on his mother until a few months ago. It was when he had helped her do the laundry, and found a skimpy pair of her lace panties. With one whiff of her scent, he knew he was hooked.

      When he had slipped them into his jeans, and later used them during his usual evening jerk off session, he was shocked at the images that flowed through his mind. He was even more surprised at the intensity of his own orgasm.

      
        
      

      Images of his mother on her knees sucking his cock or bent over the back of the couch taking his dick balls deep had inflamed his imagination. All the while the pungent odor of her panties filled his nostrils. His orgasm had been the hardest he had ever experienced; nearly causing him to black out it was so strong.

      The guilt after had also been terrible. This was his mother he was fantasizing about. The woman who bore him, raised him, and cared for him. It was also a woman who had fantastic 36D tits and a hot curvy tight ass a guy would drool over staring at.

      Over the next month or so, Ryan had taken to watching his mother more closely, especially when she did her video workouts. The tight spandex slacks she wore were like a second skin over her firm ass cheeks. The tight sports bra only barely contained her breasts, while her nipples tried to poke holes through the cloth.

      Unknown to Miranda, he son had taken a few quick snap shots of her; working out and when she would lie out in her bikini trying to improve her tan. Photos the twenty year old would use to fuel his imagination with every session.

      Ryan had always considered his mother the essential suburban housewife. The reality she was a woman came as a shock. Now, standing rooted in the kitchen, before his eyes was a true woman.

      Miranda had decided to give her son a reward, she liked how he appreciated her body, it made her feel desired again. Today, she would let him see just a hint of what he only imagined. She was also curious how he would react.

      Ryan could only stand and stare at his mother. Instead of her usual afternoon slacks and blouse, she was dressed in her tight spandex work pants; her ass curving slowly down to what Ryan was certain was a camel toe in the front. Instead of her blouse or even workout bra, she had a sports bra on he had never seen, and he swore it was at least one size to small. Her tits looked like they would burst free from the fabric with so much cleavage showing.

      Miranda saw her son standing at the kitchen entry, staring, his mouth almost hanging open. She smiled softly to herself, so he did like her body.

      "Hey sweetie" Miranda chirped to her son.

      
        "Uhhhh, hi mom" was all Ryan could manage. "You been working out?" he asked

      "No" Miranda chuckled. "I just like how they feel." She slid a hand slowly down her hip and then over the curve of one ass cheek, watching her son's eyes following her movement.

      "You're not objecting are you" his mother asked. She turned to face Ryan, watching his eyes lock onto her straining nipples encased in the tight halter.

      "Fuck no" Ryan gasped out. "Uhhh, I mean no; sorry mom." He quickly apologized for his outburst.

      Miranda slowly walked the few steps towards her son, his eyes moving with each sway of her breasts. She was startled to see the intensity of lust that covered Ryan's face. He really was hot for her body, she shuddered at the thought.

      "Its OK sweetie" she told her son. "You are a man now, you can use that language" she said. She reached out and traced her finger over his shirt covering his chest.

      "Besides" she said softly. "In the right circumstance, that word can be...fun." She smiled

      Ryan barely suppressed the groan as he heard his mothers' words. He didn't know what had gotten into her, but the rock hard cock growing in his jeans was definitely not opposed. He saw her glance down, and knew she had seen his growing erection.

      Oh God, Ryan thought. She sees my hard cock; I have to get out of here.

      "Uhhh yeah" he stumbled out. "I have to go...my room..." he tried to add.

      "I know baby" Miranda interrupted him, her palm lying against his chest, his nipple resting under her touch. "Go on, you better take care of it" she smiled.

      Ryan almost screamed at his mothers' words. Without a sound he stumbled out of the kitchen and raced to his room. Quickly removing his jeans and boxers, Ryan stretched out on his bed, his hand wrapping around his throbbing cock.

      
        "Oh fuck yeahhhh" he groaned as his fist began to pump up and down. His mind filled with the image of his mother just moments ago in the kitchen.

      "Suck it mom" he groaned as his fist gave a wet slapping up and down his cock. He couldn't believe what she had just told him. She had all but said to go and jerk off over her.

      He began to feel his balls tighten. The memories of his mother were driving him rapidly towards release. This was going to be big one he knew. Just as he started to near, he watched in horror as his bedroom door slowly swung open.

      Standing in the doorway, still dressed like her workout, was his mother. Ryan's whole body froze, his hand still gripping his raging hard cock.

      "Mom...what..." he could only gasp out.

      Miranda had felt bad in the kitchen. She knew she had teased Ryan terribly. She worried she had gone too far. She had come to his room to apologize and hopefully prevent any further problems. Now, standing in his doorway, her eyes locked to his raging cock, the clear drop of pre cum glistening on the tip. Something gave inside the mother. He was doing this because of her, because he appreciated her womanhood.

      "Don't stop" she whispered, stepping into her sons' bedroom. "Finish it." She told him

      Ryan watched as his mother approached his bed step by step. Without even realizing it, his hand slowly resumed its motion, sliding up and down his throbbing cock. His eyes once again locked to his mothers' swaying tits, her nipples poking straight at him.

      "Is that from me?" Miranda asked softly. She eased herself down to the edge of Ryan's bed.

      "Yes" was all Ryan could gasp back.

      "Does mommy make you hard?" Miranda asked softly. She needed to hear it, she craved the attention.

      "God yes" Ryan moaned.

      
        
      

      "Does mommy make you cum?" her voice growing hoarse.

      "Yesssssssssssss" Ryan hissed back. He could feel his balls beginning to tighten again.

      "You like mommy's panties don't you?" Miranda said. She saw Ryan's eyes open wide. "It's OK, mommy knows, and she doesn't mind. Do you like my smell baby? She asked her son.

      "Oh mom" Ryan moaned. "I love your smell. It makes me cum" he grunted out between strokes

      Miranda silently rose from her son's bed, and stepped into his small bathroom. When she returned, she leaned over her son, watching his hand pump up and down his thick cock.

      "Then smell me baby" she whispered. "Smell mommy fresh this time." She told him. She reached out and draped a pair of lacey pale blue panties over Ryan's face.

      Ryan took a deep breath, the pungent odor of his mother filling his entire mind, sending him into overload. The cloth was still warm against his cheeks, showing him she had stepped aside to remove them, and had just placed over his face, the very panties she had been wearing.

      "OH fuck...oh mom" Ryan grunted. His eyes began to roll back as his orgasm peaked.

      Miranda stepped to the door of his room, and then stopped. She couldn't believe she was about to say the words, but she knew she meant every single one.

      "When you cum baby" she called back to her shuddering son. "Think of shoving that hard cock into mommy's tight cunt."

      As she stepped out of the room, the gurgling groan of Ryan exploding echoed behind her. She smiled as she walked down the hall. She might have gone too far this time for real, but right now, that didn't matter to her. The fact a man would want her body that badly, sent tremors through her.

      By the time he slipped into his chair at the dinner table, Ryan had managed to clean the mess he had made all over his belly. He was still mystified at his mothers' reaction. He had never known her to act like this. Not that he was objecting, having her freshly worn panties laid across his face, had brought on the biggest orgasm he had ever experienced.

      When his mother brought the food to the table, Ryan was again caught off guard. Back were the demure slacks and simple blouse he had always seen her in. Why had she changed he wondered. When his father slipped into the chair at the head of the table, the question was answered for the young man. The show had been for him and no one else.

      Throughout the meal Ryan watched his parents, paying special attention to his father. His mothers' words about being appreciated ringing in his ears. It didn't take long for him to see why either. His father barely spoke during the meal, unless directly addressed. He wolfed down his food without any comments, while Ryan made a point of telling his mother how good everything was.

      Seeing the glowing smile on her face was more than enough reward, while the small grunt of approval his father gave, only increased Ryan's awareness. After dinner, he made a point of helping clear the table, while his father headed for his recliner in the living room.

      As Ryan was taking the last dishes into the kitchen, his mother stepped up to him. Her eyes locked to his as she spoke.

      "Thank you sweetie" Miranda said softly. "I appreciate the help." She told him

      "Not a problem mom" Ryan said with a smile. "I appreciate you."

      Ryan walked from the kitchen as his mother stared after him. He had made his point and that was all that mattered to the young man.

      Entering the living room, he sat on the couch and watched the basketball game his father had on the television. While he usually got into the games, tonight, his mind was elsewhere. He looked up with surprise as his mother slid onto the couch beside him, a blanket in her hand.

      As Miranda settled onto the couch, she unfolded the blanket and draped it over the lap of the pair. Being cold was not on her mind, but rather hiding what she planned from her husband across the room. Under the blanket she deftly undid the snap and lowered the zipper of her slacks, opening the top. Then sliding her hand across Ryan's leg, she found his hand.

      
        Ryan was startled when his mother began sliding his hand across her thigh, then his fingers felt warm flesh as they slipped across her smooth belly. His eyes wide he turned and looked at his mother.

      "Do you really appreciate your mother?" she asked softly.

      "Yes, I do" Ryan swallowed hard as his mother slid his hand into the opening of her slacks.

      "Prove it" his mothers' soft voice filled his ear, just as he felt his fingers slide across moist swollen lips.

      Without even a second thought, Ryan rammed one thick finger between his mothers' hot lips and deep into her. He felt her velvet hot walls grip his finger as she stretched to meet him.

      "Ungh" Miranda grunted at the sudden invasion.

      "What?" Her husband asked, not even taking his eyes off the television.

      "Just...a cramp" Miranda could barely gasp out. She shuddered as she felt Ryan pull back then drive his finger in again.

      Miranda's mind screamed, what was she even thinking? Sitting on the couch mere feet from her husband, letting her son finger her dripping pussy. She had to be out of her mind.

      Thinking she needed to end this, her hand started to grip Ryan's wrist. Then, suddenly, her son curled his finger and the tips scraped along her upper wall. Miranda had heard the fables about a G spot, but in forty-eight years no one had ever touched hers. She had actually come to believe it was some wives tale cooked up by some people. Until now, as what felt like a bomb went off deep inside her belly.

      Ryan pumped his finger slowly, as the tip scrapped that spot a second time, and then a third. Miranda wanted to scream out her pleasure as her entire body erupted. Leaning sideways, she gripped Ryan's arm tightly, as her teeth sank into his shoulder.

      Ryan could only stare, as his mother's eyes silently rolled back, her body almost vibrating next to him. A soft whimper escaped her lips as a sudden gush of hot fluids covered his hand.

      
        
      

      For Miranda, her orgasm was nothing short of a miracle. It dwarfed anything she had ever known as she felt her pussy literally jet her hot cream out, soaking both her son's hand and the crotch of her slacks.

      Blankly, she realized she was actually squirting for the first time in her life. Even as a second jet of hot pussy juice erupted from her, soaking Ryan's hand, and threatening to drench her slacks so badly it would stain the couch.

      As Ryan watched, his mother quivered and shook next to him. Slowly she sank back down to normal, as her breathing slowed. He felt her shift her hips and his hand slipped free, her juices still clinging to his fingers.

      "If you can do that with your fingers" Miranda whispered in Ryan's ear. "I REALLY want to know what you can do with that cock baby."

      His mother rose from the couch, holding the blanket in front of her to hide the stain in the crotch of her slacks. She could feel her still wet pussy lips cling together in the tight fabric.

      Telling her husband she was heading for bed only received a grunt in reply. While Ryan stared at his mother saying good night. Again she felt that thrill run down her spine. Here was someone who noticed her.

      As his mother left the living room, Ryan turned his attention back to the television. His body nearly vibrated from the recent activity on the couch. He didn't know what had gotten into his mother all of a sudden. But he was damned sure not going to argue. Finally, unable to stand the silence he said his good night and headed to his room.

      Undressing, he briefly thought of masturbating off the constant ache in his balls. Something nagged at the back of his mind that he didn't want to right now. Instead, he slipped under the covers and let sleep drift over him as images of his mother floated through his mind.

      In the darkness of his room, Ryan slowly drifted awake. He felt that familiar pleasure in his groin from when he stroked himself. This time, it wasn't his hand that was sliding up and down his hard cock.

      "Oh God mommm" Ryan moaned.

      
        He blinked his eyes to adjust to the darkness, only a sliver of light coming through his window from the streetlight down the block. He could see the shape of his mother sitting on the side of his bed. His hips arched up in time to her sliding fist.

      "It's about time you woke up" the voice of his mother came through the darkness.

      "Does this feel good baby?" his mother asked, her voice hoarse with passion. She could hear her son's soft grunt of approval come back.

      "You like it when mommy strokes your hard dick, don't you" Miranda said.

      "Oh fuck mom...yessss" Ryan moaned back.

      "You like mommy's body...I know you do." His mother continued to stroke his throbbing cock.

      "Yes" Ryan gasped back. "You're fucking hot."

      "Tell me what you think about when you jerk this beautiful cock off" she commanded. "Say it baby" she hissed.

      "Oh shittt" Ryan groaned. It took every ounce of will to focus on talking and not shooting his hot load right then.

      "You sucking my cock...swallowing my hot cum" Ryan grunted. "Suck those tits then fuck them."

      "You want to fuck your mother, don't you" Miranda's voice came through the dark.

      "Oh fuck yessssss" Ryan cried out softly. "Fuck that tight cunt" he grunted back.

      "Mmmmmmm" Miranda hummed. "I think it's time mommy showed her appreciation."

      
        Before Ryan could even react, the shadow of his mother bent forward, and a wet warmth enveloped his cock. He arched his back as he felt his mothers' lips slide down his steel hard shaft. She's sucking my cock his mind screamed.

      "Oh my fucking god...yesss...suck me" Ryan groaned. He watched the shadow of his mother's head bob up and down as the sound of wet slurping filled the room.

      "You want your mother to suck your hard dick?" Miranda asked, as her mouth came off her son with an obscene wet pop. "You going to make your mother drink your hot cum?" she rasped.

      Her behavior and her obscene talking was driving Ryan to the edge. He reached down and gipped the sides of his mother's head, his fingers wrapping in her hair. Two could play at this game he thought.

      "Suck my cock mom" he pulled his mother's head down. "Suck your son mommy slut" he growled as he felt his cock drive between her lips and deeper into her throat.

      Miranda softly gagged at the length of cock now pumping into her mouth. She moaned as a gush of fluids filled her already wet panties. This was it, a man who wanted her, and knew how to take what he wanted.

      Ryan was nearly insane with lust as he fucked his mother's hot mouth. This was a dream come true for the young man. He could feel his balls tightening rapidly as his hands held her head tight.

      "Going to fucking cum" he growled. "Get ready mommy slut" he told Miranda.

      Pulling her mouth back, Miranda locked her lips around the engorged head and waited. Then she felt his cock pulse between her lips and a thick rope of cum jet into her waiting mouth.

      "Mmmmmmmm" the mother moaned as she tried to swallow his thick load. Barely clearing her mouth before a second and then third rope pumped in. So much cum she could feel it leaking out the corners of her mouth and down her chin.

      Ryan grunted and gurgles as his balls emptied into his mother's mouth. He could hear her trying to swallow as he filled her.

      "That's it" he gasped. "Drink it...drink it" he chanted.

      
        
      

      Pulling her mouth free as the last of Ryan's cum coated her tongue. Miranda was shocked to find his cock remained throbbing hard in her grip. The stamina of her son amazed her.

      "You're still hard baby" she whispered in awe.

      "You do that to me mom" Ryan whispered to the shadowy form kneeling between his thighs in the dark.

      "You really do want me" Miranda replied. She rose to her knees on the bed. "Then TAKE me baby, make me yours."

      With a small squeak Miranda felt her son quickly sit up, and then felt her body nearly lifted and turned as he switched positions with her. In stunned silence, she found herself lying back on her son's bed, this time with him kneeling between her spread thighs.

      The wanton mother expected the usual missionary of her son lying across her; it was all she had ever known. Instead, she felt her legs lifted in the darkness, and then come to rest with her ankles on Ryan's shoulders.

      What was he doing? She wondered briefly. Then, suddenly she felt the swollen head of his cock pressing against her soaked spread lips.

      "Ryan..." she started to say. Then everything went blank as he sent his thick cock deep into her aching pussy, in one swift stroke.

      "Fuucckkkkkkkk" Ryan moaned above her.

      "Unnghhhhhhhh" Miranda groaned as she felt his thickness fill her. The sensation of this position made his hard shaft drag along her sensitive clit, sending shockwaves through her belly.

      "Tight...fucking...cunt." Ryan grunted between strokes, as his hips began to piston in and out.

      Miranda's eyes rolled back as stars went off. Her hands reached down and gripped her son's hips, pulling him even harder into her.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me...fuck me..." she chanted.

      Ryan put everything he had into every thrust. Pounding his hips down, making his mothers' body bounce on the small bed. Thank god for silent spring, the young man thought.

      He leaned forward, his face barely above hers in the dark, his hot breath washing over her face. The move brought her knees against her heaving breasts, opening her dripping cunt even more to his pounding cock.

      "You want your son to fuck you" he growled softly

      "Fuck me, take me, use me" Miranda moaned back. "I am yours baby, own your momma."

      Ryan began to pile drive into his mother, his balls slapping against her ass as he fucked harder into her. Miranda felt the shock waves of every thrust ripping through her body as she felt herself losing control.

      "OH babbbyyy" Miranda moaned. "Mommy's going to cum. Don't stop."

      Then her eyes popped open in the dark as she felt Ryan shift above her. The angle of his cock changing just enough that a totally new sensation tore through her. She felt his thick cock sink deep, and then the swollen head bump against the sponge of her cervix. It was like a tidal wave rolling through her.

      "Right there" Miranda softly keened as her orgasm roared through her ravished body.

      Ryan could hear his mother gurgling and grunting like some primal animal in the dark as he fucked her through her orgasm. Every stroke of his cock was extending her waves of pleasure.

      Miranda lost herself as her body exploded, feeling her hot juices literally spurt out to wash her son's belly. Oh my God, she dimly thought, he's making me squirt again. Her legs vibrated on Ryan's shoulders as wave after wave pulsed through her.

      "That's it mommy slut" she heard Ryan's voice. "Cum on your sons cock." He told her.

      
        
      

      "Oh shit...oh god...Ryan...so good" Miranda gasped between thrust and waves. Then she felt it, as her son's thick cock began to expand inside her tight channel. She knew what was about to happen.

      Ryan felt his balls begin to tighten a second time that night, as he started to pull his hips back; he felt his mothers' fingers dig into his hips.

      "Noooooooo" Miranda softly moaned.

      "Mom, can't hold...going to cum" Ryan tried to warn his mother.

      Ryan felt himself roaring to the edge. If he didn't pull out now he would flood his mother with his hot seed.

      "Mom" he gasped. "Are you on the pill?" he asked.

      "Do it you motherfucker" Miranda almost screamed. "Cum in your mother, fill your mommy slut. I want every fucking drop do you understand."

      Hearing his mothers' demand, Ryan grunted and rammed his hard cock as deep into her as he could. Again he felt her cervix press against the sensitive head, sending a tremor through him.

      "Cumminnngggg in youuuuuuu" Ryan moaned.

      Miranda felt her son's hard cock jerk inside her belly. Then soft warmth was suffusing her insides as she felt him empty himself into her.

      "Oh God" she gasped. "I can feel it. Give it to me baby."

      Ryan didn't know he had that much still in him after his mother's hot blowjob. He felt like he was dumping a gallon of cum into her clenching cunt as a second orgasm rolled through his mother pinned under him.

      
        As the last spurt caused a draining ache in his balls, Ryan released his mothers' legs and collapsed on top of her, their sweating bodies' slick against one another.

      "I love you mom" he whispered softly.

      "Oh baby" Miranda cooed. "Mommy loves you so much."

      "Mom, I just came inside you." Ryan said. He raised his head and tried to see his mother's face in the dark.

      "Mmmmhmmm" Miranda moaned. "The best kind of appreciation baby." She told him.

      "But you didn't say" he told her. "Are you on the pill?" he asked.

      "And if I'm not" Miranda's soft voice came back. "Would you pull out?" she asked her son.

      "No, I wouldn't" Ryan said, after thinking for a moment.

      "Good, I don't want you to." Miranda told her son. "So it really doesn't matter does it?"

      Miranda wrapped her arms around Ryan, holding him tight to her breasts, as her nipples scraped his chest. Shocked, she felt his cock slowly stirring inside her belly, lengthening and hardening again.

      "Jesus Ryan" she gasped surprised. "Again?" she asked.

      "I told you mom" she heard Ryan's soft chuckle. "You do that to me."

      Now this, Miranda thought contently, was real appreciation.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Babies 101

      It was my mother who actually started this whole thing, believe it or not. Mom is a nurse and everyone in the family just naturally runs to her with all their medical problems. She even got me patched up last year when I wrenched my shoulder playing rugby.

      Mom had called last Saturday and asked if we could have lunch. I thought she meant her and my family; but apparently she had other ideas. She asked to meet me at a local Starbucks...alone. Talk about a piqued curiosity; that was it.

      Mom and I met, and over a latte and a bagel mom laid out a story I had never dreamed I would be involved in. I mean, it isn't everyday your mother asks you to impregnate your sister; or in this case sisters.

      Me, I'm about as ordinary as you get; at least I always considered myself to be; but it seems I did have one hidden talent even I didn't know about; to explain that I need to give a little bit of family history.

      My name is Ray Compton and I'm about to turn thirty. Life has been pretty decent for me. I married my high school sweetheart at twenty; and over three years three kids popped out. The last round my wife Dee figured we were done; so she did the tubal thing right after the delivery. We figured that saved money and was easier; and before all the women out there yell, it was HER choice.

      Anyway; I have three sisters; Angel, Carrie and Belle. If you haven't figured it out yet my mom is a big movie fan and named us after television or movie people. But back to my story; my sisters are all younger than me. Angel is twenty-six, Carries is twenty-two and Belle is now twenty.

      All three are now married; but none have kids. Not through lack of trying I was to learn. The interesting thing you as a reader should know; is my father...is not their father. I was from mom's first marriage; where she wound up pregnant at eighteen, gave birth to me at nineteen; and was divorced at twenty. Why? Try two other babies; his but not hers.

      You got it, my dad was very much on the fertile side; and liked his variety of pussy. Mom remarried and that is where my sisters came from. Yeah I know, half sisters; but when you spend your life growing up; they are as much my sisters as anything else.

      
        So, enough history; back to Starbucks. We had been there about fifteen minutes, catching up on a few things; when mom literally dropped a bombshell from left field.

      "Ray, I wanted to ask" she looked at me. "You know Angel has been trying to have a child."

      "Yeah" I nodded. "She talks about it; a lot" I said.

      "Yeah" mom nodded back. "Did you know Carrie and Belle are trying as well?"

      "No, that I didn't know." I sipped my latte.

      "Well" mom fidgeted with her cup. "They...all three...seem to have a very similar problem."

      I just sat silent, I figured she needed space to get everything out; it seemed to make her nervous. Finally she looked up at me and continued.

      "I took some samples in." she said quietly.

      "What kind of samples?" I asked.

      "Samples...you know...sperm." She fidgeted again.

      "How did you get them?" I was surprised. I didn't see any of my he-man brother-in-laws voluntarily submitting to a question of their vitality.

      "Blowjobs are very effective" she smiled.

      "Holy shit" I almost feel out of my chair.

      First, that mom would be so blunt about sex; I mean she had always been the conservative rock in my house. That she would admit my sisters had deceived their husbands just stunned me.

      
        "Your sisters wanted to know, I told them I needed a sample" she looked at me with red cheeks. "I told them to give a blowjob, go to their bathroom and save the samples." My God she was cute when she was embarrassed.

      "I take it the results weren't promising" I said slowly.

      Mom snorted. "The highest didn't pass eight or nine million." She said.

      "Which means?" I had no idea what she meant.

      "The normal is between 15 at low and 200 million at high" she said.

      "Oh" I thought about it. "Oh shit" I said softly as the numbers sank in.

      "Yeah" mom nodded. "Low count is not the word."

      "So what are they planning, invetro?" I asked.

      "They would" mom agreed. "Except none of their husbands know they sent the samples."

      "Oh fuck" I whispered. Just the idea of breaking that news to any of those three was not a good image.

      "The interesting thing was; my last sample." Mom looked up at me.

      "What?" OK she was hinting now I realized.

      "It was over 300 million." She just stared at me.

      "Well that's a baby making factory" I laughed. "Did you tell whichever of my sisters?"

      "I didn't need to" mom just stared harder. "She already knew...she has three children."

      
        
      

      "Has three...what??" I just looked at her. "Me? But how..."

      "Dee was very helpful" mom gave a weak smile.

      I tried to remember our last few sessions; after all we still fucked like rabbits, I have to admit it. What was it three or four days ago, Dee had finished me with her mouth; and then disappeared into the bathroom. I had assumed she had swallowed, I mean that woman LOVED cum.

      Suddenly, it was like the light bulb came on in my head. Three men who all had low counts; unaware; and with one man who had exceptionally high counts; holy shit.

      "Mom, are you suggesting..." I couldn't even get the words out.

      "As a matter of fact...no" she looked into my eyes. "Your wife is."

      "Dee...what...how..." I was shocked.

      "You know how precious those kids are to her" mom smiled at the thought. "The idea your sisters can't share in that joy..." she looked back at me. "Your wife...is offering your...services. I'm just the broker if you will."

      "Oh my God" I whispered.

      "I would say this is some kind of sick joke" I said hoarsely. "But it isn't, is it?" I asked.

      "Why don't you go home and ask your wife." Mom said softly.

      "She's with the kids at the park." I said lamely.

      "No." mom stared at me. "Angel has the kids. Your wife is at home naked in your bed, waiting for you."

      
        Mom rose from her chair and stared at me. "This is up to you Ray, I'm just the messenger." She reached down and rested her hand on my shoulder.

      "All I will say, is having you kids; was the four best things that ever happened in my life." Mom sighed. "If I could have another one, I would." She looked at me. "To be told you will never have children...to never know that joy...would break my heart."

      Mom leaned down and kissed the top of my head. "I love you baby" she whispered; and then she was gone.

      I sat there for another five or ten minutes, trying to digest what she had said. Everything seemed like it was from a dream. That Dee had even been a part of this was what so totally threw me for a loop.

      On the way back home, I tried to think of how we were going to discuss this; but I should have known my wife better than that. As I stepped to the doorway of our bedroom; all I saw was this beautiful, thirty-one year old woman. No, she was a hot thirty-one year old slut. God, she was stretched out on the bed nude; two fingers jammed into her already soaked pussy, looking at me with a blazing hunger in her eyes.

      "Fuck me" Dee growled at me.

      "Baby...you know..." I walked over to the side of the bed.

      "Just fuck me" she growled again. "Fuck me like you will your sisters."

      "Oh Jesus" I moaned.

      "Oh I know you will mister" she pulled her fingers free with a wet sucking sound.

      "Tell me Angel doesn't have a set of tits you would love to suck" her fingers began unbuckling my jeans.

      "Dee" I gasped.

      
        "And Belle; God that girls ass' think about pounding her doggy; or have you already" her voice was driving me insane.

      By now my jeans were on the floor and she was jerking my boxers down freeing my raging hard cock. Her hand wrapped around my thick shaft and began to slowly pump.

      "Fuck you're so hard baby" she moaned. "Is that for Carrie...does someone want to shove his hard cock into her tight pussy?"

      "Oh fuck" I moaned at her words.

      "Come on big brother" Dee stretched back out on the bed, opening her legs wide. "Fuck your sister" she hissed at me.

      "Oh Christ" I groaned as I climbed on the bed between her spread thighs.

      Dee reached up and gripped my cock, urging me lower; lining the fat head up with her dipping lips. We had role played before, but this was totally new; Dee wanted this, I could tell.

      "You want me to fuck my horny sisters" I looked into her eyes.

      "Fuck me big brother" her eyes flashed with lust.

      "This is for you Angel" I rumbled; and then rammed my hips forward.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Dee screamed as my cock split her lips and plowed in to the root.

      "Oh God...fuck me...more..." she moaned as I began to pump into her. "Breed me baby." She grunted.

      "Is that what you want; you want my baby" I rammed down hard.

      "Oh fuckkkk" Dee groaned. "Call me...say it..." she said in a hoarse voice.

      
        
      

      "Like that Belle" I whispered in her ear. "You like your brothers' cock inside you."

      "FUUUCCCKKKK YEEESSSSSSS" Belle wailed.

      I felt her body convulse under me; hot juices spraying out to coat my cock and balls. Christ I had barely been in her five minutes as she was cumming like a fountain.

      "Brother...fucking...Oh God...Oh God" Dee babbled as I felt her belly flex under me.

      "That's it Angel, cum on your brother's cock." I sucked gently on her earlobe.

      "Oh fuck...I'm going to...again..." Dee moaned.

      I could feel her walls rippling around my cock in an almost constant orgasm. I could tell by the way her whole body was vibrating; this was going to be massive. I could feel my balls start to tighten as I climbed closer to my orgasm.

      "I'm going to cum in you Carrie" my voice raspy. "My hot...thick...baby seed; in my sister" I rumbled.

      "Breed meeee" I watched Dee's eyes roll back as she stiffened under me. "Breed your SISTEEERRRRR" I felt her nails dig into my back.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKK" I roared as my virile seed spewed out of my cock; filling her tight tunnel.

      I was cumming; inside my sisters; as I pumped my wife full of hot cream.

      "So good...oh God...brother...sister...pregnant..." Dee babbled as a second thick rope erupted inside her.

      By the time I collapsed onto the bed next to her; Dee was laying limp on her back; her entire body quivering with aftershocks; as my hot cream leaked out of her.

      
        "You really want this?" I was amazed.

      "I want them to enjoy a family, like we do" Dee rolled on her side and looked at me. "To enjoy the pain and joy of childbirth; and knowing they have created a life; with a man they love." She said softly.

      "You do know once might not guarantee" I looked at her.

      "If I'm lucky...it won't" Dee smiled.

      So that was how things started. I swear to God I wasn't the one with the bright idea; in fact I felt like I was a pawn as my wife and mother plotted the almost impossible strategy. It was their idea to get my sisters pregnant, without their husbands' knowledge; and make it look like their husbands were all proud fathers.

      It was Dee who created what she called the 'A B C's of babies; A for Angel, B for Belle and C for Carrie. We started with Plan A.

      Mom the nurse convinced Angel and her husband that part of their problem might be that they were trying too hard. That having sex every day was not the right way; they needed to give his sperm more time to generate between their sexual encounters.

      I didn't quite understand how this was going to work, until the fourth day. Mom had convinced them to wait a week; which was apparently something Angel was not used to. Not having sex for four days had an unbelievable effect on her. She became moody, shaky at times, and totally forgetful; I swore it was like she was having some kind of with drawl.

      "She is honey" Dee laughed when I mentioned it.

      "Huh?" I looked at her as we got ready for bed that night. "Is she on a drug?" now I was concerned.

      "In a way" Dee laughed. ""She is missing her daily injection...of sperm" Dee smiled.

      "Oh my God" I couldn't believe how raunchy my wife was becoming.

      
        "Which reminds me" Dee gave an almost evil smile. "Nothing for you tonight bad boy" she told me.

      "What?" I was shocked.

      "Angel is coming over tomorrow morning for coffee" she slid into bed. "I want you primed and ready."

      We lay there in the dark, as my wife lay out her plans for the next morning. I have to tell you, falling asleep with a raging hardon is something new; and I hated it. I had the hottest dreams of Angel sucking every drop of cum out of me; it's a wonder I didn't blow my load in my sleep.

      Dee seemed to know my sisters better than even I did. It seemed Angel was a closet slut; given the chance the woman would have fucked anything that went by; and apparently had in high school. The fact she had married and stayed with one man had come as quite a shock to Dee and their circle of friends.

      Dee planned to use that against Angel; to tap brutally into that raw slut history. After she had gone downstairs; and I had heard Angel arrive; I remained upstairs stretched out on the bed. Ten minutes of the hottest fucking blowjob of my life had left me throbbing and hard as a steel pipe.

      "Just use the bathroom in our bedroom" I heard Dee's voice at the bottom of the stairs. "He's sound asleep so it won't be a problem."

      True to Dee's plan; she had told Angel our guest bathroom was acting up; and after two cups of coffee, tiny tank Angel needed relief. I lay there, listening to the soft footsteps coming up the stairs. My hand wrapped around my throbbing cock, slowly stroking up and down; just enough to keep my hardness.

      I heard a sharp intake of breath and turned to the doorway. There, standing in the archway with a shocked and hungry look in her eyes, was Angel. One hand gripped the wooden door frame, the other pressed against her flat belly just above her waist. Her eyes were locked to my hand as I kept it slowly sliding up and down.

      "Morning wood" I said softly.

      "Oh God" Angel moaned as she pressed harder into her belly.

      
        
      

      "You need...to stop" she said in a hoarse voice.

      "Why, it won't go down on its own" I said calmly.

      "Oh Goddd Ray" she moaned.

      "Don't you like it?" I goaded her.

      "To much" Angel gasped.

      "Do you know who I was thinking of?" I looked in her eyes. "You"

      "Ray...don't..." Angel almost panted.

      "Sliding it into your tight wet cunt" I told her.

      "Ray" she gasped.

      "You are wet, aren't you?" I smiled as she quivered.

      "Ray...please" she softly whimpered.

      "You can touch it sis" I told her.

      "I can't...we shouldn't..." Angel moaned.

      She was weakening and I could tell. She needed to be tipped over the edge, and once again it was Dee who came to the rescue. Having slipped up behind Angel, she leaned in, her hot voice filling her sister-in-laws ear.

      "God look how hard he is for you" Dee whispered. "It's only...a touch." She egged Angel on.

      
        
      

      "Oh God" Angel murmured.

      It was like watching someone in a trance as she slowly walked towards the bed. I would never have believed Dee before, but I could see hunger burning in my sisters' eyes. She had been four days without cock; and by now any cock, even her brother's was enough to tip her over.

      "It's so hard" Angel whispered as slender fingers wrapped around my shaft.

      "Fuck" I couldn't help but grunt as Angel slid her fist up to the tip and then back to the base.

      "That's it, jerk your brother's hard...thick cock" God Dee was laying it on thick.

      "I shouldn't...so hard..." Angel stared as her hand slowly pumped up and down.

      A clear drop of pre cum oozed from the tip; I thought I would lose my mind when Dee pushed Angel further.

      "Go ahead" Dee's voice dripped with lust. "Taste it...just a small taste."

      Small taste, Christ Angel didn't even fight as her head came down, bending at the waist; and a hot mouth engulfed my entire head. I saw her cheeks suck in as she applied a tight vacuum; fuck it felt like she was trying to pull my semen out of my balls.

      "Mmmmmmmm" Angel moaned around a mouthful of cock.

      OK, I surrendered; Dee was right; Angel was a total cock slut. My sister began to bob her head up and down as her lips slid along my shaft, my balls went from a simmer to a boil in minutes as Angel gave me one of the hottest blowjobs right in front of my wife.

      "Oh shit...oh God..." I squirmed on the bed. "Angel...keep that up and Ill cum" I choked out.

      "Mmmhmmmm" Angel murmured.

      
        
      

      "Oh no" Dee hissed as she pulled back on Angel's shoulder.

      With an obscene pop my cock came free of my sisters sucking mouth. I saw spit dripping from the corner as she stared at my cock with total lust. I watched as Dee reached around and unsnapped Angel's shorts.

      "You know what that is" Dee whispered hotly in her sister-in-laws ear. "That's a baby maker" she told Angel.

      "Oh God" Angel seemed to regain a bit of herself as she turned and looked at Dee.

      "You want that baby; then here's your chance" Dee hissed at her. "Look at those balls; full of hot virile seed."

      "I can't...he's your...oh fuck..." Angel gave a gasp as I heard a soft sucking sound.

      "You're dripping wet" Jesus had Dee just shoved her fingers up my sisters cunt. "You want your brother's cock don't you?"

      "Oh God Dee...don't..." I watched Angel losing control again; it was unbelievable.

      "You want to feel it, inside you" Dee just kept going. "Filling you."

      "God help me." Angel began to move again. Nude from the waist down, she crawled onto the bed, straddling my legs. Her hand still gripped my pole as she positioned herself over me.

      "Fuck me Ray" she groaned. "Fuck your whore sister" she moaned.

      Hell, who was I to argue, especially with my wife right there encouraging the whole thing. I reached up and wrapped my hands around her slender waist and held onto her.

      "Like this" I grunted. At the same time I pulled down on her waist, I drove my hips straight up.

      
        
      

      I know, people boast about cock size, I've never really compared myself to other guys, like in the locker room. I do know back in my school days I measured myself and I was between seven and a half and eight inches. Respectable, I always thought. By Angel's reaction, I took it I was a bit larger than what she was used to at home.

      With an obscene slurp she drove down onto me; every inch of my cock slamming home inside her. Her eyes popped open wide, and her mouth hung open as I tried to impale her on me. When her pelvis ground into mine, she gave out this gurgling sound, and her entire body shook.

      "Fuck...fuck...fuck..." she kept repeating; as a gush of hot fluids suddenly coated my cock and balls.

      One penetration and she was cumming; I knew then she was done fighting. I raised her slowly back up my cock, and dropped her half limp body back down, driving as deep as I could.

      "AAAGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Angel screamed.

      Her hands came down and slapped onto my bare chest, nails digging into my skin. She looked down at me with a fire in her eyes.

      ""So big...so fucking big..." she grunted.

      I lifted her again and held her, while she stared down at me wild eyed. When I let go of her waist, she slammed herself back down onto me, I could hear the mattress protest as she tried to pull my dick into her belly.

      "FUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Angel screamed again as more hot fluids gushed out to coat my belly.

      "Fuck me...oh God Ray fuck me...pleaseeeee" she whimpered.

      I was past recognizing anything but the tight walls wrapped around my cock; past the fact this was my sister; and well past the fact my wife was only feet away. With a heave, I rolled us both over on the bed, landing with Angel on her back, my cock still lodged deep inside her.

      
        "Yes; fuck me...fuck me...fill me big brother..." Angel babbled.

      I reached back and gripped her legs, pulling them up until her ankles rested on my shoulders. My hips rose and fell as I began to pound down into her. My heavy full balls smacked against her ass cheeks as my hips slapped into her. I gave her exactly what she asked for. I FUCKED her.

      Angel had reverted to gurgles and whimpering as I hammered into her. Cream seeped out around my cock and down the crack of her ass as one orgasm followed another deep in her gut. The sheer forbidden nature of what we were doing, and what we planned was driving me to the edge.

      "I'm going to cum in you sis" I groaned. "I'm going to fill your fertile belly."

      "In me...God yes...don't stop...don't stop..." Angel was babbling again.

      Her nails raked down my chest as her body convulsed under me. I watched her eyes roll back as a massive orgasm tore through her.

      "RAAAYYYYYYYYYYYY" Angel wailed; even as the walls of her pussy clamped around my cock.

      It was too much. I drove down hard and pinned her to the bed as my cock swelled inside her. I thought my orgasm was going to be intense, and then Dee notched it way off the scale.

      "Fill her baby, breed your sister." She husked in my ear.

      "AWWWWW FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKK" I roared as I felt the first thick rope spew from my cock, washing her walls.

      "Yes...Oh God yes" Angel gurgled as she twitched and shook under me.

      I felt like a gallon of hot seed was pouring out of my cock and deep into my sisters' fertile belly as I stared into my wife's eyes. We had had raw rutting sex before, but nothing matched this moment.

      "I love you" I whispered softly.

      "I love you...daddy" Dee leaned in and kissed me on the lips.

      
        
      

      I have to admit, I'm not that old but it took a good two days just to recover after Angel. Of course the fact I fucked my wife's brains out that very night didn't help my energy levels. But Dee was relentless. I tried to tell her we had time, I mean shit you can't tell if you're pregnant for what, at least two weeks.

      But, it seemed Dee herself had a plan; and worse, this time mom was in on it. We went into Plan B without hardly any delay. Belle, my youngest sister, it seems, had a side to her that only mommy dearest knew about.

      Belle and her husband owned a floral shop he had gotten from his folks. Belle wanted to be the up and coming debutante; but apparently there was a dark side to my sister. She was a total kink master; and I mean shit I never even dreamed of.

      It was Saturday afternoon, and I was sitting with mom out on her patio. The warm sun had relaxed me, and the sangria was going down pretty good. Belle had told me that mom would handle Belle, so I just had to follow her directions.

      "So let me get this straight, my sister is submissive." I said as I sipped my drink.

      "Totally" mom smiled. "Oh she has sex with her husband, but if he ever let her loose, she would eat him alive." Mom laughed.

      "How submissive is she?" I asked.

      "Totally" mom looked at me. "Tie me up, own me; all of it" mom sipped her drink. "I knew a few girls in college like her, it wasn't my scene but it could be hot in the right circumstances."

      "Jesus mom, TMI" I laughed.

      "Let's just say your sister is hot into anything that is...forbidden." Mom told me.

      By forbidden you mean kink." I watched her closely.

      "No, I mean like forbidden. For one, she swings both ways." Mom calmly said.

      
        
      

      "Holy shit" I breathed out.

      "Honey Belle has an almost dark side; I think she might have picked up from...me." Mom admitted.

      "You?" I was shocked.

      "How do you think I met your father?" Mom smiled. "I was flat on my back naked at a college frat orgy in my freshman year."

      "Oh my God" I couldn't stop the reaction as blood flowed into my cock at the thought of mom getting banged by eight or more guys.

      "I take it that isn't such a terrible thought" mom's eyes flickered to my crotch.

      "My mother's was a slut" I had to finally say.

      "Not was..." mom let the statement hang. "So all you have to do; is simply take her. With the right pressure, she'll fold like a house of cards Ray." Mom told me.

      "And how do I do that" I tried to ignore mom's stare.

      Mom rose from her seat and walked over to me. She was wearing a tan bikini in the summer sun; and I had to admit for a woman over fifty; she still had it. Oh her hips were a bit wider, and there was some sag to those heavy breasts; but believe me, mom had that 'come fuck me' body that men liked. I will say there was many a jerk off session to her when I was younger.

      Before I could move in my seat, mom straddled my lap, and like a cat pouncing came down on my lap. My semi hard cock was suddenly pinned between us as smoldering eyes stared into mine.

      "You like that baby" her voice was low and husky. "You like mommies' hot pussy on you."

      "Oh fuck mom" I gasped.

      
        
      

      "Oh is that it" she began to rock her hips, sliding her bikini clad cunt up and down my hardening shaft. "You want to fuck me do you? You want to shove that fat...hard...cock into mommy." Her voice all but dripped with lust.

      "Oh God" I groaned as she ground down harder.

      "I could own you right now Ray, and you know it" her voice hot in my ear. "That is how you...do it."

      Suddenly the pressure in my lap was gone; I stared up at her panting for breath as my cock tented my shorts. I wanted to rip that bikini off her and take her right there. She leaned down and whispered in my ear.

      "We'll finish this...discussion later" God I couldn't stop the shiver that ran through my body. "Your sister will be here in half an hour, go get her tiger" mom chuckled.

      Fortunately my raging hard on had subsided some by the time Belle showed up. Mom convinced her to join us on the patio; and when Belle said she didn't have a suit, Mom convinced her to wear one of hers.

      One thing about Belle is she is more like dad than mom; meaning, let's be honest, she isn't as thin as her mother or sister. But with that so called extra weight, came a set of 38 D's a guy would drool over. So putting her in mom's bikini had an interesting effect. Mounds of tit flesh were barely contained in their top as she stretched out between us. I honestly was already half hard and frequently staring at the firm globes of flesh by the time things really got rolling.

      I had waited for an opportunity, and it was mom who opened the door. She held up her sangria glass and looked at Belle.

      "Would you be a dear and get me a refill in the kitchen." Mom looked at Belle.

      It was amazing, Belle was on her feet before even acknowledging the request; I could actually see mom's words as my little sister hustled to obey. I gave her about two minutes and then rose from my chair, glancing at mom I headed into the kitchen carrying my empty glass.

      
        I tried to think of all of the dominate style of porn video's I had ever watched. I was going to have to go with the flow, but hopefully things would work out. As luck would have it, Belle was standing at the kitchen counter just finishing filling mom's glass. I walked up behind her and reached around, setting my empty glass on the counter in front of her.

      "You didn't ask to fill mine" I said into her ear.

      "Sorry" she said automatically.

      "You need to be more attentive" I rumbled as I pressed into her from behind.

      "Sor...ohh" she gave a small gasp as my cock pressed into one cheek of her ass. There was no way she could miss the throbbing hardness against her body.

      "R...Ray..." she half groaned. "Aren't you a bit...close" she complained; yet she made no effort to move away.

      "No" I leaned in harder, whispering in her ear.

      I felt my hard cock slide along her cloth covered ass until it nestled in the groove between her cheeks.

      "Ooo...k" she half moaned.

      I could see her hands tremble as they rested on the counter in front of her. God mom had been right on target. My darling little sister was crumbling like dry bricks as a man took command.

      "You have nice tits" I whispered in her ear.

      "Oh God...Ray" she moaned this time.

      I reached around and took the edges of her bikini top in my hand. I tugged as they slid to the sides; those globes sliding free as two hard nipples came into view.

      
        "Very nice tits" I told her. I cupped both swinging breasts in my hands, running my thumbs over the hard erasers of her nipples.

      "Ray..." she gasped as I all but mauled her tits. "What are you...nnghhhhhh" her words turning to a groan as I pressed in hard.

      I felt her body shudder as my cock jammed between the cheeks of her ass, as I ground her pelvis into the edge of the kitchen counter.

      "Look how hard you've made me" I hissed in her ear. "It's your entire fault."

      "I'm s...s...sorry" she gasped.

      I eased up and slid my hands up to her bare shoulders. Slowly turning her I brought her around to face me. Her eyes were wide with shock, and I could see that simmer of uncontrolled lust hidden in them.

      "Don't be sorry" I stared into her eyes. "Be a good girl; and take care of it."

      I pressed lightly on her shoulders, showing her I wanted her to kneel. This was the critical point, if Belle was resisting; she had the ability to fight off that light push; the choice was now hers. But, there was no choice as Belle slowly slid to her knees in front of me.

      "Shouldn't...brother...wrong..." she mumbled as she knelt down. "Oh God" she murmured when her eyes locked to the bulge in my shorts.

      "Take it out." I told her.

      "Incest...we shouldn't..." she mumbled again; yet her hands moved quickly to unsnap my shorts, reaching in she tugged my steel hard cock free

      "Suck it" I commanded her.

      "Ray..." she looked up at me, my throbbing cock still her grip.

      
        
      

      "Be a good girl, and suck it" I said softly.

      I watched her eyes glaze over at my words; she gave a soft whimper and then leaned forward, her mouth open. An incredible wet heat slid over my cock as she descended on me.

      I had never really been that dominant before, but as her hot mouth began to slide up and down my prick, it was like things just came naturally.

      "Oh yesss....suck it...such a good girl." I moaned.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" Belle moaned as her tongue swirled around the tip of my cock.

      I reached down and wrapped my hands in her curls, the sound of sucking filling the kitchen. God she was almost possessed as she slurped up and down my shaft. I just stared down at her as her mouth came free, bending lower she sucked first one heavy ball and then the other into her spit covered mouth, while her hand continued to pump at my throbbing cock.

      "That's a good girl" I heard mom's voice. "Take care of your big brother" Mom's hand reached down and stroked Belle's hair as my sister mewled her agreement.

      "And you" mom's hot voice was soft in my ear. "Own this little bitch" she softly hissed.

      Mom hadn't gotten even two feet away when I jerked Belle's head back. "Why don't you stay and watch" I told mom as I hauled Belle to her feet.

      "No...Ray, we can't...I'm married...mom." She desperately looked over at her mother.

      I lifted Belle up and dumped her onto the kitchen counter as mom turned to face us. I spread my sisters' thighs, and reaching down; jerked the gusset of her bikini bottoms to the side. Fuck, she was shaved bare as the day she was born; her fat wet lips glistening in the light.

      "Ray...no..." Belle gasped trying to catch her breath. I moved to between her lewdly spread thighs.

      
        "Mom...please..." she softly begged. I pressed my swollen cockhead up against those inflamed lips.

      "It's wrong, we can't..." she started to turn back to me. I just ignored her and rammed my hips forward.

      "AAWWWWW SHHHITTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Belle screamed as every inch of my cock drove into her soaked hole.

      Tight was not the word, I've had virgins in my life that weren't as tight as my sister was. Her velvet walls clamped around me like a vise as I filled her.

      "Big...so big...can't...ohhh Goddddddd" Belle gurgled as her belly expanded to fit me.

      God damn my brother-in=law could not be very big if she was this tight, I thought. I reached up and turned Belle's face to me, our eyes locking.

      "Your mine now, I OWN you" I growled.

      I pulled back to the crowned head and then slammed in hard; the room filled with the wet sucking noise as her pussy accepted me deeper.

      "My pussy" I grunted as I slammed in harder, making her tits shake with my thrust.

      "My CUNT" I rammed in with all my strength.

      I went so deep in felt the spongy wall of her cervix against the tip of my cock.

      "Oh My Fucking GAAAWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Belle wailed as her body convulsed on the kitchen counter.

      I heard hot juices splatter to the kitchen floor as her orgasm erupted. I kept up the incessant pounding, giving her no relief as I impaled her almost limp body again and again.

      
        "So good...fucking so good...my brother...fucking...oh God..." Belle babbled as her body started to climb a second time.

      Belle looked at me with wild eyes as my hips slapped into hers. "Don't stop" she whimpered. "So close...Oh God Ray...so close" she moaned.

      I could feel her walls tightening, milking my cock. I knew if she came again I would lose it. I don't know where I got the will power from; but with a swift jerk I ripped my cock free of her gaping soaked pussy.

      "Noooooooooooooo" Belle almost cried.

      Her hands came up to my chest, her nails digging into my flesh; her legs now around my waist, trying to pull me back in. I just stood there, my cock head dripping her juices onto the floor gasping for breath. It was mom who seemed to magically appear at Belle's side.

      "If your big brother fucking you good?" Mom's voice dripped lust.

      "Who owns you now baby" Mom's voice drilled into Belle.

      "Ray...my brother...owns me...owns my pussy, owns my cunt..." Belle babbled my own words right back. "Please" she whimpered "I'm so close...so close...I need..." she began to beg softly.

      "You need to cum don't you." Mom's voice was unrelenting; God she was playing Belle like a violin.

      "Yes...cum...please..." Belle softly begged.

      "Then he's going to cum" Mom told Belle. "Inside your fertile belly, with his hot, thick baby seed."

      Belle turned and stared at her mother, her eyes wild and hungry.

      "Is that what you want, do you want your brother's baby" Mom hissed. "Then beg him for it slut" Mom drove the words home.

      
        Belle turned back and stared at me for a few seconds; then her entire body relaxed in surrender.

      "Give it to me Ray" she husked. "Give me your seed, give me your baby" belle begged softly. "I need it...I want your body. Impregnate me big brother."

      "I want your BABBBYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" Belle screamed as I drove back home.

      I felt hot juices splash against my pelvis as a massive orgasm tore through Belle; she just rode the waves of pleasure in total surrender.

      "Cum with me" Belle whimpered softly. "Cum Ray; cum inside me" she stared into my eyes.

      I had been standing still, buried to the root inside her tight pussy; feeling the ripples of her walls; listening to the hot exchange between mother and daughter. It was just too much; when without even moving, my cock pulsed inside Belle's pussy.

      Belle's eyes opened wide as she felt the thick cream filling her. She was so tight there was no way to hide feeling my thick cum pouring into her.

      "Unnnnnnnnnnn" I gave a soft moan as my balls spasm a second time.

      "I feel it; God I feel it, our baby" Belle moaned.

      I saw a tear trickle down one cheek; and reaching out wiped the moisture away. I thought I had done something terribly wrong, or that I had somehow violated her.

      "Are you all right" I asked gently.

      "I'm perfect" Belle sighed. "Thank you big brother" she gave a small smile.

      "Thank you for what?" I asked her.

      "For giving me what my husband couldn't, and I've wanted for so long." Her eyes glittered.

      
        
      

      "Well, let's hope it worked" I gave a chuckle.

      Belle griped the biceps of my arms and levered herself closer still sitting on the counter.

      "If it didn't work" her warm breath was in my ear. "Do me a favor and next time, just come into my bedroom some night and take me." She softly kissed my cheek. "

      It was three days later, after the kids had been picked up by the bus for school; and I was finishing my morning coffee before work; that Dee came in the kitchen and dropped a manila envelope on the table by me.

      "What's this?" I asked.

      "The test results on the sperm samples." Dee headed towards the coffee pot. "Time for plan C" she said calmly.

      I had wondered about Plan C, or should I say Plan Carrie. My middle sister was going to be a tough nut to crack, and I wondered what scheme mom and Dee had come up with.

      You had to know my sister; she was a lot like dad. Educated, professional; always in control Carrie is what you would call her. She analyzed everything, planned everything; and absolutely hated surprises. I would call her stuffy, more the prim and proper type; she was vice-president of the PTA, a member of the Chamber of Commerce; and she fit the mold of the up and coming new generation.

      "So what's the plan?" I asked Dee as I sipped my coffee.

      "No plan" my wife turned and looked at me. "Carrie's going to ask you herself."

      "Say what?" I was dumb founded. "How do you figure that?" I asked her.

      "Simple" Dee walked over and tapped the envelope. "All the data is here, all the prognosis is here; and...." She paused for effect "so is the solution."

      
        "OK, I'm not stupid" I said. "But what the hell are you talking about."

      "Carrie wants a baby" Dee said calmly. "She's been very vocal about their trying for over a year; and very vocal about their failure."

      "The sperm test results" it suddenly clicked in my brain.

      "Two points for the male" Dee laughed. "Our clinical little Carrie will analyze the data, come to the rapid conclusion that dear old hubby is never going to give her a baby." Dee looked straight into my eyes as she spoke. "And that if she wants one that bad, the perfect candidate is right in that same folder."

      "How do you know she wants one that bad?" I had to ask.

      Dee laughed. "Why do you think I had her babysit the last two weekends" she gave an evil smile.

      "Oh my God" I whispered. "You just dangled what she wants most in front of her; and now you're telling her she may never have it."

      "Exactly" Dee gave that smile again. "Unless, she accepts the data."

      "God you are a wicked woman" I said softly.

      "Fucking right, and don't forget it" Dee laughed.

      "So how are you going to tell her" I asked waving at the folder.

      "Oh I'm not; you are big brother." Dee smiled. "You're having lunch with her today; I already arranged it with both of your offices."

      There was no denying this woman once she set things in motion; so at eleven I was sitting at a table in DelMonoco's, watching Carrie walk across the crowded restaurant towards me.

      
        I had to admit, she had the figure to give any guy a wet dream. Tall and lither, she was a fitness addict and attended the gym religiously. She wore just the right clothing to stay demure, and yet accent her shape and figure; something every male in the room noticed as she walked by.

      Carrie had picked her husband as much for pedigree as looks; everything my sister did was pre-calculated. I needed to play this right.

      "So how's it going sis?" I asked as she finished giving her order.

      Pretty much the same...unfortunately." She responded. I figured this was my best door opening and took it.

      "The baby thing?" I asked.

      "I guess it just needs more time" Carrie sighed.

      "It won't work" her head snapped up and she looked at me. "He can't get you pregnant." I said calmly.

      "What are you saying Ray?" her voice was tight.

      "I said..." I started again.

      "I heard you" she cut me off tersely. "You have no right..." I slid the folder across the table to her as she stopped talking.

      Without a word, Carrie opened the folder and pulled the papers out. For the next ten minutes she went from sheet to sheet. Our food arrived and she never touched it as she read. Finally she set the papers next her plate.

      "Son-of-a-bitch" she whispered. It was one of the few times I had ever heard her swear. "Does he know?" she looked at me.

      "No, he doesn't" I said honestly. "And I'm not telling him." I told her.

      
        "Why not" I could see fire in her eyes for the first time.

      "How would you like it if I questioned your womanhood, doubted your femininity" I told her.

      "I would rip your testicles off" she said with ice in her voice. "OK point made" she sighed.

      Carrie picked up the pages and glanced through the first two. She looked up at me again.

      "Do Belle and Angel know?" she asked.

      "Yes" I nodded.

      "And...?" she let the question hang.

      This was going to be the most dangerous part. I needed to be honest because Carrie would detect anything else, but I needed her to understand choice also played a role.

      "If they are lucky, they are both now pregnant?" I said calmly.

      "The fourth person" she set the papers down again.

      "Yes" I acknowledged.

      "It's you, isn't it" Carrie looked at me.

      I just sat silent, not admitting or denying. What that gave to Carrie was a tactic admission, while protecting my sisters; and she knew it. She reached out and picked up her wine glass, taking a slow sip. I sat silently as she reached into her purse and pulled her cell phone out. Hitting speed dial she waited.

      "Grace, yeah it's Carrie" she said calmly. "I have a family emergency I want you to clear my schedule for the rest of the day." Her eyes locked to me as she spoke. "Thank you" she said; and then clicked off her phone.

      
        
      

      Carrie sat and silently stared at me, I knew what I was supposed to do, but I needed her to make this choice herself; not be able to claim she was coerced.

      "Please" her voice came out softly.

      I pulled out my cell phone from my jacket pocket, my eyes never leaving Carrie. Hitting my office speed dial I waited until my secretary answered.

      "Diane" I said calmly. "I have a family issue so won't be back today; cancel my appointments, give my apologies and reschedule." Carrie's eyes softened as she listened. "Yeah, I'll be back tomorrow, thanks." I clicked off my phone and sat watching my sister.

      "Where?" Carrie asked.

      "The Hotel Carlton" I told her.

      "You already have a room?" she seemed a bit surprised for the first time.

      "I analyzed the possibilities, and planned accordingly." I said.

      "Well done big brother" I could see admiration in her look this time. "Shall we?" she started to rise from her chair.

      "One condition" she froze. "I'm in charge."

      "Ray..." she started to say.

      "Take it or leave it" I cut her off.

      "You know how badly I want this" I nodded at her statement. "You're taking advantage." She said tersely.

      
        "I am" I admitted. "So would you, deny it." I stared at her.

      Carries looked back at me for a moment, and then a glitter came to her eyes. "You're in charge" she said in a soft whisper.

      As we entered the room at the Carlton, I knew exactly what I wanted to do. The lunch had been the tricky part; this was going to be easy. I was going to give miss prim and proper, the fucking of her life. I mean the total, grunting, sweating, rutting package like she had never had before from Mr. Straight Pants her husband.

      "Ray, we need.....RAY!" Carrie cried out.

      She had hit the foot of the bed and was turning to face me. Reaching out I gripped the front of her blouse and with a swift jerk, buttons went flying across the hotel room. A perfect pair of 36 D's came into view as I jerked her blouse wide open

      "What are you...oh Godddddddddd" Carrie moaned as I buried my face in the cleavage of her bra encased tits.

      My hand shot down with precision, up under her pencil skirt, my hand wrapping into the thin cloth of her panties.

      "Oh nooooo" she moaned; as the cloth suddenly came free with a soft tearing sound.

      I held up the tattered cloth, letting her see the remnants of her panties before I threw them on the floor.

      "What are you doooiinggggggggg" Carrie moaned.

      My hand shot back down, and I shoved two fat fingers up between her folds. Heat wrapped around my fingers; she wasn't totally wet yet, but it only took a couple of pumps of my hand as juices began to drip out.

      Her hands gripped my shoulders, as I reached my other hand up, jerking the cup off one breasts. As the nipple popped into view, I leaned in and engulfed it in my hot mouth. I didn't want to give her even one second to try and think this through.

      
        
      

      "Ray...Oh God Ray...what are you...oh shittttt...." She moaned and I assaulted her body.

      I felt her body began to shake violently, and filth poured out of this prim and proper woman that would have put a sailor to shame.

      "Fuck my cunt you bastard" she suddenly groaned. "Finger me, do it...fuck yesss...make me cum...make me cum..." she babbled.

      My hand went to jackhammer speed as I pounded my fingers into her. I could hear wet squelching as I added a third finger, stretching her tight walls. I felt her nails dig into my shoulders through my shirt as she raised up on tip toes.

      "Oh My God...yes...YES...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Carried wailed as her body convulsed.

      Most women just cum, there are those few who actually squirt, almost like a man when they orgasm. Carrie was what I would call a gusher. Hot fluids washed over my hand and wrist, coated both of her thighs, and splattered to the floor between her spread legs.

      Guttural noises and small whimpers came out of her, as I watched the muscles in her belly flex in waves. I had never seen a woman cum this hard and it almost frightened me. Finally I felt her knees start to buckle as she gave this huge sigh; I eased her backwards and with an obscene slurp my fingers slid free as Carried sprawled out on her back on the bed, her legs hanging over the edge.

      "Ghaaa...nugggggghhhh" Carrie moaned as she twitched and trembled through aftershocks.

      Clothes went flying as I took the chance to disrobe; I never knew I could strip that fast, but I didn't want the effect to wear off; I didn't want her to have a chance to think, to use her brain to control things; I wanted this to be raw unchecked emotion.

      Reaching down I flipped her mostly limp body over until she was face down on the bed. Carrie now sprawled over the foot of the hotel bed, her upper body laying face down while her legs hung over the foot, her knees resting on the floor; her tight ass still in her skirt poised in the air inviting me in.

      Kneeling down behind her I jerked the cloth of her skirt up and over those rounded cheeks, bunching it at her waist. I didn't want to even waste time undressing her.

      
        
      

      "Ray...wait...we need to..." I heard her mumbling into the sheets.

      Nope, I thought; there's that brain kicking in again; I positioned the fat head of my cock between her cheeks, nestled against her soaked folds. Grabbing a fist full of ass cheek in each hand I spread them wide, watching as the petals of her pussy lips opened to show me her glistening pink inter.

      "You know what we need to do sis" I growled down at her. "We need to FUCK." I slammed my hips forward and with a sucking sound, sank into her.

      Carrie's back arched as her head came off the bed; her head snapped back and she looked over her shoulder at me, the shock registering on her face as my cock invaded her body. She never made a sound for those few seconds it took my cock to sink totally into her; and when my hips finally came to rest against the cheeks of her ass; I watched her eyes slowly roll back to nothing but the whites.

      I thought she was going to emit a blood curdling scream that would scare the hell out of anyone in the neighboring rooms and started to reach out to clap my hand over her mouth.

      Instead this weird gurgling noise came out as hot juices poured out of her for a second time. The soaked my cock and balls and then the sheets under her as I felt a tremor run through her ass cheeks. In the silence I pulled back and slammed home again. The sound of my hips slapping into her ass seemed to jolt her back.

      Her eyes refocused and she stared at me as I took two more hard lunges, feeling the steaming vise of her pussy wrapped around my cock. Her hands curled into fists on the sheets as she braced herself for every thrust; and then the unbelievable happed. Just as I pushed forward, Carrie's ass came ramming back at me.

      In a voice as clinical as I could ever remember, she began talking; only the words did not match anything I had ever heard her utter before.

      "Fuck me Ray...fuck your sister...pound my cunt like the man you are...make me cum again...I've never cum...like that." The words were panting and hot as I began to pick up speed.

      "Come on you bastard...fuck me harder...make me cum...and when you do...fill me Ray...fill me with...that hot thick...baby batter...like my husband can't." She just went on nonstop as I pounded into her.

      
        
      

      I pulled the cloth of her torn blouse off her arms; then unsnapped her bra at her back, pulling it free. Those firm tits didn't even have sag as they swayed under her. I reached under her body taking a handful of tit flesh in each palm; kneading them, pinching her rock hard nipples between my thumbs and fingers.

      "Squeeze my tits...fuck my pussy...don't stop Ray...it's coming again...I can feel it..." she just continued her monologue as I fucked into her faster and deeper.

      I slid one hand around her side, my fingers dragging through the slick sweat on her back. My finger found the tight ring of her ass; and wet with her sweat; slid in to the second knuckle without a sound.

      Carrie's eyes popped open wide at the sudden new sensation; her body froze as she stared at me for a few seconds. "Oh shit" she whispered; and then her eyes began to roll back again.

      Releasing her breast I quickly placed my hand into her upper back and shoved; driving her face into the bed sheets under her. I was just in time as a now muffled blood curdling scream rolled out of her.

      "CUMMMMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Carrie screamed into a mouthful of sheets.

      I've seen videos of women having intense orgasm; but never seen it; not even Dee. This was it; Carrie's orgasm was unreal. From her ass to her toes her entire body shook like she was having some kind of seizure. She clawed at the bed as the molten walls of her pussy clamped down around my cock. And through it all, she kept talking.

      "Cummingg...oh fuck...cummmingggg...oh My God...cum in me...give it to me Ray..." she moaned.

      Kneeling behind my sister, covered in her juices, my cock obeyed. buried inside her. My balls contracted; and hot spunk traveled the length, to explode from the tip and wash her cervix and pussy.

      "God yes...want every drop...more Ray...make a baby...don't stop..." Carrie groaned.

      I couldn't have stopped if my life depended on it. I felt a second and then third thick wad pump into her. It was so much cum I could feel it seeping out around my cock to dribble down her thighs.

      
        
      

      When I had finally expelled the last drop into her clasping pussy, I rocked slowly back. You could hear the obscene slurp as my now deflating cock slid free. It was obscene and hot as I watched a thick white glob of my spunk ooze from between her raw lips, and fall to the floor between her knees.

      The room stank of raw sex, and was filled with our ragged breathing as we both fought to collect ourselves. It was as if nothing had happened as Carrie silently rolled over and stared at me kneeling there. Then, silently, we both collected our clothes and redressed.

      Carrie only stopped once, when she realized she couldn't button her half shredded blouse. I handed her my suit jacket, and without a word she slipped it over her torn blouse and buttoned the front shut.

      Back in control again; Carrie picked up her purse and led the way to the hotel room door. There she stopped and turned to face me. Her face was dead calm, but there was a strange new fire in her eyes as she looked into my face.

      "I don't care if I'm pregnant or not" she said in a low and calm voice. "We are doing this again. I don't care about my husband; and I'll beg Dee if I have to" she said. "Do you understand big brother" she said more softly.

      I just nodded and followed her out the door.

      Epilogue

      I would love to claim all three were instantly pregnant through my sexual prowess on the first run; that never happened. Oh Angel and Carrie tested positive but it took another round for Belle.

      True to her wish, I fucked her standing up, at 2am. In the hallway outside her bedroom door with her husband sleeping only yards away. I stuffed her panties into her mouth to muffle her; and then sent her back to her husband dripping my spunk. She claimed it was the hottest sex she ever had.

      The end result was still the same. It was months later that I found five women laughing and giggling in my living room; as Dee hosted a community style baby shower. Two were swollen at almost five months, one at four months; but all three glowed with joy.

      
        I found three proud fathers out on the back patio sharing beers. Popping the top off my can I settled into a chair as Carrie's husband went on about maybe having a second child. My cock twitched at the thought. I had to admit, of the three Miss prim and Proper had actually turned out to be the most slutty of them all.

      "Hey Ray" Belle's husband chimed at me. "We're going to the baseball game this Saturday, want to join?"

      I thought briefly of my calendar and shook my head. "Sorry guys, I already have plans." I told them.

      "Your loss" Angels husband said loudly.

      Yeah my loss, I thought. You go watch your game. I'll be fucking the shit out of your pregnant wife in your own marital bed, I thought. I wandered my way back into the house, and stood in the kitchen door watching my sisters exchanging gifts.

      "I've never seen them this happy" Dee's voice was soft behind me. "Thank you sweetheart." She softly kissed my cheek.

      "Thank me for what" I turned to look at Dee. "For fucking my sisters?"

      "For giving them what they've wanted for a long time" Dee smiled. "And for showing them that sex can be fun" she smiled.

      Her hand reached around and cupped my cock and calls through my jeans. She gave me a gentle squeeze as she kissed my cheek once again.

      "Besides I think you have more than enough ammo for five women" she chuckled.

      Five; what the hell was she talking about. I turned back to the living room and stood there eye to eye with my mother. I opened my mouth to say something, knowing she had to have heard our conversation; but mom beat me to the punch.

      "Angel can't make it Saturday" Mom said calmly. "So why don't you come over, both of you." She emphasized the last part. "I'm sure we can find...something...to do." She smiled.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God" I softly moaned as mom walked off.

      "Come on big boy" Dee husked in my ear. "Be a good son" she squeezed my cock a second time.

    
  
    
      Batteries Not Included 

    
  
    
      Part 1

      Today was just going to be one of those days, the totally shitty one. Don't give me that, you've had them too; the kind where is seems like nothing is going your way.

      My English Lit professor had given out the list of approved books for our end of semester report, and frankly I didn't know three quarters of the damn titles. My friend Lisa was supposed to come over and help me study for my chemistry exam tomorrow, but was too busy fucking her boyfriend to make it over. Which only added to things since my own boyfriend was working the late shift.

      The final topper was about to hit as I eased myself back on my bed, my laptop set off to the side. My brain was fried from all the damn chemistry formula's and I needed to destress...bad.

      My bedroom door was locked, mom was down doing dishes or whatever, and dad was secluded in his office down the hall. It was time to break out my little friend and see if I couldn't take the edge off things.

      Yeah, I live at home with the folks, so bite me. A lot of my friends had gone for campus dorms, or shared housing; but honestly it just killed me to spend that kind of money when I only lived thirty minutes from the campus. No offense, when you are female and nineteen, there are a lot of other things you can spend money on than room and board. Like clothes and the newest iPhone; what can I say I'm a girl?

      Besides, mom and dad were pretty cool about things. They gave me my space, let me have friends, and generally left me on my own as long as I kept my grades up at college. Hell, they even ignored the occasional visits from my boyfriend, and I know I'm not always the quiet one when it comes to getting my brains fucked out.

      Which, by the way; I like. Some people will say they like sex; not me. I like fucking; and I mean down and dirty, rutting in the dirt, fuck my brains out. It's one of the reasons I have a bit of a hard time keeping a boyfriend.

      
        
      

      Getting them is pretty easy; and it helps when you're nineteen, have blonde hair to your shoulders; perky firm 36C breasts with fat little nipples. I played soccer and volleyball in high school so kept in good shape. Add to all that a 34 waist and flat tummy and you get the idea.

      What I can't get is why when you have a hot blonde girlfriend; who loves to fuck; why you aren't banging her ass off every chance you get. I admit I'm a bit more aggressive in the sex department, maybe it scares them off; for whatever reason it always seems to happen. Just like it has been happening with my recent boyfriend. Oh the sex was still decent, but it was starting to fizzle, and I knew it would only be a few months and I would be back to finding someone new.

      And that brings me back to where I was; stretching out on my bed, my stretch sweat pants down to my knees, and holding my little friend. That is if you can call an eight inch ribbed cylinder little, but definitely my friend.

      It only took a few minutes to get things nice and lubed up; using that quietly humming little tip on my aching clit sent nice little tremors through my belly.

      "Fuck yesss" I sighed as I slid home. Fuck that felt good as I felt my walls stretch.

      "Come on baby...fuck me." I grunted as I gripped the end with both hands.

      I started with a nice slow tempo, sliding in and out nice and deep. I could hear the wet sucking as my pussy gripped that monster. The little ribs were dragging across my swollen lips, and the quiet hum was sending pulses through my walls.

      Closing my eyes, I started to slowly pick up the pace. I could feel my juices oozing out around my toy and dripping down my ass.

      "Fuck me baby" I groaned as my eyes closed.

      Just so you know; it wasn't my boyfriend that filled my vision right then and it wasn't some hot movie star either. I admit; I had a thing for older men, though I had never been with one. There was something about the idea of their skill and knowledge, and how to pleasure a woman that lingered in my mind.

      
        As my belly flexed, and I began to really churn that thing in and out; visions of this bear of a man in his forties, spreading my legs wide by my ankles, filled my mind. I could see his slight belly, the hair on his chest; and god could I feel that cock as it began to pound into me.

      "Oh fuck yeah" I grunted. "Take me baby" I moaned as I picked up the pace even more.

      A light sheen of sweat began to cover my face as I began to really drill into myself. Both hands gripped the round base, as I drove that thing deep into my aching cunt. You got it, when I start it's a nice tight pussy; once I get revved up, it turns into a dripping wet cunt.

      "Fuck me...fuck me" I moaned as I started shoving even faster.

      There I was; climbing that wall, pounding my juicy cunt as my ass began to meet my own thrusts. I could even feel the delicious first waves as my orgasm built; when the unthinkable happened.

      My eyes snapped open and I groaned, as I felt the humming begin to fade in my belly. Noooo...no...no...no; I wanted to scream.

      FUCK, I almost screamed as the last tremor hummed through my cunt, and then silence. Not now, goddammit why does the fucking thing have to die now.

      Yanking my cream coated dildo out, I shook it, and then slapped it on the bed. Fucking thing, I growled; of all the damn times for the fucking batteries to die.

      Rolling on my side I began rummaging in the small stand beside my bed, I always kept spares in there; I knew I had some. The fucker took four double A batteries, I thought as my hand searched the drawer. I pulled back, looking at the two small batteries. Two, where the hell was the other two?

      FUCK! I almost screamed. I had taken them out a couple of days ago for my game controller; the same game controller that was sitting by the television downstairs. The fact I had never replaced them and it was my own fault did not fail to hit home.

      Frustrated I tossed the abandoned toy onto the bed, and pulled my sweats and panties back up. Fuck, I could feel the thin fabric of my panties cling to my moist lips and it sent a shiver through me. I need those batteries, was all I could think of as I headed for my door.

      
        OK, I admit it; I not only love fucking; but once I start don't get in my way. It's like that's all my nineteen year old brain can focus on. Having been that close to orgasm, only to slide back down; was driving my mind and body insane. I needed relief, and fucking NOW.

      Yanking open the door, I started for the stairs. I could hear the television, and figured mom was now in the living room, having finished the dishes; great, now I would have to explain to her why I wanted the batteries.

      I love my mother, don't get me wrong; but over the last few years mom has kind of gone from that normal I remember as a little girl; to a conservative old maid. Mom used to sunbathe in a bikini and wear short skirts showing off her legs. Something about when she turned forty-five things changed. She never wore a swimsuit anymore, and about all I ever saw her in were slacks and turtlenecks.

      I could just hear it now, telling Grandma Moses I needed the batteries so I could diddle my cunt off; that would go over like a bomb. I hesitated at the top of the stairs, trying to formulate what I would say, when I heard the soft music from down the hall. DAD! Fuck, he's in his office. Maybe he has some batteries; I turned without even thinking clearly, and headed back down the hall.

      The door to dad's study was closed, but I could hear he soft music coming from inside. Honestly, in my frenzied state, it never occurred to me I should knock; I just eased the door open and looked inside.

      The music was playing from the stereo by the door, which only partly answered why dad never heard the door. The other reason was that his whole attention was on his computer screen.

      Like me, Dad loved gamming, and his computer was like his baby. He built the damn thing; it had a top end graphics card, liquid cooled, and a thirty-six inch monitor the size of a television; which at that moment was definitely not showing the game he was currently playing. Holy fuck, I almost shit. I stared as a man in his mid-forties shoved the fattest dick I had ever seen, into the tight wet cunt of a teenage girl.

      I felt a sudden gush of my own fluids as the older man all but mauled the young girl. Now that's fucking, I thought; as he began to pound into her tight little body. I glanced at dad, but with the back of his high office chair to me, I couldn't tell. Was he masturbating, I wondered.

      The idea my dad was jerking off to a May December scene was sending a tremor through my belly; a tremor that suddenly reminded me why I was here. I slowly backed out and eased the door shut. Knocking loudly, I waited the minute I knew dad was shrinking his screen before he called for me to come in.

      
        
      

      "Hay dad, I'm sorry to bug you." I said.

      "Its OK sweetie" he smiled. "What can I do for you?"

      God, he was the ever the loving father. In the middle of hot sex and he could drop everything and think of me. It made me look at him in a different light. It also didn't help that he had a fucking huge bulge in his jeans when he turned to face me. God, how big was that thing, then I shook myself. This is your fucking dad, I thought.

      "Ummm, do you have any batteries?" I asked.

      "I might" Dad answered. "What kind?"

      "Double A" I couldn't tear my eyes from that bulge. My hazed brain was running over half of what I was doing, and I couldn't stop it.

      "Check the drawer on the stereo stand" Dad said.

      I turned and bent over to rummage in the small drawer. Just as my hand wrapped around two batteries, I glanced over my shoulder. Jesus, was he checking my ass, I wondered. His eyes were glues to me as slowly I rose back up.

      As I tuned, my sweats shifted with my movement, and I could feel the wetness between my thighs. Oh my God, he could see I was wet. My dad was staring at the wet crotch of his nineteen year old daughter.

      I slowly walked back to his chair, the two batteries clutched in my grip. Jesus, I could feel my hips sway as I moved. I watched his face, how his eyes moved with me. They seemed locked higher this time. I glanced down and sure enough my rock hard nipples were straining against the thin tank top I was wearing.

      I already had two batteries in my room; I had enough with these two; so someone tell me why I picked that moment to lie.

      
        "There's only two...I need four" I said softly.

      Dad sat mutely, staring at my breasts; I had this horrible urge to thrust my chest out at him, but somehow resisted. Slowly his eyes rose to look me in the face, confusion written in his look.

      "You need four?" He seemed off balance; God does the same thing happen to him, I wondered as my hazed brain controlled me.

      "Yeah, it won't work on two." I said.

      "It won't work on two?" He asked. "What won't work on two?" he looked at me.

      One glance at that bulge in his lap and my nineteen year old brain just shot down; but my mouth kept working.

      "My vibrator" I told him. "It takes four batteries." God did I just say that to my dad?

      "Vibrator" Dad moaned back.

      "MY vibrator" I repeated. "I'm horny as hell and it died." I told him.

      "Oh Jesus" Dad moaned. "Sorry sweetie, I think that's all I have." He said.

      I glanced over at the closed door to his office, and then back at his face. I could see the sweat forming on his brow and how his hands clenched on the arms of the chair. I should have turned and left; gone back to my room and started where I had left off.

      Today had been a totally shitty day and I wasn't in the mood; what I was in the mood for was between this man's thighs. Against my better judgement, I stayed, and I made it even worse.

      "Turn it back on." I could hear the rasp in my own voice.

      "Turn it..." dad stuttered.

      
        
      

      "The movie" I told him. "I need to finish, I want to watch."

      Nothing like admitting I had seen him watching porn. Any normal father would have raged at his daughter at that moment; I knew dad was in the same position I was when his hand reached for the mouse.

      I watched the screen as me brought the clip back up again. It was paused at the perfect moment for my fogged brain. The girl was stretched out on her face on the bed, while the older man mounted her from above.

      I heard the mouse click, and watched as the man resumed movement; his hips pounding down into the girl. Every blow made the cheeks of her ass shake as he rammed into her like a pile driver. God, now that was fucking.

      I was a bit surprised there was no sound, and then saw the ear buds sitting on the desk in front of dad. Setting down the batteries, I reached out and picked up the bud, bringing it to my ear. I saw dad start to move to stop me, but then hesitate. I found out why when I slipped it in my ear.

      "Fuck me daddy, fuck me harder." filled my ear. I felt the hugest tremor shoot trough my body as I stared at the screen.

      Without turning my eyes, I slid one hand down my belly, inching my fingers under the waist band of my sweatpants. My fingers crept lower and lower towards my now leaking pussy.

      "Go ahead and finish" I whispered at dad; not taking my eyes from the screen.

      I didn't hear him move, but that didn't stop me. My fingers slid over my mound, then down into the wet crevice. I moaned softly as one finger slid into my soaked cavern. That was apparently all it took.

      I sensed dad shift beside me and the rustle of cloth in the quiet room. His elbow rested on the arm of his chair, but I caught slight movement out of the corner of my eye.

      I added a second finger as the man on the screen pulled the girls hips back, bringing her ass into the air. Now on all fours on the bed, she was taking a pounding and by the sounds in my ear, loving every second.

      
        
      

      Realizing I was wearing the ear bud, it meant dad no longer had sound. Once again judgement went out the window as I opened my mouth.

      "She loves it, you can hear it." I said hoarsely. I didn't expect dad to reply, and when he did it totally caught me off guard.

      "She likes having her daddy pound her cunt." There was no hesitation in his words, they were strong and powerful.

      I turned to tell him as the girl on the screen was squealing like a stuck pig; when his lap came into view. I meant to look him in the eyes, but only made it to his lap before my gaze locked. Jesus, how could you not stare; I mean that thing had to be at least eight or nine inches long, it was thick as a hell, and fucking rock hard.

      "Because it's so big" I gasped, staring at that hunk of meat.

      "I bet it fills her tight little twat." Oh fuck I almost buckled at my father's words.

      Was he still talking about the movie? I tore my eyes from his groin and looked up. His eyes were locked on my own waist; watching the cloth of my sweatpants move in time to my plunging finger. That was it; the movie was gone for both of us. The point of no return had been crossed like a race car blowing across a finish line.

      "Big, fat daddy cock" I moaned as my eyes dropped back to his lap.

      I stared in wonder as his fist pumped up and down that shaft, the veins pulsing in front of me. I had lost my virginity by the time I was sixteen; fucked more guys that I could shake a stick at; but never in my life had I watched a full grown man jerk off.

      "I'll bet she's nice and tight" Dad grunted.

      "Fuck yes" I moaned back; adding a second finger to my now drenched cunt. Yep, I had devolved down again; the pussy was gone, all I had now was a hungry cunt.

      
        "She likes showing daddy her hot little cunt." Dad's voice filled my ears over the squealing in the ear bud.

      God how did he know the perfect thing to say? My other hand shot to my waist and I tugged the elastic waist of the sweat pants down; letting the cloth free to fall and puddle at my ankles.

      "I bet daddy loves her tight teenage cunt" my voice was hoarse.

      I spread my feet, opening my thighs more. I glanced up and could see his eyes locked to my shaved cunt. Not being a true blonde, I made sure to always be shaved smooth; that way a guy never truly knew. At this moment, it also meant that my swollen lips were on full display to my father's hungry eyes.

      "Her tight little walls wrapping around his thick daddy cock." Dad grunted.

      I could see his cock jerk in his grip when my sweats fell to the floor. A drop of pre cum seeped from the tip and I felt the overwhelming desire to lean forward and lick it onto my tongue.

      "I bet...she cums...on his cock." I gasped.

      By now I had added a third finger; and the wet smack of my hand against my mound was audible as I pounded my fingers up into myself. I had to grip the edge of the desk as I shoved my hand harder and harder into myself.

      Dad had matched the tempo of my fingers; I could hear the slap of his fist every time my hand hit my mound. I could feel my walls clenching around my fingers, panting as my body climbed once again.

      "Does she want her daddy to cum inside her?" Dad grunted out.

      MY brain snapped; the movie totally disappeared as I felt that familiar knot growing in my belly. Fuck this was going to big, I realized. MY eyes were locked to that pumping fist as my juices coated my hand between my thighs.

      "Fill me daddy" I gushed out. "Fill my cunt with your seed, make me yours." I babbled

      
        "Fuck you so good" Dad moaned.

      "Yessssss, fuck me daddy." I hissed back.

      "Fill that tight cunt" he panted. "Hot, thick daddy seed."

      "Fuck meeeeeee" I moaned.

      I watched his ass drive up off the chair, as I rammed my fingers as deep as I could get them. Somehow, even then, we met together. As my orgasm lit up my belly, I watched his face clench in raw passion.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Dad moaned. I watched as a thick rope of jizz shot out the tip and arched through the air.

      "Arrghhhhhhhhhhhhh" I wailed with him. My body spasmed and shook as my orgasm tore through me. A hot gush of fluids erupted from between my thighs, coating my hand and dripping to the floor.

      I stared as a second and third thick rope pumped out, coating his hand. Fuck, how much did he cum, I thought. I could feel my belly flexing as the waves rolled through me with one of the most intense climax's of my life.

      By the time we both had eased back down my thighs were drenched in a flood of my cream and his entire lap was covered in this cum. I saw the look of guilt that grew on his face. Now was not the time to discuss this. I scooped up the batteries and reached down to gather my sweatpants.

      Just as I reached the door, I stopped. I didn't dare turn around and face him; but I just had to say it.

      "That was fucking fantastic" I whispered; then slipped out the door.

      Back in my room, I loaded the batteries in my toy, and promptly pummeled my cunt to two mind blowing orgasms; each one with the image of my father driving his fat dick up into my needy cunt.

      
        As I collapsed back on my bed, it was my turn to feel the guilt. I knew what we had done was wrong, in fact beyond wrong. I reasoned it had been a moment of weakness for both of us, our hormones taking control. I silently vowed to myself to not let it happen again.

      Two days later I got the chance to get together with my boyfriend. I figured maybe having sex would help purge the thoughts that kept coming into my brain every time I masturbated. It back fired, and big.

      The fact that it was my father's face I saw every time I masturbated; didn't help matters. It had taken every ounce of my will to not call out for him as two days of frustrated masturbation were taken out on those fresh batteries.

      Comparing the image of being on all fours on a bed, while this mature man hammer's your quaking cunt, to the cramped and sweaty back seat of a car; that's like comparing cold oatmeal to steak.

      You would think images like that would excite you, spur you on. Nope, for me it had the opposite effect; I just lay there and let a sweating humping boy do his thing. When he finally stiffened on top of me, and let out his thin drizzle of cum, I couldn't help but compare it to what it would feel like to have those ropes of hot seed flooding into me.

      Basically I was done, and I knew it. When he dropped me off at the house later, I broke it off right there in the driveway. I didn't see any reason to continue the charade any longer. No, I didn't tell him he had a wimpy dick, or that I was pining for my father's monster tool. I just told him it wasn't working any more, and we both needed to move on.

      Slipping into the house, I kicked off my shoes and headed for the stairs. Mom and dad were sitting in the living room watching television when I passed by.

      "How was your night?" Mom asked.

      "Eh, not bad" I said casually. "We broke up." Before either could draw me into a conversation, I headed up the stairs.

      I had slipped off my jeans and tank top, slipping into an outsized t-shirt I used for a nightgown, when there was a soft knock on the door. Dear old mom to the rescue, I thought with a sigh.

      "Come in." No point putting it off.

      
        I slid onto the bed, and turned to watch as my dad came through the door. I was surprised since I thought it would be mom coming to console me over my 'loss.'

      "Dad" I said softly, as I settled back against the headboard of my bed.

      Dad closed the door and turned to face me. I could see his eyes as they traveled up my exposed legs; when they finally reached my face, I could see the look of concern on his face.

      "Was it because of me?" he asked softly.

      Because of him, what the hell was he talking about? Then, it hit me. I stared at him a moment. Should I say or shouldn't I say warred inside me; one thing we had always prided in the family was honesty.

      "Do you want the truth?" I asked him.

      "Yes" he answered simply.

      "Lock the door" I told him. "I don't want to be interrupted."

      I watched as he reached behind himself without even looking, and snapped the lock. God I bet he could pop a bra open in a heartbeat, I thought; not that I was wearing a bra at that moment, or even panties for that matter.

      "Don't guilt yourself Dad" I said as he watched me. "Don't blame yourself for something that was coming to an end anyway." I sighed.

      "Good" Dad gave a sigh of relief. "I thought...well...after the other day..." he hesitated.

      "You didn't cause the break-up OK" I gave a half smile. "I will admit you speeded things up quite a bit."

      I dropped my glance to his jeans, fuck he was hard again. Was it me, or just his normal state? I pulled my eyes away and spoke with hormones more than brain.

      
        
      

      "It's kind of weird getting banged by your boyfriend in the back seat of his car, while you're thinking of your dad's monster cock." I said honestly.

      "I'm sorry" Dad whispered.

      "For what" I almost laughed. "That he has a five inch dick that can't compare to yours?" I let my legs drift just slightly apart. "That's not your fault." I watched his eyes.

      Sure enough his eyes went straight to the junction of my bare thighs where they met the hem of my night shirt. I swore to god that thing pulsed inside his jeans.

      "Truth?" I asked softly.

      Mutely he nodded. I knew it was mostly my unsatisfied hormones that were talking. I had never gotten off tonight and I had intended to use my little friend to finish the evening. I slowly began drawing my knees up, not touching the hem of my nightshirt as it drifted higher on my thighs.

      I let me knees ease open, seeing his eyes widen as my swollen lips came into view. I could see the sweat forming on his brow as he stared at my wet pussy. Scratch that, it was well past pussy time, I was deep into needy cunt and sinking fast.

      "What do you want to do to it?" I husked.

      "I want..." he started to say.

      "Show me." I cut him off.

      I wasn't really sure if he would, so I was a bit surprised when he moved to the foot of my bed, and then eased down to stretch out between my widening legs.

      Without a word he bent his head down toward me. I felt his hot breath for a second, before the hottest mouth I had ever known enveloped my entire cunt.

      
        There was no tease, there was no build. He just opened his mouth wide and sucked both my fat lips in, then jammed his tongue deep inside me. My legs shot straight out as my head banged back against the headboard of the bed.

      Holy fuck was he good, I had never been eaten like this before; and I loved oral sex. I could hear wet slurping as his probing tongue scooped my fluids out into his mouth. My hands went back and forth between gripping his head and clutching at the sheets. I couldn't lie still as I withered under his expert tongue.

      I wanted to moan out a protest as his mouth pulled back slightly, but when he capture my throbbing clit between those lips, it turned into a gurgle of sheer pleasure. When the tip of his tongue lashed over my clit, I shuddered with wonder. How the fuck did my father know how to feast on a wet cunt like this, I was dazed.

      I could smell my sex as it dripped into his mouth. His obscene sucking noises were like music as I felt a heat growing in my belly.

      "Oh fuck...don't stop...dad...daddddd...dadddddyyyyyyyy" I mumbled and turned into a wail as my ass started rising from the bed.

      "Eat me...eat my cunt..." I whimpered as the heat in my gut hit critical.

      And eat me he did. His tongue was like he was playing a violin on my clit, while he sucked every drop from me and swallowed it down. He was fucking feasting on me, and it was driving me over the edge.

      "Oh fuck...I'm going to cum...Oh God...never..." I babbled as my body lost control.

      "Daddd...unnghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" my loud cry turned into a groan.

      Just as the fire lit in my womb; I felt a thick finger ram up my spasming cunt. I could have died right then and I would have been in heaven, as my orgasm exploded in my gut. He had the perfect timing of that experienced mature male, to sense when to move.

      I felt my juices gush out to coat his hand and face; my toes curled and sparks ignited behind my eyes as wave after wave rolled over me. I could hear him swallowing as I filled his mouth. This was no amateur boy faking at pleasing me, this was a man; bent on devouring me.

      
        
      

      Collapsing back against the headboard, my body limp from the intensity; I felt him pull from between my lewdly spread thighs. I saw the shadow as he rose up in front of my exhausted body; he was standing on my bed, facing me.

      "Daddy" I whispered softly.

      He didn't say a word as he unsnapped his jeans and tugged them down.

      I turned my head slightly, and there it was, inches from my face. I had dreamed of that cock, masturbated to memories of it; now it was only inches from my face. Like an electric current, energy coursed through my body. God I wanted that thing.

      Reaching up, I was barely able to wrap my slender fingers around his girth; I felt the shaft throb in my hand. Opening my mouth, I pushed my face forward; feeling the fat head slip between my lips. My head began to bob back and forth as I swirled my tongue around him. His taste and smell only added to my frenzy. I was addicted to my father's cock.

      I felt his hands reach down, and fingers wrap in my blonde curls. I felt his hips push forward, as his grip drove my mouth further down ono him.

      "Suck it" I heard him growl above me.

      Suck it, Jesus I was well past that. I just let him take control as he began to fuck my mouth. I heard a soft gagging, realizing it was me as the engorged head of his cock pushed against the back of my throat. Tears came to my eyes as he shoved my mouth further down; then gasping for air as he slid my head back.

      My arms hung limp at my sides as I submitted to this powerful man. My own father was using me for his fuck toy, and I could feel the lust in me grow even more.

      Once again he had perfect timing. He knew just how deep to shove that monster where it would tickle the back of my throat; and then he would ease up to let me fill my lungs with air.

      
        I gurgled and choked as he drove his fat cock almost to the root. Spit dribbled from my mouth and down my chin. Now usually I'm not one to swallow, I wanted nothing more at that moment, than for his hot seed to be pumped down my throat.

      It seemed my father had other ideas. He ripped his cock free of my slobbering mouth and staggered back on the bed. Collapsing to his knees at my feet, he stared at me. Gripping my ankles, he gave a quick pull that brought me down on the mattress, stretched out full length. With a twist of my legs, he rolled my compliant body over until I was now face down,

      As I felt his fingers dig into my hips, pulling me up onto my hands and knees; it dawned on me. He wanted me just like the movie we had watched. Looking over my shoulder at him, I saw raw lust burning in his eyes.

      "Fuck me daddy" I whispered hoarsely. "Fuck your slut daughter." I egged him on.

      I had never before considered myself a slut or whore; in fact if a boy would have used those words, I would have slapped his face. But, kneeling there on my bed, waiting for that monster to tear into me; I knew I was now my father's slut.

      There was no bumping or grinding; no missed mark. This mature, experienced man; aimed like a guided missile and drove what felt like was a baseball bat up my cunt in one stroke. My head snapped back and my mouth hung open as a whimper slipped from my lips.

      He sank clear to the root, until his hips slapped the upturned cheeks of my ass. My eyes rolled back when I just barely felt the tip of his cock brush my cervix. My first thought was fuck he was big; then next, my brain simply melted.

      "MMMFFFFFFFFFFFFHHHHH" I wailed.

      I realized my scream was muted because my father had clamped one hand over my mouth. The next thing I felt was that hand coming to the center of my back and shoving me forward. I dropped off my hands, burying my face in my comforter. It was just in time as I felt him draw back and then slam home again.

      "NNNNAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed into my sheets as my belly exploded in white fire.

      
        My entire body began shaking and quivering as my orgasm shredded through me. One fucking stroke and he had me cumming like a fountain.

      I don't know what was more astonishing to me; the fact that I could feel my cunt cream spraying out between my thighs to splatter to the sheets between my spread knees; or the fact that he never missed a stroke behind me.

      Every time that monster drove into my belly, another wave rolled through me. It was like a never ending orgasm. Like I said before, I wasn't a virgin; but it was like everything I had experienced before had been a prelude to this. Now this was fucking.

      "Harder...oh shit...more...please" I begged. My father gave it to me.

      He picked up the pace as the wet sound of his hips slapping my ass filled my bedroom. Every stroke down drove my face into the mattress without mercy. I began to rock backwards in time to his movements, trying to drive that glorious prick even deeper.

      "Fuck me daddy" I gasped

      "Fucking...my...daughter" He grunted

      "Give it to me, oh fuck yes." I groaned.

      "Tight...fucking...cunt" Dad grunted.

      "Your cunt...your slut...Oh fucks" I moaned as he pummeled me.

      Back and forth we went, egging each other on. He wanted to hammer me; and I wanted the fucking of my young life. We were like two primal animals mating in the wild; and God did it feel good.

      I could hear him panting; feel drops of sweat falling onto my ass as he pounded into me. My whole world devolved down into that hunk of meat torturing my cunt. I felt his balls slap against the lips of my cunt; full heavy balls. He was getting close; I could feel it and hear it. Turning my head against the sheets, I looked back at his face.

      
        I had never seen that look before, one of total abandon. His teeth almost showed in his grimace to hold back. Sweat dripped down his flushed face. His eyes locked to mine but his hips never stopped moving.

      "Sweetie...daddy's going...to cum..." He said.

      "In me...please..." I mewled back.

      "But you're my..." he started to say.

      "I don't care" I almost snarled. "Please daddy, fill me." I begged in my little girl voice.

      That did the trick, boy did it ever. With a huge lunge he drove that fat pole deeper into me than I had ever felt, then his whole body went rigid. My already filled cunt, stretched wider as I felt him swelling inside me. Oh God yes, he was going to...

      The first molten blast washed my walls as he let out a tremendous expulsion of breath. I knew he wanted to roar out his victory, but couldn't. It didn't matter, for the first time I felt a real man cum inside me.

      As the heat enveloped my belly, my body went insane. I began to bounce and flop under him as I lost all physical control. Dad gripped me by the hips and tightly held me to me, as a second thick rope pumped into me.

      I could feel my own gut wrenching over and over as I orgasmed. I couldn't even cry out or scream as my climax dwarfed everything. I could dimly feel my juices run down my thighs as his seed filled me. I could feel his cock pulse and jerk alo9ng my tight walls; it meant everything and nothing as wave after waved tore through me.

      The fact we were cumming together, meant how connected we were. This may be wrong, this may be a sin; hell I knew it was illegal. It was also damn near perfection. Unbidden, the dark thought crept into my fogged brain; that the only thing that would have made it perfection, was if I wasn't on my damned birth control.

      As my orgasm began to ebb, I could feel my strength going with it. My legs buckled and I slowly lowered to the bed, guided by my fathers' strong hands.

      
        
      

      I lay on my bed, covered in sweat and cum, panting for breath; as my father slowly rose and stood beside me. I turned my head and simply watched as he dressed to return downstairs to my mother.

      My mother; how long had it been I wondered. I looked at my father, trying to pour out all the love I felt in one glance.

      "Dad" I asked softly. "How long has it been?" I wanted to know.

      "Over three months" my father said sadly.

      In that moment, I hated that woman downstairs. No, I loved my mother; to me that was different. I hated my father's wife. Any woman who would deny her husband for over three months, let alone deny that fantastic cock; was beyond crazy, I thought.

      "Two days" I said softly.

      "Two days?" dad looked back with a puzzled expression.

      "I need a day to rest." I smiled. "You aren't exactly small." He smiled back.

      "I want that thing back in me in two days" I raised my head and looked at him. "Understand mister."

      "Two days." Dad had a crooked smile this time.

      "For now" I whispered. "Once I get used to you; I want it every fucking day." I told him.

      "Anything for you sweetie" Dad whispered; and then he turned towards the door.

      "Anything dad" I called out softly.

      When he turned and looked at me with a question; I couldn't help that dark seed from coming out. He did say anything I wanted, I thought as I smiled at him.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 2

      The next morning, I walked into the kitchen like I had been riding a horse for a week straight; which was kind of true, but the horse was my father's thick cock.

      "Are you all right?" my mother asked me.

      "Yeah; just sore muscles." I told her.

      Mom gave me the lecture about staying up to late, and being out at night. I half listened while I wolfed down a slice of cold pizza. Heading for the door, I grabbed my chemistry books. Turning around, I saw dad standing at the foot of the stairs.

      Glancing back at the kitchen, I walked over to him. I made a point of standing with my back towards the kitchen door, that way I could shield his body.

      "Tomorrow" I growled as I reached out and gripped that fat cock through his jeans.

      I headed out the door and class before he could react. I had plans for that dick, big plans.

      The next day was my usual morning routine for a Wednesday. The one advantage was it was my short day; that meant classes only until two. Dad wasn't at the stairs when I headed out; I hoped he remembered I wanted him tonight. I had thought about masturbating this morning, but I didn't want to push things. He had given me quite the pounding, and the last thing I wanted was to be sore when he did it again tonight.

      Getting home that afternoon, I wandered through the house. I shoved another piece of pizza in my mouth; OK sue me I like pizza. I headed to my room and dropped my books off at my desk. I wanted to be ready for tonight, so I headed for the shower.

      I am like most teenagers, most of the world just drifts by and I never notice; it's only when it has to do with me that things register. That means I never looked in the garage, and I never noticed the door to dad's office closed.

      
        Standing in the shower, I let the warm water cascade down my body. My hands cupped my full breasts as I soaped up my body. At that moment the frosted glass door of the shower slid open.

      "Dad!" I nearly screamed when he stepped into the shower.

      Holy shit, he scared the hell out of me. I thought I had been home alone. I just stood there, my heart hammering as he stepped up behind me.

      I opened my mouth to chew his ass off for scaring me, when I saw his eyes. Oh fuck, I thought. They damn near glowed with lust. Two big paws reached out and gripped my hips. Without a word, he twisted my body to face the back wall of the shower, then one hand slapped against the wet skin of my back, forcing my upper body forward.

      I reached out and braced myself against the cool tile; I tried to turn my head to see what he was doing, but the water kept spraying into my face.

      Suddenly my entire body lifted onto my toes, as dad jammed his face into the crack of my ass.

      "SHHIITTTTTTTTT" I screamed out.

      I mean screamed, I heard my voice echo against the tile walls. Did that stop him, oh hell no. That tongue came out and started at my slick pussy slips; and swiped the entire length back and over my tight asshole.

      "OH fuckkkkk" I groaned as hot fire lit in my belly.

      I felt those hands grip the cheeks of my ass and spread them wide. The next sensation was his tongue jamming between my swollen cunt lips. Yep, I had descended back into cunt phase.

      "Eat me, oh fuck yes" I couldn't help myself.

      He sucked in one fat lip, and then the other. Then he shoved that tongue back into me. I was going fucking nuts. I had gone from demure daughter, to quaking slut in less than five seconds.

      
        Sucking and slurping, dad slobbered all over my cunt and ass as he ate me like a pro. How the hell could my mother say no to this? I was stunned.

      I could feel the knot in my gut starting. I knew what I wanted and I wanted it NOW.

      "Get up here" I told him.

      Dad rose to his feet standing behind me. We were close to the same height, so it put that fat dick right at the perfect position. My nails clawed at the tile as I looked over my shoulder at him.

      "Fuck me" I growled back at him; and he did.

      With a single, unerring lunge; he drove that fat cock right up my gaping cunt. With mom not home, it gave both of us the chance to finally cut loose.

      "FUCCCKKKKK" Dad roared as he buried himself in me to the hilt.

      "Naahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I heard myself screaming again.

      I swore to God my walls burned they stretched so fast and so much as he plunged into me. God did it hurt...and feel good at the same time.

      For those who want to know there are three ways of having sex, at least to me. One is making love, one is just having sex; and the other is down and dirty fucking.

      We sped through making love, detoured around having sex; and ran straight into rutting fucking in about three strokes.

      "Oh fuck...oh yes...more..." I grunted between strokes

      His hands gripped my slick hips, trying to hold on; as his hips slapped against the cheeks of my ass. I think if he would have driven deeper, he might have popped out of my mouth, and I wanted even more.

      
        "Harder daddy" I groaned. "Fuck your slut daughter" I wailed.

      "Tight...fucking...cunt." Dad grunted as he hammered into me.

      "Fuck that cunt...fuck that cunt..." I chanted back.

      Dad's hands slid up my wet shaking body, gripping my swinging tits. And yes, they are tits when you're being fucked by an animal. I felt him squeeze and mold the flesh in his hands as he pounded into me.

      I have been fucked in the back seat of cars; in bed; in a closet at a fraternity party; and once in a tent at summer camp. I have never been fucked standing up. Oh my GOD.

      Dad rammed in hard, shoving me up. I was shocked when I felt his raw power lift me off my feet. For a second I just hung there, impaled on his cock. The concept of being an extension of his sex crazed body sent my brain into shutdown.

      "ARRRRGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH" my scream echoed off the walls.

      I couldn't see straight as my eyes rolled back, I felt hot cream spraying from between my thighs to join the hot water running down my legs. I wasn't cumming, I was going into meltdown.

      This supreme older man, who happened to be my father, was fucking the living shit out of me; and all I could do was babble for more.

      "I'm yours...yours" I moaned as he pinned my body against the cool tiles.

      I meant every word as my gut wrenched and then rolled with my orgasm. He fucking owned me in that moment; and I knew it. No teenage runt could do what he was doing right now.

      "Cum on daddy's cock" his voice rumbled behind me.

      "Daddy's cock...daddy's cunt..." I moaned back.

      
        "You like that slut?" his voice rasped behind me.

      "Love it...oh fuck me daddy" I wailed back.

      I felt his weight slam into me from behind, pinning me more to the cool tile. My tits were mashed up against the wall, as cum was running out of me like a damned river.

      I felt his hand slide between our pressed bodies; what was he doing. Oh God now what? I was already racing toward a tremendous explosion, when I felt a fat finger slide into the tight opening of my ass.

      No offense, I not much into anal as a general rule. Having a telephone pole shoved up your ass does not feel good, at least to me. That moment, right there in the shower, I became an anal whore.

      Using his finger, I felt the stretching, but not the burning when I had tried a cock in there. I shuddered and moaned as his cock rammed into one hole, while his finger slid in and out of the other. I was being fucked in both holes at the same time, and immediately went into sensory overload.

      "Fuck my ass...fuck my cunt...fuck me...fuck me" I babbled back at dad.

      "You want it, don't you" his hot gravelly voice in my ear.

      "Want it...please..." I could only whimper back.

      "Beg bitch" his words tearing to my core.

      If any boy would have told me I would be begging for his cum; I would have ripped his dick off and called him a liar; until that moment that is.

      "Cum...please..." I begged softly. "Fill me daddy...please" I whimpered.

      True to his word, my father gave a huge bellow behind me, and rammed into me. Pressed against the wall I had nowhere to go, the only thing I could do was take that fat cock deep into my needy cunt.

      
        
      

      When I felt the spongy tip bump against my cervix, I fucking lost it. No one had ever been deep enough on me before to do that; a totally alien sensation ripped through my gut as I felt the light impact.

      "CUMMMMINNNNGGGGGGG" I screamed into the shower stall.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKKKK" dad roared behind me.

      I felt his body jerk and then the strangest sensation; I actually FELT him cum inside me. Not that heat or even that pressure of being filled. I actually felt his hot cum jet out and wash my walls.

      I felt my orgasm roar back to life as wad after wad of hot cum poured into me. He was fucking drowning my cunt in his seed. Hot...virile seed...I thought darkly.

      I just hung limp as he slowly eased my body down. My legs trembled when I finally used them to hold myself up. I felt his cock slowly slide out of me; my sore lips dragging along his shaft.

      Once again this man had fucked me raw. A thick glob of his cum oozed out of my gaping hole; I could hear it splatter to the floor of the shower.

      "Good thing you're on the pill" I heard him husk.

      "Yeah...good thing" I panted back.

      I thought of that packet of small colored pills; the one I had shoved deep down into the kitchen garbage can two days ago. Yeah, good thing, I smiled against the cool tile.

      For the next month I reveled in his cock. The first week or so, I had to take breaks he fucked me so raw. By the end of the month, I wanted it every fucking day.

      Like I said; some people like fucking; I LOVE fucking. Or better yet, I love getting fucked. We fucked in the shower; I rode his cock in his office chair. Hell, he hammered my cunt raw in the garage one night while mom slept.

      
        
      

      Did I feel guilty? I did a little; but then I reasoned if she had been giving him what he needed, he wouldn't be fucking me. It just frustrated me we had to keep sneaking around like two criminals

      Dad was terrified mom was going to find out. Me, I didn't really give a shit by then. Remember, I'm nineteen; that entitles me to not give a damn about anyone but me.

      By the time the second month came; we had figured out a little routine. Dad would hurry home for lunch, and I would use my break between classes to run home and go horizontal with dad. Wednesday became our big day, when we would get the whole afternoon to go at it.

      Once, we fucked for over two hours straight; damn near missing mom's return home from work as he hammered my already cum filled cunt. I thought the near miss was hot, dad freaked.

      I helped mom get dinner ready, while her husbands' sticky cum dripped down my thighs. I really had become my daddy's slut.

      Dad and I had been going at it pretty hot and heavy for a couple of months now. How did we manage to keep it a secret? It wasn't easy. We had to sneak half the time and I fucking hated that; but worse was when we simply had to wait because there wasn't an opportunity. By then I had stretched a bit, I wasn't getting the next day soreness, and I wanted that hard log shoved up me every day. The really fun part was that dad's sex drive matched mine; which was a shock since I was nineteen and he was pushing forty-five.

      It was a Wednesday, my short day; which meant release day. We could fuck like rabbits and scream our brains out since we had the house to ourselves.

      When dad got home I was just coming out of the bathroom, stark nude. He just stood in the hall and stared at my body. I swore I could watch the rising lump in his pants. There is nothing that inflates a girls ego more than when a guy gets a raging hard on for her, believe me.

      "Are you happy to see me or is that Hillshire Farms in your pants?" I smiled.

      "Be a smart ass and I'll fuck your tight little ass." Dad growled back.

      
        Not with that telephone pole, I thought. The finger was just fine, shove that thing in my ass and you'll rip me apart. I turned around and wiggled my tight teenage ass at him.

      "Are you...cumming?" I giggled at my hidden wording; and then all but skipped to the bedroom.

      By the time I hit the bed; he had pulled his clothes off and slid on beside me. I reached down and gripped that fat dick in my small hand. That thing never seemed to stop amazing me, and I never could figure out why mom didn't want it. Oh well, I thought, her loss is my gain and slammed my mouth down on him.

      I heard him grunt as his fingers curled in my hair. He pushed my mouth deeper from the back of my head; I could hear myself softly gagging on his length.

      "That's it baby...suck daddy's cock." He moaned. I shivered; I loved when he called himself daddy.

      I used my hands to brace myself on the bed as my head bobbed, my mouth sucking up and down. I felt my cheeks puff out as he filled my mouth; and I sucked like a hoover vacuum when he drew back.

      I just gave myself to dad as his hands pushed my head further and further down. I took a deep breath as my head slid up; it was time to try this for real.

      I had been practicing with my friend, shoving eight inches of rubber down my throat. I focused on relaxing the back of my throat as my mouth slid clear down his throbbing cock.

      When I felt my nose bump his pubic hair, I wanted to scream with joy; except I had a huge hard dick shoved in my throat. I pursed my lips and with a loud slurp sucked my way back to the tip.

      "Holy fucking helllll" dad roared.

      I had done it; I had deep throated that monster. You tell me there is a guy out there that doesn't want his cock deep throated; and I'll call you a bald faced liar.

      I locked my lips around the crowned head, and dad gave me the exact response I had been after.

      
        "God damn fucking SLUT" my loving father screamed.

      Then that fat cock jerked in my grip, and it spit a thick wad of hot cum right down my throat. I sucked for all I was worth, trying to swallow every drop while his ass rose off the bed. And I just kept sucking.

      Even when he had emptied his balls in my mouth, I kept going. I wanted this thing shoved up in me, and I meant to keep it rock hard. Pulling my mouth free, I swallowed the last of his load. Rising up, I threw a leg over his waist, straddling him.

      "My turn" my voice was raspy from the invasion of my throat.

      "Fuck me" dad groaned.

      The head of his cock popped into my cunt with an obscene noise. Yep, I was a cunt again; and damn happy about it.

      "Oh fuckkkkkk" I groaned as I started sliding down on him.

      I could feel his thickness stretching my walls, God dam he felt good.

      "Fuck...fuck...fuck..." I grunted as I pushed down harder.

      Dad reached up and gripped my hips, I knew what was coming; and made no effort to stop him.

      "I said FUCK ME" Dad growled; then slammed me down onto his cock.

      Over eight inches of steel hard dick rammed up into me, it felt like he was ripping me in half. It was the most delicious pain I had ever felt.

      "Dadddddddddddyyyyyyyyyyyy" I heard myself screaming; as my body convulsed.

      
        I don't know how, I mean I was on top; I should have been in control. Instead I felt myself lifted up and rammed back down again and again.

      My arms flopped limp at my sides, while my tits bounced like two balloons; Jesus Christ was this fucking. I gurgled and whimpered my way through my orgasm, as juices coated his belly and pubic hair.

      "Cum on my cock" Dad rumbled at me.

      "Cumming...Oh God I'm cumminnggggg" I moaned.

      "My slut...all mine." Dad growled.

      I looked down at him; I knew the fire had to be burning in my eyes.

      "You know what daddy" I hissed.

      He looked up at me, but his hips never stopped moving; that fat cock kept slamming up into my cunt even as the knot grew in my belly. Now was the time.

      "I'm...pregnant" I grunted between strokes. "You...bred...me." I panted out.

      "Holy shit" dad groaned.

      I felt his hips slowing, I knew it was from the shock; but it was the last thing I wanted. I wanted him to fuck me even harder. I leaned down, gripping his chest, staring into his eyes.

      "That's right" I told him. "You bred your own daughter." I saw his eyes grow huge. "Now fucking do it again." I growled.

      I squealed when I felt my body being lifted like a rag doll. Dad spun us over, my body driving into the mattress on my back. Dad towered over me; his hands gripping my ankles, and opening me wider.

      
        This was it; this was by far one of my favorite positions. There I was, the innocent teenage girl; while a perverted older man pummeled my juicy cunt. I fucking loved it.

      "Fuck me daddy...fuck me" I hollered. He was the perfect father, he did just that.

      His pelvis slapped into mine as he pounded down, my whole body was being shoved into the mattress with each stroke. My hands flopped useless, my head rolled from side to side as spit dribbled out of the corner of my mouth. I could feel my tits wobbling on my chest every time that fat cock rammed home.

      Through it all, he just kept fucking...and fucking...and fucking...God it was divine. He was like a machine as he took my body.

      "Fucking pregnant SLUT" Dad roared.

      I felt a sudden burst of heat filling my belly. Oh my God he was cumming; and yet he never stopped fucking me. I would never run low on batteries again; he could outlast the ever ready bunny.

      Both of us collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air. I lay on my parent's bed, in a puddle of my own juice; and God help me I thought of my mother. Not because of envy or hate or anything; but more about how was I going to tell her I was pregnant? Telling daddy had been fun; telling her was going to be a pain in my ass.

      By the time I entered the kitchen later than evening, mom was standing at the stove stirring dinner. I sat at the small table and looked at her. In a way I felt kind of sad. At one time she had to love sex; I mean how else can you explain me. But, apparently, things had changed somewhere. I sighed, might as well get this over with, I figured.

      "Ummmm...mom" I almost shook.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" mom didn't even turn around.

      "There's something I need to tell you" I opened with my rehearsed words.

      I had practiced this all afternoon. First admit you're pregnant; then claim it was a party and alcohol. I figured mom already saw me as promiscuous, so it kind of fed right into it.

      
        
      

      "You're pregnant" mom cut me off.

      I just sat there mute. The words had been calm, soft; no anger no ranting about how or where. She already fucking knew; my brain went fuzzy with confusion.

      "How did you know?" I couldn't believe her.

      "For one, I figured it was only a matter of time" mom waved her hand. "For another you haven't asked for any tampons in over a month."

      Mom turned and looked at me; God her eyes were so calm. I was in a state of confusion, she knew; she wasn't pissed; what the fuck was going on? Everything I had rehearsed just went down the toilet in one flush.

      "Have you told your father?" mom asked as she looked at me.

      "Uhhhh yeah" I couldn't even speak, I felt like I was stuttering. Then all hell broke loose.

      "Before or after he fucked you." Her soft voice drove into my brain.

      I damn near shit; pissed myself; choked on my own saliva; and nearly convulsed as her words slammed home. One thing about being nineteen; you tend to use that fight and flight a hell of a lot. I've never been one to run away, you can imagine my response.

      "Actually he was dumping a load in me as I told him" I spit back.

      Mom's eyes got a fraction wider, but her gaze never wavered from mine. I couldn't believe I had just said that; and I waited for mom to go nuclear. Instead she sent another bomb straight at me.

      "And did you tell him he was the father?" she asked quietly.

      Holy fucking hell, there isn't much you can say back to THAT kind of comment. I just sat at the table stunned, watching mom.

      
        
      

      "Why don't you set the table for dinner" shit she changed gears in like a heartbeat.

      "Then let your father know dinner will be in a half an hour" she said turning back to the stove.

      I numbly rose; Christ everything I had planned was just blown out of the water. I needed to let dad know she knew about us; he was going to shit.

      "That gives you a little...time" mom said as I headed out the kitchen door.

      Right, I thought; time to stab my eyeballs out while I figured out what the hell I was going to do now. It took a few minutes while I set the table for things to sink in. Remember, I just got my ass thrown to me in the kitchen; my brains were a bit scrambled.

      What the hell did she mean by the side comment about time? I froze and stared at the kitchen door. She didn't mean...no way. I have a very perverted mind, and right then it kicked into overdrive.

      I stepped to the kitchen door; mom was still at the stove.

      "I'm going up to talk to daddy" I said to mom.

      She just stood at that damn stove like a rock she didn't acknowledge my comment or anything. I just turned around and walked away.

      By the time I had crossed the kitchen and living room, and then ascended the stairs; I had every stitch of my clothes off. It was totally nude city when I walked into dad's office.

      I dumped my clothes off to the side and walked up to dad sitting in his office chair.

      "What the hell?" his face was total shock.

      I reached down and started undoing the front of his pants; we only had a half hour I wasn't going to waste it. Dad was in such shock I had his pants undone and his fat cock in my hand before he even reacted.

      
        "Baby...we can't..." dad said in a strangled voice.

      "We can't what daddy." I gave a wicked smile. "Do this?" Then I bent at the waist and engulfed his semi hard cock.

      "Oh Jesus Christ" Dad moaned. "Oh fuck...your mom...Goddddd." He was losing the battle.

      His voice may have been saying one thing; but that nice fat dick grew hard as steel as my lips glided up and down it. Admit it; you would have to be dead to not get hard with a nineteen year old gobbling down your dick. And dad wasn't dead, that meant his cock was rock hard in minutes.

      I pulled my mouth free, leaving a wad of spit covering the tip; and then climbed onto his lap on the office chair. Gripping the back I looked into his eyes.

      "You have two choices" I husked. "Kick me off, or fuck me; choose." I told him.

      "We can't..." Dad gasped. At the same time those paws gripped my waist tight. So much for denial, I thought.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKK" I screamed as dad rammed me down onto that pole.

      Fuck that felt good; that big fat dick stretched my walls; and with a loud squelch it filled my tight cunt. MY eyes rolled back as a gush of fluids coated his cock and balls.

      I felt him put a hand over my mouth, trying to make me be quiet. I shook my head, pulling away. I looked down into his face as I gripped the arms of his chair.

      "Fuck me daddy" I hissed at him. "Fuck your pregnant daughter." I demanded.

      And like the good daddy he is; he did exactly that. He gripped my waist and started pounding up into me. God I felt like I was getting split in half. I held onto the arms of the chair for dear life as he tore into me.

      
        One nice thing about being nineteen, you don't flop your tits when you bounce. I leaned in and shoved one hard nipple into his open much.

      "Suck my tits" I growled.

      I looked up over the back of the chair; yep I had been right. Perversion seems to run in the family. There in the doorway to the office stood mom.

      She was holding onto the door frame, staring at me. She watched me bounce up and down like a rag doll on my fathers' cock. I saw this wistful look in her eyes as she watched, and suddenly realized the back of the chair hid almost everything from her.

      I may get my sex drive from my father; but it was perfectly clear who I got my perversion from. I released one arm of the chair and leaned back slightly, my hand finding the edge of the desk. With a gentle push, I felt the chair start to slowly rotate.

      I looked down at dad, and he was so far gone the pope could have walked in and he wouldn't have stopped. His face dripped with sweat and he had a grimace on his face as he worked that cock up into me again and again.

      When the arm of the chair was even to the desk, I let go of the edge and gripped the arm again for balance. I looked off to the side and there was mom, standing in the doorway.

      Now she had a clear view of us. God we had to be a sight. My father was sitting there, with his pants around his ankles; sweat dripping down his chest. My tight was ass bouncing up and down, harder and harder as I shoved a tit into his eager mouth.

      I wanted to turn the chair more, but it was already too late; I could feel the mounting pressure in my belly.

      "I'm going to cum" I panted down at dad.

      "I'm going to cum on my father's cock." I shuddered out.

      "Give it to me you slut." Dad whispered.

      
        
      

      Oh this opened a nice door. I looked down at him with fire in my eyes.

      "You want your little girls' cunt cream?" I asked in my sweet girl voice.

      "Then fucking say it daddy." I growled.

      "OH Jesus Christ" dad moaned louder. "Cum on me baby...give it to me." He said.

      This time I could tell his words were loud enough for mom to hear. First her eyes grew wider, and then one hand slid down over the slight pooch of her belly, and under the waistband of her jeans.

      I felt my belly tighten more. Fuck, she was going to finger herself as I come on her husband dick. I picked up the pace, slamming down harder; I wanted dad to meet me; let her see both of us.

      I reached out my hand and once again pushed on the desk edge, this time finishing the turn. I knew I was going to explode, but I tried to focus my frazzled brain.

      My back was to mom, and I knew she had to be watching dad's thick cock sliding up into me, covered in the white froth of my cream. I mean shit; the chair had a huge puddle on it so you had to know the rest was dripping out of me.

      Perversion gripped my brain like a maniac as I wrapped my arms around my dad; mashing my tits against his chest. I clung to him as my body rose and fell with wet sloshing filling the room.

      The move put his head right where I wanted it, resting on my shoulder. That meant, he was now looking behind me. I knew he saw; not from words; but how his body suddenly stiffened under me.

      "That's it daddy" I moaned in his ear. "Cum in your daughter; your teenage...pregnant...daughter." I said. "While your wife WATCHES" I drove the words home.

      Then I did a little trick I had learned; I tightened my Kegal muscles. For those who have never experienced it, you're missing out. It tightens your walls around a guys buried cock like a hot velvet glove. I had yet to meet the guy who didn't blow his load when his cock gets squeezed by a wet hot cunt; and dad was no different.

      
        
      

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKK" Dad roared. His hands gripped the cheeks of my ass and squeezed.

      I slowly slid my body up, pulling on the back of the chair. It did two things; one was to create the sensation of that tight glove sliding along dad's now throbbing cock. The second was to lift my ass up, exposing the base of his cock and about an inch or two of the shaft.

      I looked over my shoulder, and sure enough, mom's eyes were glued to his cock where almost the entire thing was stuffed into me. Jesus her hand was going nuts inside her slacks.

      In that moment I realized I had severely underestimated my mother. She wasn't the prude I thought she was; she was a closet slut. Where I wore the banner proudly; nothing like being my daddy's slut; she kept it hidden and under wraps.

      No wonder Dad was so fucking good; he had been having sex with this perverted woman; and then suddenly she had cut him off.

      "Oh God...what are you...oh shit...I can't hold." Dad babbled under me.

      "Yeessssssss" I moaned loud enough for both of them to hear. "Give it to me; fucking fill me daddy" I told him

      And true to his promise he did. I felt his already thick cock swell against my walls; and then pulse inside me. God I loved his cum in my gut. I could feel that heat inside my belly as my father spasmed under me; I ground my hips down onto his lap trying to milk him dry.

      I turned to look at mom now barely standing as she leaned against the doorway. I could see her body shudder and shake while her hand was finally still inside her slacks.

      At that moment daddy latched his teeth onto one of my nipples; sending an electric shock from my tit straight to my belly.

      "God I'm cummmmminnggggggggg" I moaned as my eyes locked with my mom's.

      
        I gripped the arms of the chair as my body convulsed; a hot gush of fluids pulsing out to soak his cock and balls under me. I knew I was releasing eggs again; but it was a little late for that.

      Still staring at mom, I rose slowly off dad. I knew she could see the frothy mix of white goo that matted his pubic hair. This time it was dad's turn to be a limp mass when we were done; he just sat in his chair with his arms hanging down, I could hear his ragged breathing.

      I continued sliding up, until his cock slid free and slapped against his belly with a wet smack. I held still, my ass pointing at mom, and waited. It only took a moment before a thick wad of our mixed juices oozed from between my still gaping pussy lips.

      It made the hottest and most obscene splattering sound as it landed right on top of dad's slick cock. Standing in front of his chair, I leaned down and kissed him on the lips.

      "Fucking fantastic daddy" I whispered. "Like it always is" I smiled

      Turning I walked to the door to the office, my eyes on mom still in the door frame. As I slipped past, I just couldn't help that last surge of perversion.

      "All yours...mom" I husked. "Why don't you go clean up your husband...with your mouth." My voice dripped lust.

      "Oh God" I heard mom softly moan as I headed down the hall to my room.

      Just when I reached the door to my room, I heard dad give a guttural moan; and I smiled. I don't think I'll be buying batteries for a very long time.

    
  
    
      Part 3

      To be honest I never thought I would need batteries for my poor little friend again. Even now being over two months pregnant, Dad was just as energetic as the first time. The difference was now we didn't have to hide it.

      I was leaning over the breakfast table one morning, while Dad dumped a hot load into me, the whole time Mom just sat at the table and watched us. I had read about cuckolding, but honestly never been a part of it.

      
        
      

      It was fucking awesome. One moment I was the adoring innocent daughter, and the next I was a horniest slut you ever saw. One thing about being pregnant that I have discovered is that your hormones go haywire. I was hornier now that I had been when this all started, if that was possible.

      I think it was because of that, that things took a bit of a strange twist. You see, one thing about sex; when you've been getting it pretty regular, it's a bitch when it suddenly stops.

      No, it wasn't a guilt trip, or mom; or even being pregnant. It was the most mundane thing. Dad got the fucking flu. I mean the poor man was sicker than a damn dog, and no offense puking and all that is NOT my thing.

      By the time we hit the third day of dad being sick, I was about coming out of my skin. I needed a cock so bad I was dripping wet twenty-four hours. Knowing Dad was not in a position to relieve my stress; I decided that I would have to revert to my old friend.

      The only problem was I couldn't find the damn thing. I had searched my room and nothing. I had even asked Dad but all I got was a miserable groan as a response. It was a Wednesday, my short day; and I figured I had the time to really hunt for him. I didn't have to hunt as far as I thought. I had gotten home from classes, checked on dad who was sleeping in his room. I needed to take a quick pee so figured I would just hit their bathroom quick. I was just sitting on the toilet when I saw him, sitting on the corner of their bathtub.

      What the hell, I wondered how it got here. I knew it wasn't Dad; that only left one other person. My mind jerked, wait a minute, my mother...was using MY dildo...to get off. Holy shit, I thought.

      Like I said before, between flight and fight, you got it fight usually won out. I was pissed as hell; how did she have the guts to use MY dildo. I picked the thing up and took it with me to my room.

      As I settled on my bed, I looked at it closely. Sure enough, I could see the specks of white froth from her cream still clinging to the surface. She hadn't even taken the time to clean it; at least when I was done I always rinsed it off and took care of it.

      I thought of mom, standing in her shower, shoving my dildo up into herself as she came. Honestly, I did the first thing that came into my mind; I shoved my friend so deep inside myself I almost screamed.

      
        Normally I would tease myself, take my time building; but right now I was horny as hell, I hadn't been fucked in over three days; and I had this image of mom shoving my own dildo up her dripping hole in my mind; hormones took over.

      "Ohhhh fuccckkkk" I groaned as my walls stretched around the cool rubber.

      I spread my legs wider on the bed, as my juices dripped down the crack of my ass. God this wasn't going to take long. I reached down with both hands and gripped the base of my toy, with a grunt I rammed it in as deep as I could.

      "Oh God...fuck me daddy" I moaned.

      I could hear the sloshing of my cunt as I climbed, I stared at the ceiling as I envisioned my father looming over me; his fat cock stretching my cunt. I twisted the dildo, feeling the smooth rubber slide across my clit. I didn't have enough hands, I wanted to use both hands to pump it in and out, but I also wanted to tease my clit since the smooth rubber wasn't quite enough.

      As I lay there, my poor sick father down the hall sleeping, I hammered my cunt until I could feel that knot building. Unbidden I wondered how mom did it. I mean she had to have been standing in the shower. Did she use both hands, or did she use one hand and frig her clit.

      Did she think of the times she watched me and daddy? God the whole thing was driving me insane with lust. I couldn't help it; it was like someone just painted it into my hormonal teenage brain. The image of my mother, standing in her shower, her back against that same cool tile my father had fucked me against.

      Her legs splayed apart, as she shoved my fat little friend into her hungry hole. Her head hung down and her blonde hair hid her face, but down lower I could see her hand spreading her fat lips open, teasing her hard clit.

      This time it wasn't a vision of my father, God help me. I watched in my minds' eye as mom looked up right into my eyes...and came. I fucking lost it right then; my feet planted on the bed, my ass shot straight up; and I drove that toy so deep I swore I would need surgery to get it back out. But that wasn't the most shocking part to me.

      "MMMOOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" I screamed as my belly exploded.

      
        Holy shit, I was coming to a vision of my mother having her orgasm; and intense was not the word. I felt my walls contract and squeeze that vibrating toy, as fluids poured out of my quaking body, flooding the damn bed under me.

      "Oh fuck...oh Jesus...Oh God..." I moaned as wave after wave rolled through me.

      I kept the toy shoved deep, as the humming swept through my womb; God I didn't think I could cum this hard without real sex. I quivered and shook as my ass slowly lowered to the bed, gasping to catch my breath as after-shocks rippled through me.

      What the fuck was THAT? I had never been interested in girls before; and I had even had a couple make a pass at me. The idea my own mother turned me on shocked me. As I pulled my friend free of my sucking hole, I knew I needed to sort this out. I looked down at the now quite rubber in my hand, as it literally dripped my juices onto the bed.

      Usually I would have immediately cleaned him up and then stowed him in my bedside stand; this time I just tossed him to the side on the bed; knowing he was now covered in the hot cream of TWO women.

      I spent a lot of the rest of the day applying all kinds of logic to what had happened after class. Let's be honest, it is a bit of a shock when you shove a dildo up yourself, covered in your mother's juices; and then promptly have one of the biggest orgasms of your teenage life.

      At first I thought it was because she was my mom; I mean fucking my father is HOT. Just knowing this is the man who's sperm made me, and he is now dumping a hot load of that same sperm into MY womb, is HOT...HOT...HOT.

      I rapidly realized that wasn't the only reason though. There was also the fact that mom was a cuckqueen; being submissive and watching her own husband fucking her daughter. The fact that my mother could be dominated and taken added something to it I hadn't experienced before. I admit when it comes to sex, I'm pretty aggressive; I mean who climbed on daddy's lap; who threw away her birth control pills deliberately.

      I knew I had daddy, I mean let's be real; even sick as shit; Dad had tried coming to my room two nights ago. The fact that the last time he had fucked the shit out of me; mom was sitting at the kitchen table only feet away watching; I knew who owned his balls and it wasn't mom.

      
        For the first time I looked at mom that night at dinner. Did I want to dominate her? To own her the same way I owned my father? Was that what this was all about rolling around in my brain?

      I watched mom bend over when she set the table, her breasts swinging heavy in her blouse; fuck I felt a gush of wetness. When she stood at the stove, I looked at how her tight jeans molded to the curve of her full ass; and I wanted to reach out and grab those delicious globes.

      Yep, there it was; I wanted this woman; and I wanted to OWN her. Some people prefer the subtle approach, while some use the conniving approach. Me, I prefer the direct approach; just do it. If mom really was as submissive and cucked as I thought she was; she wouldn't be able to refuse anyway.

      Tonight, I decided, was time to test that theory. Dad was out with the flu; I was horny as shit; and here was the perfect answer. I waited until after dinner, when mom headed upstairs for her nightly shower.

      I headed up a little bit after her; knowing she would be missing my friend I had taken out of their bathroom. I headed to my room and retrieved him from my bed; he was still coated from one end to the other in my dried cream. Fuck, this was going to be good; and my body quivered in anticipation.

      I slipped through mom and dad's bedroom, treading quietly to not wake dad. I opened the master bathroom door and slipped inside. I could see mom's form through the frosted glass as she moved in the shower. Slowly I undressed, being as quiet as I could; I wanted this to totally catch her off guard, it would work better that way.

      "Hey mom" I said softly, as I slid the shower door open and quickly slipped under the warm water behind her.

      "Honey...what..." Mom stuttered in surprise.

      "I just figured I would return something," I said in a husky voice. "Aren't you missing something?"

      Mom's eyes glanced down to the empty corner of the tub and then back up to me. She stood stock still as I edged closer, until our nipples were only separated by mere inches.

      Mom's eyes grew wide as she saw the dildo in my hand, where I held it outside the spray of the water. I didn't want the shower to clean it off; I had something else in mind.

      
        
      

      "I hope you don't mind; but I used it today" I whispered.

      Mom shuddered and moaned as she stared at the froth covered toy. I almost could see her nipples harden to diamond tips before my eyes.

      "I figured...you can clean it off" I rasped.

      I raised the toy upward as I reached out, wrapping one hand behind mom's neck, pulling her to me. Just as our nipples began mashing together; I slid the head of that cum covered toy into her mouth.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" mom moaned as our bodies ground together.

      I had her; she was mine now; now to see just how far this would go. I slid my hand down her wet back, gripping one full ass cheek in my hand.

      "Suck it slut" I whispered, as I ground my pelvis into her.

      Warm water cascaded over our bodies as I pressed into mom; I had to admit this whole thing was getting me hot as hell. I could feel my own juices trickling down my inner thighs. It was time to ramp this up a notch, I decided.

      Pulling the toy free of my mother's lips, I heard her give a soft groan. I stared into mom's eyes as I slid it slowly down her body, the tip of one finger depressing the small button at the base. A gentle hum started just as the tip reached her nipple.

      "Oh goddddd" Mom murmured.

      "You really are a closet slut aren't you mom" I whispered in her ear.

      "Please...don't..." Mom gasped back.

      "Only a slut watches her husband fuck another woman" my voice was almost as hot as the water.

      
        
      

      "Your father...Oh God..." Mom groaned as that vibrating tip slid down her flexing belly.

      "My father...my lover" I hissed back.

      "Careful, he's just on the other side of that door; you need to be quiet or you might wake him." I told Mom

      "Honey...we shouldn't...what are you..." Mom was quickly losing it.

      I slid the vibrating tip of the toy between her thighs. I felt her legs shift, opening; inviting me in. I knew she was giving in, time to ramp this up and see what mom was capable of.

      I angled my hand, bringing the tip of the dildo up; I pressed it between her swollen lips. I watched mom's eyes widen and a gasp come from her lips when I knew I hit the right spot. I pressed upward, jamming the tip against her hooded clit.

      "Oh God" Mom moaned, her head tilting back.

      Her moan echoed off the shower tiles, her hands reaching back to try and brace herself. She stepped back, pinning herself against the tile. I moved with her, closing in. Time to really own her, I smiled.

      "Such a slut" I whispered. "You want it and you know it."

      "Please...don't..." Mom softly moaned.

      "You watch us not because you wish you were me" I told Mom. "You watch because you wish you were him."

      I saw her eyes open wide and she stared at me; I knew I had hit a chord with that one. I knew this was now a two way street; I wanted to own her, but even more; she wanted to BE owned...by her own daughter. Just like her husband was.

      "That's what you want, isn't it" I looked her in the face. "You want your own daughter...to fuck you."

      
        
      

      "Oh God...please" Mom whispered back.

      "Say it, tell me you are a perverted slut" I hissed.

      I ground the tip of the dildo against her clit; between the pressure and the vibrations coursing through her I watched as her belly flexed. Mom stared at me wild eyed, lust clouding her vision.

      "Please...don't ask..." Mom stuttered.

      "Oh I won't ask" I smiled. "I won't need to...you will."

      I slid the tip up just a bit higher, barely parting her swollen lips; I could feel her hunch her hips, trying to capture more of that rubber cock inside herself.

      "Please...Please..." Mom chanted softly, her hips rocking.

      "Tell me mom" I locked eyes with her.

      "Tell me you want your innocent daughter...to fuck your slut pussy." I egged her on.

      "Please...oh God I can't...please..." Mom reached up one hand and gripped my shoulder.

      Her hips were rocking back and forth, desperate to pull that phallic cock into her grasping pussy. Her eyes were wild and blazing as her nails dug into my shoulder. Mom exhaled a large breath then her face rose and calmly looked at me.

      "Fuck me" she panted. "Fuck your slut mother" she softly begged.

      I leaned into her, my breasts mashing into hers as I pinned her back against the same wall my father had pinned me to. My lips clamped over hers as my tongue drove into her wet mouth. It was the only way I could think of to muffle what I knew would be a blood curdling scream; as I rammed the dildo straight up into her.

      
        
      

      Eight inches of rubber cock slammed into my mother's quivering belly; I gave no quarter as I took her. She was mine now, and we both knew it.

      "Ngghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Mom moaned into my mouth.

      Her hand clamped onto my shoulder and her hips shoved forward, forcing that fake cock even deeper. I felt a sudden gush of hot fluids wash over my hand as her belly flexed. I didn't let up; I pulled that toy back, and rammed it back home again and again.

      Mom's mouth pulled free of mine as her head banged back against the shower wall. Hot water cascaded down our bodies, but neither of us noticed it was starting to cool. I could see the whites of her eyes as they rolled back, her hard nipples pressed against mine.

      Her entire body shook and vibrated as I continued to pound her dripping pussy with my toy. I could hear her mewling and moaning as her orgasm roared through her. I didn't want her to just cum, I wanted her to fucking explode.

      "Give it to me slut" I hissed in her ear. "Give me every fucking drop of your cum."

      "I'm a slut...a whore" Mom grunted

      "Your whore...my daughter's whore" her eyes started to refocus as she looked at me.

      "Then cum for me...mom" I told her.

      I rammed the toy as deep up into her as I could; releasing the butt end, leaving it lodged inside her; my fingers found and pinched her throbbing clit. I watched mom's face intently as her eyes widen in surprise at this new sensation. I had seen porn clips of women orgasming; but you never knew what was real and what wasn't.

      This time, I watched a real live woman as her orgasm barreled down on her. A heard a soft whimper from mom's throat; and then her eyes rolled back again while her whole body went rigid against the shower wall.

      
        "Oh God I'm cumming" Mom grunted.

      "Cumming...cummmiinnggg...cummmiiinnnggggggggg" her voice started to climb.

      I could tell how badly she wanted to scream, but she also didn't want to wake Dad in the next room. As she stood there and vibrated against the shower wall, in the same spot Dad had made cum; I could hear the splatter of hot juices on the tile floor at our feet; her cream exploding out of her body

      As her knees began to buckle under the sensations, I slid the still vibrating toy from her, depressing the power button. I watched as mom slowly slid down the shower wall, her back slick on the tile as she crumbled to the floor under.

      I reached out and shut off the now cooling water and looked down at this woman who had been such a dominate factor in my life. Knowing that I had caused her to lose such control; I had brought her such pleasure. I knew that now she belonged to me and it was time for her to show it.

      Reaching down with my free hand, I curled my fingers in her hair, tilting her face up towards mine

      "My turn mother dearest" I whispered.

      "Mmmmmmmmmffffffff" I heard her moan as I mashed her face between my thighs.

      My teenage gash covered her face as I ground into her; it was time for my relief.

      "Suck me mom" I looked down. "Suck your daughters' cunt."

      She didn't need any more encouragement, as I felt her hot tongue slide between my lips and probe inside me. It was such a different sensation from when dad would eat me; while he used his strength to direct my body; mom used finesse and fluid motion as her tongue traveled all over me.

      First deep inside; and then along my swollen lips sucking one inside her hot mouth. When her tongue flicked across my throbbing clit I shuddered in raw pleasure. God damn my mother could eat pussy.

      "That's it mom; make me cum" I gasped.

      
        
      

      I ground my pelvis into her face hard, as my fingers wrapped into her blonde hair. Without even realizing what I was doing, I raised my mother hand and sucked that rubber dick into my mouth as she sucked my clit into hers.

      I could taste the now cool rubber, but more; I could taste the sweet tartness of her juices that clung to the surface. I had never tasted a woman before; and the flavor went from my mouth to my brain; and then straight into my gut. I jerked the toy out of my mouth, dropping it to the shower floor as my other hand curled into her hair.

      "FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed as my gut spasmed against her mouth.

      "Eat me...oh fucking hell eat my cunt mom" I wailed as I yanked her face tighter against me.

      I could feel my juices literally spray out, coating her face as I exploded. I thought what had happened earlier on my bed had been intense, it paled in comparison. My head rolled back as I stared up at the ceiling, my mouth hanging open. My hips hunched uncontrollably grinding into mom's face; as my ass cheeks clenched in time to the waves rolling through my belly.

      Mom had hardly moved or made any noise as I used her hot mouth to get off. She had knelt there in the shower, pleasing her daughter; as a good slut should. I looked down at her and smiled.

      "Such a good slut" I whispered.

      Mom just knelt there, trembling; silently nodding. I stepped out of the shower, drying quickly I bent down and picked up my clothes, mom hadn't even moved the whole time. I reached in and picked up my toy resting on the shower floor, my head bent close to moms'.

      "Maybe next time, we'll use a real dick" I whispered.

      "Thank you" mom whispered back.

      As I slipped out of the bathroom, I glanced over at Dad; he was lying on his side watching the bathroom door. I know my scream along had been enough to wake the dead, let alone mom's noises.

      
        "Enjoy the show daddy" I asked as I bent down and kissed his warm forehead.

      "Very much" he half smiled. "What are you doing?" he stared up at me.

      "Mmmmmm" I murmured. "Looks like someone might be feeling better" I said.

      I reached out and wrapped my fingers around that hard fat sausage that was more than evident through his sheet. I gave him a gentle squeeze and was rewarded with a pulsing through that thick pole.

      "Oh God" Dad moaned.

      I pushed his hip, as he rolled onto his back. My hand tugging down the sheet as he lay spread out on the bed. His cock lay rigid and stiff, the swollen purple head pointing at his naval as I bent over the edge of the bed.

      "Daddy's so hard" I whispered.

      "Oh my God...baby" Dad groaned as I softly kissed that enflamed tip.

      "Your mother..." he mumbled and I saw him look off to the side.

      I turned my head and saw mom was now standing in the doorway to the master bathroom. Just like the first time she had watched us; she was leaning against the door frame, her fingers drifting over her soaked pussy; except that this time she was totally nude and I could see everything.

      "My mother" I rumbled, is going to watch her daughter...suck her husband's cock." I said.

      "Baby, I don't know if I can..." Dad started to say.

      "Shhhhhh" I whispered.

      I slowly ran my tongue up the full length of his shaft, watching him twitch at the contact.

      
        "Just lay back, this one is for you." I told Dad.

      I stared back at mom, who seemed frozen to the spot watching. I opened my mouth, and engulfed the swollen head of my father's cock. I could hear the wet squelch as her fingers drove into her dripping pussy; followed by the obscene slurp as I pulled my mouth back.

      "Oh fuck...shit...so good" Dad babbled.

      My head began to bob up and down, pulling him as deep as I could; fuck he was thick. I timed the movement of my head to my mother's hand, so every time her fingers drive up into herself, I sucked down dad until his balls hit my chin.

      Now well past the pussy point again, I felt my own cream dripping down my thighs; my cunt priming itself. I wanted this cock, it had been three days. While mom's hot sucking had been great; nothing was better than having a fat cock rammed up into you.

      Pulling my mouth free, I climbed up onto the bed, throwing one leg over dad's hips. Facing towards his feet in a reverse cowgirl, I made sure to position myself so mom could see every movement. I reached down and gripped his cock slick with my spit, holding it straight up; my wet cunt hovering just above it.

      "Watch me mom; watch me fuck my father." I gasped.

      I don't know which was hotter in that moment; the sound of my soaked cunt sucking the swollen head inside; or the grunt mom gave when she rammed her fingers up into herself hard.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as I slid down inch by inch.

      I could hear Dad groan behind me as my hot walls gripped his cock. I felt his cock pulse as I slid lower; and then with a gasp settle on top; his thick cock buried to the root inside me. I spread my thighs wide, letting mom see how deep he was inside my eager cunt.

      "Oh fuck...oh fuck..." Dad grunted behind me.

      
        I guess having been three days for him too had been a bit too much. I felt his fat pole jerk inside my belly; and then wet warmth began to fill my belly. I leaned back, my hands resting on Dad's chest, as I opened myself for mom.

      "He's fucking cumming in me" I moaned.

      Even as I felt a second pulse of thick cream flow into me, I rose up just slightly. Sure enough, I felt a thick glob of his seed slip out around his cock, oozing down to his balls for Mom to see.

      Mom's head rolled back at my words, her hand now a blur between her thighs. I heard her grunt softly, and then her entire body shook. The fact she was cumming at the same time as Dad was fucking HOT.

      I slowly rotated my hips, grinding down on Dad; feeling more of his hot cum now seeping out of my filled cunt. The fact I was already pregnant with his baby, made everything almost surreal.

      Dad had gotten his release; and then mom had gotten hers. It was time for mine I figured. I leaned back again, sliding my ass up just an inch or so; the effect placed me not totally seated on Dad's throbbing cock. Mom could now see his balls and the base of his cock, covered in his cum; while my cunt was still stretched wide open.

      "It's my turn" I almost growled, staring at mom. "Come here my pretty slut" my voice dripped with honey.

      "Baby...she's..." my father started behind me.

      I slid one hand across his chest, finding one hard nipple. I gripped it between my thumb and finger and twisted it, HARD.

      "Jesus Christ" Dad was surprised.

      "It's MY turn" I repeated.

      Slowly mom took one and then a second step towards the bed; I could see the glaze in her eyes just like the shower; she was mine now.

      
        
      

      "That's it" I coaxed her.

      Mom stopped at the foot of the bed, her eyes riveted between my thighs. I knew she could see Dad's cum clinging to my lips and coating his shaft. I watched her for just a few seconds as she stared and trembled.

      "You know what to do" I whispered.

      Just a few months ago, if you had told me I would be fucking my father; bearing his incest child; or that I would have fucked my mother raw in the shower; I would have told you that you were insane.

      Now, I watched as my mother slid between Dads' spread legs, her face lowering slowly to my soaked cunt. Her blonde hair cascaded down, hiding her face for a moment. I felt Dad spasm under me as her tongue came in contact with his shaft.

      "Nnnghhhhhhh" Dad moaned under me.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkk" I gasped as her tongue slid upward along my fat lips, and then drug across my throbbing clit.

      "SHHITTTTTTTTTTT" Dad screamed.

      His hips drove up, slamming his cock deeper; I felt him swell again; holy God he was going to cum again; I had never known him to cum this soon after blowing a load into me.

      "Cum in me daddy...drink it mom...oh fuck." I heard myself babbling.

      I swore to God my brain shut down, and my gut wrenched so hard it hurt. I felt juices spew out of me coating mom's face as she lapped up Dad's freshly oozing seed.

      I lay back against my father's heaving chest, my own lungs trying to pull in air. I felt his now softening cock slowly slip from my well lubricated cunt. As a thick glob of his seed followed, I could feel mom seal her lips around my opening, sucking it in. I knew then I could never go back to having just a pussy again; but that was fine with me. I had the best damn parents a girl could ever have.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Behind the Facade

      I had been out of the house about a year when I saw the first cracks, and I admit my curiosity was getting the better of me. It was like I was suddenly seeing something that had been hidden for a long time. Well, maybe I should start a little earlier; or maybe a lot earlier.

      My name is Allison; and no offense that's good enough. At twenty four I had my own apartment, a job, and a four year college degree. I had moved out about a year ago from my folks. They had supported me through school, which had been fantastic, but for a twenty-three year old permanently horny female, living with your parents doesn't help the social life.

      I never quite figured out where I got my hormones from; I mean my folks never showed an ounce of it. I never heard them having sex during the night; and while they were affectionate; they were never the bold or adventurous type.

      My dad Jack is a car salesman, and does pretty damn good at it, I think my old man could sell ice cubes to an Eskimo sometimes. Mom works for the post office, which means lots of holidays and good benefits. Between the two of them we live a pretty good life in your middle class suburb.

      As for me, I admit handling me through my teenage years was a challenge. When my hormones first hit, hell if it was male and breathed I fucked it. Of course, sometimes if it's male and breathes today, I would still fuck it.

      By the time I hit college I had learned to control my urges...a bit. Moving out on my own, God I spent most of the first four months with a cock stuffed in me every night.

      Back to what I was talking about; after being gone for about a year; things seemed somehow different with my folks. Before, they had always been about the most normal middle-income American couple you could meet. But then the first cracks appeared.

      The first crack was with my dad, and it caught me off guard. My car had broken down in town; so I headed over to his dealership to see about getting it looked at.

      When I asked where my dad was, one of the other salesmen snorted and told me he was in the finance office 'making a deposit.' I didn't get the attitude, but headed off to find dad. I had been at the dealership a million times, so wove my way through the back offices without needing to ask for help.

      
        
      

      The first office had a couple sitting and signing papers so I moved on. The second was empty, but oh God was the third occupied. There was my dad, pants around his knees, just going to town.

      The young girl bent over the desk couldn't have been much older than me; I had found dad; pounding away at some young hussy. I didn't know whether to scream or run; so I did the opposite. I stood rooted there and watched my father, shove his fat prick up a young girls' cunt.

      I tell you, this was pro fucking, not some first timer; he gave it to her pretty damn good. He slapped her ass then rammed in so hard her body bent double over the desk. Based on the smell and sounds, they had been going at it for a bit.

      I looked at the girl's face, it's hard to mistake someone in the throes of a body wracking orgasm, lust written all over their face. I mean shit could he fuck, better than guys half his age as he hammered her.

      "Ah fuck" I heard dad grunt.

      He pulled that fat sausage out, laid all eight inches along her ass, and blew a hot load over her pale skin. As I pulled away before dad noticed me, I was ashamed to realize I had jammed my hand down my jeans, and God was I soaked.

      I hustled out of the dealership and used my cell phone to call him. He was so calm while we talked, you would never have known he had just been fucking like a power machine. Dad made arrangements for the dealership tow truck to get my car, and told me to talk to the girl at the counter to line me up with a service loaner.

      I wanted to confront him, scream at him, I mean how could he do this to mom? My God, he was cheating, and with a bimbo the same age as his daughter. At that point, I made a mistake in judgement. Still thinking they were the normal suburban family, I decided to tell mom. After all this was her husband, she had a right to know.

      Heading out of the dealership with the loaner car, I headed over to my folks house. I knew dad had a couple of hours still at work so it seemed the right time. I only wished I had thought of using my cell to grab a couple of photos.

      
        I pulled in the driveway and headed inside. No mom in the living room or kitchen so I started to head for the stairs. Halfway through the dining room I froze. There on the back patio was crack number two, and this one was as wide at the Grand Canyon.

      Laid out on her back on the glass patio table was my soon to be forty year old mother. Her bikini was scattered on the ground, and between her spread thighs was Alex.

      Alex is nineteen and lives two doors down; to me he had always been a bit of a nerd so I had never paid much attention to him. I was now, as he shoved what looked like ten or more inches of hard cock right into my mother's twat. Through the glass patio doors, clear into the house, I heard her scream.

      "Fuck me you animal, God yesss" my mother's piercing voice hit my ears.

      My mother the perfect suburban housewife and post mistress; was getting fucked like a two bit whore; and loving every minute of it. First dad and now this, it was too much; my hand shot down into my jeans, and two fingers buried deep in my soaked gash.

      "Fuck" I grunted as I watched.

      I didn't need to worry as mom was beyond registering anything but Alex. Her eyes were rolled back, sweat glistening on her body; she clung to the table as Alex pounded away like the perfect young stud.

      My eyes locked to that thick stalk, I could see my mother's pussy juices coating the shaft. Heavy full balls swung back and forth as he rammed his entire length into her. I heard Alex mumble something, I couldn't make it out; but mom cured that issue.

      Her legs came up and wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his ass cheeks.

      "Inside...inside me...fill me you mother fucking bastard..." Mom yelled.

      I was shocked at the filth that poured out of my mother's once innocent mouth; but at the same moment I jammed my fingers in deep, grinding the heel of my hand against my clit. I watched Alex's body shake, and then his cock flexed.

      
        As I watched this young neighbor, dump his hot jizz into my mother, I saw dad shooting his hot load over a barely over eighteen ass. I came, and I mean I EXPLODED.

      A flood of hot cream poured out around my fingers, soaking the crotch of my jeans. My knees threatened to buckle as my orgasm swept through me.

      Pulling my fingers free, I stumbled from the house; and half in a haze I headed for home. I needed cock, and I needed it NOW. Instead of heading to my apartment, I headed for the repair shop of the dealership; thank God Rick was there. It didn't take five minutes and I was stripped nude, bent over his greasy workbench, his fat dick deep inside me.

      I didn't care whose dick it was at that point. While Rick reamed my drenched pussy, I kept seeing Alex pumping into mom, and dad unloading on that hot tight ass.

      Like I said, I'm not picky about my dick; but honestly I'm just not picky about sex. I mean sex is sex; whether a man or a woman. I munched about as much pussy as cock I've fucked; so seeing my mom like that wasn't any better than watching dad.

      The funny thing was, as my pussy cream dripped down my thighs, and I prepared to receive Rick's hot load; I realized this man was forty-five. Twice my age, and damned near my parents age.

      "Cum in me you dirty old man" I told Rick.

      He obliged; hot searing blasts coating my walls as my own orgasm tore through me. Fuck, I had never cum that hard as juices all but sprayed out of me. I didn't really imagine dad unloading in me; I don't really fantasize that much when I'm actually fucking. I get into it, enjoy the sensations of the moment; but I did have to admit dad had a nice cock.

      Back at home I wondered what my next move was. I mean I couldn't exactly go up to mom and say; hey dad's having an affair oh and by the way I saw you fucking the neighbor boy. I wasn't even sure which of them to approach first, so I just left things that way for almost a week.

      My parents had always had a folk's night, usually Wednesday night. I hadn't really tracked what they did or where they went; being a teenager the world was more about me. Now, my curiosity was climbing; I figured time to do a bit of checking.

      
        That Wednesday, under the pretense of checking on my car, I stopped in at their house. OK, now I KNEW things were goofy. Dad was dressed normal, nice button shirt and gray slacks. Jesus, when mom came down the stairs I don't know who was more startled; her from seeing me there; or me being able to see more tits and legs on my mother than my entire life.

      She had to be sporting at least a pair of 36C's, if not D's; a thin blouse and half the buttons undone; Christ there was more flesh bursting from the top than there was inside. She had on a dark blue almost mini skirt that hugged her hips and wrapped around her ass; and those legs; god damn for a forty year old woman she put me to shame.

      "Oh hey sweetie" mom said; I could see the sudden flush creep over her face.

      "Hey mom, just asking dad about my car" I figured if I ignored the get up she would.

      "Why don't you stop by tomorrow honey" Dad said from behind me.

      Reluctantly I turned and face him; I had to admit to myself incest had just crossed my mind. It wasn't dad; God did I want to bury my face between those mature thighs; and I was willing to bet she wasn't wearing panties.

      I barely got an agreement out and they were hustling me out of the house. It was barely seven and they seemed in an awful hurry. I sat in my loaner and waited three houses away. Sure enough, only minutes later and here they came.

      I won't bore you with the details, just say between my loaner and their apparent preoccupation, it was easy to follow their big ford flex. When they pulled into a parking lot, I looked up at the sign. The Blindfold, I had never heard of the place; I wondered what kind of music they were into.

      When I walked through the door ten minutes later I got an even bigger shock. I thought I had walked into a strip club, there was music in the background; a two hundred pound gorilla at the door that took my twenty dollar cover charge and handed me one of those carnival masks.

      "It's required" he said in a gruff voice. I just shrugged my shoulders and put the goofy thing on.

      There had to be at least fifty or sixty people in the place; some dancing, others just mingling. I saw people from my age clear up to I swear sixty in the crowds. I did feel a bit out of place, as most of them seemed to be in couples; oh there were a few singles like me; but not very many. I hugged the bar and ordered a Manhattan, scanning the various groups.

      I didn't find my folks, they kind of found me. I was nursing my drink when mom literally popped up at the bar not more than a few feet from me. Her blouse was gone, and my eyes locked onto a magnificent pair of tits; holy shit.

      She ordered drinks and I couldn't stop myself from staring. I quickly glanced around the crowd and suddenly realized in the dim light that most of them were in some state of undress. Fortunately, between the dim lights and the mask, mom had no idea who I was.

      "Since you're staring at mine, shouldn't you show me yours" she giggled as she held the two drinks.

      I didn't even think about it, I reached down and pulled my t-shirt up; my 34C's coming into view. My nipples were already rock hard before the cool air of the room hit them.

      I just sat there frozen as mom, holding a drink in each hand, bent at the waist and planted a kiss on my left nipple. A bolt of electric shock went from my breast straight to between my thighs.

      "Nice and suckable" mom giggled; and then she was gone in the crowd.

      Jesus Christ, what was THAT, my mind screamed as I dropped my t-shirt back into place. I picked up my drink and began to wander around. The place was deceptive from the outside; it was bigger than I thought. I passed through the main entry and dancing area; and then through two lounge like rooms where people were sprawled on couches. Everything sank home in the second lounge room as I walked past a couple kneeling on the floor; the guy had mounted her from behind and was driving a decent sized dick into her like a dog in heat.

      "Fuck him baby" some guy on the couch cheered on. Boyfriend...husband? It didn't really matter at that point as a blonde leaned over and swallowed his cock. What the hell, I thought; my parents go to a sex club?

      I found myself going down a hallway with narrow doors on both sides; each door had one of those square openings like the medieval dungeons along the top. I popped a couple open to only look into empty rooms.

      
        The third one I did a double take as two couples went at it together; but in a way I had never dreamed. The women were in a sixty-nine happily carpet munching the other to heaven; while one guy drove his cock into the other guys ass; watching their wives. Jesus, there really was no holds barred here, I thought.

      On the fifth door I found them, well I found mom. She was riding a guys' face while some other woman bounced up and down on what looked like about six or so inches of a very fat cock. It may not have been long, but God it was as thick as a coke can, I bet that fucker stretched you nice, I thought.

      Mom was happily rising to an orgasm, while still holding her drink in one hand and not spilling a drop; pretty god damned good, I thought. I pulled away just as mom screamed.

      "Cummminnggggggg" I heard her familiar voice through the door.

      Shaking my head, I figured it was time to get out of here; but fate had other thoughts. As I was walking back down the hall, I heard him.

      "Fuck that's tight" I heard dad roar.

      I followed the sound and popped open another window; and there was dad. He had a woman bent at the waist braced against the wall, he was standing behind her; and that fat dick was pounding right up her tight ass.

      It was like watching him at the dealership again, almost the same position; only this time instead of a twenty something in the pussy, it was a fifty something in the ass.

      By now the haze in my brain was setting in, and I barely registered the hands tugging my jeans down from behind. Just as I felt the fat head of a cock at my entrance, dad pulled back, sliding free; and gripping his cock aimed at the woman's soaked cunt.

      "Fuck me you bastard" I heard the woman moan.

      "Fuck me you bastard" I echoed to the shadow behind me.

      "Yessssssssssssss" I heard through the opening as dad slid in.

      
        
      

      "Fuuckkkkkkk" I moaned as that prick started filling me.

      My brain flipped at that moment. Not having seen who was behind me; watching dad fuck for the second time; it was suddenly no stranger; but my father, driving his solid meat into me.

      "Nnnnnngggggghhh" I gurgled; as he slammed in so hard it lifted me onto my tip toes.

      "Harder baby" I heard the woman.

      "Harder baby" I echoed.

      I watched dad pick up speed as the hips slapped my ass. Every fiber in my mind saw my father, pounding my cunt from behind; and like a rocket I has racing into orbit.

      "Cum in meeeeee" the voice wailed through the opening.

      "Cum in me...fill me" I said over my shoulder.

      "FFFUUUCCKKKKKKK" I dimly heard dad roar. I felt that cock swell deep in my gut.

      Please...now...please...I mentally begged. There was a soft grunt, and then heat filled my cunt; my father was filling me.

      "Da...da...gghhhaaaaa" I moaned as my orgasm shredded through me.

      I've cum...a LOT; this was not cumming; this was mind bending, exhausting sex. My nails scraped the wood of the door, my knees wobbled as my legs threatened to buckle; and hot cream sprayed from around that buried cock, splattering to the floor.

      By the time that cock slid free, I was sated beyond my wildest dreams; my father had just filled me, I thought. I was still snapping my jeans when I stumbled out into the night air. Good God what had just happened?

      
        
      

      All through the drive home and the shower to clean off the sweat and jism; I thought about tonight. To say it had been kinky was an understatement; to say it was hot was evidenced by the gooey mess that had seeped into my jeans on the drive home.

      By the time I had crawled into bed; confusion and shock had actually begun to turn to anger. The same sanctimonious couple that had given me lectures after lecture on morality and how to control my hormonal urges; were about the biggest sluts I had ever seen in action.

      As I drifted off to sleep; I did know two things. One was I was going back next Wednesday; there was no way in hell I was missing out on that slice of action. The other was that I was going to fuck dad...or mom...or both for that matter.

      For the next seven days, time dragged; God I never realized a week could last so long. I had almost given in a few times and driven over to the folks to confront them; but I managed to hold things off. I did go through an entire set of batteries on my dildo though.

      By the time Wednesday night rolled back around; I was more than primed and ready. I think my horny level hit ten by Monday, and I would have fucked a dead man at that point. I had been hit on a couple of times; and normally I would have jumped at the chance; but instead this time I waited. I didn't want anything to dull my hunger when I faced mom and dad; there would be no second thoughts.

      I paid my door fee and slipped on the carnival mask at the entrance. I ordered a drink and settled at a table by the dance floor; I had deliberately waited an extra hour to let everything be in full swing by the time I arrived.

      Sure enough, I didn't see mom or dad; but the cute blonde sliding down the pole only a few feet from me looked like the perfect appetizer. When she slid down the pole and did a squat; opening her slender legs, I stared at her wet shaved pussy. Without a word, I rose from my chair, walked over to her; and jammed my face between her thighs.

      I heard her give a squeak of surprise, and then fingers tangled in my hair as she ground that wet box into my face. Her warm juices dripped into my mouth while I licked and slurped at her honey; my own juices dripping down my bare thighs. This time I had come prepared; a short black mini skirt, no panties; and a snap light blouse, no bra.

      I drove my tongue into the unknown girl, feeling her thighs clench around my head.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck yessss" I heard her moan.

      I reached up and slid my hand along her soaked lips, coating my fingers. As I sucked her throbbing clit in; I slid my hand under her ass while she squatted in front of me. Nipping on that hard bud, I jammed my middle finger up her tight ass.

      "Fuckkk baby" I heard her growl; and then a flood of hot cream filled my waiting mouth.

      Pulling my face away from her dripping hole, I smiled up at her as she stared back at me with that post orgasmic grin.

      "Nice cunt" I told her.

      "Nice tongue" she panted back.

      Wandering back to my table, I took a sip of my drink, washing the taste of her cum off my tongue; time to go hunting I figured. I wandered through the first lounge, no sight of either of my parents. I thought maybe they were in one of the private rooms; and then I hit the jackpot.

      Dad was in the second lounge, relaxing back in an easy chair while a brunette knelt between his thighs. She was working his hard cock over pretty good, while another guy rammed her from behind.

      I could tell dad was getting a bit frustrated; the poor girl was getting hammered damn good; which kept pulling her attention away from dad. In other circumstances, I would have loved to have been there beside her on my knees, taking that fat cock with her.

      Instead I saw my perfect opportunity, and I waited. Just as the girl backed off again, I strolled across the room. Dad was almost going nuts with need by now; I could see it in his face. I hiked my short skirt to my waist, and stepped between him and the kneeling woman. Crawling onto the easy chair I straddled his hips.

      In his hunger, adding the dim lighting and the carnival mask; he had no idea what was about to happen. I reached down and wrapped my hand around my father's thick cock.

      "Showtime" I hissed; and then dropped my full weight down.

      
        
      

      He wasn't as thick as the guy last week; but he was a damned sight bigger than what I was used to; and he went deep; I mean DEEP. By the time my ass slapped his hips, I thought he was going to come out my throat.

      "Ohhhh fuckkkkkk" Dad groaned under me.

      "Fuck me" I groaned. "Come on old man, fuck my tight young pussy" I told him.

      I heard the snaps on my blouse give way, and then a hot mouth engulfed one of my nipples. At the same time, his bear sized hands gripped my firm ass, raised me up in the air and held me there.

      Suspended just inched above him, his hips began to move; hammering up into me. I clung to his shoulders as I went for the wild ride; God he felt good. Wet sucking noises and the smell of our sex filled the room. My primed juices soaked his cock and balls as he stretched my walls.

      I looked down and watched him suckling at my breast; I could feel the veins of his cock scraping my walls. It was the hottest thing I had ever done; and by far the kinkiest. Just the sheer idea it was dad buried to the hilt in me, sent me rocketing to release.

      "Fuck yeah, make me cum" I gasped as my gut tightened.

      Christ he never let up; for a man of forty he had more stamina than over half of my previous lovers; and I've had quite a few lovers. We had been fucking like primal animals for about ten minutes, when I felt his cock start to thicken inside me; he was close. I wanted this to be the sexiest shock of his life.

      My hands slid down from his shoulders to his chest, my palms finding his hard nipples. I pinched them between my fingers and thumbs as my ass rose and fell. I tightened my pussy walls around his invading cock, staring down at him.

      Leaning in closer, I put my lips right beside his ear; I waited...and waited; then his cock began to pulse along my walls.

      "Cum in me daddy" I hissed in his ear. "Fill your daughter with your hot baby cream".

      
        "Allison" Dad's head jerked up.

      "That's right you hypocrite" I hissed back. "Fuck your slut daughter, cum in her wet cunt you bastard" I growled down at him.

      I found his nipples again, and with a tight grip, I twisted. His entire body went rigid as the stimulation from his nipples slammed into his tightening balls.

      "Ahhhh fucckkkkkk" Dad moaned.

      "Shittttttttt" I groaned as an incredible heat began to fill my pussy.

      He was doing it, he was cumming in his daughter; and fuck did it feel good.

      "Fuck" I grunted as my belly did a flip.

      Before I could move; my own orgasm exploded deep in my belly; even as I felt a second blast fill me deep inside. Even though I was on my birth control pills, the most evil thought slipped into my sex hazed mind.

      "That's it daddy" I whispered in his ear. "Breed your little girl."

      "Oh God Allison" Dad groaned; even as he emptied his heavy balls into me.

      I just sat there straddling his lap, grinding into him as pulse after pulse filled me. God did it feel good; this was sex at its best I realized; pure primal and unlimited. I could feel the hot pressure deep in my gut, fuck he must have cum a gallon inside me.

      I looked down and watched as dad slumped back into the chair, his face a mix of stunned shock and pure lust. His cock gave a final twitch as the last of his seed dribbled into me. Slowly I rose off his lap, tightening my belly muscles, holding as much of that cream inside that I could; I had plans for that cream. Leaning down I braced on the arms of the chair, my breasts hanging in his face, my face only inches from his.

      
        "This is only the beginning daddy" I whispered in his ear.

      "Your mother..." he gave a strangled reply.

      "That reminds me" I rose up and looked around the room. "Where is that slut" I said.

      At that moment it felt like the Gods had really smiled on me. Mom was sprawled out on the floor only about ten feet away, having a lesbian trifecta. One girl was shoving a fat dildo between her spread thighs, while another was sucking on her shaking boobs.

      Time to interrupt this little scene with some action of my own, I thought. Strolling over, I shooed the girl at mom's tits away. I stepped over to straddle her face, watching a young blonde shove a fat pink dildo deep into her; I lowered myself to me knees, my cum soaked pussy only inches above her face.

      I knew from her groan she could smell the man seed inside me, I lowered my body just a bit further, until the wet lips of my pussy grazed her lips. Then I rocked back on my heels, and stared down into her face.

      Leaning down my nose almost touching hers, I stared into her glittering lust filled eyes half hidden behind her yellow carnival mask. I heard the wet slurp of that dildo sliding in and knew my timing was perfect.

      "Hey mom" I smiled. "Why don't you suck your husbands' cum out of his daughter's incestuous little cunt?"

      "Allison" mom half gurgled as that pink dildo hit bottom.

      Rising back to my knees I didn't give her a chance to resist as I lowered my semen filled pussy onto her face. I heard the wet sucking noise from between her thighs and it matched the wet sucking between my thighs, as her tongue slid up into me.

      "Oh fuck yes" I gasped.

      "Mmmmmmmm" I could hear her groan.

      
        This was no amateur; this woman knew exactly what she was doing. She probed my soaking gash, sucked my throbbing clit, her nails dug into my thighs as she ground her face into me.

      "Oh shit...fucking yes...so good...God so good" I babbled as my body rapidly climbed.

      Having gotten dad off with my mouth and then my pussy, I was craving more relief for myself, and mom obliged. My body skyrocketed upward, as I reached down taking a handful of tit in each hand and squeezing.

      I heard mom groan as I mauled her tits while grinding my dripping pussy into her face. God, if I didn't know better my sweet innocent mom liked it a bit rough.

      Reaching down I took the pink dildo from the blonde's hand. Holding it I waited, and just when her tongue slithered into me, I jammed the thing as deep as it would go.

      "Ffffnngggggggggg" Mom groaned as her hips rose up, her body spasming.

      Hot cream gushed out around the toy as mom squirted her juices all over my hand. Fuck she was cumming like a fire hydrant, and the sight was too much for my heightened body.

      "Cummminnnggggg" I groaned as the knot in my belly fired.

      My hips jerked as hot cream bathed mom's face. I could hear her swallow as the mix of my pussy juices and dad's hot jizz poured into her open mouth.

      "Drink it mom" I hissed softly. "Drink daddy from me" I told her.

      I could hear her slurp and swallow as my gut wrenched through the strongest orgasm of the night yet. But then again, the night was still young, I realized.

      Rocking back on my heels again, I slid my still dripping cunt from mom's face. Leaning down I stared into her eyes, the smell of cum and pussy cream on her breath as she fought to catch her breath. I could see a mixture of lust and surprise as I locked eyes with her. Gripping the sides of her face I brought my close, so only she could hear my whispered words.

      
        "Why don't you get dressed mom" I told her. "Then find daddy; and the two of you come home...and fuck the shit out of your daughter." Her eyes widened at my words, but she slowly nodded her head.

      "Good girl" I brushed my lips over hers. "And if you're really good, I have the perfect dildo for that tight ass of yours" I saw raw lust flare in her eyes and she started to reach for her clothes.

      I climbed to my feet, straightening my clothes, and heading for the door. Yes, the night was still young, I thought.

    
  
    
      Birthday Wish

      I tried to bring my mind back to a semblance of reality. How had this happened? How did I wind up here? I was a mother, wife, church elder and member of our local PTA. I was a pillar of the community and considered to be ultra conservative.

      I was on my back, my legs waving in the air, clawing at the sheet of my bed. I was screaming obscenities and begging for more as a thick hard cock pounded into me. My screams were silenced when a second cock jammed down my throat. I was reduced to gurgling sounds as my spit ran from the corner of my mouth.

      I, the pillar of our Christian community; was a total slut and whore and loving every second of it. While my dear loving husband was only feet away sitting in a chair masturbating to his third orgasm. The sheer perversion folded in on me and my mind clouded over again as an uncounted orgasm roared through my ravaged body.

      It was a wish, originally a birthday wish that had morphed into an anniversary, a Christmas, a birthday; you name it. My husband Curtis had never hidden the fact he wanted to see me with another man. For years I had poohooed the idea, pushing it off as a mere male fantasy. As the years went by, Curtis never let go of that one wish. I would ask him what he wanted for his birthday and he would say the same thing. Then, as time went by, I would ask for Christmas or our anniversary, and the answer became the same.

      I had considered it a joke until this last year. When I asked him what he wanted for his fortieth birthday, he all but begged. I asked why, and to be honest the reason startled me. He considered himself lucky to even be married to me, talk about boosting a woman's ego. He considered himself not 'worthy' of me; though I tried to convince him otherwise.

      
        This sense of abject inadequacy fed into his hidden desire to be cuckolded. He described what it would feel like watching me with another man; and honestly I was shocked at how hard he got just talking about it. He hadn't been that hard in years by the looks of his jeans.

      It made me stop and look at myself, not just as a wife and mother, but as a woman. I spent a fair amount of time on the treadmill; and was proud of how at almost forty myself I still could fit into my wedding dress. I measured a trim 36-24-34; and the 36 was D cup, which meant it shoved out the front of any reasonably tight top or dress.

      Oh I'd seen the hungry looks from other men; and I always clung to Curtis arm all the tighter when we went out, seeing how men watched me. Curtis was my first and my only; I have never desired another man my entire life. Just the concept of sleeping with another man sent tendrils of creepy up my spine. But as I gazed into the bathroom mirror that night and really looked, I realized what my loving husband meant; because no offense, the image looked back was not bad.

      There was a week left until his birthday. IF I did this, how would I even go about it? The last thing I wanted was some stranger between my thighs; and the next thing I didn't want was a blabber mouth that would stain everything Curtis and I had worked for. No, it would have to be someone I knew and trusted; so from my aspect, that eliminated everyone.

      At least until two days later when Eric my brother was over helping Curtis work on his car. Eric is a mechanic so it was the most innocent thing. It was also July and he had his shirt off, and when I stepped out to offer them a cold beer, this man turned around and my eyes swept down a chiseled chest, bulging biceps, a tight six pack, and a package trapped in his jeans to put a porn star to shame.

      The mother and wife in me shuddered at my sudden perverted thoughts; the woman in me almost wet her panties. I handed them their beers and watched them work for a few moments. The scary part was, I could do it with him, I suddenly realized. God to have that pressed down on my body, to have him pounding into me, I backed into the house trembling as all of it rolled through my brain.

      I heard the kitchen door after a couple more hours, and Eric walked in. I could hear the car pulling out of the driveway as he sat at the kitchen table. Curtis was taking the car for a test drive, and Eric would wait to make sure everything was all right. This was my chance; my one and only chance; to actually make Curtis dream come true. I stepped up to my brother, and thrust my chest out at him. I knew the test drive wouldn't take long, which meant I didn't have a lot of time for pleasantries.

      "Eric, do you remember when I caught you peeking at me in the shower?" I asked.

      "Yeah" his face flushed red.

      
        
      

      "Did you jack off to me?" I dropped my voice into a conspirator whisper.

      "Wh...what?" he looked up shocked, his eyes locking to my breasts.

      I reached up and popped the first button on my blouse, his eyes widened. I popped the second button and he stared as the top lace of my bra showed.

      "Do you want to see them?" I husked.

      "Megan...what are you doing?" he asked in a strangled voice.

      "I asked you a question first, now answer it honestly." I told him; as the third button on my blouse came free.

      "Jesus yes" Eric half moaned.

      I pulled my blouse open; exposing my bra encased breasts, and then leaned forward letting them hang right in front of his face. He was starting to sweat as his eyes never left my breasts.

      "How hard are you?" I pressed him.

      "Oh my God Megan" Eric shuddered.

      "Do you want to fuck me little brother, is that it?" I hissed in his ear.

      "Jesus Megan, what is going on?" he choked.

      "Here's the deal" I told him. "Curtis wants to be cuckolded, he has for years. Next week is his fortieth birthday; I want to give him something special." I told Eric.

      "You want to fuck your big sister, then here's the deal; in front of him; while he watches. Think you can do that?" I waited for his reply.

      
        
      

      "You're kidding right?" Eric finally looked up at my face.

      I reached up and gripped the top edge of my bra, and with a jerk pulled both cups below my breasts. As they popped free, Eric's eyes dropped and he stared at my now bare breasts.

      "Does this look like I'm kidding" I hissed. "Now answer the question before he gets back. Could you do it in front of him?" I asked again.

      "Sis, I could fuck you in front of a theatre full of people" Eric rasped back.

      "Good answer" I pulled my bra back up. "I'll call you tomorrow and we can start working on the details" I told him, just as I heard Curtis pull back into the driveway.

      When Eric heard the car, he rose and headed for the door; but not before I saw the python trapped in his jeans. What have I gotten myself into, was my only thought.

      The next day I finally screwed up my courage to call Eric. We spent the first hour with me again explaining how Curtis wanted this, and it had to be in front of him. It took some convincing but eventually Eric seemed to believe it. While my husbands' birthday was actually on Thursday, I figured it was best if we did this Saturday night, that way no one had to get up early the next morning.

      We worked on a time and other minor details. The location was set as here at our house since I wanted it to be a total surprise for Curtis. I told Eric I would send Curtis out of the house somehow; and then he would slip in to find his wife in our marital bed with another man. It was a scenario Curtis had often described to me through the years.

      For the next few days I started making some plans. I figured if I focused on the small details, it would keep me from thinking of the big picture; that I was going to fuck my brother in front of my husband.

      What I didn't know, was that while I was making plans; other plans were being arranged in the background. Plans that deviated considerably from what I had in mind.

      I need to stop at this point, and tell you the reader that 'we' have two children. Curtis and I were married fairly young; he was twenty and I was eighteen. Everyone was so sure it would fail, even both of our parents; but Curtis and I made it work; we struggled through a lot of hardship together; and I think in some ways that was what drove me to give him this for his birthday; that he had done so much for the last twenty years and in a way I owed this special man something.

      Either way, our eldest Breeanna, or Bree; was born nine months after we were married. Was I pregnant when we were married? I don't know, but we fucked like rabbits for the first ten years so God only knows. Bree is now married and has a child of her own; and while Curtis and I both had reservations about her marriage; knowing our own history there wasn't much we could say.

      Curtis junior, or CJ; is twenty and in his second year at state university. Technically he lives at home; but being away to campus meant I didn't need to worry. Except.....

      It seems Uncle Eric and CJ were a lot closer than I thought. To the point that apparently Eric; still unsure, had gotten in contact with CJ about the 'proposal'. CJ, ever aware of his fathers' one kink; had confirmed things and Eric had spilled the beans about my proposal.

      What ensued; was plans within plans that I had no idea about; plans between a horny Uncle and his no less horny nephew. Plans that dwarfed mine beyond recognition, and I had no idea.

      Thursday night I had done my hair up, was all dressed and Curtis and I went out for dinner and a show. It was the perfect pretense to get dolled up, something I wanted for Saturday. It was also something I would do for my husbands' birthday; and it salved his mind as to what my present was.

      Friday Eric called and we confirmed the plans.

      "Be parked along the street about six" I told him.

      "You'll text?" Eric asked.

      "Yes, I'll send him to the store and text you." I told him.

      "Should I just come in the house?" he asked.

      "Yes, I'll be upstairs in the bedroom waiting." I shivered at the thought.

      
        "Jesus this is like a dream" Eric whispered into the phone.

      "Do me a favor" I have no idea why the thought came to me. "Don't jack off the rest of today or tomorrow" I let sultry drip from my voice.

      "Jesus Megan" Eric moaned into the phone.

      "What's the matter little brother" I teased. "Someone have a boner?" I joked.

      "You are becoming incorrigible" Eric husked back.

      "Just remember, I want to give Curtis the show of a lifetime" I told my brother.

      "Don't worry sis" Eric half growled. "I'll give him one hell of a show while I fuck you senseless" he grated.

      I shuddered at the thought. For the first time it hit me, I was really going to fuck my own brother; and he WANTED me. This was becoming more and more perverted the further it went.

      The next day, Saturday; I actually had a good idea. We ate about five and had just settled in the living room when I asked Curtis for some wine.

      "You know, we can keep celebrating your birthday" I gave him a sultry smile.

      "Do we have any wine?" Curtis asked.

      "Why don't you go get a bottle...or two" I grinned. "I'm sure a drunken horny wife is something you won't object to" I giggled.

      "Fuck no" Curtis was out of his chair and heading for his keys.

      
        As I heard my husbands' car pulling out of the driveway, I grabbed my phone and started for the stairs; I texted to Eric and headed for the bedroom. I stripped down to only my panties and stretched out on the bed.

      It was only moments later that I heard the front door, heavy feet on the stairs. MY heart pounded, this was the moment, could I really do this; and then Adonis walked through my bedroom door.

      Eric had already removed his shirt, and was unsnapping his jeans as he came through the door. My eyes traveled across those biceps again and down that chiseled chest, I actually felt a trickle of hot juices as I watched his pectorals ripple with his movement.

      "Holy fuck" I heard him whisper.

      "Is this what you wanted to see little brother" I husked up at him.

      "Jesus Christ" he half moaned. His jeans came free and dropped to the floor where he kicked them aside. He was wearing tight cotton briefs that bulged with the monster trapped inside. God, how big was he? I wondered.

      I never got to truly see as his briefs came free as he crawled up the foot of the bed.

      "Where should we start?" I tried to keep the tremor out of my voice.

      "Ohhhhhhhhh" I moaned as he began to rain soft kisses along my thighs.

      I love oral sex; and while Curtis is happy to please me; honestly he isn't the best at it. Eric, oh my God, he was a maestro as he played my skin.

      "Oh God...oh yes" I moaned as he kissed up one thigh and licked down the other.

      I was going from nervous housewife to wanton woman in less than thirty seconds, and Eric knew the perfect trigger. Hot breath blew across my now moist lips. I reached down and tangled my fingers in his hair.

      
        "Eat me" I grunted as I pulled his head down.

      God he was perfect; he sucked in my meaty lips, probed deep into my crevice with his tongue; at one point he fucked me with that fat tongue until my hips started to buck. He would build me up and then ease me down; it was beautiful torture. I was withering and squirming all over the bed as he feasted on my now dripping pussy.

      How long he tortured me I couldn't tell you; my mind was so inflamed by his tongue I had no concept of time. My belly flexed and ached as he held me right at the edge.

      "Please...oh God please..." begged softly.

      "Not yet" I heard him murmur.

      Not yet...why not? What was he waiting for? Dear God I was all but screaming for an orgasm. Then; I heard it.

      "Megan?" The voice from the side.

      I turned my head, and there was Curtis; standing in the bedroom door holding a bottle of wine, staring at us stretched out on the bed. I opened my mouth to tell him Happy Birthday...and screamed. Eric, knowing Curtis was now present, bit down on my clit, and jammed two thick fingers up my sopping pussy.

      My belly exploded as white heat arched through me. My ass rose from the bed, and I stared at my husband as my juices poured out into my brothers mouth.

      "Fucckkk, I'mmm cummminnngggggggggggggg" I wailed.

      I thrashed and bounced on the bed as Curtis numbly walked across the bedroom and slumped into the chair I had positioned for him only feet from the bed. One hand still held the wine bottle while the other rubbed lightly at the obvious bulge in the front of his slacks.

      "Happy...birthday" I grunted.

      
        Eric curled his fingers inside me; and as the tips scraped across my G spot; a second wave of heat exploded in my belly.

      "AWWWWW FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as a second massive orgasm exploded on the heels of the first.

      "Fuck me...oh God FUCK ME!" I screamed down at my brother.

      Eric was out from between my drenched thighs and sliding up my body. I turned and looked at Curtis, who now had his cock out and was slowly stroking it.

      "He's going to fuck me" I gasped. "Baby, he's going...ohhhh Goddddddddd" I moaned as the fat head of Eric's cock slid inside me.

      There was a loud slurp signaling his entry; the stench of my sex hung in the air. I turned my head and looked at my brother poised above me.

      "Fuck me" I husked as he began to drive that monster into me.

      Curtis and I still make love; perhaps not as often as we used to when we were in our twenties; but our sex life was more than adequate, at least to my memory. We would cuddle and pet, we would make love for a half an hour or forty-five minutes. Both of us attained release, it was to me more than satisfying.

      I had nothing in my memory bank to compare to what was happening to my body; nothing even remotely close as Eric slid deeper. My walls stretched and he slid in more; my walls stretched as more and more of him filled me; it felt like it was never ending. Then he finally bottomed out and his pelvis met mine, God I had never been so stuffed; the most delicious ache filled my belly as he hit parts of me I never knew existed.

      Slowly those hips rose; and his cock withdrew. I felt the pulsing veins scrape my walls; and that thick shaft drag along my clit. I tried to form words to tell what I was feeling, but nothing coherent came out of my mouth, only a low gurgle as I felt the crowned head of his cock reach my opening and he stopped.

      "I'm going to fuck your slut wife" I heard Eric's rumble as he looked Curtis dead in the eye.

      
        
      

      Slut...slut...slut...that word was like a finger reaching out and flipping a switch inside me. The mother of two, the loving wife, the PTA member; it all vanished when Eric slammed back home and his pelvis ground into mine. As he powered in again, Megan the Slut was born. My legs came up and wrapped around his waist, locking my ankles. My hands gripped those powerful biceps, nails digging into his skin; and I let loose.

      "Fuck me...oh my God yes; fuck me you bastard." I groaned loudly. "Fuck that cunt; give me that god damned cock; oh God I'm going to cum on your fat dick" I remember babbling.

      Eric never let up; he hammered and hammered into me; my body bouncing on the bed under him. I turned my head and watched as an arc of cum erupted from the tip of Curtis hard cock. He was cumming watching his wife being ravaged.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKYESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSCCCUUMMIINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed in one continuous wail.

      My mind blanked for a moment as a massive wave of pleasure roared through me; Eric pounded into me through each wave. My juices squirted out bathing both our bodies; while a river flowed down my ass and soaked the bed under me; I had never in my life cum like this; it was so intense it was almost frightening.

      My ankles released and my legs waved in the air as a second massive wave followed the first. My thighs quivered, my gut wrenched; I could feel my own drool run from the corner of my mouth. I looked over at Curtis, who was still stroking his hard dick; he hadn't even softened after his second orgasm as he watched my brother pound me into submission.

      "Oh God don't stop" I looked up at Eric. "Fuck me baby...fuck that cunt...fill that cunt...give it to me...cum in me little brother." I begged him.

      Then, to my horror or delight, I'm not sure which; I heard another voice right beside me on the bed.

      "You talk too much mom." I heard CJ say.

      Turning my head I stared in shock at a totally nude CJ as he knelt by my head, his hard cock waving in the air only inches from my face. Pinned under Eric there was little I could do as CJ reached out and took a handful of my hair.

      
        
      

      "Let's fix that" CJ rumbled.

      The next thing I knew a hard, pungent cockhead slid between my lips and filled my mouth. I gurgled as CJ pushed deeper against the back of my throat, my spit running from the corners of my mouth; and Megan the Slut gave way to Megan the Whore as I sucked down on my sons cock.

      I gave into my body completely as Eric continued to pound my dripping pussy; my orgasm slammed into my belly and I gurgled around CJ's cock. I dimly heard Curtis roar as his third orgasm hit; but it no longer mattered to me. What mattered were the two cocks invading my body at both ends. Neither had released their loads, and I WANTED them.

      "Oh fuck...sis...I'm going to cum...I'm going to cum" I heard Eric above me.

      I dug my nails into his biceps, pulling him to me; trying to tell him that under no circumstances was he to pull out; he got the message loud and clear.

      "You want it inside" he grunted. "Fill that whore cunt." He moaned.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" I moaned. "Ullkkkkkk" followed by a gag as CJ drove deeper into my throat, he cock swelling and thickening.

      "Siisssssssssss" Eric roared.

      "Moommmmmmmmmmmmm" CJ bellowed above me.

      My belly blossomed with white heat at almost the same moment thick hot slime pumped into my mouth. My eyes lost all focus as I convulsed in raw physical pleasure; I was cumming and it was beyond description. What had started as a birthday present for my husband; had turned into a fuck fest for middle aged me.

      My belly flexed, pulling Eric's seed deeper; my throat flexed as I swallowed CJ's hot load. It was like the two hot loads met deep inside me as my own juices flooded the bed. It was amazing and mind bending; and I knew I was hooked.

      As Eric pulled back, his softening cock coming free with a wet slurp; I felt CJ withdraw his deflating cock from my mouth. The last of my brothers hot cream splattered over my belly as my son spent the last of his cream painting my face. Without their bodies to hold me up, I collapsed back onto the bed in a weak, cum covered mess.

      I weakly turned my head and looked over at Curtis. He was still in his chair, his pants around his ankles; holding his own deflating cock as a huge puddle of white cum decorated his belly.

      "Guess what I want for my birthday" I rasped, giving him a weak smile.

      "What do you mean" Curtis had a gleam in his eyes. "My birthday isn't over...yet." He looked at the two panting men. "So who wants her ass first?" he chuckled.

      "I do" a chorus of voices echoed above me as I shuddered in anticipation.

    
  
    
      Boss

      Brenda smoothed the hem of her skirt then picked up her steno pad from the corner of her desk. She turned the gold knob of the mahogany door and stepped into the office. As she slowly closed the door behind her, the man raised his head from the computer he was typing at and looked up.

      Brenda felt a shiver run down her spine as she watched his hazel eyes almost devour her form. The man stared quietly for a moment, his eyes traveling from her shoulder length light brown hair, following the exposed creamy flesh at the top of her dress.

      Brenda had been wearing tighter dresses the last few months, and she had seen him taking notice. It was one of the things that had confirmed to her his interest. She knew since his divorce he had not been dating for over six months, that gave her more confidence as she stood there letting him soak her in.

      His eyes slid further down across her tapered hips, to the hem that ended well above her knees. Her tanned legs were in plain view to his hungry gaze.

      Brenda watched that broad chest rise and fall, barely contained in his shirt, she could see his biceps pressing through the sleeves of the fabric. She shuddered, thinking of pressing her body against that frame.

      
        "Yes?" his baritone voice filled her ears.

      "I just wanted to wish you a happy Boss Day Mr. Murphy" Brenda gave her most alluring smile. "I have a gift for you."

      "Why thank you Brenda" his smile washed over her. God how this man turned her knees to jelly, she thought. "Just put it on the desk my dear." He gestured.

      Brenda walked the few feet to the front of his desk. She swore she could hear the wetness between her own thighs as her juices seeped from her.

      "On your desk." She said softly. "Are you sure sir?" she asked.

      Adrian Murphy, Senior Vice President, inhaled deeply as the scent of his secretary's perfume filled his nostril. He felt his cock start to thicken just from her being so close. Six months without getting laid, and this hot number kept shoving her ass or her tits in his face. A man had a limit, he thought.

      Adrian was forced to roll his chair slightly back, as his secretary suddenly slipped between him and the desk. He watched stunned as she eased herself up and sat on the edge of the desk facing him.

      "Brenda, what are you doing?" he choked out. His vision filled with the flesh overflowing from the top of her dress, then to her creamy thighs slowly spreading right before him.

      "Putting your present on your desk Mr. Murphy" Brenda said her voice thick with lust.

      "Oh Jesus" Adrian groaned as he watched her thighs opening before him.

      His gaze traveled up her firm thighs, as the short hem of her short skirt slid upward with her movements. Inch by inch more flesh was exposed as he felt his cock throb in his slacks.

      "I know you want it Mr. Murphy" Brenda whispered hoarsely. "I've seen how you look at my tight little body" the twenty-six year old teased. "Be a boss Mr. Murphy...and take it." She whispered.

      
        Adrian felt his eight inches surge to full hardness as this young thing all but gave her body to him. The forty-eight year old looked up into lust filled eyes. He thought he had just died and gone to heaven.

      Brenda could see the sheen of perspiration on his brow, as he stared up at her. He made no attempt to hide the growing bulge between his thighs. This was what she had dreamed of for months, no fumbling twenty year old; but a man, who had experienced the pleasures of the flesh and knew how to pleasure a woman.

      "You know I'm old enough to be your father" he whispered. The last of his resistance was shredding as his eyes locked to her breasts rising and falling, barely contained in her dress top.

      "But you're not my father, you're my boss" Brenda looked down at him. Reaching out her hand, she tangled her fingers in his gray hair, urging his face towards her. "So dick-tate to me" she hissed.

      Something inside Adrian snapped as he reached up to dig his fingers into the flesh of her thighs, shoving them even wider. Leaning forward in his chair, he drove his face between the young girls' legs, extending his tongue, feeling it slip past her swollen lips and deep into her drenched hole.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Brenda moaned. Finally, she was his.

      "Mmmmmmm" Adrian moaned. His tongue began scooping her copious cream, sucking it into his mouth.

      Adrian opened his mouth further, and pulled her throbbing clit inside, sucking on the hard nub. His hands slid up her body and found the top edge of her dress, with a tug her pulled it downward, not surprised when her full breasts popped free. She had come in without panties or a bra; to Adrian this was green light to do as he wished.

      "God yessss eat me Mr. Murphy" Brenda moaned.

      She gripped his gray hair in her fingers, trying to mash his face harder into her groin. She felt her belly roll with every sweep of his tongue. When he pulled her clit in, she felt a hot bolt shoot from her cunt to her nipples.

      
        The young secretary braced herself back on her arms as the older man devoured her quivering pussy. His hands started kneading her firm breasts while he rolled her nipples between his thumb and fingers.

      Adrian attacked her dripping pussy with a vengeance. The room filled with the sounds of wet slurping as he drank deeply of her. One hand reached down and began to undo the snap and zipper to his slacks, while the other slid up to press down on the top of her mound.

      "OH fuck...oh shit" Brenda moaned. She could feel the knot mounting deep in her belly. "Make me cum Mr. Murphy...please" she begged.

      Adrian had every intention of it, sliding the fingers of his one hand over her throbbing clit, pressing harder on the bud. He felt her body shudder as his tongue slid in and out, fucking her with his mouth. He felt her thighs begin pressing against the sides of his head, he knew she was getting close and increased the motion of his finger on her clit.

      "Ohhh" Brenda moaned as her body mounted. "God don't stop." she gasped.

      Brenda felt her belly roll as his tongue probed inside her, her thighs jerking as she felt a hot bomb went off between her thighs. Just as he felt her first convulsion rock through her, he nipped at the throbbing bud of her clit.

      "Cccumminnggggggg ggggggggggggggggg" the young woman shuddered and moaned.

      Adrian felt thick warm cream flood into his open mouth, swallowing noisily as she convulsed through her orgasm. Brenda raised her head as she felt his face slide from between her still quivering thighs. Her body still shook from the intensity of her orgasm; no man had ever made her cum that hard.

      She watched as he rose to his feet, all eight inches of his raging hard cock in full view. She felt her mouth water just staring at that thick tool. She slid off the edge of the desk and to her knees, fully intending on devouring that hard dick.

      Before she could react, she felt his hand reach down and grip a fist full of her brown hair, turning her sideways and forcing her to her hands and knees between the desk and the chair.

      "Mr. Murphy!" Brenda gasped as her boss all but manhandled her body.

      
        
      

      With a thud, Adrian dropped to his knees behind the young woman. He stared at the rounded cheeks of that ass that had been teasing him for months.

      "Time for my real present" Brenda heard him growl behind her.

      She tried to turn her head to see him, but he kept her head facing forward by gripping her hair tighter. She opened her mouth to speak, but only a gurgle came out as he suddenly shoved eight inches of thick meat into her cunt in one powerful stroke.

      "Aaarrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Brenda almost screamed, as she felt the walls of her pussy desperately trying to stretch to fit his thickness.

      Brenda couldn't see what he was doing, but God could she feel it as his thick cock plowed into her from behind. Her mind shuddered as her boss began to use her body for his own pleasure.

      Adrian pulled back his hips until just the head was resting inside her swollen lips. With a grunt he rammed back into her tight hole. He felt her tight walls expand to fit him, clutching to his rock hard shaft. He could feel her juices seep out around his cock as they dripped down her spread thighs.

      "Jesus you're tight" Adrian grunted.

      "So...fucking...BIG" Brenda moaned back. She could feel every stroke of his thick cock opening her.

      Adrian took command as his hips began to piston in and out, wet slurping filling the room as the scent of their sex filled the air. He couldn't believe how tight her walls were, like a velvet vise on this throbbing cock.

      "God yes...fuck me...fuck me..." Brenda began to babble. This was her dream come true and nothing was going to stop her now.

      Adrian's head came up as the front door to his office suddenly opened. Brenda barely heard the voice of Calvin Arnold, one of the partners of the company.

      "Hey Adrian" the man called out. "Don't forget the meeting, half an hour."

      
        
      

      "Got it" Adrian responded calmly. His hips never stopping as he continued to pound into Brenda's spasming cunt. "Sorry dropped something" he said. "I should be 'cumming' soon." His words having a double meaning to the young woman impaled on his cock.

      "See you there guy" the voice called out, and then the door to the office closed again.

      Brenda didn't know how, but it was like the interruption energized Adrian. He picked up the pace, fucking into her used cunt almost mercilessly.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." the young woman moaned, as her own spit dribbled down the corner of her mouth. She could feel her cunt juices running down her thighs to soak the carpet as Adrian used her body. Her eyes rolled back as it felt like one wave was rolling into the other, one orgasm following on the heels of the other.

      Never before had she felt this level of pleasure. The young 'kids' at the bars and clubs would never do again, she thought as this man twice her age used her body like a maestro.

      "Cumming...God still cumming," she grunted between waves.

      Adrian yanked back on the hand full of hair, pulling the young woman's head up and back. He could feel the fire in his balls reaching a fevered heat.

      "Best fucking boss day present ever" his voiced filled Brenda's ears.

      Brenda could feel his hips slapping against the cheeks of her ass, making the firm globes shake with every blow. Her whole body screamed for the one thing she craved the most.

      "Give me my present Mr. Murphy" she begged. "Oh fuck yessss" she moaned.

      "Fuck" he groaned as Brenda's words drove him to the edge. "Going to fucking cum" he gasped.

      "Oh God yes, please yes" Brenda begged. "Don't stop, fill me Mr. Murphyyyyyyy" she wailed.

      
        "Are you safe?" his voice husked in her ear.

      "I don't care, I want it...need it" she groaned. "Fill me...oh God please" she babbled.

      "Need to pull out" Adrian grunted as he felt the tightness in his balls growing rapidly.

      "Nooooooo" Brenda began to ram her ass back against him, trying to drive that pulsing cock even deeper. "Inside...please...Oh God" Brenda chanted as she impaled herself again and again on his thick cock.

      Adrian felt his balls hitting critical, with a huge lunge he rammed his cock as hard into Brenda as he could, his hips slamming against her shaking ass.

      "FUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" he roared as he felt his cock jerk, his hot seed exploding into the young woman's belly.

      "Mmmmpppfffffffffff" was all Brenda got out as Adrian clapped his hand over her mouth, trying to quiet her.

      As she felt the first scalding rope wash her walls, she felt her body erupt into an orgasm more intense than she had ever felt. She was shocked as her own juices sprayed out from between her thighs, soaking his balls and dripping to the carpet.

      As she felt the second thick rope pump into her quaking body, she dimly tried to remember when her last period was. As the third hot load pumped into her, she just gave up and let her body accept his hot seed into her cum swamped pussy.

      With an obscene sucking noise, Adrian pulled his softening cock from her clutching pussy. Rising to his feet he began to pull up his slacks and straighten his shirt. He looked down at the young woman panting and kneeling on the floor by his desk.

      "You had better get straightened up my dear" his voice echoed above her.

      "Yes Mr. Murphy" Brenda softly mewled.

      
        She could feel a thick glob of his hot seed oozing from between her still gaping pussy lips as he walked to the office door. She had to hold onto the edge of the desk as she tried to rise on knees that wobbled from the pounding she had just received.

      "Oh, and Brenda" her boss said. "We will continue this dick-tation; this afternoon."

      "Oh God" Brenda moaned as she heard the office door close behind him. Her shattered mind was trying to imagine another round like this. I think I'm in love, the young woman thought dimly.

    
  
    
      Breaking Free 

    
  
    
      Part 1

      You ever have one of those days where it didn't even pay to get out of bed? You know the kind of day I mean; one where nothing clicks, but you keep pushing. Until finally the whole thing gives and you either get it right; or you fuck up so bad you just want to crawl home and go back in your hole.

      My name is Eric Munez, and for me it was the screw up of screw ups that finally got me to call the day done. I mean, it doesn't get a lot worse than sending a picture of your dick to your mother; right. Before you judge, let me explain what happened.

      I'm twenty-seven years old and yes I live on my own; thank God. By the time I had finished my degree in Agricultural genetics, I couldn't wait to get my ass out of the house. While I still talked to my mother, Emily Munez; I had very little good to say about my old man. Richard Munez fit his name, he really was a dick; how my mother put up with him I had yet to figure out.

      My mom was a twenty-two year old chemistry major finishing her teaching degree when my folks were married. The first years of their marriage were pretty good, or so she tells me. Somewhere along the line, my dad changed she claims; mostly related to me, I think.

      You see mom is about 5'3", long brunette hair, slim and piercing coal black eyes. No, she isn't built like a brick shit house, but she's not bad. I mean, at fifty she can still turn a head with a great ass and nice legs; but she was never a vogue model. My dad is a lot like her, about 5'6", give or take, but a bit on the heavier side now. I've seen pictures of him at my age; he had dark hair, just like mom, and was kind of a skinny dude. Now, the gut gets in the way when he sits, and the bald area out paces the hair on his head.

      
        Me; I'm 6'2", about 210 pounds with sandy brown hair and green eyes. You got it; I don't look like mom...or dad. Apparently that issue seemed to gnaw at my dad as I grew. He kept saying mom 'fucked around' and got knocked up. Or that she had some secret lover, and shit like that. Over the years it only got worse; to the point he made her quit working as a teacher, controlled everywhere she went, who she saw; I swear to God he probably even dictated what she wore to hide her figure.

      He tried to run my life just as bad, and when I got out of college, I got out of Dodge. I moved to Atlanta, about four hours away where my folks lived in Nashville. By then, dad had gotten so bad he had bought mom a cellphone so he could track her on the GPS and call her at odd hours to track where she was or what she was doing.

      It was the cellphone that brings me back to where today is. I had come home from work at the labs frustrated as hell. The computer systems at work had gone belly up; and if that wasn't bad enough, a test batch of a hybrid winter wheat we had been working on had gotten contaminated. Weeks of hard work were gone in a flash; needless to say I was pissed.

      When I got home, I fired off a text to my girl, Mona; hoping maybe we could get together and at least I could get my frustrated balls relief. Nope, wasn't meant to be, she was balls deep at the hospital where she worked as a nurse. So, there I was; pissed, horny, wandering my apartment naked at ten o'clock at night. I figured a round of the five knuckle shuffle was in order but I wanted a little stimulation. So, I made that final fuck-up of the day; and shot Mona a quick dick pic, hoping she might send me something back to get things rolling.

      You got it, off went the picture without even the slightest care. Then, a text came back...from my mom. I mean, come on, Mom...Mona; simple mistake in the phone directory right? Not when you send a nice big close-up of your cock.

      When my cellphone pinged, I saw it was from mom, so I opened it. "Eric?" was all it said. I then saw the picture I had sent just above. Oh FUCK!

      "Sorry mom; that was not meant for you." I said back.

      "Well, one more thing you didn't get from your father" I almost busted out laughing at her reply.

      Then, I got a shock when she followed her comment. "Is that really you?"

      "Yeah" I answered. "You think I sent a picture of some other guy's cock" I shot back.

      
        
      

      "Never know" God at least he couldn't take her sense of humor away from her.

      "How big?" suddenly appeared on my phone, and I was stunned. My mom was asking how big my cock was, Jesus.

      "Eight and a half" I sent back. Then, I thought of something. "Where are you?"

      "Sitting on the couch; ten feet from your father, who is watching television, while I am staring at my sons cock."

      Oh my God, I shuddered. The very thing he always accused her of; and she was sitting right under his fucking nose. I couldn't help myself, I grabbed my rock hard cock, aimed my cellphone, and took a side view shot; hitting send before I changed my mind.

      "That can't be you" was the immediate reply.

      "You want proof, you'll just have to check for yourself." It was all I could think of in my lust hazed brain.

      For the next ten minutes I got silence from the phone. I wondered if I had pushed too far, then it buzzed. Not a message, but a call coming in. This time, it was from my dad's cellphone. Oh Shit, I thought; we were busted.

      "Hello" I answered.

      "It's me" was all that my father said. Great introduction dick head, I thought.

      "Hey dad" I said hesitantly.

      "Look" he went on as if I hadn't even spoken. "Your mother's birthday is next Tuesday. I got to make a run down to Orlando to check on a franchise. I'm sending her down to you for the week, keep her out of trouble"

      
        What an asshole, was the first thought through my mind; but, I kept my mouth shut. "She'll come down Saturday and then back on Friday. Keep a check on her."

      Before I could even answer or argue, he had hung up. As usual, it wasn't asking; it was telling. Like everything else, he expected compliance; from me and mom.

      I sighed and headed for my bedroom, figuring the day had ended about as shitty as it had started. Then, my cellphone pinged one more time.

      "Prove it" was the only two words that came from mom. Holy fucking HELL!

      By Saturday I was damn near a nervous wreck. My mind was swirling, what would I say; how would I even act. I spent a lot of time at the apartment complex gym, working off my frustrations and trying to not think of the coming visit.

      When mom buzzed at the front door, I let her in and then waited by the door to my apartment. What stepped off the elevator took my breath away. Dressed in a skirt that only came halfway to her knees, her creamy thighs in plain view; I could only stare as she carried her suitcase down the hall walking towards me. I watched as her breasts swayed in a thin summer blouse, I swore I could see her dark nipples through the white cloth. She had to be braless, I thought, holy fuck.

      "Hey sweetie" she said, as she kissed me on the cheek. I showed her in and closed the door.

      "Ummm, hey mom" I could only stammer back.

      "Where should I put this?" she gestured at her suitcase, pulling me back to reality.

      "Oh, in the bedroom; it's yours." I quickly led her down the short hall to my bedroom.

      Mom looked at the queen sized bed, then at me. "Where are you sleeping honey?"

      "I'll crash on the couch, don't worry mom."

      
        She stared at me for a moment. "We'll work on that later" she said quietly. What the hell was going on, I wondered.

      "You look great" I blurted out.

      Mom smiled and let her eyes slowly traveled over me. "So do you baby" she said; "so do you."

      "Listen", I said, clearing my voice. "I have to run to the lab for a couple of hours. I need to set some test samples; then I'll be back. How about going out to dinner when I get back?"

      Mom glanced out the bedroom window at the apartment courtyard, then back. "That sounds good sweetie. You take care of work, I'll get settled and check things out."

      I left her in the bedroom as I headed out, my mind in a daze. Who was this woman, she sure didn't act like my mother. She was dressed like a fox, and had that hungry look; the kind I had seen in bars from many a mature woman trolling for young dick.

      Emily Munez stood in her sons' bedroom and slowly unzipped her suitcase. Things couldn't be falling into place better, she thought. Convincing her husband she needed to be watched while he was away had been so simple, and what better place than here with Eric. The fact she had done it with a picture of her sons' thick, hard cock on her cellphone, he didn't need to know.

      She had driven down, stopping at a rest area just before Atlanta. There she had quickly changed into her new skirt and blouse, bought just for this trip. She had been worried it was either too much, or; quite frankly, she just didn't have it anymore. Then, she had seen Eric's face as she walked from the elevator. Oh yeah, she still had it, she thought. That bulge in his jeans when he had headed out was evidence she had chosen perfectly.

      As she put her toiletries' in the bathroom next to her sons', she saw his discarded t-shirt on the floor. He hadn't changed, she chuckled to herself. Picking up the cloth, she brought it to her face, taking a deep breath. She could smell him still on the cloth, the sheer odor of his body causing her nipples to harden against her thin blouse.

      Emily wasn't sure still, if she could go through with this crazy idea. After over twenty-five years of living in hell, and after what had just happened, she was due. After all, it was her fiftieth birthday, and she knew what she wanted for her present...her son.

      
        For a little over an hour, she puttered around the apartment, checking out the television channels, figuring out where the coffee was. The one thing she noticed, no pictures of a woman anywhere. Eric had said this new girl was as much a hook-up as anything. Not seeing any pictures only confirmed that to his mother.

      Walking back into the bedroom, she opened her suitcase. Literally, almost everything in the bag had been bought in the last two days. By the time she had packed to leave, her husband had no idea a duplicate suitcase was already in her trunk ready. It held a couple of dresses, shorts, and some very special lingerie the like of which the mother had never worn before.

      Right now, she thought, I want...ahhh here it is; as her hands pulled out the swimsuit she had bought. Slipping out of her skirt and blouse, she wondered what Eric would think, had he known that underneath, not only had she not had a bra on, she had not even been wearing panties.

      Slipping on the two piece suit, she stepped to the bathroom mirror, turning side to side as she adjusted. Her breasts, barely contained in the small cloth, swelled out larger than the 36D she was. While not huge, Emily was still proud of the fact that her breasts were full and still stood proud, only showing a little sag from the years.

      Glancing down at her bottom, she was instantly glad she had shaven. The tiny triangle of cloth barely covered anything, and when she adjusted the waist she watched as a prominent camel toe came into view. Perfect, she thought. Grabbing a towel, sun tan lotion and throwing her white blouse on for a cover up, she headed out to the pool she had seen from Eric's bedroom window.

      As she stretched out on the lounger, Emily could feel male eyes watching her. The fact she could draw male attention filled her with pride and strengthened her resolve. There was one males' attention she wanted, and he would be arriving very soon. Liberally applying the lotion, she watched as her skin glistened in the bright sun...she wanted this to hit, and hit hard when Eric got home.

      Eric was surprised when he came home to an empty apartment. He had expected his mother to be sitting reading or something, waiting for him. Instead, he found a small note on the table of the kitchenette.

      "Down at the pool, join me. Mom" was all it said.

      As he quickly slipped into his trunks, Eric wondered what he was going to find. Something was going on with his mother, and right now he was along for the ride. By the time he arrived at the pool, he had gotten the semi hard-on under control that arose thinking of his mother when she had arrived. That control vanished the moment his eyes found her.

      
        
      

      Holy fuck, Eric thought. His eyes traveled along the tanned glistening thighs. His cock immediately started swelling as he followed the contour of her body up over the French cut bottoms, across her taut belly, to the rise of the most perfect set of tits he had seen.

      "Hey mom" Eric croaked out as he came to her chair. He held his towel at his waist, trying to hide the growing bulge in his trunks. This was his mom for God's sake; he shouldn't be looking at her like this. His mind kept screaming, mom or not, this was a fucking fox. His cock swelling painfully as he tried not to stare at her.

      "Hey baby" his mother smiled up at him; her eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. Emily scanned the muscled torso standing beside her, feeling a heat between her thighs when her gaze landed on the considerable bulge he was trying to hide behind the towel.

      "Get everything set at work" Emily asked innocently. The stretch she made, however, was far from innocent. Deliberately putting her arms above her head and arcing her back, she thrust her barely covered breasts straight out.

      Erick could only stand dumbfounded as his eyes glued to those magnificent orbs pressing towards him. His cock throbbed painfully in his trunks as everything else vanished in his mind.

      "Eric, baby" his mother called him back softly. "My eyes are up here hun"

      "Oh God mom" his face flushed as her son tried to apologize. "I'm sorry...I shouldn't..."

      "Eric" his mother cut him off. "I didn't say I didn't like it." The words stunned Eric, he wasn't sure who this woman in front of him was, but she didn't resemble his mother in the slightest.

      He could only watch as his mother reached for the lotion bottle on the small stand, then handed it to him. "Be a dear" she said softly. Then she rolled over on the lounger face down.

      "Holy fuck" Eric whispered as his mothers' tight ass came into view for the first time. Her tight bottoms clinging to the twin globes it barely covered.

      Emily smiled as she heard what her son whispered, knowing he never intended for her to hear him. Let's ratchet this up a bit, she thought.

      
        
      

      "Just straddle me on the seat hun" she encouraged him.

      As Eric moved to comply, he swung one leg over his mother, and then he settled over her thighs on the chair. As he spread the lotion onto her back, he leaned forward to get both her shoulders. The motion brought his throbbing cock in direct contact with his mothers' tight ass. During the move, Eric swore he could feel his mother raise her ass just a bit, to press back against his hard cock. No, he thought, he had to be imagining things.

      Emily shuddered as she felt the hard pole press lightly against her, she couldn't help but raise her ass just enough to feel the full length. The thought of that thing sliding inside her, soaked her bikini bottoms with hot juices. She had to get them moving or she would go crazy she thought.

      "Baby" Emily said, trying to keep her voice level. "Didn't you mention something about dinner?"

      Eric quickly shifted off his mother and dried his oil coated hands. "Yeah" he replied. "I made reservations, we should get going." He was glad to have the change, he damn near had grabbed his own mothers' ass, an act he was sure would have drawn a scream and a slap across the face. Christ, this was a married woman and his mother, he reminded himself.

      During the next hour, Eric used every argument he could think of to will his raging hard cock back down. She was married, she was his mother, she wasn't interested in him, and he had never been interested in mature women before. By the time he was standing in the living room ready, waiting for his mother to emerge; he had finally regained control of his hormones.

      All of that vanished the moment his bedroom door opened and his mother stepped through, he felt almost every drop of blood in his body rush straight into his cock as he stared at the strange woman standing in his living room.

      Emily had been very selective with the dress she had recently bought, taking great care to choose; she had been worried how Eric would react. Her hair curled lightly until it framed her face, her coal black eyes staring at her son; she watched him stop pacing and simply stare at her.

      The pale blue color of the dress was highlighted against her now tanned skin; with a neckline that plunged halfway to her navel the shimmering silk cloth barely contained her breasts; as her bare nipples strained from under the cloth. Eric's eyes traveled down her taut belly, then over her hips that were shaped by the hugging material. Ending at barely mid-thigh, the hem of her dress only accentuated her toned legs as he watched her walk out. The open toed heels she wore showcasing her delicate feet. Everything about her screamed woman, and drew his gaze.

      Emily swore she could literally watch as her sons cock thickened in his slacks as he stared at her. "Holy shit" she heard him whisper. Emily smiled "Do you like?" she asked softly.

      Eric stared into the face of this woman he felt he had never met before. "Like?" he replied, stunned, "I love it. Who are you and where have you been hiding all my life."

      Emily laughed softly as she walked up to him, her hips swaying with every movement. "Well honey, I'm not hiding anymore" she told her son. "Shouldn't we get going?"

      "Yeah" Eric mumbled. "We have a cab waiting, that way we can enjoy the evening and not worry about driving."

      "Perfect" his mother said, as she slipped her arm in his. "Oh and baby" she leaned down and whispered in his ear. "Careful with that thing, you might poke someone's eye out with it" then smiled as a red blush crept over her sons' cheeks.

      Eric led the pair out and to the cab, giving the driver an address as he held the door open for his mother. He couldn't help but stare at her long legs as she slipped into the seat, watching the hemline of her dress slip just slightly higher, showing more thigh to his now aching cock.

      All through the ride, and then ordering and eating; Eric and his mother laughed and talked. He couldn't remember the last time he had enjoyed an evening out like this. The woman who sat across from him was not only the familiar memory of his mother; but she was also a vibrant, exciting woman who was like a bright light pulling at him as if he were a moth.

      Emily felt the evening slip away in what she could only describe as perfection. Eric talked with her as an equal, not as a dominant controlling her. He listened, he laughed, and above all he cared. Something she had not felt in a very long time. As their plates lay aside empty, and the pair enjoyed their wine, she knew that what she had come here for was something she very much now wanted. It was now time, she decided.

      As the conversation slowly steered towards more private things, Eric was surprised at his mothers' candor. "Come on mom" he told her "there is no way dad ever saw you like this."

      
        "This" Emily said "was something your father never allowed and was never interested in."

      "Then he is not only an ass, he is a fool." Eric said.

      Emily sighed "He isn't interested" she said softly "I believe the phrase he used was it's like fucking an old cow."

      Eric was surprised at his mothers' comment. Not just her honesty, but how she even phrased it. "Jesus Christ" he said. "Is he that stupid and blind." He blurted back.

      Emily gave a wane smile "He doesn't need or want me Eric" she told him. "He has his mistress now."

      "What?" Eric asked shocked.

      His mother stared at her hands. "She's young, she's blonde, and she's thin. She has big tits and long legs. Me, I'm past my prime baby, I can't compete."

      "Compete?" Eric spat back. "What an asshole. If you were my date..." He cut himself off from finishing his statement.

      Emily reached across the small table and gripped his hand, staring into Eric's eyes. "Finish it" she told him. "If I were your date; then what were you going to say?"

      Eric stared back at his mother for a moment, and then replied. "If you were my date tonight, we wouldn't still be sitting here right now."

      His mother gently squeezed his hand "If your date told you" she softly whispered. "That she was sitting across the table from you, not wearing any panties right now." Eric's eyes grew as she spoke. "That if she got any wetter, she would leave a puddle in her chair when she stood up."

      "Fuck" Eric almost groaned.

      Emily smiled at his single word response. "That if you took her home right now, that is exactly what she would do to you. What would you say then, tell me" She asked.

      
        Instead of answering, Eric slipped his hand free and waved the waitress over. "Can we have our check please" he told the young woman. "My date and I need to leave."

      Emily felt her stomach start to sink, that everything she had done had been only to have it end in rejection. Then, she realized Eric had called her his date, not his mother.

      "Eric?" she whispered softly.

      Her son turned and looked her in the eyes. "I think we need to finish this discussion at home" he told her. Emily shuddered as she stared into her sons' eyes, seeing something there she hadn't seen since before Richard. Raw hunger smoldered in Eric's eyes back at her.

      Leaving the restaurant, Emily slid into the back seat of the cab, feeling Eric slide in beside her in the dark. She sat silently through the ride home, the darkness of the cab hiding her worried look. She started when she suddenly felt strong fingers rest on her bare thigh, gently kneading the soft flesh in the dark. Oh my god, she thought.

      Emily let her son escort her from the cab, through his apartment building and up the elevator. Not a word was spoken as he unlocked the door to his apartment and ushered her inside. She stood and waited as he closed the door behind him. "Baby" she started to say; then let out a small squeak as Eric pressed her back against the wall right beside the door. His lips crashed into hers as his tongue began to slide into her half open mouth. She could feel every fiber in her body erupt in fire as pure passion and desire coursed through their kiss.

      As their lips parted, Eric stared into his mothers' eyes. "I'm not going to tell you a damn thing" he almost growled. "I'm going to show you."

      Emily couldn't even react as her son slid to her knees in front of her; she stared down and watched as his hands found the hem of her dress, pushing the material up her hips until it bunched at her waist.

      With her wet sex now on display, she watched as if in slow motion his head closed to her trembling body. "Oh God" she moaned. "I've never...no one..." then her sons' hot mouth closed over her soaked lips. "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh" she moaned, as her head fell back with a soft bang against the wall behind her.

      
        Eric drove his tongue deep into his mother, tasting her wetness. Feeling her juices coat his lips and face. It was like he couldn't get enough of her as all the raging hormones since he had watched her walk from the elevator exploded inside him at once.

      "Mmmmmmmm" he hummed as he sucked her lips into his mouth. The vibration was sending a violent tremor through Emily's body as her son greedily sucked her juices out of her.

      "Oh God, Oh yes" she moaned. "Eat me" she gasped. "Eat mommy" her hands gripping the back of his head as she tried to shove his face further between her now spread thighs.

      Eric felt like he was possessed as he coated his face in his mothers' juice. He wanted that hot nectar, every fucking drop, and he wanted it now. He opened his mouth and sucked her hard clit in, tugging it with pursed lips.

      "Oh my goddddddddddddddd" Emily almost screamed at the sensations coursing through her. She tried to stare down and watch as Eric lapped at her, but the intensity kept making her eyes close in rapture.

      "Oh Jesus" she whispered. "Don't stop baby. Gonna make me cum, god yes"

      Eric, driven by his mothers' words, sucked her clit in harder, and then nipped at the bud with his teeth.

      Emily felt an electric bolt tear through her belly as her last shred on control was ripped away. "Fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" she cried out, her hips bucking. "Cummmmiiinnn gggggggggggggggggggg" she wailed.

      Eric was stunned as hot cream washed over his face. His mother's body shaking above him, as her cream erupted from her. God yes, he thought, she SQUIRTS. He felt the primal urge to be inside her grip him. Slowly, rising to his feet as his body drug up hers, still pinned with her back to the wall.

      Emily felt her senses start to slowly return, even as the sparkles continued to erupt behind her closed eyes. She felt Eric rising in front of her; she started to wonder what he would do now; that was answered when she felt his lower body come in contact with her bare thighs.

      
        Her eyes popped open as she suddenly felt bare skin against skin. Jesus, she thought, he undid his slacks while he was down there. She felt his hard cock sliding slowly up along her inner thigh; she raised one leg and wrapped it around his waist, opening herself more to him.

      "We're not going to make the bedroom are we" she whispered as she stared into his eyes.

      "No mother, we're not." Eric told her. Then he drove his hips forward, his steel hard cock lined up with her now soaked lips; parting them easily as his length slid straight up into her.

      "Unnghhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Emily grunted as a sensation of fullness gripped her body. Once again her eyes closed, her head falling back to bump against the wall behind her. The fact that her son couldn't even wait for the bedroom to have her drove her insane with lust. "Fuck me baby" she gasped

      "God you're tight" Eric grunted as he pulled back, then drove into her again.

      "You're not exactly small" his mother gasped back at his thrust.

      Erick pulled back again, then drove in even deeper, making his mother groan as his cock buried itself somewhere deep inside her belly. "Arguing?" he asked.

      Emily reached down both hands. Grabbing her sons' ass cheeks, she dug her nails into the soft flesh. "Come on" she moaned. "Be a motherfucker, give it to me baby."

      Eric was inflamed by his mothers' words. His hips began to drive faster as he plowed into his mother, pinning her back against the wall with every stroke. He could feel her tight, wet walls gripping him as her juices ran down his shaft.

      "Oh Ericccccccccc" Emil moaned as her son hammered into her. She wasn't being made love to, she wasn't even being fucked. Her body was being ravaged like never before, and she loved every moment of it.

      "That's it my beautiful boy" she moaned hotly into his ear "fuck mommy baby; harder, give it all to me."

      "You want it harder" Eric softly growled. His cock slid back until only the tip rested inside her; then with every once he could muster he rammed hard up into her. Emily felt her body literally slide up against the wall as he lifted her from her one foot still on the floor, suspended on his thick column of flesh.

      "Oh Jesus" Emily moaned, her other leg coming up to wrap around her sons' waist. Her entire body now suspended on his cock. Her eyes popped open in amazement as she felt the engorged head press against the spongy surface of her cervix; never before had she felt anything so deep.

      Eric watched as his mother's mouth opened, her eyes glazed. He could feel her entire body go rigid and then start to vibrate against his as her orgasm reached its peak. "Yeah" he encouraged her. "Come on me, coat me."

      "Aaaaaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Emily wailed, as her body convulsed. She dimly heard her own scream as her heels drummed against her sons' waist, her nails digging deeper as she tried to pull every inch of him into her. She heard Eric groan, and then his cock jerked deep in her belly as a sudden gush of warmth filled her.

      The pair shook and trembled as Eric filled her with his hot seed. "Oh fuck...oh God" Eric kept mumbling as he emptied himself into his mothers' tight cavern. He felt like he had never cum this hard before as he could feel her juices literally gush out around him, falling to the carpet beneath them with a wet splatter.

      As Eric slowly eased her down, Emily slowly lowered her legs from around his waist and tried to stand on wobbly knees. She could feel him still inside her as she reached up and turned his face towards hers. Her lips crushed to her sons in a passionate kiss as the after-glow wrapped around her.

      "You have no idea" she whispered "how badly I needed that."

      Eric chuckled as he deliberately flexed his cock inside his mother; watching her eyes widen as she realized he was still hard buried inside her. "Did I say we were done?" he asked back. "Let's take this to the bedroom shall we."

      As his thick cock slid out of her, Emily felt a glob of his seed ooze out and start to run down her thigh. Taking her sons' hand she followed him into the bedroom; crawling onto the bed as she watched him stand in the half light, his cock glistening with their juices.

      Eric stopped her from lying down, instead positioning his mother on her hands and knees on the mattress. She turned her head and watched as he slid behind her. "What are you doing" she moaned in amazement.

      
        
      

      Emily had only experienced sex in the dark, on her back, with her husband grunting and sweating above her. What had just happened in the living room had opened a whole new world for her, and she willingly let her son position her and then get behind her on his knees.

      "Doing?" Eric replied. "I am fucking my mother" he said. Then, Eric drove his hips into her as his cock slid deep back into her in one stroke.

      "Ohhh Goddddddddddddddd" Emily moaned as she felt herself mounted. Her belly rolled again as she watched over her shoulder, the mask of lust shining in his face as Eric took her body again and again.

      Eric began pumping deep into his mother, as his hips slapped against her soft ass. "Mine" he grunted down at her. "You belong to me now" he told her "you got that."

      Emily let her head fall to the sheets, pushing her ass straight up into the air. Every stroke of her sons' cock sent tremors through her belly as he pounded into her from behind. She could feel the veins on his cock pulsing along her walls as he drove into her.

      "All yours" his mother began to babble. "Make me yours; fuck me, take me, own me" she ranted back at him.

      "Oh God mommmmmmmmmmm" Eric moaned behind her. She felt his cock jerk inside her, then that delicious warmth fill her belly again.

      As her eyes rolled back, sparks went off in her head. "Yessssssss" Emily groaned; as a second orgasm rolled through her body.

      For the next forty-five minutes her son used her body like no other man ever had. On her hands and knees, riding him, missionary, every position she had dreamed of in her darkest desires. She quickly lost count of how many times he made her orgasm as their sweat and cream soaked the sheets under them.

      By the time she felt his third load pumping deep inside her; Emily collapsed onto the bed in complete exhaustion as Eric lay beside her, his chest heaving from the effort.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 2

      Eric slowly drifted back from the world of sleep and dreams; his mind filled with images of a soft warm rain falling on his bare chest. His eyes opened to look down and watch as his mother left soft kisses along his bare skin, causing him to shudder at the touch of her lips.

      "Oh My God" he whispered. "I wasn't a dream."

      Emily slowly slid down her sons' nude body, until she lay nestled between his spread thighs. As she looked up at him, her eyes could see both his face and the thick cock that lay like a solid tube flat to his belly.

      "Oh, it's a dream all right" Emily told him. Her hand reached out and gripped his throbbing shaft, lifting the column of flesh until it pointed straight in the air. "A dream come true baby."

      Eric could only stare as his mother's head slowly lowered towards his aching cock. When her lips were only an inch away, she stared into his eyes.

      "I haven't done this before" she gave a shy smile. "My son needs to teach mommy how to suck his big, beautiful cock."

      "OH fuckkkkkkkkkk" Eric groaned as he watched his mother lean down and engulf the swollen head of his cock.

      Emily's mouth slid slowly down his shaft, tasting her son. Her nostrils flared with the mixed scent of his male body and yesterdays' sex. After the pleasure her son had given her, she wanted to make sure he not only gave, but received. Gripping the throbbing shaft she sucked slowly downward again, as her tongue swirled around the ridged crown.

      The sound of Emily's slurping mixed with Eric's moaning in the bedroom. Eric tried to watch as his mothers' head bobbed up and down on him, the tremors running through his body were only growing; as he could feel the start of that pinch deep in his balls.

      "Ohhhh God, Mommmmmmm" Eric moaned.

      
        With an obscene wet pop, Emily pulled her mouth from his pulsing dick. "You like that baby" she asked in a husky voice. "Should I keep going?"

      Eric looked down at his mothers' face and a shudder rippled through him. The vision of her now kneeling between his spread thighs, her breasts swinging free, as her spit glistened on the shaft of his cock still in her firm grip.

      "If you want me to cum" he told her "then yeah keep going" he added.

      A smile spread across Emily's face, and then he felt her mouth literally slam black down on him engulfing him almost to the root. He felt one hand stroking up and down his shaft in time to her sucking lips, as the other cupped his full balls; gently kneading them, trying to milk his hot seed free.

      "Oh Jesus....Mom..." Eric gasped. His hips lifted off the mattress as he felt the boiling in his balls suddenly erupt.

      "Arrggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Eric wailed as his body was set on fire with raw pleasure. He felt his hot cream speed from his balls, up his shaft, and explode into his mothers' waiting mouth.

      Emily had drawn her lips back to the crowned head, pursing them tightly there. She held still, feeling him pulse in her grip, waiting for his release. The first this jet of hot cream burst into the back of her mouth, she almost gagged as she tried to swallow her sons' thick seed. Before she could even get the first round down, a second and then third thick rope pulsed into her mouth. She could feel a thick glob ooze out the corners and drip down her chin.

      As Eric's hips slowly lowered back to the bed, Emily pulled her mouth free. Staring into her sons' eyes she swallowed the last of his cream in her mouth. She was amazed at how sweet his cream was and how much she enjoyed the act of drinking her sons' seed.

      "Good morning baby" Emily whispered to her still dazed son.

      "God Mom" Eric finally mustered. "I could wake up to that every fucking day."

      Emily's eyes smoldered as she stared at her son. "Be careful what you wish for" she whispered softly.

      
        For the entire day, the pair teased and explored each other. Emily was preparing them a lunch in the small kitchen of the apartment, when Eric knelt in front of her, sliding her shorts down her supple hips. She tried desperately to focus as Eric nibbled, licked and sucked her steaming womanhood; until her juices clung to his face and rolled down her thighs.

      Standing at the toilet, emptying his bladder, Eric was shocked when his mothers' slender hand slid around his waist, replacing his wrapped around his cock. He stared down and watched as she gently held him, aiming the warm stream into the bowel. When he had finished, she slowly stroked his thickening cock without a word, until his hot seed joined the urine; and when he had finished emptying his balls with his bladder, she had softly patted his shrinking cock and left the room.

      For the entire remainder of the weekend, neither of the two had even dressed, allowing the other total access to their body. Finishing their day wrapped arm in arm in the bed, the sheets soaked with their sweat and fluids; drifting off to sleep with Eric's slowly shrinking cock still buried inside his mother.

      On Monday, Emily felt like she finally got some rest, as Eric left for work at the lab. She spent the day puttering around his apartment, then enjoying the sun at the pool. When her phone beeped near lunch, Emily opened the small device to stare at a picture of Eric. He must have found a bathroom and taken a selfie as he stood in front of the mirror stroking his hard cock.

      "Thinking of you" she read below the enticing photo. Two can play at this game, she thought.

      Eric almost came in his pants when he opened his phone at work to stare at a photo of his mother in front of the bedroom mirror. Two fingers were jammed deep into her glistening pussy as she fingered herself for her son. The word 'Ditto' glowed beneath the steaming picture.

      By the time Eric arrived home, he wasn't sure who was in more of a haze, himself or his mother. Emily could feel her body at a fever pitch as she watched her son walk through the apartment door. She was shocked when instead of attacking her on the spot; he led her from the small apartment. She had expected him to ravish her on the spot but his control amazed the mother as he first drove the pair into downtown Atlanta, then spent the afternoon and evening showing her the sights.

      Eric couldn't remember the last time he had spent a day in town just enjoying; and for Emily it was something she had never experienced. To be on the arm of a man who not only treated her as an equal, but proudly showed her off to everyone they saw.

      
        Walking through the George Aquarium Emily marveled at the exotic fish, while reveling in the feel of her sons' gentle touch. Her hand, her cheek, the small of her back; everywhere his fingers landed they left a blazing trail across her skin.

      As the pair strolled down dimly lit halls between illuminated tanks, Emily leaned over and whispered in her sons' ear. "My panties are soaked I want you so bad" she whispered. At first, she thought Eric had not heard her comment, and then was surprised when he pulled her down a small off hall between the tanks.

      "What are you doing?" she quietly asked as he began to rotate her to face a small tank.

      Eric turned his mother until she stood facing the tank, standing behind her. He never spoke a word as she heard the soft sound of his zipper lowering. OH my God, she thought, here...now. She felt herself being bent forward, until her hands splayed across the cool glass of the tank to support herself, her ass poking out behind her as Eric spread her feet further apart.

      "Eric" she whispered over her shoulder. "We can't, not here, we are in public baby."

      The only answer she got was the feel her skirt lifted over the curve of her ass in the almost dark space, while her son pulled the crotch of her panties to the side. She heard his deep breathing in the darkness as he positioned himself behind her.

      "Babyyyyyyyyyyy" she tried to protest again. The last sound coming out in a guttural moan as she felt every inch of her sons' thick cock slide deep inside her. She could feel her walls stretching to fit him deep inside as the veins scrapped along them.

      "Fuck that...tight, wet....cunt..." Eric grunted into her ear between strokes. He pulled his hips back until only the engorged head of his cock nestled inside his mother, and then, with a lunge, rammed his cock deep back into her. Emily shuddered at her sons' words. This wasn't making love; this was primal and hungry, a man who knew what he wanted and was taking it regardless of the consequences.

      "Oh God...Oh Yes..." Emily could only softly grunt back with each powerful thrust. In the darkness she couldn't see, only feel, as the thick shaft filled her over and over; as she stared at the small fish that slowly drifted by in the dimly lit tank.

      Her son's hot voice filled her ear "God you're so fucking tight" echoed in the dim light. The words were sending a tremor through her fifty year old body, as he fucked her slow and deep.

      
        
      

      Emily opened her mouth to speak, when a deep thrust from behind drove the engorged head of his cock against her spongy cervix. "Oh Goddddddddd" was all she could manage to get out.

      As she felt the fire in the pit of her belly growing, Emily heard a sound beside them. Turning she stared and watched as a young girl stepped into the dim light of the tank. Dressed in the uniform of an aquarium tour guide, the young blonde watched the pair for a moment.

      "You shouldn't be doing that here" the girl whispered.

      "Eric!" Emily urgently whispered to her son; her voice falling on deaf ears as he continued to pound his swelling cock deeper inside her. "OH fuck" she gasped. She watched as the girls' slender hand slipped inside the loose trousers she wore.

      As Emily felt every inch of his cock splitting her nearly in half, she watched as the girl slowly fingered herself inside the loose cloth. The sight was quickly becoming too much for her mind to take in.

      "Oh God baby" she moaned. "Cummminnnggggggggggggg" her body spasming as juices gushed out around his cock, splattering to the tile floor beneath her spread feet.

      "Yes" the young woman hissed back at them. "Cum on your husbands' cock" she told them.

      Emily felt Eric's cock swelling as he rammed hard into her, holding as he buried himself to the root in her spasming cunt.

      "I'm not her husband" Eric grated. "I'm...her...SON"

      "Ericccccccccccccc" Emily keened, as she felt her son's hot seed erupt deep in her belly at his own words. Molten heat filling her belly as his seed coated her inside, Emily shuddered through a second climax.

      "Fuck that's so hot" the girl moaned beside them, as Emily watched her tremble through her own finger driven orgasm.

      
        By the time the mother and son had cooled down enough to collect themselves, the young girl had slipped her now glistening fingers free from her own slacks.

      "Thanks for the show" she called as the pair quickly hustled their way out of the aquarium and headed for the parking lot.

      Emily had never felt as wanton or desired as she did right now. Arm in arm with her son she giggled all the way to the car, as their combined juices dripped down her bare thighs. After their brief voyeur act today, a seed planted in the hot mothers' mind, tomorrow was going to be an interesting birthday.

      Tuesday morning, Eric awoke and entered the kitchen to find his mother standing at the counter as she poured a cup of morning coffee for herself. Dressed in a pair of lace pink panties that hugged the cheeks of her ass and one of her sons' shirts that barely came to her waist, Eric could feel the blood flowing into his cock already. She slipped up behind her and wrapped his arms around her warm body, filling his hands with her full breasts.

      "Mmmmmm" she murmured. "Morning baby"

      "Morning" Eric softly spoke, as his lips left a warm trail down her soft neck from behind.

      "Shouldn't you be getting ready for work hun?" his mother asked.

      "Nope" he told her. "I asked for the day off. So It's just you and me all day sexy lady."

      Emily slowly turned in her sons' embrace, staring into his eyes. "Honey, you shouldn't; your work...."

      "Shhhhh" Eric hushed his mother, as he placed a finger to her lips to silence her. "Today is about you. Not me, not work; this is your day mom, happy birthday beautiful lady." Eric slowly bent down and pressed his lips to hers, wrapping her in his arms at the same moment.

      Emily didn't know whether to melt from the passion of the kiss she now felt, or from the fact her son had done something her husband never had, put her first. She did the first thing she thought of, wrapping her arms around this wonderful man, her lips grinding to his; as her breasts pressed against his bare chest, her groin pressed to that bulge between them.

      
        As Eric pulled back he could see the lust in his mothers' eyes, feel her body tremble against his.

      "I figured we could lounge at the pool, maybe hit the park, and then have some lunch later" he told her. "Today is your day, and I'm all yours."

      "All mine" Emily whispered. Her hand lowered and one finger traced along the prominent bulge in his slacks. "Jesus baby" she gasped "are you always this hard."

      Erick chuckled softly. "Around you, you better believe it."

      A wicked gleam came into his mothers' eyes as she gazed back at him. He wondered what he had gotten himself into.

      "Good" Emily said. She gently squeezed his thick shaft "I plan on keeping it hard all day baby; I have plans for it later."

      True to her word, Eric stayed in what felt like a constant state of arousal all day, as his mother teased and tormented his young body. Spending the morning strutting around the apartment in only her panties and tight t-shirt; and then showering with not only the bathroom door open, but the curtain pulled back so Eric saw her every time he passed the bathroom.

      At the pool, Emily made a point of having Eric apply her sun lotion; his hands grazing the side of her full breasts; kneading her tight ass as he spread the warm liquid over her. At the park, she kept bumping her ass into his groin, then sat on his lap at the park bench, doing a fully dressed lust filled lap dance in near public.

      By the time Tuesday evening came, Eric was in a near frenzy of lust. Begging to fuck his mother over and over; stalling him time and time again. She had something in mind, he knew that, but couldn't even get a hint of her plans.

      Sitting on the couch to watch a movie, he waited for his mother to come out of the bedroom. Just as the bedroom door opened, his phone buzzed on the small stand by the couch. Reaching over, he saw it was his father.

      "Dad?" he spoke first.

      
        "Where's your mother?" Eric's father asked. Again, there was no greeting, nothing.

      Eric felt his mother approach the edge of the couch. "She's getting ready to watch a movie"

      His father snorted into the phone. "You two always did like that shit"

      Eric bristled at the tone but held his comment. "She should be here any second" the last word drawn out slowly as he raised his eyes to look at his mother. "Holy shit" he gasped.

      Emily stood in front of her son wearing the one item that had taken her the longest to buy, her birthday present to herself. She wore a sheer white negligee that flowed down over her body, her dark areoles on clear display through the thin cloth that ended even with her mound. The lace ruffles doing little to hide the sheer thong panties that encased her sex from his eyes.

      "Uhhh no dad" Eric tried to recover. "Just surprised by something I saw...on the television."

      A smile crept across his mothers' face as she realized who he was talking to. Silently, she pressed one hand against his bare chest, pushing him gently back until he laid full length on the couch. His eyes grew wide as she reached down with both hands, and with a quick yank stripped his lounge pants down over his hips. A light slap filled the room as his rock hard cock snapped back against his belly.

      Eric tried not to groan as his mothers' hand wrapped around his throbbing cock, slowly stroking him. "No, she's fine" he tried to answer his father, his voice strained. "No, she has been around the house or with me the whole time."

      Eric could only lay and watch as his mother held his cock straight in the air, then throw one slender leg over his body until she rested on the couch straddling him. "Oh fuck" he couldn't help moaning; as he felt her velvet heat sink down onto him.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhh" Emily moaned, as she felt her son stretch her to fullness. God his cock felt good inside her right now. Looking down at him as he struggled to keep a coherent conversation with his father almost made her laugh, if she wasn't stuffed full of his delicious prick.

      "Give me the phone" she told Eric in a hushed voice.

      
        "She's here" was all Eric could get out, and then handed the cell phone to his mother. "Jesus mom, what are you doing?" he tried to ask.

      Emily placed her hand over the speaker to muffle the sound. "Fuck me" she gritted down to her son. "Fuck mommy good baby."

      Eric rested his hands on her supple hips as his mother slowly began to rise and fall on his cock. Guiding her with his hands, he did the only thing he could at that moment; he fucked her, and fucked her good.

      "Yes dear" his mother spoke calmly. "No dear, I am not being a bother." Her hips began to rise and fall, accompanied by the soft, wet sucking sound of her wet pussy gliding up and down him. Eric didn't know what her game was, but she was definitely dripping wet whatever it was.

      "Yes, he took me out to eat" his mother replied. Eric could tell by her increased breathing, that his driving cock was having an effect on his mother. "Oh yes, he's taking good care of me" Emily continued. Emily ground her clit into Eric's pelvis to emphasize her words.

      "He's getting desert right now" Eric listened to his mother. He lifted her up a bit higher with his hands, and then let her own weight drive her harder down onto his probing cock. "Ungh" his mother gave a soft grunt. "He should be coming any moment now."

      Eric's mind was in a red haze. Here he was, stretched out on the couch, while his hot mother rode his pulsing cock; and at the same time talked with his father, her husband, on the phone. How fucking kinky could you get, he thought.

      Emily began to increase her pace as her body rose and fell. She could feel the tip of Eric's thick cock press against her cervix as she shuddered against him. As her husband spoke into the phone, she could hear the faint giggles of a female voice. Bastard, she thought, think you can get one over me do you. She looked down at her son as raw lust blazed in her eyes.

      "Is someone with you dear?" she asked innocently. She tightened her Kegel muscles as her walls milked at her sons cock.

      So that's it, Eric realized instantly. He brought his hands back to rest on his mothers' hips as he began to match her pace. You want revenge, he thought; then here it comes.

      
        Emily's eyes grew to saucers as her son suddenly rammed his hips up into her, Jesus was he deep. "He works very...hard" she almost gasped into the phone as her son reamed her cunt hard. She could feel her juices literally dripping out of her onto his taut body.

      "Oh fuck...mom" Eric groaned as his balls were soaked in her cream. His cock spasming as her tight walls squeezed and milked his length.

      Emily leaned forward and whispered in her sons' ear, holding the phone off to the side. "Do it baby" her breath hot in his ear. "Fill mommy with your sweet juice."

      Eric's eyes rolled back as he arched his hips off the couch, his cock swelling as it stretched his mother wider. "Fucccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Eric tried to moan, as it took every ounce of willpower not to scream as his cock jerked inside his mothers' hot belly.

      "He's coming right now" Emily cooed to her husband in the phone; feeling the first hot blast of Eric's seed coating her walls. "Dear, I have to go now" she told her husband "Eric needs me. Yes dear, thank you; I will call tomorrow."

      Pressing the disconnect button, Emily all but threw the phone across the room. Reaching down, she dug her nails into her sons' bare chest. "Now" she rasped "fuck me. I don't mean some gentle mommy loving." Her nails tightened in his skin, nearly drawing blood.

      "I want you to fuck me" she growled down at her son. "Pound me, own me, and take me as YOUR woman."

      Eric, still glowing from his previous orgasm, felt an almost primal rage at his father grip him. How he could turn this woman away for some bimbo was beyond him, but he fully intended to take away what his father had cast aside.

      "Ohh" Emily squeaked when Eric rose up from the couch. She literally felt his cock ripping from her gripping pussy. Like a rag doll, her enraged son lifted her and turned her onto her knees on the couch. Supporting herself along the back of the couch, she tried to look back at what he was doing.

      Emily was shocked to see a look of rage mixed with sheer animal lust etched on her sons' face.

      "Eric?" was all she got out then he stepped behind her kneeling form. In one swift stroke he rammed every inch of his steel hard cock back into her. As his hips slapped against her ass, her head tilted back.

      
        
      

      "Uuunnghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Emily screamed, feeling her walls stretched deeper than she had ever felt. "Yessssssssssssss" she hissed. "Fuck meeeeeeee."

      The scent of sex mixed with sweat filled the living room as Eric pounded into his mother. The pair rutted together as Eric gripped his mothers' hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh trying to find leverage. Driving into her than he had ever done before, he felt like he wanted to see the tip of his cock come out her throat he was so deep.

      Emily keened and wailed as her son possessed her body. As one orgasm rolled through her, another came right on its heels, and then another. Her body shook and vibrated as she felt her son fulfill her birthday wish and give her the greatest fucking of her fifty years.

      For a second time that night, she felt Eric's already thick cock swelling deep in her belly. "Oh God...Oh baby" she cried out, feeling a knot in her belly starting to loosen.

      "Emilyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Eric roared behind her. Unable to stop his hips, he felt his hot seed erupt with every stroke into the woman beneath him. Hot rope after rope jetted from his cock as he filled his mother with his seed.

      When the scalding warmth hit her womb, Emily almost blacked out in sheer pleasure. The fact that he had called her by her name; not mom or mother, but as a woman tipped her over the edge.

      "Eric" was the single word from her mouth as her gut exploded. She felt her juices spray from her body, soaking her thighs and the cushions beneath her as she squirted for the first time in her life.

      As the pair collapsed to the couch, Emily felt complete for the first time in fifty years. For her son, Eric thought of the two remaining; and then it would be Friday. What then? He wondered.

    
  
    
      Part 3

      Emily stared through her windshield at Eric standing by the sidewalk; the look of pain in his face mirrored her own at that moment. She could feel the knot in her stomach as she tried to wave, slowly backing the car up. For two hours the pair had held each other tight, the words swinging between passion and anger, finally settling to resignation.

      
        "Honey, I have to go back." Emily had told her son for what felt like the twentieth time.

      "I don't see why" Eric retorted. "It isn't like he wants you, and I do."

      "I know baby" his mother had said, stroking his cheek. "But, for now, I am still his wife. He expects me back today."

      "Fuck him" Eric spat out, startling his mother with the venom in his voice. "All he fucking wants is someone to wash his clothes, cook his meals, and keep his damn house." Her son added. "You might as well be a servant in that house mom" he choked out.

      All morning they had gone back and forth, as Emily tried to explain why she felt she had to return. Then, just as she started to pull out of the apartment parking lot, Eric had rushed to her open window; shoving his head inside her car.

      When his lips crushed to hers, it was like the wind was sucked out of her entire body, more passion than she had ever felt in her entire life. Then, he had stared into her eyes; as his burned with a luster she had never seen a man have before.

      "I love you Emily" Eric had said. "Know this" he told her "one day, I WILL have you."

      As she headed for the interstate, his words rang in her ears. "Somehow baby" she whispered to the empty car "I have no doubt you will."

      For the next three weeks the pair spent more time on the phone, than alone. If Eric wasn't calling his mother, she was calling him. They spent their time talking of their days, what they were doing, and each other. Eric often asked when his mother would return. Each time, she gave the same answer. "I can't just drive down there, I need a reason or he won't go for it."

      They came to learn the others' schedule as well as they knew their own. Wednesday was his mothers' laundry day, and at lunch Eric slipped into the men's room at the lab. Sitting in a stall he pressed his mothers' number.

      "Hi baby" his mother answered. "Is everything all right?"

      "Yeah" Eric replied. "I was just thinking about you."

      
        
      

      "At work" his mother softly laughed "such a bad boy."

      "Are you doing the laundry?" Eric asked.

      "Of course, it's Wednesday" she laughed back.

      "God" Eric moaned as he pushed his slacks down to his knees. "I would love to have a pair of your panties right now."

      "Oh Eric" his mother moaned into the phone.

      "Of course" he said softly; "I'd rather have that wet cunt of yours on my face right now, my tongue buried in you."

      "OH God" his mother groaned. "What are you doing?"

      This time, Eric softly chuckled. "Sitting in a bathroom; stroking a very hard cock, talking to a hot and sexy woman."

      "Oh God...please" his mother moaned back. "Don't...please"

      Eric quickly flipped his phone around; aiming down at his groin he snapped a picture of his throbbing hard cock. Hitting send he resumed his stroking as he brought the phone back up.

      "You want that mom...shoved deep inside you." He whispered.

      "Ohhhhhhhh" came back over the phone, and he knew he had her.

      "I want to drive it so fucking deep you will feel it in your womb" he half growled.

      "Ohhhhh yesssssssssss" his mother moaned back.

      
        
      

      "Is the washing machine running?" he asked her.

      "Yes" his mother panted back.

      "Press into the corner" he told her. "Shove that wet cunt in hard"

      Emily tried to resist on the other end, but the strong male voice of her son drew her. Before she could even stop herself, she stepped forward and drove her pelvis into the vibrating machine.

      "Aaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" she groaned into the phone.

      "Fuck me mom" her sons' voice called to her. "Fuck my cock"

      "Oh God...Oh Yes" Emily moaned as she humped the washing machine.

      "Your son...fucking his fat cock into your wet cunt" her son egged her on.

      "My son...my lover" Emily gasped back. "Fucking me...Oh God, fuck me baby. Fuck mommy good."

      Eric could hear the rising passion in his mothers' voice as he drove her on. He could feel the pressure building in his own balls.

      "That's it baby" his mother cooed. "Cum in me...fill mommy."

      "I'm going to cum deep inside you" Eric moaned, as the heat hit a boiling point in his swirling balls.

      As Emily heard the unmistakable sounds of her sons' orgasm through the phone, the vibrating machine pressed between her thighs triggered her own release.

      "Oh God" she grunted. "Give me that baby batter"

      
        The thought of his seed, pouring deep into his mothers' womb was too much for Eric. "Oh fuck, mommmmm" he moaned. He watched as his hot cum jetted from the tip of his cock and splattered against the cool metal walls of the bathroom stall. "Fucking going to breed you" he told her.

      The idea of her son's hot and potent seed inside her tipped Emily over the edge. "Unnggggghhhhhhh" she wailed. Give it to meeeeeee" she cried. "Breed your mommy you sweet mother fucker" she gasped. She could feel her own hot juices gush down her thighs.

      At night Eric lay in his bed, hating the empty apartment more and more. Everything reminded him of his mother and that fantastic week together. The bed where they had slept, the couch where he had made love to her while she talked to his father on the cell phone, even the pool and the vision of her in her bathing suit.

      He had even reached a point where desperation made him consider going home for a visit, just to see his mother. Only the realization his father would be there held him back. It was finally his co-worker who provided his solution, to both his problems; the apartment and his mother.

      When a member of his research team took a week off to get settled in his new home, Eric began to hatch a plan. Having a home was not something he had originally considered. Yet, the idea of having a place of their own; somewhere he and his mother could have total privacy, appealed to him. Perhaps then she would consider being with him, he thought.

      He watched the home listings carefully over the fourth week, and by the time their first month of separation came to an end, he had placed a bid on a home in the Berkley Heights suburb of Atlanta.

      Only, it wasn't Eric calling to ask his parents to help him move that changed things, once again, unwittingly, his father opened the door.

      "I'm telling you boy" his father said over the phone to him "all this fucking singing and shit she keeps doing, she's driving me nuts."

      Eric knew why his mother behaved this way now. Had his father not been the blind and ignorant ass he was; he might have seen past his self-centered world that something was different with his wife. Instead, he had called his son to bitch and complain once again.

      "I am telling you" his father complained "I am sick of this shit. Sometimes..." But he left the sentence unfinished.

      
        
      

      "Look dad" Eric told his father. "I would come and see you, talk to her, but I am getting ready to move to my own place, I just can't."

      "About time you got moving boy" his father told him. "Do you good to have some bills and responsibility. Cut those fucking apron strings to your mother."

      Eric gritted his teeth and held his tongue, he remained silent instead.

      "Know what" his father suddenly cut in. "That's not a bad damn idea boy."

      "What dad?" Eric asked.

      "You have shit to do, mans' work like earning a living, even if it is playing with fucking grass and trees." His father went on. "How about if I send the cow down to you; it isn't like she does shit around here, the least she can do is hang some pictures and put some damn dishes away for her mommas' boy."

      Eric bit back his acid reply "That's up to her, but I could use the help" he replied.

      "Fucking mommas' boy" his father growled. "I'll talk to her tonight, tell her she needs to help her little pussy boy move."

      Before Eric could reply, his father had hung up the phone. "Bastard" he whispered, breaking the connection.

      Later that night, he sat on his couch, listening to his mothers' soft voice.

      "He said you bought a house" Emily told her son. "Why didn't you say something to me before" she said softly.

      "I wanted to surprise you, give you a reason to come back." Eric told her.

      "Is it nice?" his mother asked.

      
        
      

      "It doesn't have a pool" Erick chuckled "but it's got a nice deck off the living room and a hot tub." Eric's voice dropped lower "It has a huge master bedroom so you can scream to your hearts content, every time I shove my cock into you."

      "Eric" Emily gasped at her son's words. "He's sitting in the room with me."

      "You mean like when you stared at your sons thick cock on your phone" he goaded her.

      "Oh Jesus" his mother whispered.

      "He wants your ass out by the weekend" Eric told her. "I want your ass here by Saturday afternoon, got it."

      "Yes dear" Emily whispered back.

      "And mom" Eric told her calmly. "Don't worry about to many extras clothes. I don't figure on you being dressed most of the time you're here."

      Emily shuddered at her sons' words, the idea of him ravishing her day after day like before sent shivers through her. Sitting on the couch only feet from her husband, she could feel her juices soaking into her panties.

      At first she had been reluctant when her husband had told her his intentions. Then, while he had showered after work, she had found his cell phone. Something that a month before she would never had even considered; Emily went through his calls and messages.

      The frenzied texts between him and his cheap bimbo had made the decision for her. How he would have the house to himself, her whining to be with him, and his telling her to have a bag packed by Saturday evening.

      The fact that he was fucking his mistress in her bed...their marriage bed, brought the taste of bile to her throat. Have your cheap hussy, she had thought. I am going home to my son.

      
        That weekend, following her GPS, Emily wound through the quiet streets of the suburb towards her destination. She was stunned as she looked around. The homes here dwarfed the modest house she shared back in Tennessee. Her son had grown into his own she thought, outdoing the father once again.

      As she pulled into the driveway of the address Eric had given her, she stared out her windshield at the large brick house. Oh my God, she thought. The manicured lawns, the arched entryways, all gave it a surreal look to her. This couldn't be the right place she thought, and then she watched as Eric stepped out to stand waiting on the small landing at the front door.

      He was shirtless, and her eyes were drawn to his broad chest, the gleam of sweat on his skin. She felt that tightness in her belly as she took in his form. She stepped out of the car and popped the truck for her bag, watching as he came down the short steps to meet her.

      "I'll get your bag" Eric said as he headed to the back of her car.

      "Aren't you going to give me a kiss" Emily asked.

      Eric stopped and stared into her eyes. "If I kiss you, I will rape you right here in the driveway."

      "Oh God" Emily murmured at the raw passion in his voice. How he could want her so badly still mystified her, but that his desire was so evident was easy to see. She quietly followed as he led her back through the front door.

      Emily was amazed to find most of the furniture already in place, including some things she had never seen at the apartment. Eric had been very busy getting the house ready, she realized. As he set the suitcase on the floor next to the couch, she stepped to his side.

      "Now can I...mmmpppfffffff" was all she got out.

      Eric had turned to face his mother, and then pulled her into his grasp, his lips slamming down onto hers. As his tongue slid into her mouth, Emily felt every nerve ending in her body erupt. He knees nearly buckling as she returned the passion in his kiss.

      "Oh God...oh baby" Emily moaned, feeling moist warm kisses traveling down her neck. She tilted her hips and felt his cock press into her thigh, hard and throbbing, it pulsed between them. Four weeks had felt like an eternity, and now she was back in his arms

      
        
      

      She felt his hands slide up between their pressed bodies, his fingers finding the front of her blouse. She gave a small shriek as Eric gripped the front of her blouse, and then literally ripped the garment open. Buttons flew across the room as her bra encased breasts came into view. She couldn't help but shudder as she watched this almost animal side of her son come to the top.

      With a second jerk, she felt her bra lifted above her now swaying breasts, the soft globes of flesh coming free as the cups of her bra were shoved almost to her neck.

      "Eric...baby" she gasped. "Let me get undressed" she tried to tell him. She felt her sons' hot mouth latch onto one aching nipple, sucking it in. "Oh Goddddddddd" she moaned as her head rolled back.

      As her son sucked and teased her hard nipples, his mouth moving from one to the other; she felt his other hand slide under the hem of her skirt and start gliding up between her thighs. She jumped as his hand came in contact with her soaked panties, one thick finger gliding between her thighs to follow the contour of her swollen lips.

      "So fucking wet" her son groaned.

      "Yessssssssssss" was all she could answer, as her own passion began to match his. God, he was like an animal, taking what he wanted; and what her son wanted...was her.

      "Unnnnghhhhhhhhhh" Emily groaned, as she felt the gusset of her panties pulled to the side, and that thick, wonderful finger, driven deep into her folds. Her juices gushed out around the invading digit.

      Feeling like she was on some wild roller coaster ride, Emily let her son direct her body. His finger pumped deep up into her as he raised his head to stare into her eyes. She was shocked at the blaze of sheer lust written in his eyes.

      "I want you" was all Eric whispered.

      "I'm yours" Emily could only surrender.

      
        The fifty year old mother suddenly felt an emptiness as her son pulled his finger free from between her thighs. Then her eyes grew as she watched him raise it slowly and lick the evident juices from it right in front of her face.

      "Oh fuckkk" Emily whispered as her juices trickled down her thighs

      She put up no resistance as he turned her to face the back of the couch, one hand pressing into her back as he bent her forward. She looked back over her shoulder at this man, who was about to ravage her body when she hadn't been in his house more than five minutes.

      "Are you going to fuck me?" she rasped back at him. "Is my baby going to fuck his mommy?" Her eyes dropped to his waist, she was surprised to see his jeans unsnapped and gaping open. Like a thick column of flesh, his cock jutted out the opening.

      She watched as Eric raised the hem of her skirt, laying the cloth along her low back; as her ass now jutted back at him. Her panties pulled to the side, exposing her soaked cunt for him.

      Eric lined the engorged head with his mothers' dripping opening. "Does this answer your question" he half growled. Then in one single stroke, drove his entire length deep into her.

      "Fucckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Emily screamed, as she felt her body split open by her son. She felt every inch ram home inside her, until the bulbous head pressed against her cervix.

      "Soooooo good" she moaned as he fit perfectly into her.

      "God yes" Eric grunted behind her. "Fuck, I missed you."

      Emily wiggled her bottom against his pelvis. "Show me" she moaned "fuck me."

      As Eric slid back until only the head rested inside, she tried to steel herself. It was to no avail as he rammed himself back into her sucking pussy. Her knees finally giving way as she hung over the back of the couch.

      "Ericcccccccccccc" his mother wailed as her walls expanded around him again and again.

      
        Every blow of his hips making the cheeks of her ass shake as his body slammed into her. Emily could feel her juices dripping down her thighs as her son literally owned her body. His cock pounding relentless into her like a man possessed.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck...going to cum..." Emily babbled as her son drove into her over and over. Five minutes to get in the house, and five minutes of his cock buried in her, and she was about to explode like a volcano.

      Her sons' voice was hot in her ear. "Do it" he told her. "Come all over my cock. Come on..." he rammed harder into her "CUM."

      Emily's eyes rolled back as sparks ignited behind her lids. "FUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" she screamed at the top of her lungs, the sound bouncing off the living room walls.

      Eric held his mothers' hips as her entire body went rigid. He felt a gush of her hot cream erupt around his buried cock; the cascade splattering to the wood floor between her spread feet.

      "Oh God yes, fuck me." Emily moaned, as the waves in her belly rolled from one to the next. Her body was a continuous flow of cunt cream and pleasure. Dimly, she realized not only was he still fucking her, but he had yet to cum himself.

      "Please" she whispered "Give it to me. Give mommy all your sweet cum."

      "Is that what you want" his voice filled her ear. "You want your own sons' hot potent seed deep in your womb?"

      The image of that small packet of pills in her purse flashed through her mind. He wouldn't, she thought. He didn't want to...Emily's mind blanked as the most violent orgasm she could recall ripped through her.

      Eric held tight as his mother thrashed beneath him, a small trickle of her own drool dripping off her lips to fall to the couch.

      Ramming his hips as hard as he could, pressing against the fleshy globes of her ass, he tried to bury himself as deep inside her as he could. "Then take it...mother" he rasped in her ear.

      
        Her mouth opened in a silent scream as she felt Eric's cock swell in her belly, then jerk as a scalding hot rope washed her walls. One, and then two, and then THREE thick ropes pumped inside her; flooding her cavern with what felt like a gallon of his seed.

      Barely over twenty minutes in his house, and already Emily was back in heaven. All thoughts of her husband, her past were gone. Only the man who leaned his sweat covered body over hers mattered now.

      Breathing heavily, Eric withdrew his softening cock form his mothers' depths. She felt a glob of their mixed cream ooze down her inner thigh as he came free.

      "Welcome home mom" her son whispered in her ear.

      Emily was not surprised when her son informed her he had taken a week away from work to spend with her. Nothing about him surprised her anymore. The fact he did these things only ate into her resolve about what to do when the end of the week came again, as she knew it would.

      For the next two days the pair never left the house. They didn't even bother getting dressed, unless you considered a pair of boxers, and transparent panties to be dressed. Emily lost track of how many times they ravaged each other. When Eric stepped into the shower with her the next morning, she knew what would happen. Sure enough, forty-five minutes later he stepped out, as his exhausted mother leaned against the cool tiles of the wall, her sons' hot cum dripping from between her spread thighs.

      That night, she had woken him with a sloppy wet blowjob. Her lips sucking his thick pole until he filled her belly with his cream. Then, he had all but thrown her on her back and pounded into her, until he deposited another hot load deep inside her.

      It was Tuesday that Eric gave his mother the shock of her life. He had risen from their new queen bed, to sit in the spare bedroom he had hastily converted to an office. There, he could work some of the computer data from the lab, and still be home.

      Emily finished touching up her hair in the master bathroom, then reached for her purse sitting on the bathroom counter. She dug around inside, then began checking the countertop. Where were they, she wondered. She could have sworn she had left them in her purse.

      Emily headed down the hallway and into the spare bedroom Eric had hastily turned into a small office. He figured if he could get his computer data worked through from home, being off a week would work perfect.

      
        
      

      She found her son, sitting at his desk, still clad in only his light boxers. Her eyes swept over his chest as she felt a tremor roll through her.

      "Eric honey" she called softly "have you seen my medicine?"

      "What medicine mom?" Eric didn't look up from his computer.

      She sighed quietly "the pill packet in my purse silly."

      "Oh that." He stated flatly. He had stopped typing and had looked up at his mother.

      "Yes that" Emily laughed.

      "I threw it away" Eric said calmly.

      "You what?" she gasped. "Eric, that medicine prevents...I mean it's for..."

      She watched as her son pushed his chair back from the desk, then patted his lap. "Come here" he softly commanded her. Emily slowly walked over and stood at her sons' side. "Sit" he told her simply, again patting his lap.

      Throwing one leg over his, Emily straddled his thighs then lowered herself to his lap facing him. She was startled to feel his hardness against her groin. Eric wasn't just hard, she realized, he was bigger than she had known him to be, and his cock vibrated against her panty clad pussy.

      Eric rested his hands on his mothers' hips, and began to gently rock her back and forth. The slight motion causing her lips to slide along his hard length. She could feel herself starting to moisten the cloth between them, as her juices seeped out with the stimulation.

      Eric tilted his mothers' face until her eyes met his. "I know exactly what that medicine is for" he whispered. His mother's eyes grew wider as she listened. "I know exactly what it prevents. I am not saying I want it to happen, but I also wouldn't be unhappy if it did." He ground himself upward into her as he spoke.

      
        
      

      "Oh Godddd" Emily moaned, feeling his shaft throb across her clit, causing a gush of her hot cream to soak both of them.

      "I know your age" he chuckled "I know that makes the chances low but not totally zero. If it happens then it happens." He leaned in and softly kissed her lips. "I would like to think modern medicine is up to the challenge if it does" he smiled.

      "Eric..." Emily tried to say, the name only coming out in a moan of sheer desire as she felt his fingers pulling the gusset of her panties to the side. Her soaked lips were now sliding slowly up and down the silk of his boxers.

      "Mother" her son whispered back. "I want it to be natural, free of restraint. What nature deems right will happen, what it doesn't will not happen"

      Her eyes stayed locked to his, as she felt him slowly raise her body off his lap. She felt his hand moving between them, wondering what he was doing. "Do you know what you are saying my love" she whispered.

      Suddenly, she felt the swollen head of his cock press against her wet lips...teasing her opening. "Oh Jesus" she moaned.

      Eric's eyes burned into his mothers. "Yes, I do" he calmly said. "To prove my point, you now have a choice. You can stand up right now, walk into the kitchen, and retrieve your pills from the garbage where I put them." Emily felt her body tremble at his words. "Or, you can slide down on my cock, no condom; and fuck me with that hot fertile cunt."

      For a few second, Emily stared back into her sons' lust filled eyes. Then, as her hands slammed down onto his shoulders for support, she drove her hips straight down onto him.

      "Awwwwwwww fuccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Emily screamed; as she felt every inch of her son drive up into her tight channel. Her walls stretched trying to match his girth; as the veins of his bare cock scraped along her sensitive walls.

      "Oh shitttttt" Eric moaned, as he felt her velvet tightness encase his cock.

      
        Something primal snapped in Emily as she felt his cock bump against her cervix. Always before, it was the man doing the fucking; even when she and Eric had coupled before, it was him doing the work. Now, it was her turn.

      Her head came forward until their foreheads rested together, her hot breath washing over his lips as her hips rose again, only to slam down even harder on his cock. The chair beneath them creaked and groaned under the pressure as she tried to drive his cock deeper.

      "Fuck that cock" she began to babble. "You sweet motherfucker" Emily groaned. As over twenty years of repression and submission melted away as, for the first time in her life, she took the drivers' seat. Eric just leaned back in his chair and watched as his mother raised up, then slammed back down on him over and over. He could feel the puddle of her juices forming in his seat as with each stroke she gushed out over him.

      Eric felt her swinging breasts slide up and down his chest, as her nipples dragged along his body. Every time she drove down into his lap, his mother ground into him, mashing her clit between their bodies. He felt her nails, digging into the flesh of his shoulders as she used his body for leverage.

      "That's it mom" he encouraged her "let it go, fuck me."

      "You like mommy fucking you...fucking that hard cock" she whispered, her face pressed close to his.

      Eric could suppress the shudder that rolled through him at her words, obscene and hot as she finally let loose. "Fuck me, fuck your son" he groaned back.

      "OH I'm going to fuck you baby" his mother breathed. Her hips began to pick up speed as her ass slapped against his thighs. "I'm going to fuck that cum right out of you" she moaned. "Every...fucking...drop" she punctuated her words slamming down so hard onto him the chair began to slide across the floor.

      Eric could feel her nails digging even deeper, it hadn't occurred to him she might actually draw blood in her frenzy, but it was becoming a close reality. Then, the pain in his shoulders began to fade, as a supreme tightness in his balls began to rise.

      "Oh fuck...mom..." he groaned.

      
        "Yesssssssssssssssss" Emily hissed. "Give it to me, I want it. I want every drop of your cum inside me, deep in my belly."

      "Jesus mom" Eric gripped the arms of the chair. "Can't hold it...oh fuck"

      "Then don't hold it, cum in mommy baby." Emily almost growled in his ear.

      Between her frenzied assault and her wanton words, Eric felt the dam release in his balls with a roar.

      "MOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" he roared across the office, as his cock exploded deep inside his mothers' clenching belly. He gripped the arms of the chair and felt his body start to vibrate, as thick rope after rope pumped up into his mothers' dripping hole.

      When Emily felt the first searing blast wash the walls of her cunt, she rammed down as hard as she could; feeling his spewing cock head press against her cervix. As the second hot rope pumped into her, she felt it jet through the tight opening and wash the walls of her womb. She felt the heat envelope her belly as her eyes rolled back and her body surrendered.

      "Ericccccccccccccccccccccc" she wailed. "Cumminnggggggggggggggggg onnnnn youuuuuuuuuuu" her entire body shattered as she convulsed through the most powerful orgasm of her fifty years. One SHE had made happen.

      Eric wrapped his arms around his mothers' shaking body as she heaved against him. As her orgasm slowly subsided, he could feel her trembling in his arms. What he at first thought was her trembling from passion, he soon realized was quiet sobbing as his mother clung to him.

      "Mom, are you all right?" he asked softly.

      "Perfect...beautiful...so good" she whispered, as her tear stained lips kissed across his bare chest. "My perfect lover" she kissed his lips.

      The day before she was due to leave, Emily found her son sitting quietly in the living room. His face deep in thought as his book lay forgotten on the couch beside him.

      "Honey" she asked, sitting beside him. "What's wrong?"

      
        
      

      "We need to talk" Eric replied, turning towards his mother.

      "Darling" Emily sighed. "We've been over this before; you know I have to go back."

      "It isn't that, well part of it is, but not the real reason." Eric spoke to her in a riddle.

      "Eric, what is it?" she waited.

      "I tried calling Dad" he spit out. He saw the look cross his mothers' face. "I wanted to see if you could stay longer, I admit it OK"

      "What did he say" she looked at Eric.

      "That's just it" Eric said with a confused look. "He hasn't answered in two days. Not his cell phone, not the house phone. His work says he took two weeks off."

      "That's odd" Emily mused, "You would think he would answer your call or call you back."

      "Mom" Eric shifted towards his mother. "You're missing something." Emily looked at her son, confused.

      "Look, him not answering is weird I admit, but be honest me and dad aren't exactly best buddies." Emily chuckled back.

      "But his work said he took two weeks off. Mom, you are only here a week, why two." Eric's face showed concern.

      "Well, maybe he wants to have some time at home, or go somewhere. You know he doesn't tell me things much anymore either." Emily tried to remember if her husband had spoken of any plans to her.

      "Mom, something strange..." Eric started. He was interrupted when the front doorbell rang.

      
        
      

      Emily looked at her son in surprise "He wouldn't..." she whispered.

      Eric rose and walked to the front door. Opening to the mid-day sun, he expected to see his father standing on the front steps. Instead, he found himself face to face with a county deputy.

      "Good morning" the officer spoke first. "Eric Munez?" he asked.

      "Yes" Eric replied cautiously. "Can I help you?"

      "Is there an Emily Munez in residence sir?" the officer asked.

      ""Mom" Eric called out. He waited confused as he mother walked to the open door. "My mother, Emily Munez" he said.

      The deputy looked at Emily for a moment. "Ma'am, I apologize, do you have some identification please."

      Emily stepped to the small stand by the door and retrieved her wallet from her purse. Taking out her drivers' license, she handed it to the officer. "Will this do?" she asked.

      The deputy studied her license for a moment and then handed it back. "Yes Ma'am, that's perfect." Reaching to his back pocket he brought out a plain white envelope and handed it to Emily.

      As Emily took the envelope, the deputy spoke again. "Please be aware Mrs. Munez, I am informing you, that you have been formally served as per the directive of the 5th Circuit Court. They will be informed of your receipt of the documents." The man nodded his head and turned to walk back to his car parked in Eric's driveway.

      "What the hell was that?" Eric asked as he closed the door. Behind him, his mother had opened the envelope and slid out the folded papers. Eric watched as she read, seeing her eyes grow wide, then her upper lips start to tremble.

      "Mom" Eric asked "what is it"

      
        
      

      "Oh my God...Oh my God" Emily began to murmur. Emily looked up at her son. "He filed for divorce."

      "What? Dad did?" Eric was stunned.

      "That's why the two weeks" Emily said. "He's putting the house up for sale; we will divide our accounts and the sale 50/50. I have one week to remove what personal items I want, anything else will be sold."

      Eric stood shocked, as his mother turned and slowly slid the papers into her purse. When she turned back, Eric saw her smile spreading across her face.

      "I want my man, to take his woman, to bed. I want him to fuck her until he fills her with his hot seed. Then, when he is done; I want him to lay back while I do the same exact thing to him." Emily took her son by the arm and started leading him down the hallway to what was now their bedroom.

    
  
    
      Part 4

      Emily sighed as Eric pulled into a parking spot at the ramp in Nashville. This was not how she had expected things to go, and she was worried. When her husband had served the request for divorce two months ago, it had been like a dream come true for her and her son. Now, it was quickly becoming something entirely different.

      For two months the two sides had corresponded through their attorney offices. Never needing to meet, quickly agreeing on terms; Emily had hoped things would end smoothly. They had agreed on the sale of the house, the division of property, everything. Then, the letter had come, throwing everything out the window.

      Eric had laughed when she told him there was a court ordered mediation meeting. Then, he quickly realized his mother was serious. After reading the papers, he had called their lawyer, discovering that not only could they not stop the mediation, it was mandatory both parties attend...together.

      Their lawyer had assured them it was a court formality, to prove on paper the marriage was 'irreconcilable', as he called it. Still, the idea of his mother, having to face his domineering husband alone, grated at him.

      
        When the date was set, Eric discovered that not only was his father going to be there, but his 'support'. He apparently intended to bring his bimbo girlfriend with him. Eric demanded he be able to attend with his mother. Told that it was usually the person's significant other, Eric had almost blurted out that his mother was sitting in the lawyer's office, dripping his cum into her panties right then. Instead it was his mother who insisted it be her son at her side.

      Eric turned off the car and turned to his mother. Leaning over he kissed her lips softly.

      "It'll be all right" he told her. Emily could only smile nervously back at her son.

      Together, hand in hand, they entered the courthouse, going through the screening, then finding the conference room set for their meeting. 'Munez v Munez, Domestic' Eric read on the roster. Conference room 6634, that meant the sixth floor room 634. Silently they rode in the elevator then strode down the hall, finding the door, the pair settled into seats on a bench in the hallway to wait.

      As they waited, Emily toyed with the straps of her purse, wondering what awaited them. They both looked up when the chime of the elevator sounded just down the hallway. They watched as Eric's father stepped into the hall and began walking towards them.

      Eric's eyes locked to the female form that exited after his father's burly form. A few steps into the hallway, she came around from behind him, and then she took his hand as the pair strode closer.

      "Holy shit" Eric muttered.

      "Honey, what is it?" Emily turned and looked at her son, seeing a look of total shock on his face, then she glanced up at her approaching and soon to be ex-husband.

      "Oh my God" Emily whispered.

      When the couple neared the bench opposite Emily and Eric, the young woman pointed at the seat. "Sit" was the single word she uttered. Eric was shocked, when without a reply, his father complied. What the hell? He thought. Then, the young woman stepped towards them.

      "Hey slugger" she told Eric quietly.

      "Mona." Eric got out a choked reply. "You and my dad...but...how...when?" he almost stuttered.

      
        
      

      "You're the one who introduced us remember"' Mona laughed back. "Twice actually," she added.

      Eric remembered bringing Mona to Nashville twice to meet his folks, once during the summer and once over Christmas. He had thought they had gotten along fabulous, now he knew why.

      "Jesus" Eric muttered. "You were there twice, four days once and a week the other."

      Eric shook his head as his mother sat in stunned silence beside him. "How the hell...I mean, when did you..." he started to ask and then closed his mouth.

      Mona turned and stared at Emily "Sorry babe, he's mine now." She smiled.

      Just then, a young woman approached the two couples and unlocked the small door. She gestured for the two couples to enter.

      "I'm sorry, the counselor is running late, stuck in traffic in town, he should be here in about a half an hour or so." She said softly. "If you would like to take a seat, you can wait in here for privacy."

      Needing to move, do something to overcome the shock, Eric took his mothers' hand and led her into the small room, sitting the pair along one side of the table. Once again, he watched as Mona led his father into the room, and quietly directed him where to sit. This dominant, overbearing asshole was totally pussy whipped, and Eric could see it.

      As the four settled into seats, Mona leaned back in her chair, her arm resting in his fathers' lap under the table. Eric swore her hand started to slowly move up and down under the table.

      "To answer your earlier question" Mona looked over at Eric. "That first summer trip, he fucked the hell out of me in the garage" she smiled as Emily gasped across the table.

      Mona watched as the older woman reached for her sons' hand, fingers intertwining in his. She smiled even deeper.

      
        "At Christmas" she continued. "When you two went gift shopping, I had him pound me doggy on your bed, and then he dumped another hot load in me in the shower before you guys got home." Eric watched her hand; sure enough it slowly glided up and down as Mona spoke.

      "Jesus" Eric gasped. He could feel the blood rushing to his own cock, trapped in his jeans. The image in his mind of his mother, braced against the shower wall as he rammed his cock into her, flared in his mind. They had been getting ready for this meeting only this morning, when he had all but ravaged her.

      Mona watched as Eric stiffened, his fingers gripping his mothers, a look of something crossing his face. Oh yeah, she thought. Time to push the envelope she decided.

      "You know that I am jacking him off right now don't you." She leaned forward and whispered in a conspiratorial tone.

      Emily sat stunned as she watched the young woman's arm moving smoothly in her husbands' lap. She glanced down into her sons' lap, seeing the thick tube more than evident against the heavy jeans.

      Her head turned as Mona spoke again. "Go ahead, you know you want to" the young girl whispered.

      "I couldn't...I mean I don't...oh God," Emily tried to reply to this shocking verbal assault.

      "Bullshit" Mona interjected. "Your nipples are so fucking hard they would cut steel lady, and that isn't some new perfume I smell leaking out of you."

      "Oh God" Emily shuddered.

      A glint came to Monas' eyes. "What, would you rather suck your sons' hard cock down your throat, is that it?"

      Emily thought she would fall off her chair, but the worst part was there was more truth in the young woman's vulgar words than anything.

      Eric looked at his father as a soft groan emitted from his lips. He could see his eyes starting to glaze over, and knew it wouldn't be long before his father shot his load into this vixen's hand. He felt a hand slip into his lap, turning he looked into his mothers' eyes, seeing a fire burning in them. Challenged, she was dammed if she was going to let Mona get the best.

      Mona smiled as she watched Eric jerk, his thick cock now freed under the table, as his mothers' fingers wrapped around him. She stared at the older woman across from her as both of their arms began a rhythmic motion.

      "Did he fuck you this morning?" she asked Emily

      "Yesssssssss" Emily hissed, as she felt her sons' thick rod pulse in her grip. "In the shower, just like you did my husband."

      "Mmmhmmm" Mona murmured her approval. "I got mine bent over the couch, nice and deep." She watched Emily shudder again. "Did he give you a nice hot load lady?" she asked

      Emily stared into the young woman's eyes, as she picked up the pace of her hand jacking along Eric's steel hard shaft, as his engorged head throbbed against her palm. "Hot...deep...and thick" she grated back.

      "Niceeee" Mona moaned. She looked over at Eric seeing drops of perspiration forming on his forehead. "Have you knocked her up yet slugger?" she asked.

      "No" Eric could barely get out in a strangled voice. He couldn't believe what was happening right now; but there was no denying the growing tingle in his balls as his mother's soft hand slide up and down him.

      "To bad" Mona replied. "I'm pregnant; the old man did me a month ago."

      The pair could only stare back in silence at Mona's confession. Emily was stunned when the young woman pulled her hand out from under the table, her fingers glistening with pre cum. She felt the moist hand wrap around hers and begin to tug at her.

      "Come here" Mona told Emily. As Emily reluctantly released her sons' throbbing cock, she rose and felt the young woman lead her to the end of the table. Mona flipped the lock on the conference room door, and then slid herself onto the edge of the long table, her legs dangling over the side.

      
        Mona gestured for Emily to join her, watching as the older woman slid onto the table next to her. "OK boys, up and at 'em" Mona told the two men. "You've got about twenty minutes, get to work."

      Eric stood with his father and moved around the table in the small room. Stepping between his mothers' spread thighs', he could feel the heat in his balls her hand had churned up. Right then, courthouse security could have flooded the room and he wouldn't have stopped.

      Moving between his mothers' supple thighs, he reached under her summer dress, his fingers wrapping in the gusset of her panties, drawing the slick cloth to the side. His rock hard cock standing straight out from the opening in his jeans as he slowly approached her wet hole.

      Emily was oblivious to everything else around her, as she watched the burning lust in her sons' eyes grow. She stared down between her spread legs, and could only watch as her sons' cock prepared to embed into her.

      "Please" Emily whispered softly; "fuck me." She felt her body tremble as she watched her sons' magnificent cock press into her soaked folds.

      Like a man possessed, Eric drove his hips forward; feeling himself sinking into her steaming depths. He could feel her walls stretching to fit his girth as he pushed deeper, inch by inch, until his pelvis finally came to rest against hers.

      "Ohhhh fuckkkkk" Emily moaned, her eyes rolling back, as she felt her pussy filled with her sons' thick cock.

      Every time it seemed like he fit even better inside here, stretching her walls, as her juices leaked out around him to drip down the crack of her ass, puddling on the conference table under her.

      The soft moan of another woman brought her senses back. As she felt Eric slowly drawing his cock out of her grasping cunt, she turned and watched as the young woman beside her grunted against a strong thrust.

      "Fuck...yeah" Mona gasped. Emily could only stare at the most erotic sight she had ever witnessed, a man and woman in pure primal heat.

      Emily opened her mouth to speak; when Eric rammed his hard cock deep back into her, feeling his engorged head bump against her cervix. "Oh Goddd" she moaned.

      
        
      

      Her legs wrapped around his waist, as her nails dug into his tight ass cheeks. She began to match his thrusts with her own, trying to drive him even deeper into her womb. The thought that this young hussy could have something over her, even if it was being pregnant, inflamed her lust.

      Her eyes focused on Eric's face. "Fuck me" she almost growled at him. "Give me that hot cum baby" she encouraged him. "I want you to breed me, right here."

      Eric's hips shuddered and then picked up speed, as he stared down between their coupled bodies. Her hot words were driving him into an almost frenzied state. He could see the glistening of his mothers' cream on his shaft with every stroke, as e slowly slid in and out. His eyes drifting over her taut belly, Eric began envisioning it rounded with his child.

      "Oh fuck...mom" he groaned.

      "That's it...fuck your momma" Mona rasped beside her.

      Emily turned and stared again at the young woman sitting beside her. She stared as her husband drove himself into her. God, she thought, he never fucked me like that.

      "Come on you bastard. You've got just ten minutes to dump that hot load...now fuck me." Mona dug her nails into the older mans' biceps, staring into his face as she fucked back at his pounding cock.

      Just as she felt Eric's cock began swelling deep inside her belly, Emily realized the truth. Her husband needed to be dominated, controlled; something she had never been able to do for him. While she needed passion, romance; the very things he had never been capable of. Here, in this conference room she saw the truth, that the road they both were taking was the only road that either would ever be truly happy.

      Wet slapping of skin on skin filled the small room, mixed with the sounds of grunting and labored breathing. Emily's nostrils flared as the heady scent of the two couples lovemaking hung in the air.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" Mona grunted between thrusts. "Fuck me harder, make me cum" she rasped.

      The mothers' hand slid up her sons' toned chest, fingers toying with his hard nipples as he pounded into her. Every thrust making her heavy breasts shake as she felt the heat in her belly growing.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God" She gasped. "So fucking good"

      Emily heard the distinctive growl of a man in lust beside her; turning to face the couple only a foot from her and her son. She watched as right before her eyes, her husbands' body went rigid, and Mona's eyes grew wide.

      "OH fucckkkkk" Moan groaned. "Yesssss fill my fucking cunt, give it to meeeee." Emily knew at that moment, the young woman was being filled by her husbands' hot seed.

      Then, Emily's whole world exploded in bright light as the first jet of her sons' hot seed blasted into her womb. The scalding heat filling her belly as her own body erupted in pleasure.

      "Ericccccccccccccc" she gurgled, as her hands dropped down, her nails digging tighter into his ass, trying to pull him even deeper.

      Together, the two men stood side by side, as each emptied his balls deep into two wet and willing women. Emily and Mona both convulsed in their own orgasms, their juices gushing out to puddle on the table, mingling.

      As both Eric and his father slid their spent cocks free, slowly raising their pants and trying to redress, Mona looked over at the older woman sitting sated on the table beside her.

      "We need to get this shit over, so we can all just go home" Mona muttered.

      "I couldn't agree more" Emily replied. For the first time feeling a conviction of what was happening in her world.

      She slowly stood on her shaking legs, reaching down and slipping her panties back into place over her dripping pussy, to try and hold her sons' thick baby batter deep inside her.

      It took less than thirty minutes to finish their 'conference'. Both women sat nurturing the hot cream still oozing from their bellies as the four simply told the counselor they were happy the way they were, and just wanted to finish things.

      
        As the two couples left the small room and started down the hall, Emily watched as Mona pulled Eric a few steps back. The young girl began quietly whispering, and she watched as her sons' eyes grew wide. Mona laughed then slapped him on the arm; "See you later slugger." She taunted him.

      Emily stepped back and wrapped her arm into her sons, walking the remainder together. "You all right?" she asked him.

      "Yeah" Eric replied, but he seemed distracted.

      "What is it?" his mother asked with concern in her voice. "What did she say to you."

      Eric gave her a smile, then slipped his arm around her waist. "Later mom; right now, I want to just go home."

      During the four hour drive back to Atlanta, twice Emily tried to get out of Eric, what the young woman had told him. Both times he deflected her; and she knew he wouldn't say until he was ready. Confused, she settled back and enjoyed the scenery of the drive.

      As they pulled into the driveway, then stepped through the door, Eric said he was going to change. He looked at his mother with a glint in his eye "Aren't you going to change?" he asked his mother.

      Emily laughed lightly. "Not to subtle are you" she chided him. "What, you want more?" Emily smiled.

      "I always want more of you" he spoke softly. "The question is do YOU want more."

      Eric stepped in front of her, reaching out he traced a finger over her cloth covered breast. Without another word he turned and ascended the steps to the second floor bedroom.

      Emily had felt her nipple harden at just his touch, then his words send a ripple through her belly. God how he could arouse her, she thought. She quickly followed him up the stairs and down the hall. As she stepped into the bedroom, she didn't see Eric at first. Then, powerful arms wrapped around her from behind.

      "Gotcha" his deep voiced echoed in her ear from behind.

      
        Emily could only giggle as her son steered her to the large bed they shared. She expected him to lay her out and attack her; instead, he stood her at the side of the bed and slowly stripped each piece of her clothing free from her body. She could only coo and sigh as he showered almost every square inch of her skin with touches, then light kisses, as it was exposed by his searching hands.

      Eric softly kissed his mothers' neck as he undid her dress, easing the cloth off her shoulders as his lips descended down. Across her shoulder blades and then his moist lips explored her chest down across the upper curve of her breasts. She groaned when he skipped the soft mounds of her tits, instead, licking his tongue across her flexing belly, slipping into the crevice of her navel.

      Her hands clutched at him as he knelt in front of her trembling form, then shook violently as his lips traveled upward from her ankles to her thighs, so close to her steaming center. Her hands cupped the back of his head as he leaned into her, sucking her left nipple into his hot mouth.

      "Ahhhhhhhhh" she cooed. "Oh God...please..." she begged. "Take me baby, I'm yours..."

      Her nipples reacted to his touch, reaching a hardness she had never dreamed possible. As tingles ran through her body she gazed down and watched her son worship her body like no other man did. She listened to the soft sucking as he tortured her breasts delightfully. She could smell her own excitement, as her juices dripped down her thighs. The same scent that had filled that conference room earlier.

      Eric knew the rapid rise of his mothers' body; he could feel her heat, smell her excitement as it grew. He took his time, lavishing each inch of bare skin. He ignored her pleading as he drove her higher and higher.

      "Oh God...baby..." Emily gasped. "Please...oh fuck...take me...use me..."

      Emily felt herself skyrocketing up, and then hanging on that edge. Eric had teased her body before, but this was new. It was like he was worshiping her for the first time all over again.

      "Ohhh Eric, my love" she gasped as his tongue began that slow agonizing trail back down her flexing belly.

      She shifted her stance, opening her legs as he descended closer to her core, she could feel her juices now running down her thighs as she waited for his mouth. Eric softly blew his hot breath over her pouty lips, wet with her desire; then, extending his tongue, he dragged the flat of his wide tongue from her perineum up the full length of her quivering lips and across her pulsing clit.

      
        
      

      "Unnggghhhhhh" Emily grunted, as her son pulled first one soaked lip and then the other into his mouth, sucking her juices clean of her.

      "Pleaseeeee" she almost screamed. For a brief second, she wondered if her ex-husband did this for Mona; then all coherent thought vanished as her sons' tongue drove between her soaked folds.

      "Yesssssssssssssss" Emily cried as her insides exploded, feeling her hot cream gushing out to coat Eric's face beneath her.

      The agonizing build up ripped through her body as she clutched at his head buried between her thighs as waves rolled through her., the pent up tension of the drive home flowing out of her with her hot cream.

      Eric could hear his mother babbling as her orgasm tore through her above him. His hands gripped the cheeks of her soft ass, pulling her in tighter to his face. He greedily sucked and slurped at the juices covering his face.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" he hummed, sending a tight vibration through her entire pussy.

      Still shaking from her orgasm, Emily let her son ease her back onto the bed, her legs hanging off the side. Half limp from the violence of her orgasm, she could only lay there and let him spread her thighs wider as his mouth continued to devour her.

      "Oh fuckkkkkk" she screamed, as she felt his mouth close over her pulsing clit, his teeth nipping at the hard bud.

      "Eric...Oh my Godddddd...what are you doingggggggggg" Emily wailed. She felt a second, rapid explosion rising in her belly. "Oh babyyyyyyyyyy make mommy cummmmmmmmmmmm."

      Eric was only too happy to comply as his lips sucked and tugged on her clit, using the tip of his tongue to lash at her again and again. He lifted her legs into the air, opening her sex to his probing tongue and sucking mouth. Intent on giving his mother the hottest orgasm she had ever had.

      Emily clutched at the sheets of the bed as her hips arched off the mattress, driving her pelvis into her sons' face. Her mind began to almost unravel as he continued to suck and probe at her dripping hole. Her legs waved, almost helpless in the air as waves after wave of sheer pleasure rolled through her body.

      
        
      

      "Arrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Emily screamed again, as her body erupted, her hips bouncing as her body convulsed.

      She could feel herself pounding at the bed with clenched fists as her juices literally squirted out to bathe Eric's face. Never before had she felt such passion and pleasure as this man between her thighs, was giving her now. Some strange voice began spouting obscenities mixed with screams; as her fogged brain realized it was HER.

      "I love you mom" Eric whispered softly.

      In a haze, she felt her sons' body slide up her trembling form, until his face hovered over hers. Emily opened her mouth to reply, but could only emit a guttural moan as she felt him sink his entire length into her in one stroke.

      She could feel every inch of his cock scraping along her clit, stretching her walls to fit him as he drove down into her again and again. The weight of his body pounding down onto her as their bellies slapped together, pinned under him.

      "Oh fuck...Oh God" she moaned with every stroke. Reduced to a primal need, she wrapped her arms around his sweat covered back, drawing her legs up around his waist to lock her ankles behind his lower back.

      Eric felt his mother wrap him in her embrace, holding him tight to her quivering body. Using his strength, he lifted her entire body from the bed, then drove the pair back down as he rammed his cock deep into her. The bed rocked under the power of his hips, a soft squeaking of the mattress matching their bodies.

      This was primal, pure hunger, as the pair rutted on the bed. The smell of sweat and sex hung in the air. No words were spoken, only grunting and moaning as they fucked. Emily first screamed and then whimpered as her son took her body, claiming her for his own; and she willingly gave it to him.

      Emily wasn't sure what was driving her son to such levels, but she loved every moment. She knew, it had to be something from the courthouse, but right now her only thoughts were on the cock pounding into her from above.

      "Give it to me" Emily gasped. "Give that cock to me, fuck me...fuck me..." she chanted over and over.

      
        
      

      "Fuck that tight cunt" Eric growled softly above her. "Going to fill that tight pussy...going to fill my MOTHER with my seed" he grated.

      Emily felt the power of his thrusts as he hammered into her, her body climbing rapidly under his assault. She could feel her walls, tightening, as the huge knot in her belly reached a boiling point. The pleasure so intense she could no longer hold back.

      "Oh Ericccc" she moaned. "I'm going to cum baby, Momma's going to cum all over your beautiful cock." she cried. "Please, cum in me" she babbled. "Give it to meeee"

      "Yesssssssss" Emily moaned up at him, her eyes locking to his. She felt her son drive deep down into her, the swollen head of his cock pressing against her cervix. Holding, buried in her; she could feel him swelling.

      "I am going to pour my hot seed...deep into my mother" his hot voice whispered. "Just like my father...did to my sister."

      Eric slowly ground his pelvis down into his mother, staring into her eyes, as his hips ground into her sensitive clit. Bolts of pleasure shot through her rippling belly as he dragged across her clit.

      Emily's eyes grew wide at her sons' words, as they sunk into her passion driven mind. Before she could comprehend, she felt the fire in her belly explode as her orgasm released.

      "AAhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Emily screamed as her hot cream SQUIRTED out to wash Eric's belly.

      In the midst of her third and most violent orgasm, Emily felt it. Her son, releasing the hot seed her body craved, deep into her. His scalding cum washing her cervix and walls...leaking into her womb it was so deep in her.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSS SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Emily screamed again, as Eric grunted above her.

      She felt him pumping one and then TWO, and then THREE hot ropes deep into her. Jesus; how could he have this much cum left in his balls, she wondered. She could feel the thick cream, flooding her spasming belly, even as a hot glob oozed down the crack of her ass and soaked the sheets under her trembling body.

      As the pair slowly came down from their mountain of lust, Emily felt her sons' body relaxing next to hers. His slowly shrinking cock still buried inside her. The words he had spoken echoed in her shocked mind.

      "Baby" she whispered "what did you just say...about Mona."

      Not getting an answer, she turned and gazed at her son, hearing his soft breathing beside her she stared into his sleeping face. Exhausted by the tension of the day; and two of the hottest rounds of fucking she could remember in her entire life, she felt her own body relaxing, following his example.

      "We need to discuss this" she muttered sleepily.

    
  
    
      Bump in the Night

    
  
    
      Part 1

      I wasn't sure what the sound was at first that brought me out of sleep, I lay on my side staring at the dark bedroom waiting. There it was again; like a soft thump. I glanced at the glowing numbers on the digital clock on my nightstand; good God it was almost 2am.

      I pulled back the covers gently, slipping out of bed. Not only did I not want to alert whoever or whatever made the noises, but I didn't want to wake my husband Carl.

      Why would a grown woman investigate strange sounds in her house, and not send her husband? That was easy, you don't sent Clark Kent to the rescue. Well, he isn't quite Clark Kent...ok he is. Carl is a good man; a solid provider, a good father, and a loving husband of almost twenty years. Neanderthal man he isn't. I would shit myself if there was an aggressive bone in the man's body.

      You could just think of a five foot two man, one hundred and fifty pounds, standing in his pajama pants telling you to stop or he'll what...scream like a little girl?

      
        I passed my robe on the chair and slipped through the half open door of the bedroom, out into the hallway. I paused in the dark and waited again. There it was, that soft thump again, and it was coming from downstairs.

      I slipped down the steps, making sure to pass the fourth one, knowing that thing creaked like a church floorboard. Once downstairs I glanced around and caught the flicker of light coming from the living room.

      Was it a flashlight? Did we have a burglar? I slid the umbrella off the coat tree and slowly advanced on the archway leading from the main hall into the living room. Fearing the worst, I peeked just around the archway opening.

      I damn near dropped the umbrella on the floor. The flickering wasn't a flashlight, but our big sixty-two inch high definition, wall mounted television. I caught the brief flash of people moving across the screen, some kind of movie, but my attention immediately focused on the sandy haired head poking above the couch.

      God dammit it Darrin, I thought. Nineteen years old and brain dead; he was up watching television in the middle of the damned night. I took one step into the living room and froze; I watched Darrin reach out and lift a small bottle from the end table, and then what looked like squirt something into his lap. With a small thud he dropped the bottle back onto the glass top. Ok, that explained the sound.

      Now to give the boy hell for scaring the shit out of me, I thought. I took one more step, and froze again; as this time my eyes locked on the television screen. I stared wide eyed as a massive cock slid between two fat pussy lips right before my eyes.

      I admit, the cock was fucking huge; but I was stunned to watch as a young man not much older than Darrin himself, shove his dick into a platinum blonde with huge fake tits; who had to be at least my age if not older.

      I could only stare as the young man began to pile drive into the older woman; and you could clearly tell by the look on her face that she was enjoying every stroke.

      There was no sound coming from the television, which puzzled me. That was until Darrin turned and reached for the small bottle again. This time I saw the small headphones he was wearing covering his ears.

      
        It was evident he was happily listening to this older whore taking a pounding, which meant he never heard the sound of the bottle on the glass table.

      I watched as he squirted a second time. What the hell was he doing? Ok, I was half asleep, and my brain wasn't totally working. I took two more steps and looked over the back of the couch; was that ever a mistake.

      I got the second shock of the night as my eyes fastened on what had to be at least eight or nine inches of fat cock. It glistened with baby oil, and Darrin's fist was pumping up and down it.

      My nineteen year old son was masturbating to porn, on my living room wide screen television; and this forty year old mother did the unthinkable. I froze and watched that fist glide up and down that cock with a wet slurp.

      When I saw his cock twitch in his grip, I felt the most astonishing thing; the gusset of my night gown was suddenly soaked as fluids leaked out of me. Jesus, I couldn't be getting turned on?

      I glanced up at the television, and felt a new rush of fluids as I realized the couple on the screen had changed positions. The young man was now kneeling behind the older woman, and had mounted her like some animal. His hips were slapping away at her shaking ass; and I could faintly hear her screams as the sound leaked out of Darrin's headphones.

      Carl is a wonderful man, I would never say otherwise. Like I said he didn't have an aggressive bone in his body, and that extended to the bedroom. Let's be realistic; women love the romantic passionate sex; but there are times, just some times, that every woman wants to know what it would be like to just be taken and fucked senseless.

      I stared at the screen watching raptly as this young stallion just jack hammered into the poor woman's pussy, and then I heard Darrin grunt. The sound brought my eyes back down, and I was frozen to the spot, watching; as the thickest, longest rope of cum erupted from the tip of his cock.

      It shot straight up and then splashed across his chest and belly, while his body heaved on the couch.

      "Fuck" I whispered softly.

      I felt a wrench in my own gut as I watched my son orgasm before my eyes. Horrified at my own reaction, I stumbled back from the couch and beat a hasty retreat to my bedroom.

      
        
      

      Sliding under the covers next to Carl, I listened to his soft breathing as I continued to hear my son grunting thru his climax. I couldn't help it, I swear to God; images of that monster spewing its load filled my mind as my fingers filled my aching pussy. It wasn't more than two minutes and my body was wracked by a violent orgasm.

      Guilt and shame ate at my mind the entire next day. Going to bed that night, I lay awake, unable to fall asleep. I tortured myself with what a bad mother I was, what a horrible wife I had become; until I heard the soft thump again.

      I felt like a moth flying straight to the flame. I knew it was wrong, I knew it was forbidden. I knew that no good mother watched her son jerking off. I also knew every time I stood behind that couch and watched Darrin unload; it sent a fresh wash of juices down my thighs.

      By the fourth night, I tried to get Carl to help relieve that ache between my thighs. Twenty minutes of gentle loving in the dark, hearing my husbands' soft sigh as he came; did nothing. If anything, it made the burning only greater.

      It was the fifth night, a Monday; that Darrin upped the stakes. I don't know how he knew, but I must have made sounds or something. It was really beside the point; he just knew I was there.

      Standing behind the couch, my hand down my soaked panties; I shook with fear when he spoke.

      "You can sit down mom" Darrin said softly.

      I almost ran from the living room in fear...almost. Like the transfixed moth, I drifted around the corner of the couch, and slowly eased down at the farthest point from him.

      I didn't know what I wanted to look at more; my own son's hand gliding up and down his oil slick cock; or the older woman on the screen getting pounded into the wall by a stud half her age.

      Darrin never took his eyes off the screen, which settled my nerves just a bit. I noticed one of the headphone covers was on an ear, while the other was down on his cheek. That must have been how he heard me, I realized.

      
        I could feel the ache between my thighs as I watched Darrin stroke himself. God how badly I wanted to reach down between my legs and ram my fingers up my hungry pussy as I watched him.

      I trembled as Darrin grunted softly. Then I felt a huge gush of fluids as he came.

      "Mom" I heard him softly moan.

      I quickly rose from the couch and beat a hasty retreat. Burrowing into my covers, trying to burn that single word out of my mind; my son had orgasmed, thinking of me.

      Yes, I did it again. Lying there beside my unsuspecting husband, I frigged my soaking wet pussy until I pulsed with pleasure, softly moaning my sons name as tremors wracked my body.

      I was horrified; I had become a base creature; I had masturbated to thoughts of my son; right beside my husband. True I hadn't had sex, but in my mind I had been as unfaithful as any woman could be.

      The next two nights I closed the bedroom door, and hugged my pillow when the sounds of Darrin in the living room drifted up in the night. It was three nights later, Friday night, that Darrin once again upped the stakes.

      We had just finished watching a movie together; Carl mentioned heading to bed, and Darrin rose from the easy chair.

      "I'm heading to bed too" Darrin said to us.

      "Night Dad" I watched as he stepped over to me.

      Darrin leaned down and I felt his lips on my cheek, right at the corner of my mouth, just brushing mine.

      "Night mom" he said softly. "Watching television alone...isn't as much fun."

      I sat stunned as he walked from the living room. Dear God, had he just invited me? Could he be so brazen as to invite his mother to a masturbation session, where she was the object of the fantasies?

      
        
      

      As I prepared for bed that night, I don't think I mentally registered the fact that instead of my usual nightly over-sized shirt and panties, I had put on one of my lighter night gowns.

      It wasn't until I heard the thump, had slipped from my bed, and descended the stairs. When I entered the half lit living room, the flickering light from the television suddenly highlighted the thin baby doll I was wearing, and I suddenly realized my matching panties were gossamer thin.

      I started to turn and leave when I heard Darrin.

      "Please" he gave a soft plea.

      I turned and slipped around the couch, slowly sliding into the cushion. I left one foot dangling on the floor, while my other leg was bent with the foot on the couch. That simple move opened the gap between my thighs, giving him an unobstructed view of my ultrathin panties.

      I glanced over and saw a half flaccid cock in Darrin's grip. I watched with fascination as it hardened and filled out before my eyes. I swore I could see the veins pulse on that thick shaft.

      "Me?" I whispered.

      "Yes you." Darrin grunted back.

      "Oh my God" I couldn't suppress the half moan.

      Nor could I stop the hand that slowly glided down my belly; the fingers dipping inside the waistband of my panties. I couldn't even tell you what the movie was about, as I stared at his throbbing cock; feeling my fingers slide across my slick lips.

      "Darrin" I gasped.

      It was like parts of me I didn't recognize, were awakening inside me. I stared as this virile, strapping man; jerking a fat hard cock; one that had gotten hard...from me.

      
        My fingers found my opening, and slid deep inside with a wet sucking noise. My hand began matching his motion, fucking myself in time to his pumping fist.

      "Oh Jesus" I moaned as my belly tightened.

      "Fuck mom" Darrin grunted.

      "Yes baby" I moaned.

      At the same time I watched thick wads erupt from his cock, I felt my own fluids flow out to soak the couch. I shuddered and trembled as I watched white cream coat his hand and drip down his shaft.

      I wanted to turn and rub back to my bedroom, but it was as if my hand was glued between my drenched thighs. I could hear the wet sloshing as my fingers slowly slid in and out.

      I was stunned to realize he was still rock hard; God he had just blown his hot cum all over his fist and that monster looked as hard as a steel pipe.

      Darrin slowly shifted on the couch, turning to partially face me; by now my entire vision was filled with that enormous cock, watching his cum slick fist pumping up and down. I shivered as I felt the incredible urge to bend over and run my tongue the full length of him, tasting his cream.

      "You're still hard" I stated the obvious.

      "Because of you" Darrin panted.

      I could see his eyes riveted between my thighs, I wondered how much could he really see. Without even thinking clearly, I reached down with my other hand and tugged the gusset of my soaked panties to the side. He now had a clear view as my slick cum covered fingers plowed in and out. I was never much of a shaver, and worried about the dark curls of hair that hid part of his view.

      "Is that better?" I husked.

      "Yes" Darrin grunted back.

      
        
      

      "I don't shave..." I said hesitantly.

      "Good" his voice this with lust interrupted me.

      The movie was totally forgotten as we sat barely feet apart, pleasuring our bodies together. I had never seen a man masturbate or even orgasm before; Carl was always squeamish when I asked. Darrin seemed to delight in showing his body off, and at this point who was I to argue.

      I saw his cock pulse and then jerk in his grip. My walls tightened around my probing fingers as I realized he was getting close a second time.

      "Are you going to cum again?" I whispered.

      "Yessssss" Darrin hissed back.

      "Cum for me baby" I heard myself coo. God what had I become?

      "Cum for your mother" I couldn't stop myself.

      "Oh God mom" Darrin grunted.

      Grinding my hand into my clit, I watched as the vein at the base of his cock pulsed. His cock gave a giant lurch in his grip and then the first rope of hot seed erupted. I stared as it arched through the air and landed with a soft splatter on the couch between us.

      Before I had even realized what I was doing, I reached down and scooped my fingers through that slimy puddle. Bringing my hand up, I slid the fingers inside my mouth. The smell and taste of my son sent a shock wave through my body.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as I erupted a second time.

      My orgasm was so violent; I felt juices erupt from between my thighs and splash onto the couch cushion. Dimly I realized I was squirting for the first time in my life as my orgasm roared through me.

      
        
      

      "Darrin...oh God Darrin" I moaned; as wave after wave rippled through my belly.

      The two of us sat there, pouring out our cream as we stared at each other. It was the most erotic thing I had ever done; and it felt like my orgasm went on and on.

      Slowly my body eased back to earth, and I saw Darrin leaning back on the couch, his entire groin covered in thick white sperm. I slid my fingers free with a soft sucking noise and rose from the couch. Without a word I adjusted my panties and started for the door.

      "Thank you" I heard Darrin's soft voice behind me.

      I didn't answer, instead a climbed the stairs to my bedroom, and slid under my covers next to my softly snoring husband. I wasn't sure whether to be horrified or not, because as I drifted off to sleep that night, there wasn't an ounce of guilt or shame in me. Only that satisfied glow of my lingering orgasm.

      The next night Carl stayed up later to watch a basketball game, and I reluctantly went to bed by eleven. I was disappointed my night visit would be interrupted; and realized for the first time that I would rather see my nineteen year old son naked than I would my husband.

      The next day was Sunday and Carl headed to the golf course with some of his buddies, while Darrin spent a large part of the day with friends. Having the house alone should have relaxed me. Instead it only made me more restless. I cleaned and did some laundry, pacing the house at times. Doing a load of laundry I happened to lean against the dryer, and the vibration sent shock waves through my pelvis.

      With horror I realized what was wrong; I was horny. Not just horny, I was stark raving mad horny to where I almost fucked the dryer. I was beyond redemption when Darrin came home first, all I wanted at that point was to drag him to the couch and get some relief. By the time Carl was home I was nearly in a state of frenzy.

      When Carl entered the kitchen to ask about dinner I couldn't contain myself any longer. I sidled up to him and gave him a sultry kiss, reaching down to cup his cock and balls between his legs.

      "Come on baby let's have some fun" I whispered in his ear.

      
        "Jesus Christ Ann" Carl literally stepped out of my grasp.

      "It's the middle of the day, and besides Darrin is here." He almost spit out.

      I just sighed in frustration and turned back to the stove, I heard Carl walk away muttering about what had gotten into me.

      It's not about what has gotten into me; but about what hadn't I thought. I stirred the noodles as my mind frayed from need.

      I wasn't more than ten minutes later when two powerful arms wrapped around me from behind, I gave a small squeak as those strong hands first cupped my full breasts and then tweaked my nipples.

      "Like that mom" Darrin's hot voice filled my ear.

      "Darrin...what are you..." and then I felt one hand slide down my belly and cup my steaming sex between my jean clad thighs.

      "Oh God...you shouldn't" I gasped.

      "I'll bet mommy is soaked" he hissed in my ear.

      "You can't...your father...oh God" I moaned as his fingers pressed into my hot groove.

      "Promise you'll come down tonight" he commanded.

      "Darrin...I...I...oh Godddddd" I moaned as he pressed harder.

      "Promise" his voice rumbled behind me.

      "Yes...I will..." I gasped

      
        "Wear your robe: and nothing else" he told me.

      God I had never been manhandled like this before; and every nerve in my body was going nuts. As I felt a wrench in my gut, I gave in.

      "Yes...I will" I grunted back.

      Suddenly he was gone, my body freed. I gripped the edge of the stove and tried to steady my legs, as I fought to catch my breath. I knew I was in trouble tonight, and vowed to myself to stay in my bed.

      Needless to say that promise went out the window quickly. Carl was snoring softly as I slipped out of my bed. Stripping off my night shirt and panties, I slipped on my robe and softly headed for the stairs.

      When I entered the living room, I didn't see Darrin on the couch. Sliding around the corner, I glanced up at the screen. My mouth must have hung open as I slid onto the couch.

      There before me was a dark haired woman kneeling. I immediately noticed the resemblance to me as I watched her pumping with both hands, the enormous cock of a young man standing over her.

      I watched with rapt attention as the young man reached down and took her by the hair. His hips lurched forward and he drove that dick down her throat and began to fuck her face.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" heard the woman moan.

      I glanced over and saw Darrin's headset sitting on the couch; he had to have turned up the volume for me to hear so clearly. When the young man spoke, I knew it had been intentional.

      "Suck it mom" I heard the young man say through the headphones.

      I realized with shame my son was watching incest porn and thinking of me. I started to rise off the couch, when I felt it shift. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Darrin slide onto the couch. Not down at his usual end, but literally right next to me.

      
        God help me, I shuddered; he was totally nude as he settled onto the couch next to me. Finally tearing my eyes away from the young man throat fucking his mother, I turned to my son.

      "Darriii..." I froze.

      My eyes locked to his massive cock as it rose like a telephone pole from his lap. Up closer it was even bigger. God damn was it thick, and I could see the veins running down the shaft.

      I felt a warm gush of fluids matt my pussy hairs under my robe as I sat there like a rock staring. God I shouldn't be reacting this way, I thought. But it was like watching a detached version of me; especially when Darrin silently reached out and took a hold of my wrist.

      Like a mute I sat there without resisting as he brought my hand over his lap. I swear to God it felt like I had no control of my body, as my fingers wrapped around that huge dick.

      "Stroke it" his voice was deep and commanding.

      "Darrin, I shouldn't..." I tried to say.

      Then, with horror I watched my hand slide down to the base of his prick, and draw slowly back up. The texture of him against my palm sent a shiver through my body.

      "Oh mom" I heard him softly mom.

      "Oh God" I whispered almost in unison.

      A river flowed between my thighs as I pumped his cock, feeling it spasm and swell in my grip. Mental images flood my brain, of me bent over sucking that fat cock into my mouth; of me straddling him, sliding my tight pussy down his cock.

      I couldn't even tell you how long I sat there stroking him. I do know how it ended. I felt his hips start to pump up to meet my hand, and I began to pick up the pace.

      "I'm going..." Darrin grunted.

      
        "Cum for me" I panted back.

      "Oh Jesus...oh fuck." Darrin grunted. Then he gave a soft whimper "mom".

      I felt his already enormous cock swell, and then jerk in my grip. I couldn't tear my eyes away as this wad of spunk shot into the air and then coated my hand. God, a second rope and then a third rope pumped out of his body. It had been years since Carl had cum this much.

      I looked up at his face and saw the most wonderful look of raw pleasure in his eyes. He wasn't watching the movie, he was staring at me. So much of the guilt I had been feeling ebbed away as I realized he wanted this as much as I did.

      As his body began to settle back, I laid his still hard cock along his belly. I could hear him panting to catch his breath. Like I was hypnotized, I stared at my hand soaked in cum as I brought it higher. The scent filled my nostrils just as my tongue took a long swipe of that thick liquid.

      Between the scent and the flavor of him; I felt a bolt rip from my tongue to my breasts, both my nipples turning into instant pebbles. The bolt then drove down, casing flexing spasms in my belly.

      I moaned softly when it slammed into my groin, causing another hot gush of fluids to soak my robe under me. Darrin turned as he slid from the couch, and in only mere seconds he was kneeling between my spread thighs.

      "Darrin...you can't..." God I struggled just to speak in my hazed state; and it didn't stop him anyway.

      "Ffffuuccckkkkkkkk" I groaned as a hot mouth closed over my sodden lips.

      My ass lifted off the couch as I ground my pelvis up at him. Carl was never much for oral; he considered it dirty and disgusting. The last time I had a mouth on me was over eight years ago when I had gotten him drunk.

      My mind blanked for a few seconds as I felt a hot tongue pierce me, probing deep. Then my belly gave a gigantic wrench as fluids poured out of me. Reaching down I gripped his head, my nails almost clawing at his scalp.

      
        Jesus he had only been down there one maybe two minutes, and he had me cumming like a fountain. I watched the young man on the screen mount the woman he had called his mother from behind. The thought that could be me rocketed through my brain.

      Darrin hadn't stopped or barely slowed down. His tongue first probed my sticky depths, and then slid out pressing against my clit. My body was still climbing, even higher than my first orgasm.

      Stunned I looked down and locked eyes with my son. There before me was the most obscene sight I had ever seen. My thighs spread lewdly wide; Darrin's face pressed into my matted pubic hair, slick with my juices.

      "Darrin...baby...what are you..." I still couldn't formulate words as I shook and vibrated on the couch.

      A brief flash of motherly common sense hit me at just how wrong this was swept through me. It was quickly crushed when two fat fingers slid up deep inside me; while hot lips captured my throbbing clit.

      I wanted to throw my head back and scream, but knew my poor sleeping husband was upstairs. Instead I gurgled and whimpered my way through a mind breaking orgasm. I quivered and shook as my pussy cream poured into my sons' mouth, and I could hear him swallow.

      It was the most obscene thing I had ever heard, and it made my orgasm drag on and on as he ravaged my pussy. When he finally pulled his face back and rocked back on his heels, I was a mass of jelly just panting on the couch.

      I saw my juices drip from his chain, over half his face was covered in my cream. I could feel the damp couch cushion under my ass; both my robe and the couch were soaked from what had escaped his mouth.

      I drifted my gaze down, and oh my God; that rampant huge cock stood proud as a steel bar from his groin as he crouched in front of me. I felt a spasm between my thighs as I stared at it; I wanted...

      Shaking my head, trying to clear my mind of that obscene thought; I pulled myself from the couch. I staggered from the living room on wobbly legs, as quickly as I could move my body I rushed back to my bedroom. Throwing my wet cum soaked robe into the laundry hamper in the bathroom, I slid on my night shirt and slipped into bed.

      
        I thought sleep would help, purge me of the thoughts inside my head. It only made things worse as dreams of Darrin and that hard cock pounding into me while I screamed my pleasure woke my sweat drenched body in the morning.

      All that day I was in a constant state of arousal. It was as if my body couldn't get enough. I fingered myself to a massive orgasm in the shower; screaming Darrin's name as I exploded onto my hand.

      By lunch I was stretched out on my bed, ramming the handle of my hair bush between my thighs, as I imagined that huge pole splitting me in half.

      By the time I stood at the stove, desperately trying to focus on cooking, I could feel my juices soaking through my panties, and dripping down my thighs.

      When Carl arrived home, it was that same familiar cold kiss on the cheek; I wanted to rage at him to ravage me right there; instead I watched him silently leave the kitchen, heading for his office.

      Not more than fifteen minutes later I stood at the sink washing vegetables, as I heard the front door open and close. I tensed, waiting; but when nothing happened after a few moments, I breathed a sigh of relief, and lowered my guard.

      I jerked upright as two powerful arms slid under mine; and two large paws enveloped my breasts through my blouse. I moaned as fingers pinched my suddenly rock hard nipples. The silliest though came into my mind.

      I wasn't wearing a bra. Why wasn't I wearing a bra? I always wear a bra. Why wasn't I wearing my bra? Did I leave it off for him? My mind went back and forth in that instant.

      Then warm moist lips descended on my neck, and a shiver shot through me. I felt them kissing down my neck, as an uncontrolled gush of fluids filled my panties.

      "Do you know how bad I want to fuck you?" Darrin's voice rumbled in my ear.

      "Darrin" was all I could gasp back.

      I clung to the edge of the sink as he began to knead my breasts. I felt his hips shift, and then a hard thick cock press into the crease of my ass.

      
        
      

      "That bad" his voice matched his actions.

      "Oh God...Darrin...we can't...OOOhhhhhhh" my words were cut off as he tugged on my aching nipples.

      I couldn't think clearly as my body lit on fire. What were those words; assertive and aggressive and strong? This was an alpha male behind me; and he made no bones about what he wanted.

      "See you tonight mom" his words sent a bolt from my tortured nipples deep into my belly.

      Then, as quickly as he had appeared, he was gone. I stood trembling at the sink; I couldn't even hold the pan as my hands shook so badly. Finally gaining control of my legs, I moved towards the stove. I was shocked to feel the wet squish between my thighs as my now soaked panties clung to me. God, I didn't know which was sicker; that my son had just molested me in broad daylight in our kitchen; or that I had loved every damn second of it.

      All through the evening, it drove me insane that he was so calm, and almost indifferent. It was as if what had happened in the kitchen had been some dream of my fevered mind. This time when he left for bed, I almost screamed at his words.

      "You're mine" his throaty voice whispered in my ear; after his warm lips grazed mine.

      As I lay in bed, listening to Carl's even breathing, I vowed to not give in tonight. I startled when I heard that familiar bump from downstairs. God he was doing it again. I stared into the darkness, the image of that huge cock oiled and glistening in my mind; seeing his hand pumping up and down it.

      After the second bump, I heard my heart hammering in my chest. I could feel the growing moistness between my thighs. As if my body had a mind of its own, I silently slid from under the covers.

      I glanced at my husband as I dropped my night shirt on the floor by the bed. As I slipped into my robe and quietly padded to the stairs, I knew that poor docile Carl, was losing me; and to his own son at that.

      I didn't even bother belting my robe as I descended to the living room. Why should I, he would want it open anyway. As I entered the living room, Darrin turned and looked at me.

      
        
      

      "Good girl" he said softly.

      God help me, I felt a shiver run down my spine while soft warmth filled my belly. Did it mean that much to me that I was pleasing him? I silently walked the few steps around the edge of the couch. For a moment I gazed at the television. He had the same movie from that first night on again. I watched as the platinum blonde knelt, swallowing the young man's cock. I could see the pleasure on both their faces as she serviced him.

      I started to ease down onto the couch, when Darrin spoke again. "No" is single word froze me in place.

      "Kneel down" his voice rumbled.

      I didn't need to be told, I knew what he wanted. Without a sound, I knelt between his thighs; I could see the powerful muscles in his legs as he shifted to make room for me.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away as I stared at that rampant monster between his thighs. God it looked magnificent.

      "Suck it." His words pierced my numbed mind.

      While my brain screamed at how humiliating this had to look, my body was already complying with his demand. I reached out my hands to hold his cock as I leaned my upper body forward, my mouth opening to meet his fat cock.

      I was startled when Darrin reached down and gripped my wrists. He had instructed me to do this, and yet he was stopping me.

      "No hands" his voice was soft but strong in the silence of the living room.

      No hands, dear God. It had been over ten years since I had given Carl oral sex. He was barely over five inches. Now Darrin wanted me to give him my mouth without restraint, for this monster. Yet, even as my brain tried to find a way to refuse, it was already too late.

      
        My hands rested on my thighs as my head continued its descent. As that purple swollen head slid into my mouth, it was as if my world exploded.

      The smell hit me first, quickly followed by the taste as he slid deeper into my mouth. God help me, I was sucking my son; and fuck did he taste good.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" I couldn't suppress the guttural moan as I slid down further.

      My mouth slid down to about halfway, then pursing my lips around him I slid back up. I could feel his veins pulse against my tongue as I began to slowly bob my head up and down.

      "Fucking tease" I heard Darrin mutter.

      His fingers knotted in my hair, and felt his large hands holding the sides of my head tight. What was he...?

      "I said. SUCK IT" his deep voice commanded again.

      Suddenly he pulled down on my head, and over two thirds of that fat...thick...cock; slid to the back of my throat. I gagged as the head pressed against the back of my throat; but God help me there wasn't an ounce of resistance in me.

      I could hear myself; gagging and softly choking; as spit dripped down my chin. I felt a hot gush of fluids between my thighs, as I knelt like a whore and devoured my son's hard cock.

      A flicker of movement out of the corner of my eye startled me. I almost panicked, thinking Carl had discovered us; and then suddenly realized I was seeing the reflection of myself in the glass of the china cabinet along the wall.

      I thought the images from before had been obscene, this out stripped them all. I stared to the side, watching as if it was happening to someone else, as Darrin fucked some older woman's throat.

      The only thing was; that wasn't just some older woman; that was ME kneeling there. Just like in the movie playing behind me, I knelt there, letting my son use my mouth, use my body; for his pleasure.

      
        Where Carl caressed, Darrin ravaged. Where Carl shared, Darrin took. Where Carl made love, Darrin fucked. For the first time in my life I knew what it was like to be taken; and I was having my own continuous orgasm from it.

      I tried to breathe when he slid back, and then relax my throat as he pounded back in. When I felt my node bump into his pubic hair, I felt the thrill of victory. I had taken that whole monster down my throat.

      The sensation of being deep throated must have been too much for Darrin. I heard him grunt as his ass slightly lifted off the couch.

      "I'm going to cum...oh fuck mom." I heard his groan softly.

      If I could have, I would have begged for his hot seed right then; I couldn't because I had nine inches of fat cock shoved down my throat. I gave the only sign I could.

      "Nnngghhhmmpppfffff" I moaned around his cock

      I was used to Carl's little spittle; so when Darrin's cock jerked inside my mouth; I was not prepared. God how can you prepare for a fountain of cream when it floods into your mouth?

      I tried to swallow as I coughed and gagged around his huge load. Cum ran from the corners of my mouth and down my chin; I swore it was going to come out my nose there was so much. I didn't care; I wanted it, every fucking drop.

      I wanted to scream no, when I felt his second pulse let loose like a cannon. Part of it was in my mouth when he literally ripped my head back and off his cock.

      I shook as the hot splatter of his seed coated my face. I opened my mouth, begging for more as a third thick wad erupted, coating my face and tongue.

      I rocked back on my heels as Darrin panted above me. I had done it, I had made him cum; and the sheer joy that stirred in my belly was frightening.

      "Fucking hell" Darrin gasped.

      
        
      

      "Was I good?" I asked meekly.

      "Good" Darrin panted. "Best cock sucking I've ever had" he said with a smile.

      Darrin rose from the couch and turned off the television. I knelt in the dark, not sure what would happen next. Would he fuck me, would he eat me again? What did happen shook me to my core.

      "Nice job...slut." Darrin whispered in my ear.

      I sat in the dark living room in horror, as Darrin simply walked from the room. I wanted to scream I was not a slut, and the image from the glass came back. I crawled to my feet and shuffled back to my bedroom. I slipped into the bathroom, closing the door behind me.

      Flipping on the light, I reached for a small towel. I froze when my eyes hit the mirror over the sink. God, my face was caked in drying semen; my lips were puffy and swollen from being stretched. I stared back at the image of...a slut.

      "I'm not a slut" I whispered softly. "I'm my sons' slut." I admitted to that wanton woman staring back at me.

      For the next two nights Darrin didn't come to the living room. I was bordering on panic; didn't he want me anymore? Had he conquered me and that was the end of it?

      By the third day I couldn't stand it any longer. When Carl headed to his office after work, I waited. When Darrin came through the front door I meet him at the foyer.

      "Darrin...I need..." My voice was almost meek. God I couldn't say the words.

      To my astonishment, it wasn't a young boy who answered me; but a mature man. He was calm, and his words strong.

      "I know mom, so do I." He stared at me. "But this is your choice now, not mine."

      
        I stood and watched as he headed for the stairs and up to his room. All through the evening his words echoed in my head. My choice, what did he mean? Wasn't he the one in charge?

      That night as I slid into bed, I snuggled up to Carl. I wanted sex so badly I was trying to get his motor running.

      "Babe, not tonight" he grunted softly.

      "Baby...I need..." I moaned softly.

      "Sweetie, I pooped" Carl sighed back. "I admit defeat, I just can't tonight."

      Carl turned onto his side, and that was it. But it wasn't; I lay there in the darkness staring at the ceiling. There was something he had said, and it had struck a chord deep in my belly; I tried to sort through his words.

      "Oh God" I whispered softly.

      Carl had admitted defeat; I now knew what Darrin was saying. He wanted me, as badly as I wanted him; but ever the loving son, he also would not force himself on me. I had to admit what I wanted.

      I glanced over at Carl's sleeping form. How had it been that not once, but twice, Carl had opened the door without even knowing. As I heard his even breathing, I slid from the bed. Pulling my night shirt off, I dropped it on the floor. I started to reach for my robe, and then stopped.

      No, I thought. If I was going to admit defeat; it was going to be as the slut my son wanted, and I needed to be.

      Totally nude, I padded down the hallway, reaching Darrin's door. The soft glow of his light lit the floor from under his door. I reached down, turned the knob, and silently stepped into what I only hoped would be the right decision.

      Darrin turned in his computer chair and looked at me. I stood just inside the door, watching him.

      
        "Please...fuck your slut." I begged softly.

      Darrin rose shirtless from his chair and advanced on me without making a sound. I looked into his eyes as he moved. There it was; that almost feral hunger I had seen glimpses of before.

      My eyes dropped lower, taking in those bare pectoral muscles as they flex with his movement. Lower, across his nineteen year old washboard abs; and finally lower to the evident bulge in his jeans; Jesus he did want me.

      The hunger in his face was almost overwhelming; never in my life had a man looked at me the way my son did. Automatically I tried to step back as he advanced, all I managed to do was press my bare back against the cool wood of his door.

      "Darrin..." I gasped softly.

      His name the only word the left my mouth; as his lips crushed to mine. I accepted his hot tongue as it slithered into my mouth; unable to stop the low guttural moan. This wasn't love...this was lust.

      I had been focused on his face and then his body. Suddenly the entire world shrunk as my mind focused between my thighs; as two very fat fingers drove into the swamp between my legs.

      There was no hesitation in his actions; he knew what he was after and he was taking it. I would have screamed if that wet tongue hadn't been jammed halfway to my throat.

      "Mmmmffffff" I groaned.

      His fingers slid deeper; until the heel of his hand mashed against my clit. As his fingers pumped into me, every stroke ending with a bolt of pleasure as he rammed into my clit; my mind melted.

      I had given in; I had given myself to him. Now he was taking me the way I had only dreamed of before. I heard a familiar bump; realizing this time it wasn't a bottle of oil on a glass table; it was my hips driving my ass forward and then back in time to his fingers; my ass bumping the door as my body rocketed forward.

      
        It could have been hours; but was only minutes before my body surrendered to his assault. My walls rippled around those fingers and I felt a huge gush of fluids pump out around his invading fingers; Dear God he was making me cum already.

      His hand never stopped moving as waves pulsed through my belly. His strokes were getting only stronger as he fingered my spasming pussy. I rose to my toes as he all but impaled me on his hand.

      I reached up and gripped his bare shoulders as I tried to hold myself up; my legs threatening to buckle from the intensity. I squirmed, moaned and whimpered my way through my orgasm; my eyes squeezing shut tight as I felt each wave. God, how could it get better than this?

      MY eyes fluttered open as I felt those fingers withdraw. Darrin shifted until my breasts were pressed against his chest. I could feel my nipples dig into his skin as his bare hips collided with mine. He was naked I suddenly realized. How did he undress? When did that happen? My eyes grew wide as I felt the fat head of his cock lodge between my drenched lips.

      His lips separated from mine and he held for a moment; staring into my eyes.

      "Mine" he whispered.

      That single word completed everything. He was claiming me. I was about to commit two of the biggest sins there was, and I didn't care. The words adultery and incest echoed through my brain as I felt him begin to slide inside my dripping hole.

      "Darrin" I gurgled.

      I could feel my walls stretching to fit his enormous cock; burning pleasure washing through my belly. I was doing it, I was fucking my son. As my ass drove back against the door, it struck me; I wasn't fucking my son; he was taking me.

      We hadn't even made it the ten feet to his bed and we were copulating like animals. My nails dug into his shoulders as he delved deeper inside me than any man had ever been. I pushed back on his shoulders and stared down between our bodies. Dear God, I was already so full inside, yet I could clearly see that barely over half of his length was inside me.

      Darrin shoved his hips forward; I felt his girth drag that fat dick along my clit; and settled completely inside me. My head snapped up at his sudden motion, and with a soft thump the back of my head banged softly against the door. Dimly I compared, I mean what woman wouldn't. Where the father would hesitate from my orgasm, it only seemed to fuel the son. Where the father would hesitate; the son took.

      His hips pulled back and then pounded forward, slamming his cock deep inside me. Two strokes, it was only two strokes and my pussy exploded.

      "Cumming" I grunted as pleasure washed over me.

      Even as my pussy spasmed, dumping my hot cream all over his cock; I felt Darrin's hands slide down my body. He lifted my thighs until my legs wrapped around his waist.

      With what seemed little effort he turned and took the few steps to the edge of his bed. It was such a new sensation; to cling to his muscular body, basically impaled on nine inches of cock. I was in sheer heaven as he slowly knelt, until my ass came to rest on the edge of the bed.

      It was incredible, I don't know how he did it; but he managed to stay lodged in me even as he now knelt between my lewdly spread thighs. I thought he was going to lay me out on the bed like I had seen in his porn movies; instead he kept his arms wrapped around me, my body pressing into his.

      Now more comfortably positioned on his knees; his hips began to move. I could hear the obscene sucking between our bodies as he powered in and out of my dripping pussy.

      "Fuck me...fuck me..." I moaned as he took me.

      My experience in the bedroom before had been one of soft grunting and darkness. Carl refused to leave a light on; and the couple of occasions I had tried using a bit of spicy language; he had complained how I acted like a street whore.

      For Darrin it seemed the complete opposite. As I moaned for him to fuck me, his hips picked up speed and power. I could hear the slapping of our skin together as he rocked the bed. My nipples were dragging up and down his hard chest as he fucked into me like a possessed animal as I clung to him.

      What had it been...three...four orgasms? I was losing count as I felt my belly start to tighten again. I could feel how deep he was stretching me, sending small electric bolts through my belly.

      
        "God you're tight" Darrin whispered in my ear.

      "You're fucking huge" I hissed back.

      I stared into his dark eyes, watching the pleasure mount inside him. He was just as lost as I was; and I knew it.

      "Motherfucker" I moaned softly.

      "Such a slutty mother" his hot breath was on my neck.

      "Oh God...fuck me baby..." I moaned, pulling him tighter. "Don't...stop...going...to...cum..." I grunted between powerful strokes.

      "Cum on me mom" Darrin moaned.

      "Darrin..." I moaned as my walls tightened.

      "Take it mom...take my seed." I heard him growl.

      I tightened my pelvis, squeezing my walls down on him. As I felt his thick cock pulse inside me, a giant heat filled my belly. Oh God, he was cumming...inside me.

      I dimly heard a low guttural moan; and my body erupted. I clung to his frame like a deranged child as I twitched and shuddered. I felt my own juices flood out of me replaced by a second thick hot wad filling my gut.

      "Yesssss" I moaned.

      "Cummminnggg" Darrin moaned in unison with me.

      It was twenty minutes later that I finally roused myself from my sons' bed. I could feel his thick seed seep between my swollen lips and begin to trickle down my sticky thighs.

      
        
      

      "I love you" I whispered softly to his sleeping form as I slipped out of the door.

      I didn't even take the time to clean myself as I slid into my side of the bed. I sighed softly, realizing Carl would never even notice. It was all right, I thought. Carl could consume himself with work and gold; I would consume myself being my son's slut.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      What had I become? How did I sink so far? Carl had been the only man I had ever known. Loving husband and devoted father, no man deserved what I was doing to him. I tried to stop, I swear I did; but it was like a midnight addiction.

      I would hear that telltale thump in the darkness and my mind would fill with images of that huge cock glistening with oil. But it was more than just his cock, it was Darrin himself.

      When that deep voiced commanded, I would be on my knees before I even realized I had moved, my mouth sliding over his manhood. Every time it entered me, I whimpered and begged for his seed.

      All the while I tumbled down the mountainside of lust, I knew in the back of my mind this couldn't go on forever; something had to give. But I didn't care; I belonged to Darrin, I could no more stop the lust in my belly than I could stop the breathing of my lungs.

      At first it was only at night; then Darrin began to exert more control. Sunday afternoon, I stood in the kitchen getting ready to start dinner. Carl was in his easy chair in the living room watching football.

      I felt two powerful arms wrap around my waist from behind, startled I looked over my shoulder.

      "Darrin...we can't..." I tried to whisper.

      Even as I said it, I felt a hot gush fill my panties. Dear God what was he doing to my body. Without uttering a word, Darrin slowly turned my body until my ass was pressed against the sink. His hands came to rest on my shoulders, and I felt the pressure pushing me downward.

      
        I could have resisted, his push wasn't that strong; but I didn't. I moaned as my knees came in contact with the cool tile of the kitchen floor. I could only stare as his gym shorts slid down, and nine inches of magnificent cock slid into view.

      "Suck it" Darrin rumbled above me.

      It wasn't a question, and I knew it. While every circuit in my brain screamed at how wrong this was; this middle aged housewife, opened her mouth and engulfed the head of her sons cock.

      "Mmmmmmm" I couldn't stop the soft moan as his smell and taste assailed my mind.

      "Fuck yeahhhhh" I heard him groan softly above me.

      I shuddered with pleasure that I could do this to him. My pussy felt like a river as it filled my panties with hot cream. My husband sat unknowing only yards away, and his slut wife mewled for her son.

      "You want my cum mom?" Darrin husked.

      "Nnnnnnn" I moaned my agreement.

      "Then suck it out" Darrin commended me.

      My hands rested on my bare knees as I used my mouth and lips on him. Darrin leaned in and gripped the edge of the sink. His hips began to pump as he shoved that hard meat into my throat.

      Once again the bump wasn't from an oil bottle; and this time it wasn't the middle of the night; as my head lightly banged against the cupboard door behind me. He was fucking my mouth; fucking my throat; and all I could think of was drinking his hot jizz.

      I pursed my lips tighter, and applied every ounce of suction I could. I felt his cock throb in my mouth; God he was close. I sped up the bobbing of my head, devouring him.

      "Mom...oh fuck mom" Darrin softly gurgled above me.

      
        I was mom...his mom...and I couldn't stop myself as the first thick wad of hot cream pulsed straight down my throat. I swallowed like some starved child; internally begging for more. I got it when a second and third thick wad pulsed in.

      As the flow slowly subsided, he pulled back; God he was still rock hard as he slid free of my mouth. With his cum dripping down my chin I looked up at him. I could see his eyes burning with lust; I knew given the chance he would have taken me right then and there. Yet, even he knew it wasn't the right place or time.

      Without saying anything, he tucked that rampant pole into his jeans; then leaned down and kissed my cum stained lips. I just knelt there in a wash of shame and joy as my satisfied son walked out of the kitchen.

      Somehow I managed to finish dinner, and all the way through the meal my panties clung to my pussy with soaking desire. After dinner Darrin excused himself to study.

      I sat in the living room with Carl, watching his action shows and trying to calm my beleaguered body. Carl usually retired before me, since it gave me the chance to watch some of the television shows I preferred. Never the one for conflict in the past, this had built to almost a routine.

      That was why almost two hours after Carl had gone to bed, I found myself walking down the dark hallway to the door of my bedroom. Even out here I could hear the soft snore from Carl, and I sighed. Perhaps I should have gone to bed earlier; then I might have encouraged him to be a bit frisky.

      About two thirds of the way down the hall, I stopped. The light coming from under Darrin's door was like a flame to a moth. He was still up, probably studying.

      I had no logical reason to go in; I had never done it before. Did I want to just say good night, or was it something else? Whatever the real reason, I turned the knob and slowly stepped through into the Promised Land.

      It was like entering the living room for the first time all over. Darrin was stretched out on his bed, totally nude; he had his iPad in front of him, and one fist was gliding up and down that massive cock.

      Did he know I was there? That was instantly answered when he looked up and stared at me leaning against the door. His eyes never left me as that fist continued to pump up and down.

      
        "What are you looking at?" I asked softly.

      Instead of answering, Darrin lifted the iPad and turned it to face me. I was stunned to see a photo of myself lying on the lawn chair, clad only in my bright yellow bikini. Darrin had to have taken that picture without me knowing.

      I looked at the picture of me, and then down at that raging hard cock. I became someone I didn't know, that kindle of flame lit in my belly. My hands reached up and silently began to open the buttons on my blouse. I watched his cock spasm in his grip as my bra encased tits came into view.

      As I unsnapped the hooks on the back and began to slowly lower my bra, I watched pre cum ooze from the tip. As my bra dropped free, my heavy breasts exposed to him, God his cock jerked in his grip.

      Every article of clothing that fell from my body only made his cock harder and thicker. There was no doubt in my mind what and who he was thinking of; and it sent tingles through my skin. By the time I stood totally nude, Darrin was panting and staring.

      God just watching this act sent shivers through me. It was like that night in the living room was being repeated tenfold. I stared at his throbbing cock while his eyes roamed my body; the body he wanted to fuck.

      "If you cum...will you stay hard for me?" I husked.

      "Yes" Darrin whispered back.

      "Then cum" I told him. "Show me how much you want my body".

      God I was becoming a woman I hardly knew; I felt that heat in my belly as I slowly walked to the foot of his bed. Reaching down I cupped my heavy breasts, letting my thumbs strum over my hard nipples.

      "Do you want to cum on my tits?" I watched his eyes grow wide. "Do want to cum on mommy's pussy" I slowly slid a hand down over my belly."

      "Oh God mom" I heard Darrin grunt.

      
        
      

      I slowly crawled onto the foot of his bed, my eyes never leaving that throbbing hunk of meat. I knelt straddling his legs, poised only inches from his cock.

      "Cum on my face Darrin" I told my son.

      "Oh Jesus mom" he moaned.

      I could see the strain in his face, and saw his hand pick up speed. He was close; and every word I spoke drove him closer. I felt like a whore kneeling there, waiting for my son's cream; and yet at the same time I had never felt such power.

      As I knelt there, waiting; it hit me. Carl loved me...Darrin lusted for me. It was that lust that fueled me because it was for me and no one else. I controlled it, and for the first time in my life; I was the one in control.

      "To late" I growled.

      A look of surprise came over Darrin's face as I crawled up his body. I had never wanted something as badly as I wanted this. I stared down into his eyes as my legs straddled his hips. He was still gripping that rampant pole, holding it straight up in the air.

      "I'm going to fuck you." I said.

      My eyes never left his face as I drove my hips downward; I wanted to SEE what I did to this man. Darrin's eyes opened wide as my lips engulfed the head of his cock; he jerked his hand back and in one drop, I slammed down onto him.

      I felt that monster skewer into me, stretching me; God I wanted to scream; I didn't. I could feel every inch plow up into me until my ass settled on his thighs, buried to the hilt. Through it all I watched Darrin's face.

      Total raw lust flowed over his face, as is eyes slowly rolled back. His lips pulled back into a half snarl, as I felt his cock pulse inside me. God, I was making him cum.

      
        "That's it baby" the filth poured out of me. "Cum in mommy; fill my cunt."

      "Mom" Darrin grunted in a whisper.

      I raised my hips back up, and when I felt that head spasm again inside me, I rammed back down again. The wet slurping of my cum filled pussy echoing in his small room.

      I raked my nails down his bare chest as I watched his face. God he had to be pumping a gallon of cream up into me, and I loved every hot drop. Just the mere thought I could excite a man to this made my ego soar.

      "That's it baby" I cooed softly. "You like cumming in mommy don't you."

      Darrin's eyes refocused, and as he looked up at me, I felt a shiver run down my spine. Dear God I had never seen such primal lust in my life. I felt his hands grip my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh.

      "Darrin...what are you..." that was a far as I got.

      Darrin shoved up with his hips, at the same time pulling on my waist, like a rag doll I tumbled onto my side. His heavy body rolled with me and before I knew it I was splayed on my back. I heard a low rumble in the back of his throat as he reared up on his knees between my splayed thighs.

      "Darrin..." I had never seen a man look at me this way. It frightened me a little.

      "My turn" his throaty voice came down at me.

      I was helpless as his hands gripped my ankles, pulling my legs up and out. He slowly pulled back; I could feel that thick shaft grating across my throbbing clit.

      Darrin held still, poised. I tense and waited...and waited...hanging there I waited. Then that massive cock slammed home.

      My tits shook like jelly from the impact; I felt my gut wrench as he shot so fucking DEEP. Juices sprayed out of me in an uncontrollable fountain as he pounded into me again and again.

      
        
      

      Dimly I heard the head board of his bed thump against the wall. I really didn't care at that point, and honestly the noise was drowned out by my scream.

      "Darrriinnnnnnn" I cried out as that fat cock took me.

      Holding my legs the way he was, Darrin had not been able to stop my outburst, but I didn't care. Carl could have been standing at the foot of the bed; all he would have seen is a man claiming HIS woman and that was what I was; Darrin's woman.

      I stared wildly up at my son, the sweat glistening on his face. God he fucked me like a machine. Long powerful strokes as his pelvis slapped into me. I heard the soft thump of the head board every time his hips slapped against mine. His heavy balls gave a wet smack as they collided with my soaked pussy.

      I grunted as he drove my body into the mattress; reaching up behind me, I braced my hands against the headboard, and pushed back against his thrusts; God I wanted that monster to come out my throat.

      I looked down and watched my heavy tits swaying on my chest as he mauled my body, then down further over my slick belly; to the most erotic and yet obscene sight of all; that huge cock of his slicing in and out of my pussy.

      If was covered in white cream, coated in my pleasure; I could see it throb with power. I had never real experienced being taken like this; the simple humping of his father, in a dark bedroom, couldn't even compare.

      I felt my walls tighten as I stared between our coupled bodies. I pulled my eyes away and looked up at Darrin, as I spewed out my encouragement.

      "Oh fuck yes" I gurgled. "Take me baby, own your mother." I moaned.

      "Fuck me...fuck me...oh fuck me" I grunted to every stroke.

      "Going to cum" I groaned as my belly tightened. "Don't stop...make momma cum." I told him.

      
        This time he released my ankles; my legs dropping to the bed I dug in my heels and drove my hips into his. My whole body convulsed as lights exploded behind my eyes. It had to be the mother of all orgasms as I felt his hand finally slap over my gaping mouth.

      "Gnnnnnaaaaammmmmmmfffffffffffffff" I tried to scream into his palm.

      I tried to watch him, but sparks kept going off everywhere and my eyes lost focus. I felt a huge surge as the wave rolled through my body; I heard the wet squelch as my juices poured out to soak his bed. As I felt my cream ejecting out, I felt that huge dick slam in again.

      I felt him pull back as a third wave mounted. Oh God, he was still fucking me. I was nearly delirious as he pounded down into my quaking body. Reaching up to grip his biceps I shook my head, feeling his hand slip away.

      Just as his hips slammed down onto me, I pulled on his biceps; feeling the weight of his body crash down. The head board of the bed kept up that musical sound against the wall as Darrin's hips just went on and on and on.

      God my clit was on fire as he ground down into me; my breasts were mashed against his chest. I could hear his labored breathing in my ear. It was like one continuous orgasm as Darrin took me like a man should.

      "That's it...fuck me...oh my God so good" I husked in his hear.

      I felt that huge fuck stick swelling, expanding inside my walls. As it began to throb total obscene filth poured out of a middle aged mother.

      "Fuck me baby...fuck your mother...oh shit" I panted. "I'm going to cum...on my son...oh God."

      I had given up on being redeemed; and had jumped willingly into the cesspool of lust; and I was wallowing in it. The room stank of our sex, the sound of squishing as his cock filled me again and again, matched by the wet smacking on skin on skin; all of it accompanied by the sound of the bed thumping against the wall.

      I knew the sound could wake Carl; and I didn't give a damn. If my husband would have walked into the room at that moment; I would have told him to stand there and watch how a real man makes love.

      
        
      

      "Mom; I need to pull..." Darrin huffed.

      "NO" I dug my nails into his biceps.

      "You could..." he tried to warn me.

      "I don't CARE" I hissed in his ear. "God help me...I don't care" I sighed.

      "Don't ever pull out Darrin" I told him.

      "Cum...in my...cunt..." the woman I had become demanded.

      Darrin did just that; with a groan he drove down onto me once again. The thumping of the bed stopped as I felt his body quiver against mine.

      Silence reigned in that bedroom; Darrin must have been holding his breath, I know I literally couldn't breathe from the raw pleasure. Other than the quivering of his muscles under my hands, Darrin never moved.

      A glorious heat started deep in my belly, spreading outward. I felt it encompass my entire pelvis and then begin to spread through the rest of my body.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhh" I sighed softly, letting that held breath free.

      "God" I heard Darrin's voice in my ear, as his hot breath wafted over my neck.

    
  
    
      Part 3

      I was losing control, and I knew it. We were going to get caught, and I knew it. Ask me if I would stop and I would simply have said I couldn't. It wasn't a matter of wanting anymore; it was a pure physical need.

      
        I had never been made love to like Darrin did; and it was almost like a narcotic to my body. Every time I would try and stop what was happening, I would make a few days; and then the hunger in my belly would draw me back.

      We were taking more chances and it frightened me; and thrilled me. Darrin ravaged my pussy in the afternoon before his father got home from work, making me cook dinner while his thick cream oozed down my thighs.

      He hammered me senseless in the shower before bed; it was the first time I truly squirted in my life. When I slid into bed next to Carl, I could feel our son's thick seed seeping out to soak into the sheets.

      Worse, the one time he wore a condom; I almost went berserk.

      "Take it off" I told him.

      "Mom, we need..." Darrin tried to say.

      "I don't care what we need" I told him. "I care about what I WANT." I stared into his eyes.

      "I want to feel every inch inside me; every vein, every pulse; do you understand." I said deadly calm. "And when you cum, I want to feel it, deep inside my pussy."

      "Jesus" Darrin muttered.

      I had never been very assertive, and something in me was changing. The fact I wanted him, and he wanted me; seemed to drive my hunger higher.

      I tried to bring things back to normal, but every effort only seemed to drive me into Darrin's arms even more.

      On a Thursday, guilt had been the word for the day; so I decided I would head to bed with Carl. I had tried this before, but hoped my new lingered might stimulate something...anything.

      
        We started out with a bit of petting, and before I knew it Carl had leaned over and turned off the light, his heavy body settling on top of me. Christ, we had just started getting warmed up and he was ready for the main event.

      "Honey...can we leave the light on?" I asked softly.

      "Why" his voice came in the dark.

      "I want to see you" I tried to encourage him.

      "What's to see, I'm going to stick it inside." His voice was so damned calm.

      Stick it inside? Not make love to me; not even fuck me; he was simply going to stick 'it' inside. I felt his five inches slide inside and wrapped my arms around him.

      After five minutes two things happened. The first was the terrible realization he was barely making any noise. There was no grunting or panting; and his breathing was barely labored as he moved.

      The second was when he simply stopped moving. Was something wrong? I felt him relax on me...no he couldn't have.

      "Baby, are you all right?" I asked quietly.

      "Yes; why?" Carl said in the same tone of voice. "I'm done."

      He was done? Done doing what? Getting himself off while I lay here ready to start? I was dumbfounded. Fifteen feet down the hallway was a man who would have pounded me until I begged for more; and then powered into me until he all but hit my cervix; a man who would drip passionate sweat on my body while he took me; commanding my body to cum for him.

      Instead I lay on my back in the dark, listening to Carl silently settle onto his side of the bed. What had once been more than satisfactory; had now paled into comparison to what were mere feet down the hall in my son's room.

      
        The next night I sat in the living room again, my body all but humming with need. I looked at Carl and thought of last night. Slowly I rose from the couch. Honestly I would have just walked out of the room and walked up those stairs to my son's room; but Carl's voice stopped me.

      "You going to bed?" he asked without looking from the television.

      "I need to talk to Darrin" I answered. "His school work is slipping." I added as an afterthought.

      "Huh; tell the boy to buckle down. He needs to work harder." Carl's attention never left the television.

      "I will" I said as I turned to the stairs.

      "Damn kid needs to learn to get it right" Carl muttered.

      "I'm sure he will" I said softly as I mounted the stairs.

      I mounted the stairs and walked the short hallway; without hesitation I turned the knob and stepped inside. At least I had enough presence to turn to small lock behind me.

      I stood just inside the closed door and watched as Darrin swiveled in the small chair at his desk. I knew he was studying, I could see the text books; but right then I really didn't care.

      As was his usual he was dressed only in his gym shorts. My eyes traveled over his lean body, I watched the pectoral muscles and biceps shift as he moved in his chair. I felt a gush fill my panties as I looked at the bulge in his shorts.

      For all the warped logic in my brain; this was the hardest to fight. I mean how do you compare a man who is lean and muscular to a pot belly and balding head? How do you even start to compare nine inches of hard cock to five inches of pencil dick?

      Silently I reached up and untied the knot to my robe, Darrin's eyes watched as I slid the robe over my shoulders and let it drop to the bedroom floor.

      
        "Mom?" he asked.

      I just reached up to the spaghetti straps of my camisole nightgown, letting the thin cloth flutter to the floor and join my robe. Standing there, totally nude in my son's bedroom, I watched as his cock thickened, filling out his shorts. I can't describe the ego boost it creates when you know that just the mere sight of your body can do that to a man.

      But I wasn't there for idle chatter; last night's disaster had left me hungry. Against all my better judgements, I looked my son in the eye; and for the first time in my life; I took control.

      "Fuck me Darrin" I whispered.

      "Mom" this time his voice cracked.

      I slowly walked to his bed, and I could feel his eyes burning on my nude skin. Sliding onto the top of his covers, I laid back and stared at him. I could see the obvious bulge now in his shorts; and I knew I was winning.

      "Dad?" Darrin asked, glancing at the door.

      I slid my legs further apart, letting him see the glistening moisture between my thighs. Reaching up one hand, I cupped my full breast, teasing my nipple.

      "I know you want it...as much as I do" I husked. "Come and fuck your mother baby." I coaxed him.

      Darrin rose from his chair and came to the side of the bed. I watched as he stood there, the obvious tent in his gym shorts pushing the fabric out.

      "Take them off" I told him.

      As his shorts slid down and fell to the floor, I stared wantonly at his cock. God, how do you describe such a thing; that swollen purple head that dripped pre-cum; a thick hard shaft with veins pulsing full of blood.

      
        God, nine inches of cock steel hard for MY body. I felt my cream pulse from between my thighs, lubricating me for that monster. I looked into Darrin's eyes.

      "I'm waiting" I whispered.

      As Darrin slid over my body on his bed, I reached up and cupped the sides of his face. My voice dripped lust as I spoke.

      "I don't want loving baby" I husked. "I want you to FUCK me." I told him.

      "I want you to ram that big...fat...cock...into me" I told my loving son. "I want you to pound my cunt until I cry your name. I want you to fuck me until I beg for that cum." I told him.

      "Jesus mom" his eyes were huge with surprise.

      I had never been this forward before. I reached down and gripped the shaft of his cock, feeling it throb in my palm. I aimed that engorged head right at my seeping hole.

      "This one is mine" I grated. "Take me baby."

      I had done it; I had totally given in to my hunger. I could always have claimed it was Darrin; his hunger, his hormones; that caused the previous encounters. Not this time, this was all me.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as his hips dropped down.

      I released the thick shaft just as his purple head speared my lips, driving in. I squeaked as inch by inch he relentlessly drove into me. Fuck it felt good, my body reacted instantly as fluids poured out around his cock; making it slick for full entry.

      And that was what he gave me; as his balls slapped against my ass; and I lay there stunned; with his huge cock filling me. I reached up and gripped his biceps even as I spread my legs wider; giving him total access to me.

      "That's it...fuck me." I grunted.

      
        
      

      Every thrust rang thru my pelvis as he powered in and out of me. Now THIS was fucking I thought. I could hear the wet sucking sounds of my pussy as it pulled him in; my belly flipped in rolls as I felt his cock filling me so deep. God he felt even bigger than before, my walls stretched to the limit to fit him.

      I slid my arms from his biceps to his bare chest, my eyes staring into his. I dug my nails into his skin, and slowly drug them down his chest. I felt his body shudder as light pain mixed with pleasure.

      "Come on...FUCK me" I grated up at him.

      I watched Darrin's face slowly transform before my eyes. He went from loving and attentive son, to a hungry male; and then that almost feral animal look as sheer lust finally took over.

      "Faster, give me that cock" I panted at him.

      His hips picked up speed, hammering down into me. God he was like the perfect fucking machine as what felt like gallons of hot juices just poured out of me.

      "Fuck me...oh God yes...harder baby...HARDER" I commanded him.

      I saw that fire burn in his eyes, and braced my body; here came the real fucking I needed so badly. Darrin pulled back, and for a moment I thought his cock would slip free he was so far; but that thought only lasted a split second it took him to reverse course.

      I felt ten inches of hard cock go so deep, it hit places no man had ever been. He rammed down so hard I actually felt a jolt rip through my gut as the fat head of his cock pressed against my cervix.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed, out of control.

      It was a totally new sensation as a light pain blended with raw pleasure when he pressed into that spongy surface. I had never felt so full. Sparks went off behind my eyes as my belly tightened, and then exploded.

      "Ghuuu...nnngggg...hunnnnnn" I heard myself gurgling.

      
        
      

      His blows were incredible as my body bounced like a rag doll under my son. Darrin's thrusts made my breasts wobble on my chest; I heard and felt him slap into my pelvis.

      Then a sound I knew all too well filled the background. The light thumping as the headboard of his bed began to tap against the wall. Over and over I heard that bang, followed by his grunt and my curse.

      "Fuck...me...God...FUCK...ME..." I moaned like some common whore.

      I dimly felt my juices eject from my body, spraying his pelvis; washing him in my pleasure. Every time his body slammed into mine, a new fountain of pussy cream spilled out.

      "Cumminggg on you...oh God Darrin..." I gasped and he never slowed.

      I felt his cock growing inside me; dear God he couldn't get any bigger or he would split me in half. In my sex hazed brain I suddenly registered what was happening. I reached up and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck, clinging to him like some wanton teenager.

      "Cum in me...give it to me Darrin..." I whimpered.

      "Mom...can't..." he grunted as I pulled his face next to mine.

      "God yes" I hissed in his ear. "Fill momma, flood me baby...drown me in your seed..." God what had I become.

      My whole world devolved down to one thing, his cum. I WANTED it; and I wanted it where it should never be; deep inside my belly. His hammering hips never let up as his face pressed to mine.

      I heard a low growl rumble through his throat; and then that giant invading cock jerked inside me.

      "Fuck" I grunted.

      "Yesssss" Darrin moaned.

      
        
      

      I felt it, God help me I felt it. Hot scalding fluids flooded into me, washing my walls. As the heat swept through my belly, my gut wrenched again. I couldn't even give words as my orgasm tore through me like a freight train.

      All the frustrations of last night vanished in that moment; all thoughts of Carl...the house...that this was my son...disappeared in raw pleasure. I had come into this room for one thing, I had demanded it; and Darrin had fulfilled it.

      In the middle of my break for freedom, I heard a new sound. It wasn't the headboard; I tried to clear my hazed brain, when I heard a voice.

      "Are you OK in there?" Oh God it was Carl, at the door.

      "Yes" I grunted back.

      "Is everything all right?" I heard him ask.

      "It's...perfect..." I grunted back.

      Good God, Darrin was still fucking me. I could feel his cum seeping out of my abused pussy and dribble along the crack of my ass. His father was at the bedroom door; and he was still pounding into me.

      "Well, I'm going to bed" I heard Carl's voice through the door. "Are you coming?"

      That innocent question was answered when Darrin's hot voice whispered in my ear.

      "I'm cumming... again" he announced.

      My eyes snapped wide; Dear God...twice? How could he? Did I excite him that much? When I felt that intense heat filling my belly a second time in mere moments; I gave the only answer I could.

      "I'M CUMMINNGGGGGGGGG" I wailed to both men.

      
        
      

      It was as if I had lost control of my own body; I felt my ass cheeks clench as I squeezed that huge cock inside me. I felt a hot wetness erupt between our bodies, soaking Darrin in my fluids and I knew once again I was squirting. My eyes rolled back sightless as my world focused on the spasms rolling through my belly.

      The intensity of my orgasm overwhelmed me; I could feel a darkness slip over my brain as my body convulsed on my son's bed. It was only a few moments, but I felt myself drift back; and realized I had blacked out from my huge orgasm.

      As I weakly moved I found I was laying sprawled over Darrin, my breasts pressed against his chest. God, I don't know if I could endure that again, but I was willing to try.

      As I eased off my son, his thick cock slid free with a wet squelch, and I could feel our combined juices ooze between my sore lips. I looked down at him and saw the sheer wonder in his eyes.

      "Where the hell did that come from" he asked.

      "For once, I wanted it my way." I said softly.

      I wasn't sure how he would respond to his submissive mother finally taking control, and it worried me. Then, I saw a broad smile spread across his face.

      "Lady, you can have it your way anytime you want" his voice was laced with love and lust at the same time.

      I felt my heart swell, and I leaned down and softly kissed his lips. I don't know why or how; but I had evolved from a middle aged mother to a common whore who needed fucking; and now to a true lover.

      As I slipped from his room, I knew; I was quickly approaching the pinnacle; and soon I was going to be forced to make a choice. I just wasn't sure what choice that would be.

      For two weeks, I tried to work things through my frazzled mind. Through it all I never went more than a day or two and either I or Darrin was pawing at the other.

      
        He fucked me in his bed as the headboard banged the wall; she slammed that hard dick deep into me as I showered. Once, when Carl had made a run to town; he bent me over the kitchen tabled and fucked me so hard my belly hurt. When I screamed his name at the top of my lungs, he rammed a finger into my virgin ass; and I lost it. It took twenty minutes to clean up the mess I sprayed on the kitchen floor.

      My son owned me, I had no doubts. I hungered for him, craved his cock. I begged for his seed in my unprotected womb night after night, not caring what the consequences could be.

      By Monday I was reaching my wits end. I would be ravaged by guilt as I slid my exhausted body into bed next to my husband; then consumed with lust as I spread myself open on my sons bed.

      Like most people, when you focus so intently on one thing, you tend to forget other things. What I forgot; was unforgiveable. Through the haze of lust, I forgot my anniversary.

      When Carl had softly kissed me on the cheek before heading to bed, I was surprised. I couldn't think of why he would, he had never been one for much affection.

      "Happy Anniversary" his words tore through my gut.

      As he headed up the stairs I sat on the couch stunned; God how had I become so base I had forgotten my own anniversary. God, what had I done? Tears streamed down my cheeks as I thought of the man who had stood beside me now these many years. I didn't hate him; I just needed...I let the thought end there.

      Resolving that tonight would be different; I rose and headed for the stairs. Darrin was working the later shift, so there would be no lustful distractions. Tonight, it needed to be about Carl.

      I already had my blouse unbuttoned as I stepped into the bedroom. The quiet of the room struck me; glancing around I realized Carl was not in bed yet. I was surprised as he was a man of strong routines; and it rarely took him more than ten minutes to prepare for bed.

      My tearful soul searching had definitely taken longer than that, but he must still be getting ready. Opening the master bathroom door, I entered to join him. I froze as I entered an empty room.

      
        Without even thinking clearly I looked for him in the bedroom again; that was when I realized the difference. The bed had not even been turned down; which meant he had never even been in the room.

      I softly padded back into the hall and looked; there was only three other doors. Our spare bedroom which we had set as a storage room; the main bathroom, and...God no; I shivered.

      I slowly opened the door to Darrin's room, and with the backlight of the hall, watched the figure of my husband come into view, snuggled in our sons' bed.

      "Carl?" I asked softly.

      "I wondered when you would come up." His voice came from the semi dark room.

      "Why are sleeping in here?" I tried to wrap my confused mind around everything.

      "Come and sit" he told me.

      His voice wasn't yelling or screaming; he was as calm as if we were sitting down to dinner. I walked slowly across and eased down onto the edge of the bed as Carl shifted to the side. It suddenly struck me; I was sitting in the same spot I had when Darrin and I had first...I trembled.

      "Did you think I wouldn't know" his soft voice came through the dark.

      "Oh God" I sobbed.

      "Shhhhhhhhh" I felt his hand gently take mine. "Let me talk" he said.

      "When we were first married" his voice was clam and clear. "I couldn't get enough of you. I think we even had sex four times in one day...back then."

      I shuddered, remembering how we would rut like animals in our first apartment, the neighbors pounding on the walls to make us quiet down.

      
        "These last five years; something's...changed." His voice resumed. It's not you, honestly hun." His hand gently squeezed mine. "God knows you have enough sex drive for the both of us."

      God help me he actually chuckled at the humor of his own words. I was feeling like the great betrayer, and he was making jokes.

      "Carl" I said firmly.

      "Sorry" he apologized. "But that's the issue; you have the sex drive; and I...don't." he said softly.

      I tensed, waiting. Was I fat; was I aging; had he found a younger woman? All those thoughts raged through my mind. All of it was shattered with his next words.

      "At least not with...women." His words sliced into me.

      "Oh my God" I couldn't suppress the gasp.

      "Don't be shocked, you knew I was bisexual when we met." He said.

      He was right, I did know. During our first few years of marriage I couldn't count the number of swinger parties we had attended. But that had all ended when Darrin was born; I had decided we needed to settle down, and be a proper family.

      As that thought swept through my mind, a mental image filtered with it. We had been to a party and I had been more horny than usual. I remember being on my hands and knees while some man shoved his fat dick into me; while Carl...oh God he was fucking the man's ASS.

      I suddenly realized Carl had sat up in the bed next to me. In the light from the hall I could finally see his eyes. I stared into them as he held my hand. I didn't even know what to say at that moment; but he did.

      "Does he satisfy you?" he asked softly.

      "Carl" I choked out.

      
        "Does he?" Carl pressed.

      My will collapsed in that moment. I slumped there on the edge of the bed as I admitted defeat. I had been fucking my son; and my husband knew.

      "Yes" I whispered.

      "Then go to your bedroom and wait for him" Carl gave a small smile.

      "What about...?" I glanced around the room.

      "Well, Darrin and I can work that out later" he nodded. "Believe me you won't keep me up" he smiled. "I've already had my anniversary...present."

      Before I knew what had happened or even how; I walked back to my bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed stunned. I wanted to cry; but was it with shame...or relief.

      Carl and I had talked for almost an hour; it was one of the hardest things I had ever done. We both knew we loved each other; but we both admitted we didn't desire each other.

      When I had asked him if he wanted a divorce; I had been surprised at the violence of his reply. He had said he simply could not imagine his life without the two people who had been with him for so long and the funny thing was he was right; I couldn't imagine it either.

      So, apparently he had decided to give me my anniversary present...our son. Life would go on as it had, with the two men literally switching roles.

      The whole concept boggled my mind while I sat there. I glanced at the clock and realized I only had a half an hour and Darrin would be home. My first reaction was how to tell him; and then it struck me. For the first time, we would make love; in OUR bed. And there would be no need to restrain ourselves. That simple thought brought a wrench to my belly, and sent a gush of hot fluids into my panties.

      I stood and disrobed; walking to the night stand I retrieved the bottle of baby oil I kept there with my toys. By the time I heard the front door, my body was covered head to toe in a sheer glisten from the oil.

      
        
      

      I stretched out on the bed, waiting. I heard footsteps as they ascended the steps. In my mind I could see him open his bedroom door; and what he would find. I knew he wouldn't wake his father, he would come to me.

      I heard soft footsteps down the hall, and then there he was. I could see the confusion on his face as he stood in the doorway; I wondered if that was what I had looked like before.

      "Mom, why...Holy God!" he stopped as his eyes fell on me.

      I swear I could watch the size of the bulge in his jeans grow as he stared. Once again I felt that thrum of pleasure in the pit of my stomach that I could still do that to a man, even if he was my son.

      "Do you like?" I asked softly.

      "God yes" I heard him softly choke.

      "Then why are you still dressed?" I gave a small smile.

      "But...dad..." he looked back down the hall confused.

      "This is his choice" I reassured Darrin. "Are you going to accept?" I asked nervously.

      I knew the turmoil in his mind, I had felt every bit of it myself earlier. Unlike me, the decision was much swifter with him. I watched as each piece of his clothing came off, and at the same time he advanced on the bed. By the time he was standing at my side; that huge tube of cock was standing straight out from him like a steel pole.

      There was so much I wanted to ask, so much I wanted to say; but I just lay on the bed drawing small circles over my belly with a finger as I watched him. I could see the growing hunger in his eyes; I waited.

      As he slid onto the bed, his lean body hovering over mine; I watched his lips slowly come closer.

      
        "Your turn baby" I whispered as our mouths connected.

      I felt his hot tongue slip into my mouth at the same moment two thick fingers slid between my oil slick lips. God it was heavenly; to finally give myself so completely.

      "Darrin" I groaned into his mouth.

      Reaching up I pressed on his shoulders, our bodies slowly rolling over until he was spread out on his back on the wide bed. God, for the first time I could enjoy every inch of him and not feel like we were in some narrow box. I lay my oil slick body on top of his; and like some Nuru massage; began to slide my entire body up and down his.

      I shuddered as my breasts slid along his hot skin, my nipples scraping his pectorals. I could feel his thick cock trapped between us, gliding along from my belly to my groin and then back up. I looked down into his eyes in the pale light from the bedside lamp.

      "I belong to you now" I whispered.

      "Oh God mom" Darrin moaned.

      "What do you want to do baby, tell me" I husked.

      "I want...oh fuck" he groaned.

      "Say it" I moaned softly down at him.

      I ground my slick pelvis against his cock; I could feel his length between my thighs; sliding along my inflamed lips. God I wanted him, I just had to be sure.

      "Say it" I whispered.

      Darrin's eyes were filled with fire as I felt his hands grip my slick hips. I didn't resist as he shifted my body higher; until I felt that hard cock slip between my thighs. Our bellies were pressed together, his engorged head only an inch or less from my dripping opening.

      
        
      

      "I want to fuck you" his voice dripped with lust.

      I shivered at the intensity in his voice; I had never heard a man want me this badly, not even Carl. That night, on my wedding anniversary; I gave myself to my son.

      "Then take me" I croaked.

      The oil had been for more than appearance; as his grip tightened and I felt him pull my body down; I felt that swollen purple head easily slip between my lips.

      "Oh God yes" I grunted as my walls expanded for him.

      I looked down into my sons' eyes; as inch by inch he slid up into me; his now oil slick cock parted my lips and drove deep in one swift move. I could feel my walls expanding to fit him; barely able to keep up with the thick length that filled me.

      "Oh God" I whispered. "Fuck me baby; fuck me like you've always wanted to."

      It amazed me how my world hand changed. Everything vanished; wife, mother, even middle aged housewife; it all just disappeared as Darrin began to pump up into me.

      I could feel his slick fingers dig into my fleshy hips; and I ground my ass against him with every stroke in. As he pulled back I glanced between our bodies and watched hot juices drip from my hole onto his groin. As I lifted my head I felt a hot warmth surround one hanging breast. Darrin had raised his head and was pulling my aching nipple in deep.

      The twin assault on my body pushed me higher. I was climbing the mountain rapidly and raced for the peak. In what was probably less than a dozen powerful strokes; I changed from a shy sot spoken mother; to a slut in heat as filth I didn't even recognize poured out of me.

      "Oh God fuck me Darrin" I moaned. "This is...yours" I grunted. "Fuck my cunt; use me you animal; pound my cunt baby" I babbled as I climbed.

      
        I could feel my walls begin to tighten as he pounded up into me relentless. My ass slapped against his thighs as I began to bounce up and down; trying to drive him even deeper.

      "Oh fuck...don't stop...oh shit...going to...OH MY GOD..." I started ranting.

      It was right there, I sat right on the cusp; his cock dragging along my clit. Every zeroed down between my thighs as my orgasm barreled down on me. Then, it was gone; oh my fucking God.

      I squealed as Darrin's ass sharply rose from the bed, lifting me up; he continued the motion as he forced my body over. Toppling onto the bed I felt his shift between my spread thighs.

      The haze of pure lust is more than you think; it fades the mind and confuses your thought process. It took me a moment to realize what Darrin was doing. By the time my mind registered what had happened I was on my back; Darrin had pulled my legs up and folded them against my chest, mashing them into my tits. The weight of his body pressed down on me as his hips continued to move. My ass was totally exposed, tilted up into the air. My knees were bent and my legs spread wide; it opened me up to him completely to him.

      "Darrin" was all I got out before my mind and body both exploded.

      With his entire weight Darrin slammed down onto me. His chest rammed against my folded legs, jamming them deep into my swinging tits. I felt his heavy balls slap against my tight rosebud as he pounded into me; my body bouncing on the bed under him.

      Every stroke down ground his pelvis against my engorged clit, sending a shockwave through my belly. I dimly heard screaming, and realized that it was me doing the screaming.

      "DAAARRRIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNN" I screamed with total abandon.

      "Fuck me, pound me, do it baby; oh shit, oh God...harder...more...oh fuck...I'M CUMMMINNNNGGGGG" I wailed.

      Before, Darrin would ease up, letting me savor the ripples and waves of my orgasm; this time his pace never wavered. Wet squelching mixed with my scream as the first explosion was set off deep in my gut. Before it had even calmed down; a second bomb went off; dwarfing the first.

      
        By the time the third rolled on the heels of the second, I was beyond caring. My eyes rolled back and my nails dug into his bare chest. My ass felt like I was lying in a lake I had flooded the bed so much; the wet sheets clung to my skin. The smell of raw sex reeked in the air as Darrin sloshed through my pussy.

      "Cum...please" I whimpered as I felt my body hitting the end of endurance.

      "Mom" Darrin grunted above me.

      I refocused my eyes with effort and stared up into my son's face. I could see raw lust shining in his eyes; and behind them a question. I reached up a hand and weakly caressed his cheek.

      "I know baby" I whispered. "I know what I'm asking." I encouraged him.

      "Oh God mom" Darrin groaned in need.

      I felt his cock, swelling; expanding as it stretched my walls more. I felt sweat covered full balls slap my ass; and right then I wanted every drop from those heavy balls...inside me.

      "That's it Darrin" I crooned "Give momma every drop. Fill me with that seed baby" I husked.

      I felt his hips slam down on me and hold, his entire body quivering. Silence reigned in the bedroom for about two seconds; through it heard Darrin's heartbeat as his body quivered; and behind it a soft ragged breathing.

      I slowly turned my head, and there in the doorway stood Carl. His eyes were huge as he stared at his wife and son rutting like animals. In his grip was a thick cock, I hadn't seen him that hard in years.

      "MOMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" roared Darrin above me.

      I felt his cock pulse, and then that pressure as hot thick cum pumped into me. At literally the same moment, Carl spasmed; and a thick rope of cum spewed from the tip of his cock, arcing out in front of him.

      
        As my brain began to shut down from the intensity; one thought crossed as the darkness crept in.

      Both men were cumming; only my son's was where I wanted it; in my hungry fertile belly.

    
  
    
      Can You Only Watch

      I guess you would say we are about as normal as you get. My name is Shelly Baxter and I'm forty-two. My husband Derek is a mechanic for an auto dealer, and with the economy the way it is he has been as busy as I can ever remember. I work in retail; I am a shift manager at a local big box store. This last year has been the strangest I, and I am sure you, have ever experienced.

      Our daughter Monica, now turning nineteen, just graduated from high school this last year; if you want to call an online ceremony a graduation. They canceled her senior prom because of COVID, I felt really bad for her but what can you do. She plans on attending the local community college this fall and hopefully it will be in person, we have yet to hear.

      Our son Daniel is twenty and just finished his sophomore year of college, all of it online. It's a bit easier in college; most of his courses could be done online. He is taking his labs this summer since they finally are doing some things limited in person.

      Like I said, we were just your average American middle class family struggling to survive the economy and this weird virus that has thrown all our lives into chaos. It especially hit ours when I developed a cough about three months ago. Yep, I tested positive. The entire house went into two week lockdown, I got sicker and sicker; honestly I thought I was going to die.

      I've never been that sick in my entire life; and after three weeks in the hospital, I finally got to go home. To say I was as weak as a new born puppy was an understatement. Thanks to my loving family, they took care of the laundry, cleaning and all the chores mom did. I think they were all a bit surprised at how much I did behind the scenes to be frank.

      Me, I spent the next month roaming the house trying to find ways to occupy my bored stiff brain. It was March so it was too cold to go for walks in upstate New York. Television was never my strong suit, and reading can only take you so far.

      Now that you have a bit of the background, I will start with how this all happened. It was a Wednesday afternoon; I remember it like it was yesterday. Derek had called and said he was working later, with the economy and so many people out of work, everyone was fixing their cars instead of replacing them, and stimulus money was driving people in for those much needed but unaffordable repairs.

      I was bored out of my mind; I had been hoping Derek and I could go get some shopping done. So, I wandered the house looking for either Monica or Danny (yes he hates that name); a chauffeur is a chauffeur. Finding Monica is like looking down the rabbit hole, how that girl finds ways to hide I have no idea, but she can literally disappear for hours and then magically reappear. Danny on the other hand, is your typical twenty year old male; he thinks a half closed bedroom door is a sign of total privacy.

      Half closed was exactly what it was when I walked up, I swear to God. I had just reached up to open it further to step in and ask him if he could take me to the store, when I heard his soft grunt. Now to your average mother, a grunt usually means pain or injury; and that was my first thought as I pushed the door open. It swung about two inches more and I glanced inside; and froze on the spot. There, in broad daylight, was a sight I had never seen in my entire forty-two years. A full grown man, and he WAS a man; totally nude, stretched out on his bed. He had his IPad propped on his chest watching or looking at something, fortunately it also blocked his view of the door where I stood transfixed.

      I stared at the thick solid member rising from his groin; the head purple and swollen. His hand was gliding up and down as he wrapped his fist around it. He wasn't huge, I'm not going to lie and claim he was ten inches or something; but he was respectable, I would guess maybe eight inches. There was a slight curve just before the head that gave it a slight arc; and the thing glistened in the light, I presume from baby oil or some other lubricant.

      Now I'm not a prude; Derek and I have sex; and fairly regular. I admit it had been almost two months, my getting sick and being so weak had put all that on the back burner. But it wasn't like I was some prude or anything, I knew young men masturbated, I had found evidence in Danny's wash in the past. It isn't a crime, and I never said anything, it was his private business. Except this time I was standing feet away, watching him do his private business, and it was the most fascinating thing I had ever seen.

      While Derek and I have sex, I think you would consider us pretty vanilla. We do it at night, with the bedroom door locked; it's very private. No whipping or handcuffs; and please don't get that thing near my butt, sorry exit only. We do various positions, so I know spooning and doggy and all of that; but it's all pretty much traditional. Whether Derek actually masturbates himself I don't know; I would think he has since we haven't done anything in a while. But it wasn't something that never crossed my mind, I mean masturbating is natural, even women do it sometimes; but I had never seen a man masturbate in my life. It was captivating as I watched his hand glide slowly up and down; I could see how his hips arched just slightly when his fist hit his groin; and I could more clearly hear his soft grunts as he pumped away.

      
        "Oh yeah, suck it baby" I heard him grunt.

      So my son likes oral, I thought. I have done it for Derek; and while it has never been my favorite thing; I love having my pussy eaten and have always considered fair is fair.

      "Cum in her mouth...come on dude" Danny moaned softly.

      I stared at his penis, and could actually see it throb as he got closer and closer. I knew I should leave; that this was his private thing; but I honestly couldn't tear my eyes away. I knew he was very close when the speed of his hand picked up; I glanced lower and watched as his wrinkled balls bounced on his thighs.

      "Fuck yes...you want it...here it comes...drink it baby" Danny grunted again.

      It was like watching something in slow motion; his ass rose about an inch from the bed; his hand jammed down to the root and stayed there. I watched as his penis jerked in his grip; and then a fountain of thick white goo shot straight up into the air.

      As the first round reached apex, and then splattered down onto his belly it was rapidly followed by a second thick blast.

      "Unnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" I heard his guttural groan.

      I finally found movement in my legs as the third round shot out much weaker, barely clearing the tip, and dribbled down the shaft to coat his hand. I back pedaled out of his doorway, pulling it back to where it was; and stood in the hall trying to collect myself.

      My God I was breathing like a racehorse, my heart was pounding; and I was sweating from head to toe. Worse, I was soaking wet; I mean it was a swamp between my thighs. I wobbled my way back to my bedroom and stripped off my jeans and drenched panties. As I pulled a fresh pair from the dresser, I looked at myself in the mirror. Overall, not to bad for a forty-two year old mother of two, I thought. Oh I could stand to lose a few pounds, and I had that post baby pooch a lot of women have; but my breasts were still pretty damn firm, standing out proud for a pair of 36 C's. MY things and legs were in good shape, yoga had always done me well. Between my thighs I kept a neatly trimmed landing strip, always ready for my husband to take a flyby down my runway. Overall...not too bad.

      
        I knew I couldn't put fresh panties on right then, I mean I was literally almost dripping down my thighs. I grabbed a dry small hand towel from the master bathroom and stretched out on the bed to clean myself. It wasn't planned, it wasn't something I would normally do; but it took less than five minutes to go from wiping myself dry, to two fingers buried to the knuckle inside me.

      "Oh God...oh my God..." I moaned as the image of that spitting member filled my brain.

      "Cum for me" I whispered; and then my brain fried as my orgasm slammed home.

      I have masturbated before, usually when Derek is away with his buddies or at some training seminar. My orgasms when I masturbate take the edge off, but have been nothing spectacular. This one...was mind bending. I saw Danny's thick cream shoot into the air behind clenched shut eyes, as hot juices poured out of me to soak my hand and comforter; God it was massive.

      Exhausted, I collapsed onto the bed, the thought of shopping long gone from my frazzled mind. I had just masturbated to the image of my son...masturbating. I was sick, I was evil; and God was I sated. Sleep finally relieved my guilty conscience and I slept for over an hour. By the time I awoke it was time to get dinner ready, and I didn't want Derek to come home hungry and tired and have to do it. I figured we could have pizza so I rose and found my purse and cell phone.

      It was later that night when we were in bed, that Derek said something. Like anyone who has been married for over twenty years can tell you; you know when your partner is bothered by something; and my guilt kept haunting me over what had happened.

      "So what's going on?" Derek asked as we lay side by side.

      I wanted to say nothing, I wanted to deny everything; but it wasn't in me. Derek and I have always based our relationship on being honest; and while we have never strayed, we have always maintained an open and honest communication about temptations we have both faced. In some ways those conversations had only managed to draw us closer. So, laying there staring at the ceiling, I spilled my guts. I told him about wanting to go shopping, and I told him what I found when I opened Danny's door.

      "So he was jerking off" Derek's voice sounded amused.

      "Yes" I choked out.

      
        "How long did you watch?" he asked me.

      "I...I couldn't...it was...oh my God" I whispered. "I watched him finish" I admitted in shame.

      "Did he cum a lot?" Derek asked.

      "Derek!" I exclaimed, turning to him for the first time.

      It was then I saw, Derek had pushed his sheet down, and his hand was wrapped around his own member, and God help me it was rock hard. The purple head glistened with his seeping pre cum, and his fist was pumping up and down.

      "Oh My God" I gasped as my eyes locked to his hand.

      "Did he cum a lot?" Derek repeated, this time his voice deep and husky.

      "Yesssssssssssss" I hissed as I watched him in fascination.

      "Where did he cum?" Derek was driving me insane.

      "All over his belly" I rasped as my thighs turned to a swamp again.

      "Was he watching porn?" God his hand never stopped moving, and I watched him throb as he grunted.

      "He was watching...some woman...giving oral..." I stumbled out.

      My hand was already under the sheet, my fist grinding into the heat between my thighs as I watched Derek stroke himself. I was captivated; I was lost as his hand glided up and down.

      "Did she swallow it?" he grunted. God he sounded just like Danny.

      
        "Yes" I moaned softly.

      "Did you want to swallow it?" he cajoled me.

      "Oh God...Derek...don't..." I whimpered, even as I ground my fist harder between my thighs.

      "You did, didn't you" he smiled.

      "Yes" I admitted my most heathen confession. "I wanted to swallow it" I told my husband.

      My eyes dropped back down, and just like Danny; I watched as his member throbbed in his grip and I knew he was close. I felt the most surreal urge, it was overwhelming me. I propped myself up on one arm, leaned over, and swallowed that engorged head.

      "Fuck yeah...suck my cock baby." I heard Derek grunt. It was like being back with Danny again.

      It was a penis...it was a cock...it was a vagina...it was a pussy; everything just melded together as my head bobbed up and down. Derek was grunting and panting as I devoured him like some all day sucker.

      "Oh shit...baby..." Derek tried to warn me.

      "MMMMMMMMMMMMM" I hummed as I increased my suction.

      Derek knew I didn't give a lot of blowjobs; and he knew I rarely if ever took it in my mouth. This time...I wanted it. I wanted his cock in my mouth; I wanted his seed in my mouth; I wanted his thick hot cum sliding down my throat.

      "Oh fuck...oh God..." Derek moaned above me.

      "Ghaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" I heard him give a guttural soft growl.

      
        His cock jerked in my mouth, and thick slimy goo pulsed out filling my mouth. I swirled it with my tongue and then swallowed the first wad. When the second wad exploded, I held it in my mouth and waited. After I was sure he was now done, I slid my mouth free, lifted my head up and stared him in the eyes; and swallowed.

      "Holy fucking shit" Derek whispered in awe as he watched me.

      I just shrugged my shoulders in resignation and lowered myself back to the bed, glancing at his now softening cock sprawled across his belly.

      "Do me a favor?" Derek asked quietly.

      "What?" I asked back.

      "Watch him again tomorrow." Derek told me.

      "What? You're serious?" I turned and looked at him in shock.

      "Baby, that was the best fucking blowjob of my life; if that's what it takes...then do it." Derek gave a goofy grin.

      "You're sick" I muttered and rolled over.

      The funny part was it wasn't Derek who was the sick one; it was me. He was right, I wanted his cock, I wanted his cum, and I WANTED to drink every drop. And it had all come from watching Danny.

      The next day I felt like some kind of stalker. I watched Danny all day. He wandered the house, he did his homework; he played his video games, he ate lunch. Then, about two that afternoon, he disappeared.

      I gave him about an extra half hour and then silently crept up the stairs. I felt like some thief as I crept down the hall to his half open door. I eased the door open a couple of inches, peeking inside; and it was like Déjà vu from yesterday.

      
        He was stretched out on his bed, shamelessly totally nude. He had the IPad again, which gave some comfort that he was focused on it and wouldn't notice me. This time I looked, I mean I looked at my son as a man, not my little boy. Daniel had played soccer and run track in high school; he had gotten accustomed to working out as a part of sports and continued it to this day; and it showed.

      Now Derek is no slouch at forty-four years old. As a manual worker he stays in shape, he eats fairly right, and he is pretty active. Having him on top of me in bed at night is nothing to complain about. But, there is something about a firm toned twenty year old body; and now I understood the phrase cougar a bit more. I could see why a woman my age would hunt for someone like Danny. His legs were stretched out lean and powerful; his chest muscles, while maybe not a six pack, were well defined and taut; and his biceps bulged with just the right curve as his hand slid up and down.

      Sliding up and down...up and down; dear God he was so hard. Derek gets hard, don't get me wrong; but that thing looked harder than a steel pipe. That just a hint of a curve made me wonder what it would feel like inside, and I shuddered at the perverse thought. It also brought out a curious question; was Danny a virgin. He had never been vocal about girls, but he had dated through high school and into college before the pandemic

      Had that thing ever been inside a woman? Once again I shuddered as such thoughts poured through my brain. I stared at his hand as a gentle slapping came across the room to me; he seemed to have extra lubricant on this time, and he was gripping himself tighter. I wanted that thick purple head distend as his fist slid down and then bulb out as it slid back up.

      I unconsciously licked my lips as I watched a drop of pre cum seep from the tip. He expertly swirled his hand across the top, smearing it into the oil glazing his cock. A cock, my son had a cock; it was no longer a penis; but a man's cock.

      "That's it fuck her" I heard him softly grunt. "You want that A don't you?" he panted.

      Wanted an A? Fuck her for a grade? Oh my God was he watching some male student doing his teacher for a grade? Was my son into watching mature porn? Is that what he had been watching yesterday; some older woman giving a blowjob to some young stud?

      My hand automatically traced along the elastic waist of my yoga pants, and then dipped inside. God I was soaked as I slid my fingers and palm down my belly and into the valley between my thighs. It felt like a flood of juices broke free as I dipped one finger into my steaming crevice, soaking the cotton of my panties. I was shameless, I was perverted; I was standing here watching my son masturbate, and I was fingering myself. The sick thing was, I was racing towards an orgasm of epic proportions, and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it.

      
        
      

      The thing was it wasn't me that put the brakes on, it was Danny; or rather it was his IPad.

      "Fuck" Danny suddenly blurted out. "Fucking short clips" he muttered.

      He suddenly released his throbbing cock; and I heard the wet slap as it landed on his belly rampant. He used both hands to start playing with his IPad as he apparently searched for another clip. God help me, temptation didn't open the door, it threw it wide as I stood there staring at his throbbing cock.

      "Do it" Derek's words echoed in my head.

      "Fuck" I heard the frustration in Danny's voice.

      I kicked into autopilot, and without even removing my one hand from my yoga pants, I took the two steps to his bedside and eased myself down beside him. His head came up as the weight shifted the bed; his eyes growing wide as he suddenly saw me sitting there.

      "Mom?"He gasped.

      "Shhhh; just keep watching." I told him.

      I reached down with my free hand and wrapped it around his slick cock. God the thing fit perfectly in my palm as my fingers barely reached the full thickness. He was about the same size as Derek, but thicker; and I could feel a vein pulse under my hand as I began to slowly pump up and down.

      "Mom" Danny groaned as I stroked his cock.

      "Keep watching" I reminded him.

      I don't know if he actually found another clip or not, I couldn't see the IPad; but it really didn't matter at that point. I spent the next few minutes stroking and exploring his cock. Hard was not the word, God he really was a steel pipe in my grip. I swirled my palm over the tip, teasing the small hole; then felt every inch as my hand slid down. I traced the crowned head with my nails, and then squeezed the blood filled shaft as I stroked. All the while his eyes kept darting between the IPad and my chest.

      
        
      

      I knew my nipples were hard, unbelievably hard. I glanced down and sure enough twin bullets pressed out against the thin fabric of my blouse. I looked up and his eyes were on my face, his cheeks bright red knowing he had been caught.

      "Do you like my tits baby?" I said; my voice husky.

      "Yes" Danny choked back.

      "Do you want to see them? Do you want to see your mother's tits?" I whispered.

      "Oh God yes" he moaned as his entire body shuddered.

      I pulled my other hand from my yoga pants and reached for the buttons on my blouse. God, you couldn't miss the juices clinging to my fingers.

      "I'm very wet" I told him. "You've got me very, very wet" I smiled, trying to relax him.

      "Oh Godddddd" Danny moaned as his hips lurched.

      "I'll show them to you" I told him as I popped the second button. "But you have to cum for me." I said. "Can you cum for mommy" I cooed.

      "Oh my God" Danny groaned. "I'll cum, holy fuck am I going to cum" he croaked out.

      "That's a good boy" I said as I released the last button.

      I pulled the two halves of my blouse open, exposing my bra encased breasts to his view. His eyes grew huge as he stared at the twin mounds. Reaching under the shirt at my back, I popped the two hooks of my bra, and then gripped it between the cups in the front.

      "Here you go baby" I husked as I lifted the cups free.

      
        My breasts sprang free into the cool air of the bedroom. They bounced slightly as they settled back into place. I was a bit disappointed to see a little more sag sitting there than I had in the mirror; but that feeling of feeling of insecurity vanished with Danny's next words.

      "Oh my God...oh shit...fucking awesome...oh God mom..." I watched as only the sight of my breasts threw him over the edge.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Danny growled as his entire body convulsed on the bed.

      His cock throbbed violently in my hand as I held still. Looking down I watched in fascination as the small hole opened and a stream of thick, white, hot goo shot straight into the air.

      Derek's words; do it, echoed again in my head; and without even thinking; I leaned down and swallowed that purple head as his cock gave a second violent jerk.

      "MOOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMM" Danny screamed as hot thick seed flooded my mouth.

      Just like the night before, I swirled the thick creamy seed in my mouth, coating my tongue and taste buds. He was tarter than Derek, but he was also considerably thicker, I thought as I swallowed his sperm.

      Danny just whimpered and shook as a smaller, third glob filled my mouth. I knew he was about finished so I slid my mouth off his, and softly set his spent cock along his belly. He lay there staring at me as I reached up a finger and collected the small trickle that had leaked from the corner of my mouth, and popped it inside.

      I stared him back into the eyes as I swallowed, letting him see the muscles in my throat work as the last of his load filled my stomach. I reached out and softly patted his bare chest with my hand.

      "I needed that" I said with a smile.

      He just lay silent, in shock, as I calmly rose from his bed and walked from his room. Back in my own room, I spent the next ten minutes shoving fingers, a hair brush handle, anything I could find; deep into my dripping pussy. I collided through not one, but two massive orgasms the likes of which almost frightened me they were so intense. By the time I was done, I curled up on the bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.

      
        
      

      The thing was I HAD needed that. I had needed and wanted every stroke, every suck, and every drop. That afternoon I felt the best I had felt in two months. I could tell Derek wanted to ask, but he waited. He knew something had happened by my sudden mood lift, and the fact I had made him homemade meatloaf for dinner, which takes a LOT of work.

      That night, I was already in bed, on my back; when Derek slid under the sheet. I automatically spread my thighs as his hand settled into the groove.

      "Jesus" he whispered.

      He was right, I wasn't wet; I was a dripping faucet; and I had been all day. I had never been this heightened before; it was like my body was craving release all over again.

      "What the hell happened?" Derek whispered as his fingers found my sopping wet opening.

      "I stroked...his cock" I grunted as one fat finger slid deep inside me.

      "Wait, you actually touched it...you stroked it?" his voice was shocked.

      "Yes" I grunted as he drove that finger so deep I thought it would come out my mouth.

      "Did he cum?" he asked.

      "Yes" I grunted as he pumped that finger in and out.

      "Holy shit...you jerked him off?" his voice was incredulous.

      "No" I shook my head as my body started going haywire.

      "What...I thought you said..." Derek asked.

      
        I turned my head and looked at him, his eyes bored into me as that finger plumbed my steaming depths.

      "I sucked him off" I rasped.

      Just that quick that finger was gone. I thought Derek was angry and stopping; then my body exploded as TWO fingers rammed straight up me; the heel of his hand mashing my clit.

      "You sucked his cock?" Derek rumbled.

      "Yes" I grunted.

      "You made him cum?" Derek pressed.

      "Yes" was all I could grunt back at this point.

      "You drank it didn't you" he hissed.

      "Yesssssssssss" I moaned.

      Suddenly those delicious fingers were gone again. I was hanging, right on the edge; and they vanished. Before I could move, Derek was on me. His weight drove me back into the mattress, as he jerked my thighs apart and opened me up. The next thing I felt was every single inch of his cock driving up into me; until his hips slapped my pelvis.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh" the moan came out of me with an expulsion of air as his weight drove into me.

      He didn't hesitate; he went from park to over drive in seconds as his hips began to rise and fall, hammering down into me. My God I had never known him to be this aggressive; he was stretching me and filling me over and over. All I could do was gurgling and whimper as he fucked me like some feral rutting animal; it was unbelievable, and God was it hot.

      I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his waist, opening myself even further to his pummeling cock. My orgasm that had been sitting just off to the side roared through me unchecked.

      
        
      

      "Oh God...I'm cumming...oh yesssssssssssssss" I heard myself moaning.

      Derek had his full weight on me as my body convulsed under him, I could feel my juices oozing out and running down the crack of my ass as his cock began to expand inside me. His head was buried in the crook of my neck, and suddenly his hot breath hit my skin.

      "You want to fuck him don't you" Derek's deep voice filled my ear.

      I wanted to deny his words; but as the waves of my orgasm rolled through me; all I registered was pure raw pleasure. In that moment all my inhibitions shut down, and the nastiest words of my life flowed out of me.

      "Yes, Oh God yes" I whimpered. "I want our son to fuck me" I grunted as wave after wave swelled over me.

      "AWWW FUUUCCKKKKKKKKK" Derek roared into the pillow next to my head.

      White heat filled my belly as I felt him begin to unload inside me. All I remember was whimpering and begging for more as my nails raked his back.

      "Cum in me, Oh God yes fill me" I begged Derek

      The waves of pleasure that had started to ease up; crashed over my body as a second massive orgasm tore through me. I felt my juices spray out to coat his groin as he ground his pelvis into mine. Dimly I could feel his cock jerking again inside me; so much hot seed it was oozing out around his cock. I couldn't remember the last time either of us had cum this hard; let alone both of us and at the same time.

      By the time we had both started to come down off the mountain; I wasn't sure who was more exhausted, Derek or I. He collapsed onto the bed beside me and I just lay there, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

      "You're serious?" I asked softly; turning to look at his shadow in the now dark room.

      
        Without a word, he reached and took my hand by the wrist. He brought my hand over, and then down; my palm resting on his hard, slime covered cock. Hard, oh my God he was still hard. It hadn't been since our twenties he had been like this.

      "I'll...try" I whispered softly; turning to try and see his face in the dark.

      "Thanks babe" I felt his lips softly brush mine. "God I love you" he said in a hushed voice.

      "I love you too." I automatically replied.

      For the next three days I did try. I don't know if it was just dumb luck I couldn't hit the timing right; or if my own fears were holding me back. Let's be honest, I was scared to death. I mean what should I do, walk into his room naked and say your father wants you to fuck me?

      I formulated and threw away over a dozen plans and ideas; until eventually it was once again sheer chance that trapped me. It was a Friday and Derek was working late so he didn't have to go in on Saturday. Monica was God knows where, and I had just finished getting supper ready.

      Getting supper ready was more involved than I had originally planned, considering Derek wouldn't be there anyway. I was half in La La land when I climbed the stairs to tell Danny supper was ready. I was distracted and I was tired; and I never even thought as I simply walked right through Danny's half open door and into the center of his room.

      I opened my mouth to tell him supper was ready and froze. Danny was stretched out on his bed totally nude again; one hand holding his IPad and the other wrapped around his throbbing hard cock. He was looking up at me like a deer caught in the headlights.

      I admit, there wasn't an ounce of rational thought when I moved; not one. I reached down and plucked the IPad from his grasp and dropped it on the floor. I then climbed onto his bed between his sprawled thighs, popping open my blouse and pulling it off.

      I brushed his hand to the side as I knelt on the bed between his legs. I wrapped my fingers around that magnificent specimen; lowered my head...and started sucking.

      Like I said before, I was never much on giving head; and because I hadn't done much of it I wasn't an expert. But God did I give him everything I had. I caved my cheeks in as I sucked, sliding my mouth up his length. I swirled my tongue around that fat head while my fist pumped his oil slick dick. I used my other hand to cup and gently massage his balls. His ass bounced on the bed in time to my bobbing head; most of what came out of him was gibberish; but what was coherent let me know very quickly that what I was doing was working.

      "Oh shit...mom...oh my God...oh fuck..." Dan babbled.

      No, he wasn't Danny anymore. This was a strapping young man, and I had a mouthful of his hard cock; now it was Dan. I wanted him as horny as I was right now; I had never wanted sex as bad as I did right then.

      I popped my mouth off as my one hand still pumped his throbbing manhood. I slid my other hand up across his taut belly, lightly pinching one nipple.

      "Ohhhhhhh Godddddd mooommmmmmm" Dan moaned.

      His back arched and I felt his cock throb in my grip. Sensitive nipples, I logged in my memory bank. I slid up his belly my nipples dragging across his chest like two diamond points. Once I was eye level with him I looked into his eyes, and pure filth spewed out of me.

      "I'm done watching baby" I husked. "It's time mommy took control" I told him.

      "Mom...we can't...it's not...oh God..." Dan moaned.

      "Wanna bet" I threw one leg over his waist and straddled him. "You like mommy sucking your cock, don't you" I hissed down at him.

      He was as gone as I was as he numbly just nodded his head. He was so hyped up he couldn't even speak. Me on the other hand, my mouth went into over drive.

      "Then try this baby, because mommy is just getting started" I rasped.

      I leaned forward, bending over his waist and chest, opening my mouth I sucked in the hard bud of his right nipple. Just as I expected, his back immediately arched, offering his chest to me; and then his ass followed as it rose off the bed. I held that thick shaft in my hand and waited.

      
        As his hips rose, his cock rose straight up; and we both heard that wet slurp as the fat head of Dan's cock slipped between my soaked lips and into my tight pussy.

      "Oh Jesus...mom...I'm inside...oh fucking hell" Dan grunted.

      "Not yet, but you will be" I grunted as I eased my weight down.

      I was used to Derek being the lead; this was totally new to me; and I loved it. To have total control over depth and pace, it was amazing. I pushed down further, feeling a few inches slide in; and then I would hold, letting my walls expand to fit his cock; and then I would push down further repeating the process.

      There was no doubt he was thicker than Derek, my screaming walls told that to me as his veins scraped along them. What shocked me was the curve I had seen before. It meant the bulbous head was also dragging along my walls as I pushed him deeper and deeper.

      "Fuck you're tight" Dan gasped.

      "You're fucking thick" I countered. Then my pelvis met his as I settled into place.

      God I was so perverted, I was condemned to hell as I luxuriated at the feel of him inside me. I was a sick, perverted mother; and I was cumming on his cock without even moving. Hot juices gushed out around his buried cock, soaking his pubic hair. I just sat there and quivered as my belly did somersaults. We weren't even doing anything yet, and he was making me cum; I was stunned.

      I looked down and saw him watching me with wonder filled eyes.

      "Did you just cum?" he asked softly.

      I nodded as I braced my hands on his chest trying to steady my shaking body. I looked into his eyes and gave a weak smile.

      "Now it's your turn" I husked. "Fuck me until you cum" I told him. "I don't want you to stop until you fill me." I husked.

      
        I shifted my hands on his chest, this time lightly pinching both nipples. I got the perfect desired response. Dan let out a guttural growl; arching his back. His ass rose off the bed and shoved his thick cock right straight up me.

      "Fuckkkkkkk" Dan moaned.

      "Unngggggggggggggg" was all I got out as the walls of my pussy flexed around him.

      I felt his hands grip my waist, and then next thing I felt, was pure heaven. Dan drew his ass back down, holding me up as his cock slid part way out. He then instantly reversed directions and slammed that beautiful cock home inside me.

      "GGHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" my piercing scream echoed off the walls of his bedroom

      "Yes...oh God yes...more oh fuck...keep going..." I could hear myself babbling as he hammered up into me.

      It was like some out of body experience, I could see my body bouncing up and down on him, my arms flailing at my sides. My tits wobbled and bounced with each thrust; first inside my bra, and then somehow free and unfettered.

      Dan's head came up and he swallowed a mouthful of soft flesh as he sucked my nipple and breast in. I quivered and shook as every stroke sent the curved head of his cock across that sensitive spot inside my pussy; it was like a continuous orgasm as juices poured out of me like a raging river and soaked the bed under him.

      There was no finesse, no great technique; Dan was young, inexperienced, and had boundless energy. Instead it was hard, deep and primal; pure physical lust at its best. I gurgled and whimpered, then begged for more as my son used my body. God I had never had sex like this, and in the dark recess of my mind, I knew I would want it again and again.

      Somehow, how on that narrow bed I have no idea; I found myself on my back. Like a tangled mess of limbs and sweat and flowing cream we reversed positions. I was looking up at Dan as he levered my legs up to his shoulders. My thighs quivered and my toes curled as his hips rose and fell; God he was relentless.

      "Oh God...mom..." Dan grunted above me.

      
        
      

      "In me...dear God in meeeeee" I whined.

      "Mom...mom...oh God...you could..." Dan startled to blather.

      I reached up and dug my nails into his chest, staring up into his lust contorted face.

      "In me damn you" I hissed. "Fill...your...mother..." I grunted between powerful thrusts.

      I didn't want there to be a second thought...I WANTED this. I found both his rock hard nipples with my hands, and gripped them tightly.

      "Cum in me Dan" I grated. I gave both nipples a savage twist as Dan started his downward thrust.

      I heard Dan give a primal roar; his hips slammed down into me, driving my body down into the mattress under his weight. God his cock went so deep I swore he was inside my womb. I watched his eyes roll back, and then felt his cock jerk deep inside my belly. I actually felt the first cannon blast as his sperm was forcefully ejected out of his balls and deep inside me, washing my walls.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" I heard him roar.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed as my body violently convulsed.

      Wad after thick wad of liquid heat filled my belly, as hot juices sprayed out of my out of control body, splashing across his groin and lower abdomen. I had never squirted in my entire life, and right then I was squirting every drop I had all over him.

      He unloaded, I squirted; he sprayed my insides, I sprayed our outsides. By the time his cock finally began to soften inside me; my entire lower body was a slimy mess of sweat and cum. I heard the obscene squelch as he rocked back onto his heels, his cock sliding free of my gripping tunnel. I raised my head and looked over my heaving breasts at the mess we had made; God it was horrendous. I glanced up and saw the dawning shock and even fear on his face.

      "Oh God...Dad..." Dan moaned softly.

      
        
      

      "Get me your phone" I gasped out, still trying to catch my breath.

      Half numb in shock, Dan leaned over and picked up his cell phone from his nightstand, handing it to me. I wasn't very tech savvy, and my hands were shaking like a leaf; but somehow I managed to point the damn thing between my spread thighs and snap a quick picture.

      I pulled up Derek's number from his speed dial of "dad", typing with shaking hands, I finally hit send. I then reached out and handed the phone to Dan.

      Dan looked at the phone, and the message I had sent; then he looked up at me incredulous.

      "Seriously?" he asked softly.

      The photo on his phone showed the aftermath, cum leaking out of my gaping ravaged pussy; sweat and slime clinging to my inner thighs; it was totally obscene. Below the picture I had typed a quick message.

      "You asked for this"-Shelly

      I reached up and took the phone from his half limp hand, setting it back on the night stand. Turning back I looked down at his still semi rigid pole as it dripped our mixed cream onto the sheets.

      "How long before that thing recharges?" I asked softly.

      "About a half an hour." Dan gave a crooked smile.

      "Make it fifteen minutes and you can fuck my ass" I told him.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Caught In The Act

      I guess that in the back of my mind I always wondered if this day would come; having to explain things to my children, namely our son Barry. While Dan and I were always very careful, there was always the possibility someone would see, or rumors would start. Being careful was second nature when your husband is a prominent attorney

      The last thing Dan needed was the sullied reputation of a trashy wife who was cheating on him; except it wasn't cheating. That was the point I was trying to make to Barry.

      "Come on mom, I saw you go into the room" Barry said angrily. "I saw a whole lot more through the fucking window" he glared at me.

      While it might sound strange; my son seeing me with another man was bad enough, but I had to figure out who; when and where.

      "So you crept through a sleazy parking lot and spied on your mother" I looked at him.

      "I didn't creep, and it wasn't sleazy" he retorted.

      Good, that narrowed it down. A fairly decent motel, and broad daylight, that meant a weekend. I decided to take a shot in the dark; I had nothing to lose at this point.

      "And what were you doing in Wilmington" I asked.

      "I happened to be seeing a girl there" he shot back. "That's not the fucking point." He growled.

      I was right, that would have been two weeks ago at the Concord in Wilmington. I remembered the young man now, his name was Andy. A tall sandy blonde haired twenty-five year old who shoved a ten inch dick up me until I screamed out my orgasms, and yes that was plural.

      We had met in Wilmington, after chatting online. I had thought it safe, I mean its two hours from Baltimore, who would have thought our son would be there, and near the motel.

      
        "I am trying to tell you it isn't cheating" I sighed at Barry.

      "Come on mom, that's bullshit and you know it." Barry paced our living room. "You go into a motel with a guy half your age, get on your hands and knees on the bed, and the guy fucking mounts you and fucks you like some cheap whore" he said angrily.

      My eyes narrowed, wait one damn minute I thought. How did he know the guy was half my age unless he got a close up look, and how did he know we fucked doggy, which happened to be one of my favorite positions. The only way he could have known, was if he....

      "You watched us" I stared at him. "You watched your mother having sex, you pervert." I tried to keep my voice level as the anger in me grew.

      "I watched long enough to see you CHEATING" Barry yelled.

      "BULLSHIT" I screamed back, now angry myself. "You watched your mother fucking, what did you do jerk off?" I glared at him.

      "NO" Barry yelled back, if a little quickly. "I saw my mother cheating on my father, and I left" he scowled. "Now what do I tell dad?" he asked.

      "You tell him fucking nothing, do you hear me" I rose out of my chair and advanced on Barry.

      "Had you looked around the room instead of drooling over your own mother, you might have seen a few things." I told him. "And had you stuck around for the rest of the show you might have been surprised at the finale, you pervert." I hissed.

      "What few things?" Barry suddenly shifted to the defensive. "What finale, what are you talking about?" he asked.

      "Come here you ASS" I reached out and grabbed his shirt collar.

      "What the fuck..." Barry started to protest.

      
        "Just shut the fuck up" I growled at him as I drug him down the hall to Dan's office.

      "Sit down" I shoved him at the large leather chair.

      I pulled the small key out of the top desk drawer, and marched over to the cabinet. Unlocking it I unfolded the doors to a television, and two rows of CD cases. Sure enough the CD labeled Wilmington Concord sat empty on the shelf, leave it to Dan I thought. I grabbed the remote, and without even thinking hit the power buttons and then the play button.

      Dan had left the CD in the player, and had advanced it to about an hour into our little get together. When I hit play even I was a bit surprised when the screen was filled with the image of me on my hands and knees, Andy's huge cock pounding into me from behind, covered in my froth; although the look of orgasm on my face did make it a hot scene.

      "What the fuck..." Barry started to say.

      "Is that what you saw?" I cut him off. "Was that your jerk off fantasy, watching your mother taking it doggy." I told him.

      "You can't deny you were cheating" Barry thought he had me.

      "Right, I'm cheating with a man in a motel, getting filmed." I spat back. "Oh wait" I glared at him. "But where is that CD? Where are we?" I stared at Barry.

      His eyes began to widen as it hit him what I was saying. He was watching a CD of me fucking another man, a CD that was locked in the cabinet in his father's office.

      "Oh and don't forget" I leaned down and stared into his eyes. "Someone else is running the GOD DAMNED CAMERA" I yelled.

      "Oh Jesus" Barry groaned.

      "That's right Mr. Pervert" I hissed. "Had you looked around the fucking motel room, you might have seen him, he was sitting in the chair only feet from the fucking BED" I growled.

      
        "And the finale" my voice dropped low. "Oh it was great" I grinned. "After that stud dumped two hot loads into my wet cunt, your father sucked every fucking drop back out." I told Barry.

      "Then he fucked the living shit out me himself" I announced.

      I threw the remote on the desk and looked at Barry as he sat there stunned.

      "Go ahead Mr. Pervert, now's your chance" I told him. "Jerk of to momma" I turned and marched from the room.

      It was less than ten minutes later and a subdued Barry entered the living room. I knew the timing was too short, so evidently he hadn't done anything, I gave a small sigh of relief. I'm not quite sure how I would have reacted if he had actually jerked off to me.

      "Did you lock the cabinet?" I asked calmly, without looking at him.

      "Yes" Barry said softly.

      "Did you return the key to the desk?" I asked.

      "Yes" he replied.

      "He'll know" I sighed louder. "It will be moved, he is very particular about that key." I turned and looked at Barry.

      "I can imagine" he looked back; I could see the shock still in his eyes.

      "I'll explain it to him later tonight" I told Barry.

      "Do you have to...I mean...tell everything?" he looked worried.

      
        "Contrary to what you may have thought" I said rising from the chair. "Your father is fully aware of everything" I walked over and sat next to Barry on the couch. "He always has been and always will be" I said softly.

      "I know it takes some getting used to" I took his hand in mine. "We all have this perfect image of our parents" I smiled. "And I know there are questions, we are adults, I would like to think" smiling again. "Go ahead and ask." I waited quietly.

      "How long have you been...uh...I mean..." Barry seemed at a loss for words.

      "First of all it's not me...it's us" I corrected him. "As for how long, probably close to twenty years" I had to think for a moment.

      "Jesus Christ" Barry breathed out. "How many men have you..." he stopped.

      "Fucked?" I smiled. "You can say it you know." I laughed.

      "How many men have you...fucked" Barry shifted in his seat.

      "Andy, the man you saw me with at the Concord, was a little over four hundred." I said calmly.

      "Holy shit" Barry's eyes widened.

      "Your father has a personal goal of five hundred, if I survive" I laughed.

      "Good God" Barry stared at me. "It's all kind of...I don't know unreal" he said softly.

      "I know; it's not exactly the norm" I nodded. "And with your father's profession, it's not something that is common knowledge" I looked at Barry. "We would like to keep it that way." I told him.

      Barry nodded his agreement. I sighed in relief; at least he was being adult about this. I had been terrified during the ten minutes that he was going to go off on some moral crusade.

      
        "How did you...I mean twenty years, you were married when you started." He looked at me.

      "Yes, it was a bit of a surprise for both of us" I laughed lightly, remembering. "I had had you and then your sister; I had put on some weight and wasn't feeling the best about myself." I acknowledged.

      "I was spending a lot of time in the gym, trying to get back the shape I had when we had gotten married." I told him.

      "Did it work?" Barry asked with a smile.

      "Mostly" I patted my stomach. "Some still hangs on" I laughed back.

      "So what happened?" he asked.

      "I hit my goal" I sat in memory. "We decided to celebrate by going out, I wanted to be sexy for him, I had plans for that night" I heard Barry snort.

      "Listen we still have sex so don't judge" I laughed.

      "No judgments here" Barry held up his hands.

      "We were out dancing, you father had gone to the restroom. While he was gone another man started making advances." I remembered the night clearly like it was yesterday.

      "I started to fend him off, and then I saw your father; he was standing off to the side just watching." I looked at Barry. "He had this hungry look in his eyes; the kind a man gets when he is so horny he can hardly stand it." I said.

      "What did you do?" Barry asked.

      "I told the man I had to use the ladies room, and cornered your father." I said. "I thought he was going to cum in his pants right there he was so hyped up." I smiled.

      
        "And?" Barry shifted in his seat. I knew this had to be having an effect on him, but I was into the story now.

      "I turned and went back to the bar" I smiled. "I took him outside, into a side alley" I said calmly. "And I knelt in a dark dirty alley, in nylons and a sexy dress." I looked at Barry. "And I sucked his balls dry." I told him.

      "Fuck" Barry half groaned.

      "When the guy came down my throat and on my face; I looked over at your father standing by the entrance to the alley." I watched Barry's face. "He was jerking off watching the whole thing." I admitted.

      "He didn't cum?" Barry asked with surprise.

      "Oh he came all right" I laughed. "After the guy left the alley, he pinned me to the brick walls and fucked me like a maniac." I shuddered at the memory. "He dumped two loads into me before we headed home." I laughed.

      "Holy fuck" Barry said in a hoarse voice.

      "My turn" I stared at my son. "How long did you watch, and I want the truth." I stared into his eyes.

      "I came all over the wall" he answered honestly.

      "It excited you that much, watching your mother fucking." I asked him.

      "Yes" he nodded.

      "Would you like to see it in person?" I smiled.

      "Oh fuck yes" this time Barry moaned his answer.

      
        I could see the bulge in his jeans; and yes he was packing. There was nothing small there, I thought. It was time to set the final rules, I decided.

      "Barry, I am an exhibitionist, I love being watched. Your father is the perfect voyeur; how we were fortunate enough to find each other I'll never know." I told him. "But; this is a very private part of our life. If you want to be part of it, there are some things you need to know." I watched his face.

      "Well, two things" I gripped his hand tighter.

      "First of all I don't fuck anyone, and I mean anyone; without your father." I told him. "So you can keep that thing under lock and key." I gestured at his groin.

      "Second," I took a deep breath. "If you want to watch, you have to ask your father." I told him. "I belong to him, it's his decision." I told Barry.

      "So Barry knows, what about Kelly?" Dan asked later that night as we prepared for bed.

      "I don't think so, I cut Barry off before he could tell her" I replied.

      "I'm glad for that" Dan said, grunting as he slid his thick cock into my wet pussy.

      "So am...I" I moaned back.

      "So he watched his mother fucking" Dan said in a low voice.

      "Yesssssssssssss" I moaned; both in agreement to his words; and as I felt that stretching sensation as Dan's thick cock filled me.

      "He watched his perfect mother, kneeling like a slut taking the cock of some man who was his own age." Dan grunted between strokes.

      "He watched his slutty mother take the cock of a man his age" I groaned back.

      
        "And he came" Dan pushed

      "Yes" I grunted back

      "I bet he can cum a lot" Dan kept pushing my buttons.

      "Oh God" I groaned as Dan picked up his speed.

      "I bet it just shot out all over that window" Dan began to pant.

      "Oh fuck...baby" I groaned at the image of Barry jerking off.

      "I bet he would like his dick deep inside you" Dan finally said the words.

      "Oh God...Dan...don't" I whimpered; but the thought was already there.

      "A son...fucking his mother...in front of his father." Dan was now pounding down into me; and my entire body was on fire at his words.

      "Oh God...oh fuck..." I could only groan as the knot built in my gut.

      "Did you cum telling him?" Dan asked.

      "Yesssss" I groaned in total honest abandonment.

      I could feel myself slipping; just as it always happened. The mental image of Dan, sitting in the corner, stroking...watching...as Barry mounted me. As my orgasm bore down on me, my brain shut down but my mouth went into filth over drive.

      "Your son...fucking...you...watching...oh fuck baby..." I was beyond control again.

      
        "First, he's going to watch" Dan was moving like a jack hammer. "Then, he is going...to dump...his hot...load in you." Each time Dan punctuated his statement with a slam of his hips down on me.

      My eyes opened wide and I stared up at my husband, realizing he was totally serious. I was stunned; he meant what he was saying.

      "You want...Barry to...oh fuckkkkkk" I felt Dan's thick cock jerk deep inside me.

      That answered my question as I felt a second hot blast pour into me. The image of his son fucking me had set him off; an image that also burned in my brain as my own orgasm slammed home.

      "Take it mom...take my seed" Dan mimicked Barry's voice.

      "OHHHHH GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I wailed as my orgasm erupted.

      Dan just held onto my quivering body as he pumped more hot cream into my belly. I swore to God I was flooding the bed as pussy cream ran out of me like a river. My orgasm was one of the most intense I had experienced in years. I knew I was sliding down a dark slope with thoughts of Barry, and yet it seemed like the most natural thing.

      Three days later I sat in my car at the Concord. I took a deep breath, could I really do this; could I have sex with my son watching. We had picked this hotel again because it was the one Barry knew, this whole thing had been set up specifically with him in mind. Dan had spoken with him, I wasn't part of that discussion, I trusted my husband completely; so when he set this one up, I let him handle everything.

      I knew his name was Mitch, we had spoken on SnapChat a couple of times. I knew he liked oral, and that he was about thirty-five; I also knew he was packing about eight inches so that was enough for me.

      I walked across the parking lot to number 106; as expected the door was unlocked; I tapped lightly and then slipped through the door. I ignored Dan sitting in the corner by the door, he always positioned himself for the best view of the bed with his digital camera. I didn't look for Barry, I was already nervous enough about having him here. It wasn't that having an audience watch bothered me, hell once Dan had me fucking two guys on stage while a damned crowd watched, I came like a fire hydrant. It was the fact this time it was my son who was in the audience.

      
        Instead I focused on the man standing beside the bed; his eyes watched me as I walked over to him. One thing I probably should clarify, and I know it's a bit late; but I'm not exactly chump change when it comes to the looks department.

      As I had told Barry, I had worked hard to get back to the shape I had been before having the kids. Hours in the gym had toned my legs, and flattened most of my belly back. Oh I still had the slight pooch at the tummy, and my hips were maybe a bit wider; but they were offset by a set of 36D's that pointed straight at the guy, which is exactly where his eyes were locked.

      I wasn't here for romance or courting, I was here to get fucked; and I was dressed for it. I had on a pair of tight jeans that molded to the curves of my ass, and a blouse that had snaps down the front instead of buttons. Yeah, the quick release kind, if you know what I mean.

      I could tell I had him as Mitch watched me move in closer. Just to make sure, I reached up and popped the snaps on my blouse, his eyes widening as my bare breasts came into full view.

      "Jesus Christ" he softly groaned.

      "Mmmmmm someone likes what he sees" my voice dropped low and sultry.

      My hand reached down and slid over his hardening cock in his jeans, oh yes he had the equipment. I could feel my juices already start to seep as I gently squeezed.

      "My turn baby" I hummed.

      I lowered myself to my knees in front of him as he stood there. I found that the full frontal assault with younger men tended to overwhelm them. It worked perfect as it let me make sure I was aligned for Dan's camera. I turned Mitch slightly and glanced over, sure enough Dan now had a full side view as I unsnapped and began to tug down Mitch's jeans.

      I smiled as a thick almost hard cock bounced into view. I shoved his jeans and shorts to his ankles and let him kick them free as I wrapped a hand around his throbbing cock.

      "You like that?" I cooed as I stroked his now hard cock.

      "Fuck yeah" I heard him grunt above me.

      
        
      

      "Then, how about this" I smiled at Dan off to the side.

      Leaning in I opened my mouth and swallowed that crowned head. I felt Mitch shudder as my lips started to slide down his shaft. The musk and taste of him swelled in my brain as I took him deep.

      "Ohhh fuckkkk" Mitch groaned as I swallowed.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm"I hummed as my head started to slowly bob up and down.

      Fuck did he taste good, and he was so damned hard he pulsed along my tongue. I cupped his balls and slid my mouth to the root. I could feel him pushing into my throat and I gagged slightly, and then relaxed my throat taking him in.

      "Ohh shitttttttttttt" Mitch groaned. "Suck it baby" I felt his hands grip my head.

      Oh yes, I thought; do it; fuck my face I thought. Instead he just followed my head with his hands, hardly moving his hips. I know it sounds horrible, but I like to be used. I like a man to take what he wants. Part of the exhibitionist to me is being seen as a slut and total sex toy on camera.

      So much for the face fuck, I thought. Well, let's hope he can at least do what he claimed. Mitch had proudly announced he could cum more than two or three times in a session, and I intended to find out. My head picked up speed, and I increased the hot suction of my mouth, all the while massaging his sensitive balls.

      I could feel my spit leaking from the corners of my mouth and down my chin as I stuffed eight inches of hard cock down my throat. I looked at Dan who sat filming, a smile curled on his face. The reason was now evident as I saw Barry standing beside him. Barry was staring at me with wide eyes as I gave the hottest blowjob I could. I can't answer why, but having him there sent a surge through me and I increased my pace again.

      "Fuck...lady...oh shit" Mitch groaned.

      Time for load number one, I thought; as his cock throbbed along my tongue. I popped my mouth free and lay a wad of spit along his shaft. My hand began pumping as I knelt with my mouth open.

      
        "Give it to me" I purred. "Paint my face baby" I told Mitch.

      God what Barry must have thought; watching his mother kneeling in a motel room, begging for a man's cum. I shot a quick glance at the pair in the corner, Dan was still filming, but Barry was now rubbing a massive bulge in his jeans. God I wanted him to take it out so I could see.

      I brought my attention back to Mitch as I felt his cock throb in my grip. I reached up and cupped his balls again, this time extending my index finger back, scraping my nail across the right of his anus.

      "Awwww fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Mitch roared.

      The first blast arced through the air and splattered across my face. I tilted his cock down and widened my mouth; just in time for the second thick wad to fly in and fill my mouth.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I hummed as I swallowed his thick cream.

      My thighs were drenched with my fluids as I rose from my knees. I ran my tongue over my lips, tasting his salty cum. Looking down I was pleased to see he actually was still hard. Maybe he really could cum like he claimed; I shuddered at the thought. I jerked my shorts down and kicked them free, then began climbing onto the bed, waving my full naked ass at Mitch.

      "Come on baby" I rasped. "Show time" I told him.

      As Mitch climbed up behind me, I turned so we were once again side ways to Dan. I wanted a clear shot of that fucking cock as it slid home. I felt the fat head wedge between my pussy lips from behind, and turned to look at Dan and Barry.

      Dan was now filming with one hand, his other hand wrapped around his hard cock in his lap. Beside him, I was shocked to see Barry had opened his own jeans, and was now stroking what was easily nine or ten inches of hard meat.

      I don't know which set me off more; watching my husband and son jerking off together; or the hard cock that drove up my cunt in one stroke.

      "Ghhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" I screamed as my walls stretched at the sudden invasion.

      
        
      

      "You like that Mister" I heard Mitch behind me. "You like watching me fuck your slut wife" his hips slapped the cheeks of my ass.

      "Fuck me...make him watch...fuck yessssssssssssss" I groaned as he sent more cock into me with each stroke.

      "Take my cock you slut" Mitch growled behind me.

      I have to admit, I'm not much into the name calling; but a bit of hot talk does get things rolling so I just went with the flow. At least he hadn't been lying when he said he could perform, he was building to a decent pace as he began to hammer into me.

      His hands gripped my waist, while I clawed at the bed sheets. Eight inches of thick cock stretched my pussy again and again as he drove into me. My juices dripped down my thighs as wet squelching filled the small hotel room.

      "Oh shit...fuck me...oh yes..." I groaned with every stroke.

      I knew Dan was getting a good view, but by this point I was slipping again. God, I just loved fucking. I dug my hands into the sheets and began shoving my ass back in time to his hips. The sound of skin slapping was now filling the room.

      I glanced over again, watching as Dan filmed; one hand rising and falling in his lap. Beside him Barry was stroking, his eyes glazed and a look on his face I had never seen before. Dear God, he did want to fuck me, I thought.

      Mitch had been maintaining the same pace behind me, so I pushed back a bit harder.

      "Fuck me baby, fuck that married slut" I husked.

      "Shit...tight...fucking...cunt" Mitch grunted between strokes.

      
        I felt sweat drip onto the shaking cheeks of my ass as he pummeled into me. I felt him shudder as his breathing started to get more labored. I could feel the signs; he was pushing; that first round had taken a lot out of him.

      "Fuck me...come on you bastard" I hissed as I shoved my ass back.

      "Shit...God...damned..." Mitch grunted.

      "That's it" I groaned as he picked up the pace a bit.

      I could feel the knot in my gut starting, just a little longer I thought; and he was going to make me cum. I could feel his veins along my walls, feel his sweat trickle down my ass.

      "Yes...yes...God yes" I groaned as my body bounced on the bed.

      All thoughts of Dan and Barry had melted as I felt Mitch falter behind me. God no, not now, I thought. He wasn't the every ready bunny like a twenty-five year old. He might think he was, but at thirty-five it wasn't as easy. I could feel him trying, but I started to get frustrated.

      "Don't stop, fuck meeeeee" I keened.

      "Uh...uh..." Mitch was grunting behind me.

      We had been fucking for only about fifteen minutes, and he was losing steam; and fast. I dug into the bed again and began shoving back, trying to keep the pace up. I could feel the heat in my belly, I was so fucking close.

      "Cum...oh God make me cum...please" I whimpered.

      "Lady...oh fuck..." Mitch panted behind me.

      "Noooooooooooooo" I moaned; shoving my hips back hard.

      
        Between his exhaustion and my shove, I felt his cock slip free with a wet slurp. I collapsed onto my face on the sheets as he knelt behind me.

      "Jesus lady...gotta rest" I heard him say.

      "No rest...fuck..." I almost cried as the fire in my belly held.

      "Lady..." Mitch complained.

      I wanted to cry, I wanted to scream out my frustration. This had happened a few times before. They guy claimed he could do more than he actually could. I had hated those times, as much as I hated them now. I wanted to be fucked, and fucked HARD.

      I dimly heard Dan talking, and then the door to the motel room. I all but sobbed into the sheets as Dan closed the motel room door.

      "Oh God...I need...please...Dan..." I whimpered.

      "Well, that didn't go well" Dan sighed.

      "We're not done yet" I heard a deep growl from Barry.

      I had barely registered what he was saying, before I felt large hands grip my waist and my body lifted straight into the air. My God he manhandled my like a doll as he set me back on my knees, my face bent down into the sheets and my ass jutting up into the air.

      "Keep the damn camera rolling" I heard Barry say as the bed shifted.

      He couldn't...my son, he wouldn't. But my body cried out for release and I didn't even fight as he knelt behind me.

      "How's the view dad" I heard Barry behind me.

      
        "Perfect" Dan's voice replied.

      "Good...then try this...slut" Barry rumbled.

      My God, it was animal and heaven at the same time. His words had barely finished when ten inches of rock hard cock shot straight up my tunnel and right into my smoldering gut.

      "FUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed.

      My upper body came off the bed and I arched my back as my pussy walls screamed. God he was so THICK. My entire belly felt stuffed full as his hips drove against the cheeks of my ass. I felt a hand tangle in my hair, pulling my head back and turning me.

      I stared at Dan now seated again, and right into the lens of his camera. I felt that thick tube of meat slide back until the engorged head was the only thing lodged in me.

      "Cum" I heard my son's voice behind me.

      He rammed every fucking inch back in again and again with bone jarring power; it always amazed me how hard a young man could fuck. I felt my vision swim as Barry hammered into me, this was what I had come here for, to be used.

      I could only imagine the image through Dan's camera as my tits swayed and my face contorted. I knew what was going to happen, and not only did I want it, I needed it.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed as my eyes rolled back.

      My pussy let loose and a gush of juices coated my inner thighs. I could hear the wet squelch as Barry drove right through the spasm in my cunt. I knew my pussy had to be gripping him in a tight glove, how much could he withstand? My gut wrenched a second time as juices splattered to the bed sheets.

      Barry gave no warning, he just grunted behind me like some primal animal; and heat filled my belly. I could feel his hot semen filling me; I wanted to cry out but all I got was an insane gurgle as he continued to pound into me. Jesus, he was cumming and he was still fucking.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck...don't stop...fuck me...own me...take me...yesssssssssssssssss" I babbled as Barry kept ramming home.

      I could feel a second massive orgasm barreling down on me, and Barry did exactly the right thing, he kept fucking like the perfect machine. I looked at Dan in shock and raw pleasure. I could see the smile on his lips, and more; the stain on his slacks; Christ he had been so excited he had cum.

      "OHHHHHHHHHH MYYYYYYYY GAAWWDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I wailed as my belly lit on fire.

      My body heaved and hot pussy cream ejected out from between my thighs as I squirted. I SQUIRTED, I dimly thought. My mind was a blank as my body surrendered. Suddenly I felt the hand at my waist and the other pulling my hair let loose. My body, limp from exhaustion dipped forward.

      With an obscene squelch Barry's thick cock slid free and I collapsed on my face on the bed, my chest heaving to catch my breath.

      I could hear ragged breathing behind me, and a soft wet squelching; what was he doing? But the quivers that continued to run through me as aftershocks of my orgasm kept me from moving to see.

      My question was answered when I heard Barry give a grunt, and then a wad of thick hot seed splatter across my sweat covered ass. Christ he was dumping another load all over my shaking body. I hoped Dan was getting a good view, because that was a scene I wanted to watch later.

      Which is exactly what I did two days later, kneeling in my husbands office, while he pounded me from behind. I watched one, then two thick arcs of white cream fly through the air and splatter across my sweaty ass.

      "AWWWW FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as my body shook.

      My God my orgasm was so intense I was vibrating as Dan unloaded into me. I was watching my son cum all over his mother; while my husband filled me again and again. It didn't get any hotter than this.

      "Fuuckkk yeaaahhhhh" I could hear Dan moaning as he unloaded in me.

      
        I felt like a slut, better it felt like I was a used incestuous slut; and the rolling waves of pleasure only showed me how hard it hit me. By the time Dan released his grip on my waist all I could do was topple forward into an exhausted heap on the floor.

      "God damn" Dan grunted as he rocked back on his heels. "We need to do that again" Dan chuckled as he fought to catch his breath.

      Dan was right, once was not going to be enough and we both knew it. This had opened a door on our kink we had never imagined; but now that the door was open I leapt through whole heartedly.

      Two weeks later I was on a hotel bed, my sons thick cock shoved up my cunt; while I devoured the cock of a young man named Carl. Apparently Carl was someone Barry knew, and he had reassured me the young man was everything he had promised. Dan was running the camera as for the first time I took on two men at once. The haze in my brain had left me totally unaware of the camera; all I could focus on was the two cocks servicing me, using me.

      "Fuck me...oh God..." I gasped between slurps. "I need...mmmppfff uullkkkkkk" I gave a soft gag as Carl shoved his cock back down my throat.

      "Don't stop baby, I'm going to cum" I heard him rumble above me.

      I was straddling Barry, riding his thick cock, leaned over as Carl gripped the sides of my head. I could see Dan off to the side trying to film and stroke himself furiously. I felt that thick hunk of meat swell in my mouth, I couldn't move my head as Carl gripped it.

      "Ulllmmmuukkkkk" I gagged as the first shot of steaming cum ran down my throat.

      I pulled back my head as Carl released his grip, coughing and sputtering; just in time for a second thick wad to splatter across my face. The wet slapping of my ass against Barry's hips echoed across the room.

      "Fuck her ass" I heard Dan direct the young man.

      Oh God, I've had anal; in fact I love having a nice hard dick in my ass. But I had never had two men at once. Carl moved around behind me, the tip of his cock still oozing his cream as he moved. One hand landed on my sweat slick back and pushed.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck" I gasped as my upper body was shoved down.

      My breasts mashed against Barry as we came face to face. I knew I had to look like a cheap whore covered in cum as I stared at my son. I could see the raw lust glowing in his eyes as his hips continued to move, and then they hesitated. Why was he stopping? The sensations in my belly were just starting to build again. Then I felt it, the fat head of Carl's cock, slick with his cum and my spit; pressing into the tight ring of my ass.

      "Fuckkk" I heard Carl grunting as he started sliding in.

      "Agghhhhhhhhhhh" I groaned as my ass expanded to fit him.

      "Take it mom...both holes" Barry husked up at me.

      Both holes, like never before. One sawed in, the other out. I don't know if the two of them had done this to some other woman; but they set a perfect rythum between them. One part was stimulated, then the other; back and forth. Sensations poured in between pussy and ass, inches apart; sending bolts of white fire through me.

      "Oh God...baby..." I looked over at Dan; totally helpless as my body cascaded out of control. "Mouth...please..." I whimpered.

      Dan rose, his slacks around his knees and half walked, half waddled to the side of the bed. His throbbing cock was leading the way. As soon as he was close enough, I leaned to the side between the two pressing bodies, and slid my lips over the pulsing head of his cock.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I moaned in total surrender. Not two holes, God help me all three.

      One set of hips drove up against my pelvis, while another slapped the cheeks of my ass; all the while the scent and taste of Dan flooded my tongue. I dimly remember gurgling my total pleasure as white heat flooded my ass.

      "Shhitttttttttttttttt" Carl moaned behind me.

      
        At the same moment Barry gripped my hips and with a lunge let loose deep in my womb.

      "Awww Fuuuckkk mooommmmmmmmmmmm" he moaned as the first cannon washed my walls.

      My gut gave a huge wrench, and hot juices splattered out over Barry's groin. I could feel myself squirting I was cumming so hard. Juices flooding the bed as waves rocketed through me. I looked up at Dan, to find myself staring into the lens of the camera, I gave a soft whimper as his cock pulsed, and the first round of hot slime rolled down my throat.

      I don't remember much after that moment. Dan said later I sat and vibrated like a tuning fork as all three unloaded into me. I saw the video days later and could barely recognize myself, watching as my husband, son and some stranger filled me with their cum.

      The clip ended with Dan panning over my form, collapsed on the bed. Cum dripping down my face, white goo oozing from the ring of my ass; and Barry's seed splattered over my red used pussy. I looked like something from a BDSM movie, it was both a shock and revelation as I sat and watched myself being so totally used.

      I watched that movie again and again; it was by far my favorite now. Like Dan, I thoroughly enjoyed the films; and they enhanced our love life tremendously. I would also use the tapes to relieve myself on those occasions when Dan had to be out of town for meetings or a special trial. Which is how I got in trouble again.

      I had used the movie on a Friday evening; Dan had left that morning for Denver and wasn't due back until Saturday morning. He had left Wednesday night, so by Friday I was awake and horny, and I needed relief.

      I had stretched out on the couch and happily fingered myself to one orgasm, then used a double headed dildo to try and recreate the sensations of that day at the hotel with Barry and Carl. By the time I had rolled through my third or fourth orgasm; I had totally exhausted myself.

      I honestly don't remember falling asleep on the couch, it wasn't planned. Nor was the fact of Kelly coming home a little after midnight and finding me. I fortunately had rolled over in my sleep and was laying on the dildo, which in the dim light of the living room she didn't notice. She did find the television still on, and the movie still loaded.

      My eyes fluttered open to the sounds coming from the stereo system where we had hooked up the television. Kelly had turned the sound down, but my discomfort lying on that hunk of rubber had put me in a lighter sleep. I saw Kelly standing in the living room between the couch and the television, her back to me. On the screen I could see Barry and Carl in perfect motion as they ravaged my cum soaked body.

      "Jesus" Kelly whispered.

      "Quite the kinks in porn there mom" I heard a soft laugh.

      "It's not porn" I said quietly as I sat up slowly.

      "Oh shit" Kelly gave a small yelp and jumped.

      "Sorry, didn't mean to wake you. I was just...curious." She looked back at the television.

      "You can turn it off" I told her. I sighed, figuring I was going to have to go through all the explaining again when she surprised me.

      "Pretty good movie there mom, the lighting cold be better." She smiled. "I don't recognize the actors though" she said as she hit pause.

      "That's because they're not actors" I replied automatically.

      "So you're into amateurs" Kelly turned to look at the television again.

      "You could say that" I said as I reached for the remote in her hand.

      Kelly was staring intently at the screen, it was coming to the finale and I needed to shut it off before she realized who she was watching, maybe I could salvage this with a simple 'your dad isn't home.'

      I fumbled with the remote in the half dark living room as Kelly froze, staring at the wide screen.

      "Is that..." she started to ask in a hushed voice.

      
        Then Barry let loose on the screen with his 'awwww mooommmm' as he unloaded into me. I heard myself gurgle on the screen and couldn't stop the gush of wet warmth between my thighs as I stood there watching Kelly.

      "You...Barry...oh my God" she turned and looked at me. "Where's...dad" she asked.

      I didn't have to answer, I just held the remote and waited. In about fifteen seconds.....there it was as Dan's bellow of release filled the living room. Kelly's head snapped back around and she watched as Dan zoomed the camera in on his own cock stuffed down my throat. It was one of my favorite parts as you saw the thick shaft pulse and his balls twitch. My throat worked on the screen as Dan sent wad after wad straight into my belly.

      "Oh fuck" Kelly's voice was soft.

      But it wasn't just shock; it was on the verge of a moan as I watched her tremble, staring at the screen. Her taut belly, just barely visible where her crop top ended, flexed and rippled. Dear God she was cumming, I thought in amazement. I knew this was going to now take a huge amount of explaining, but decided to just jump in with both feet like I had Barry. I stepped up behind her quivering form as her eyes stayed locked to the television.

      "Hot isn't it" my voice husky. "Three hard cocks...filling every hole...hot, thick cum..." I whispered in her ear.

      "Oh God yes" Kelly groaned. She turned and looked at me, lust blazing in her eyes. "You're an animal" she hissed. "And a bitch for not sharing" she told me.

      I locked eyes with her, and hit the rewind button. I stopped and suddenly the sounds of my screaming filled the living room as Carl slid into my tight ass.

      "Is that what you want?" I husked as the wet sounds of fucking filled the room.

      Kelly turned and watched for a moment as the two men ravaged my body on the screen. My hair was matted to my forehead, and Carl's cum was dripping down my chin from his first explosion.

      "Two hours" she mumbled. "Two hours of pawing and half assed licking and I come home to this." She turned to me. "How the hell did you get so lucky?" she grimaced.

      
        
      

      "I've got the cunt for it" I stared into Kelly's eyes. "Do you?" I asked.

      "Try me" Kelly's gaze never wavered.

      "Strip" I told her. "On your hands and knees right there" I pointed in front of the television.

      "This better be good" Kelly mumbled.

      Turning on my heels I marched from the living room. "Oh it will be" I chuckled to myself. "For everyone."

      I headed up the stairs and down the hall to Barry's door. I didn't even knock; I just walked right through, flipping on his light.

      "What the fuck?" he groggily sat up.

      "Get up" I told him. "Meet me in the living room." I didn't wait for an answer I headed back downstairs.

      Before I returned to the living room I made a side trip to Dan's office. I grabbed the small digital camera he used off the corner of his desk, and then headed back. I was just walking into the living room when Barry walked in behind me.

      "What the hell is...holy shit" Barry stared at his nude sister on her hands and knees, her tight ass staring back at him.

      "Fuck her" I told Barry as I lifted the camera and pointed it at Kelly.

      "Uh...mom?" he looked between the two of us.

      "What's the matter, you can fuck mom but not me...bastard" Kelly looked over her shoulder at Barry.

      
        That was all it took, I never saw a man get hard so quickly in my life. In the time it took Barry to drop his boxers on the floor, walk over and kneel down behind Kelly; he went from semi rigid to rock hard in seconds. Damn the vigors of youth, I thought.

      I barely got the camera running as Barry dropped a thick wad of spit onto the palm of his hand, and lubed the fat head of his cock.

      "Bitch" he mumble; then rammed balls deep into his sister while I filmed.

      "OHHH MYYY FUUCCKKINGGG GAAWWWDDDDDDDDD" Kelly screamed as Barry sank in to a wet squelch.

      Her back arched and her head snapped up; her eyes lost all focus as her mouth hung wide open. I knew exactly what she was feeling, it had to be the same for her like when Barry had taken over for Mitch in the hotel room. The sudden huge invasion of his thick cock; the total assault on her body. I could feel my juices pulse out between my thighs as I watched through the viewing lens.

      Barry just ignored his sisters scream and then whimper as his balls slapped into her. Gripping her by the waist he levered back; and with a grunt slammed home again. He went from park to overdrive as his hips started pummeling into her. He was moving so fast I was having a hard time keeping the focus on the action.

      "Slow down" I grated at him.

      Barry glanced over at me with the camera in hand, and shifted his knees so that I now had a broadside view. He slowed down and I got a good view of his thick cock sliding in and out, Kelly's swollen soaked lips clinging to the shaft with every stroke.

      I wanted a closer view but wasn't sure how the zoom worked; after all Barry usually ran the damn thing. So, I stepped closer, aiming the camera between their slapping bodies.

      Because I had fallen asleep masturbating when Kelly came in, all I was wearing was a night shirt that barely covered my over heated sex, the lack of panties allowed my dripping juices to trickle down my thighs as I watched the froth from Kelly's spasming pussy coat Barry's cock.

      "Fuck her baby...fuck her good..." I told him.

      
        
      

      "Hey dad..." Barry turned his head and looked straight at the camera. "I'm balls deep in sis; and finger deep in mom" he said with a smile.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as two fingers drove straight up my wet channel.

      "Hope you enjoy the show, wish you were here" Barry laughed.

      I couldn't believe the sheer bravado of him; but then it was the same attitude that his father had; total ownership of me to where I would do anything to please him.

      "Oh God...Dan" I moaned softly for the camera, trying to steady my shaking hands on the sight of Barry's thick cock slicing in and out, while I felt his fingers stretch my walls again and again.

      "OH God...Oh Jesus Christ...here it comesssssss" Kelly moaned.

      "Face...show her face..." I panted to Barry as the knot in my own belly grew.

      Barry reached down with his other hand and took a fist full of Kelly's curls. He pulled back and twisted as her head turned towards me. When she saw me standing there, dripping pussy juices over Barry's thrusting fingers, holding a camera focused on her; her eyes widened in shock.

      "Cum for Daddy" Barry rasped in her ear.

      The fact her father would see this, the sheer taboo of her brother's cock buried inside her; tipped Kelly off a mountain cliff. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth hung open; and she gave a blood curdling scream as her body heaved.

      "DADDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" she screamed as I heard hot cream splatter to the floor under her.

      "FUCCCKKKK YEEAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Barry roared as he unloaded in Kelly's pussy.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Cheer Squad

      "Fuck her good, give it to her" the male voice ten feet from me moaned.

      "Cumminng...oh God...again..." The woman under me barely whispered as I slammed home into her again and again.

      "I'm going to cum" I announced in a raspy voice.

      "Fill the bitch" the man replied in a hoarse voice.

      "Oh God...fill me" her voice echoed.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I groaned as the first blast of hot cum bathed her tight walls.

      "Shit yeah" the man grunted as an arc of white goo shot from the tip of his cock.

      There were no words from the woman under me, just a soft mewling as my hot cream pumped into her. She stared up at me with glassy eyes as she took my hot load.

      The whole thing sounds like it's out of a porn movie, I know. The hell of it was it was real. The guy was sitting in their living room, a few feet from his wife sprawled out on her back on the couch, while I knelt between her trembling thighs.

      I'll admit my moral compass was never the most accurate. I would fuck about any woman. Thin, husky, young or old; it really didn't matter to me. I was twenty and constantly horny, and I loved pussy. But the concept of fucking a married woman, in front of her husband, was not something I had ever imagined. Not because there weren't some damn hot married women out there, but because I didn't want my nuts ripped off by some jealous husband.

      Oh I knew some people were into a lot of kinky shit, but I never got much out of the mainstream when it came to sex. Oh I've tried a little of the light bondage stuff, and even done a couple of glory holes, but this; never in my wildest dreams.

      
        The thing was it was the kinkiest I had ever been, and no offense, it was fucking hot as hell. The woman was drop dead gorgeous, and the guy was jerking himself off while I pounded his wife. What added to the whole thing was I had known this woman all my life. To me she was my sister, even if we were only step siblings.

      Both of our parents had been divorced when they met. My mother was a single mom struggling to make ends meet, and my dad was a volunteer at one of those charities that provides free clothing and food to the needy.

      Mom went every week they were open, and the two started to talk. Six months later they were married and mom went from a one bedroom flat with a nine year old, to a four bedroom house in an upscale suburb.

      No my mom didn't marry him for his money; it was easy to see they loved each other very much. Valerie, or Val as I called her; we both saw it. They really were that proverbial match made in heaven.

      My name is Patrick; or Pat as people call me. Val was a little over ten when I was born. She was my sister, but almost half a mom as we grew up. I was twelve when she married Andrew; and like mom and dad the two seemed made for each other. The two would shed their city clothes and easily head into the woods for a getaway weekend, or go the other way and dress to kill and hit the city lights.

      To say Val was a knockout was an understatement. I know in these stories they all claim that, you'll just have to take my word for it. She stood about five six and probably tipped in at about one thirty. She wasn't model style skinny, but damn were her curves in all the right places. Being active she stayed in shape. When she would visit she would do this morning yoga routine that would leave me raging hard.

      She had raven hair that fell in waves half way down her back, and framed coal black eyes that could turn to fire when she was pissed, and sparkle like diamonds when she was happy. She had a pair of firm 36B's that when she wore her bikini had two bullets that stared you right in the eyes. I swear to God gravity would never affect those babies. And her ass, fuck that was about one of her best features, when she bent over in that yoga outfit, those pear shaped cheeks all but fucking winked at you.

      You got it; I had many a jack off session to images of her. I never did see her nude before she got married and moved, but it sure the hell wasn't for a lack of trying. Like said, my moral compass never was the best. I had two pairs of her panties hidden in my room that through my teen years supplied a shit load of wank off.

      
        Anyway, back to the whole scene from before. I know the biggest question was how, and honestly it wasn't anything I did. Apparently Val and Andy were a hell of a lot more kinky than I had ever dreamed. I later learned they liked being watched while they had sex, so they would get daring and during their getaways do more and more risky things. It was that increasing risk that got things to me.

      It didn't start with me though, apparently, according to Val; the two were out on the town, and had slipped into the women's restroom of a dance club. Andy was balls deep in her in a bathroom stall when a young woman caught them.

      We were at a Starbucks Val had invited me to, when she told me the story. I don't even remember how the conversation got around to sex, I wouldn't be surprised if that had been her whole intent, but she never admitted it.

      "Jesus Christ Val" I whispered as I toyed with my half filled latte. "What did she do go running to the management?" I was stunned at her admission.

      "She could have" Val nodded. "You want to know what she did?" she stared at me.

      I couldn't help it; my own moral compass had gone to hell at the image of her and Andy in that stall. I could only nod silently back to her.

      Val leaned on the small table, closing the space between us. Her coal black eyes sparkled as she stared into mine.

      "She knelt down in that tiny stall, two feet from me" Val husked. "She pulled my husbands' cock out of my soaked pussy." She stared into my eyes. "And sucked my cum off him while I watched." Her voice rasped.

      "Oh fuck" I groaned as blood surged through my cock.

      "Andy stood her up and pressed her to the wall" she knew she was driving me insane and she kept going. "And he fucked the shit out of her while I watched." She said softly.

      "Oh my God" I groaned as my now throbbing cock stretched my jeans.

      
        "What did you do?" I had to ask.

      "I fingered myself to the fucking biggest orgasm of my life" she gave a sultry smile.

      "Holy shit" I almost moaned at the mental image.

      "Now...it's his turn" Val stared at me.

      "Jesus" I moaned at her implications.

      "The problem is...who" Val leaned back in her chair.

      "Maybe try the club again" I tried to keep my eyes off her jutting breasts.

      "We got lucky" Val shook her head. "Who knows what freaks we could run into?"

      "How about trying some club or group?" I asked as she arched her back.

      Christ if she kept stretching like that my cock was never going to go down. It was almost as if she knew I was looking at them. Val shook her head in response.

      "No, Andy and I talked about it. We would rather keep this private, the last thing we need is for our private life to become public." Val told me.

      I knew she was right. Andy was part of the business group our dad ran; he was a successful businessman in the city and had a reputation. One he needed to protect, so what she said made sense. At that point, Val drove my moral compass right into the floor.

      "They're 36B, but you already knew that didn't you" she watched my face.

      "Oh God...Val...I didn't" I stumbled in shock.

      
        "Yes you did, that's OK" she leaned back across the table, now only a foot from my face.

      "How hard are you Pat?" she asked in a husky voice.

      "Val...I don't..." I tried to say.

      "Answer the damn question" her coal black eyes stared into mine.

      "If I get any harder I'll explode in my jeans" I admitted, trapped by her gaze.

      "Are you going to go home and jerk off into my panties again?" her voice was low, but it sent a shiver down my spine.

      Christ she knew about the panties, she knew I jacked off with them. Any point in trying to deny it was long gone.

      "Yes" I said in a strangled voice.

      Val stared at me for a moment in silence, and then rose from her chair.

      "Follow me home" she told me.

      "Val..." I wanted to throw out the last of my moral compass.

      "That wasn't a request" she stared down at me.

      She turned and walked towards the entrance. Christ that ass was like a magnet as I rose from my chair and left my unfinished latte behind. The drive was only about ten minutes. Ten minutes for my moral compass and my hormones to do battle. By the time I pulled into her driveway, my moral compass was nothing but shattered remains, while my cock raged in my jeans clamoring for release.

      
        I followed her through the front door, and followed her clicking heels from the entryway to the living room. Andy was just walking into the living room from the kitchen as we walked in. He froze and stared at us as Val led me to the couch.

      She reached up and pushed lightly on my shoulders, like a leaf in the wind I sank back and sat on the couch facing her. She reached down and gripped the hem of her tank top, staring at me.

      "Do you want to see them?" she asked in a husky voice.

      Christ all I could do was nod; I couldn't even find my voice. But apparently that wasn't enough for this vixen I had once known as my step-sister.

      "Say it Pat" she husked. I want to hear it." She told me.

      "I want...I want to see your tits" I swallowed hard.

      In one fluid movement that top slid up and over her head, and two perfect 36B's stared back at me in all their glory. Christ they stood straight out they were so firm, capped by two pink, puffy nubs.

      "Oh fuck" I groaned.

      "Oh fuck" I heard Andy echo as he slid into a chair across from us.

      "What else do you want to see?" Val asked as she toyed with the snap on her slacks.

      "Oh God Val" I moaned.

      She reached down and put one finger under my chin, lifting my face until our eyes met again.

      "Say it Pat or you'll never get this chance again" she said in a low voice.

      The thought I was going to lose this one opportunity, galvanized me. I looked back into her eyes with renewed determination.

      
        
      

      "Show me your pussy" I told her in a level voice.

      I groaned as she popped the snap and lowered the zipper. I heard Andy give a groan as she tugged the cloth over her supple hips. We both watched as the garment slipped down to puddle at her feet where she kicked it to the side. When she reached up to the waist of her pale blue lace panties, I moved.

      "Stop" I said as I reached out.

      "Unh" Val grunted softly as I gripped her hips and jerked her to me.

      "My turn" I husked as I wrapped my fingers in the elastic waist of her panties.

      You would have thought it was a professional porn move, but honestly I was beyond thinking straight, I just acted on instinct. I slid that stretchy garment over her hips, and pushed them all the way down those toned legs to her ankles. The move brought me forward and off the couch onto one knee, my face now inches from her over heated sex.

      I literally could smell her musk, she had to be soaking wet. Before she could move, I slid my hands back the backs of her thighs, gripped a tight ass cheek in each hand, and pulled her right into my face.

      "Oh fuck yesssssssssssssssss" Val moaned above me. "Eat my pussy" she groaned.

      "Mmmmmmm" I hummed my agreement. The sound matched by the groan of lust only feet from us.

      I jammed my tongue between those swollen lips and tasted my step-sister for the first time. God it was better than any fantasy I had ever had. I sucked on her lips; I teased her hard clit with the tip of my tongue; while wet slurping filled the room.

      "Oh fuck...that's it..." Val moaned.

      Her hands came down and gripped the back of my head, fingers curling in my hair as she ground her pelvis into my face.

      
        
      

      "He's eating me baby" Val groaned to her husband. "My brother...eating my cunt...oh my God...oh shit yes" she moaned.

      "Eat that cunt" I heard Andy moan.

      I heard the snap of his slacks and the sound of his zipper as he lowered it. The man was really getting into this, which spurred me on. I slid one hand up Val's quivering thighs, and as I eased my mouth back to use the tip of my tongue on her throbbing clit, I drove one fat finger up between her folds.

      "UNNGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Val moaned as her hips jerked.

      "Oh shit...finger me...eat me...he's going to make me cum baby..." I heard her moan.

      I opened my mouth and sucked in her clit hard. At the same time I drew my hand back, added a second finger, and rammed them both home deep.

      "FFFUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Val screamed as her body convulsed.

      Hot cream gushed out, filling my mouth and coating my face. I heard Andy grunt behind her and figured he was unloading with his wife. Well, I wasn't done by a long shot and neither was Val. I sucked and slurped while Val mewled her way through her orgasm. Her juices were sweet as they filled my mouth and I swallowed.

      "Fucking hell" Val gasped as she shoved back against my head.

      She stood trembling, looking down at me with raw lust flaring in her eyes. I didn't even get a chance to move before a nude Val was between my thighs on her knees, her hands clawing at my jeans, as I scrambled onto the couch.

      "Give it to me you bastard" she growled as she fought to open my jeans.

      I barely got my ass off the couch and she was jerking my jeans and boxers to my knees. My legs felt trapped but she went right for my cock.

      
        
      

      "Fuck yes, God look at this thing baby" Val moaned as she wrapped one slender hand around my shaft. "God am I going to love this thing" she said, whether she was talking to me or Andy I wasn't sure.

      I struggled to get my jeans off my lower legs, even as liquid heat wrapped around the head of my cock and slid down the shaft.

      "Fuckkkk" I moaned as I finally kicked my jeans and boxers to the side.

      "Mmmmullkkk" Val moaned and then gagged as she slid her lips down my cock.

      I looked over at Andy; he was sprawled out in the large chair his pants pooled at his feet. His fist was gliding up and down his slime covered cock, while the rest of his cream formed a puddle at his navel. His eyes were riveted to the back of Val's head as she began to bob up and down on my dick.

      I've had blowjobs, but this was like having a Hoover vacuum attached to your cock. Wet slurping filled the room as she grunted and moaned through the best fucking blow job I could remember.

      "Ulkk...ulkk..." I could hear her gag softly as she drove her mouth down trying to take more of my eight and a half inches into her mouth.

      I could feel my balls starting to boil: I hunched my hips trying to hold back. I don't know if she could sense how close I was, or if it was just size, but the next thing I knew her head came up and her fist glided up and down my spit covered shaft.

      "Jesus Christ" Val panted as she caught her breath. "I can't even get it all in my throat, How fucking big are you?" she stared up at me.

      "Eight...and a half..." I grunted in time to her pumping hand.

      "Fuck yes" Val groaned. "Well let's see if this thing can fit somewhere else" she rumbled.

      
        Val rose up and clambered onto the couch. Her legs went to straddle outside mine, opening her wide. With her hand still wrapped around my dick, she pointed it straight up, the fat head aimed right for her dripping hole.

      "This is it baby" Val looked over her shoulder at Andy. "Take a good look" she grinned.

      Her words were followed by an audible pop as she lowered her hips and the head of my cock slipped inside. Andy's eyes were locked onto us, Val had me against the back of the couch and was leaning over me, it effectively gave an unobstructed view as my cock began to slowly slide up inside her as she eased down.

      "Ohhhh fuckkkk" I groaned as a steaming velvet glove slid down my cock.

      "Oh shit yeah" I heard Andy grunt from across the room. "Fuck him baby" he moaned.

      "Big...fucking...cock" Val groaned as she pushed her hips further down.

      I was past controlling myself. This drop dead gorgeous woman; was sliding down my cock, what the hell was I doing just sitting here. I reached out and gripped her slim waist, and with a hard jerk, pulled her body down onto me. Val gave a surprised squeal that turned into a long moan as her ass settled on my thighs.

      I grunted as her weight came down on my lap, her tight walls gripping my entire length buried inside her. Val's head slowly swiveled around and she looked at me with a shocked face.

      "Oh God...Pat" she whispered as her eyes grew wider. "I'm going...to cum" she said in an almost awed voice.

      "Do it sis, cum on your brother's cock" I rasped at her.

      That was all it took, her eyes rolled back, her head tipped back as the muscles in her neck stood out. She gave a long wail as her body convulsed in my lap.

      "GHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" echoed across the living room, as hot juices coated my cock and balls.

      
        
      

      As I felt her belly flex against mine, I pulled my hips down into the couch cushion, and then slammed back up into her hard. A second gush of fluid flooded over my cock and dripped to the cushion under us.

      "FUUCKKKK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" Val wailed.

      She leaned down, her firm tits mashing into my chest as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She wanted me to fuck her, but this wasn't the best position for it. I did the only thing I could think of. I reached down and gripped a firm ass cheek in each hand, and levered myself to my feet.

      Val wrapped her toned legs around my waist, her teeth sinking into my shoulder as she now hung there, impaled on my dick. I slowly rotated us, and then tried to ease her down onto the couch on her back. The last few inches were basically a free fall as we tipped over. She landed on her back on the couch cushion; I was right behind her as my full weight slammed down on her.

      I felt my thick cock drive deep into her soaked channel; my cock went so far I swear the tip bounced off her cervix.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Val screamed as I rammed deep.

      My cock was swamped by a gush of fluids and Val convulsed under me. So that's what you want, I thought. I reached down and gripped her ankles, bringing her toned legs up and out, spreading her wide open for me. Kneeling on the floor at the edge of the couch, I leaned in and started putting my entire weight into every thrust as I started slamming into her.

      This wasn't just sex, God this was heaven. Raw and primal I was hammering her for everything I was worth. I could hear Andy's raspy breathing behind me, but I focused on the gurgling and whimpering under me as I looked down. I barely recognized my step-sister through the mask of raw lust that covered her sweat drenched face. Her eyes blazed as she stared up at me.

      "Fuck me...own me you bastard" she grated as my hips pummeled in and out.

      "Do you want me to cum?" I husked down at her.

      "Yessss" Val almost hissed as she arched her hips up to meet my thrusts.

      
        
      

      "Fuck her good, give it to her" the male voice ten feet from me moaned.

      "Cumminng...oh God...again..." The woman under me barely whispered as I slammed home into her again and again.

      "I'm going to cum" I announced in a raspy voice.

      "Fill the bitch" the man replied in a hoarse voice.

      "Oh God...fill me" her voice echoed.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I groaned as the first blast of hot cum bathed her tight walls.

      "Shit yeah" the man grunted as an arc of white goo shot from the tip of his cock.

      There were no words from the woman under me, just a soft mewling as my hot cream pumped into her. She stared up at me with glassy eyes as she took my hot load.

      Like I said in the beginning, it was like something out of some porn movie, except this was real. Wad after wad of my scalding seed washed her pussy. Like a river her hot juices flowed back, soaking the cushion under her ass.

      Between the three of us, I wasn't even sure who was having the bigger orgasm. All I knew was I was cumming in my hot step-sister like a dream come true. I just knelt there, unloading every drop I had, while Val took every round. By the time my exhausted balls squeezed out the last drops, I could feel the ache in them.

      With a wet slurp I leaned back, slipping free, I lowered her legs to the floor and rested back on my haunches, my chest heaving as I caught my breath. Val just lay stretched out on the couch staring at the ceiling, as a thick glob of my white cream oozed from between her pussy lips.

      "That...was fucking HOT" Andy gasped behind us.

      
        That was about the kinkiest and hottest fuck session in my entire life. I weakly climbed to my feet and collapsed on the couch beside Val. Her half limp hand rested on my thigh as she turned and looked at me.

      "Little brother" she husked. "You are a fucking animal, and I love it" she gave a weak smile.

      By the time I got out of the house and back home, it had finally started to sink in what had just happened. Not only had I just fucked the woman of my dreams, I had done it with the full consent of her husband, and I was even invited back for more rounds.

      I had one more session with the two of them over the next two weeks. This time the romp was even raunchier. I was fucking Val sprawled out on their bed. I started unloading into her tight pussy when Andy stepped up and sprayed his hot load all over her face like some dime store slut. I thought Val had been having strong orgasms, Jesus the woman screamed and vibrated as she exploded all over my cock.

      The thing is it didn't stop with those two. Apparently Andy had been talking to another guy, who had complained that after over twenty years his sex life had gotten pretty routine and he was trying to spice things up.

      When Andy told him when he and Val were doing, it naturally came out who they were 'playing' with. I was told he brought the subject up to his wife while balls deep in her, and apparently the thought sent her into a mind bending orgasm, at least they claimed that. All I know was the two men talked to the two women; the two women compared notes, and the next thing I knew I was sitting at a kitchen table staring at them in shock.

      "You want me to..." God I couldn't even get the words out.

      "Am I that old and ugly?" she asked back.

      The thing was I admit to having fantasies about Val. I mean Christ she was built like a brick outhouse, but I had never looked at this woman like that, not even in my wildest nightmares.

      For the first time in my life, I looked at her, as a woman. She was built a lot like Val, the same raven hair and coal black eyes. Oh sure there were streaks of gray, but shit was pushing fifty years old. Her hips were more flared, and she had a soft pooch at her belly. Her breasts were slightly larger and had more sag to them, but over all time had not been bad to her.

      
        
      

      The question was could I fuck her. Could I fuck my own mother? Val was one thing, we were step-siblings; and somehow in my mind I considered that distant enough to evade the one nasty word. But this, this was different. This was truly incest.

      But, as I let my eyes travel over her body, and I felt that familiar first surge of blood in my loins; I knew my moral compass was totally shot, broken forever.

      "Say when lady" I stared back across the table at her.

      Apparently she and dad had talked this thing through. As she spoke it became clear that just like Andy, the idea of watching his wife excited my father. The whole thing was totally bizarre, but who the hell was I to complain.

      Mom said that Tuesday was his lodge night and his meetings usually went from eight to ten at night. She planned on 'going to bed' at nine. I was supposed to 'break into the house' and restrain her. While I was fucking her dad was expected to return from his lodge meeting and find us.

      I admit, I wasn't totally comfortable with the restraining and breaking in part, it was too much like rape to me and I said so.

      "Baby" Mom stared at me. "You can't rape the willing" she said with a smile. "Tell me the last time you know of where I slept nude" she chuckled.

      "You don't, not to my knowledge" I replied.

      "No I don't" she said with a sultry smile. "But I will be...for you." She said as her face flushed.

      "I don't know" I shook my head.

      "Tell me you're not hard right now" Val grinned.

      The hell of it was, she was right, I was raging hard. Whether it was from the incest taboo, or the fact I actually saw my mother as a real woman, or if I was just plain horny; it didn't really matter. I literally threw my moral compass out the window as I stood up from the table making no attempt to hide the obvious bulge in my jeans.

      "Tuesday" I confirmed, and turned and walked from the kitchen.

      That had been on Sunday, which gave me two days to think and prepare. I thought of how I wanted to do this. The idea of ropes or straps just hit me wrong; I wasn't into that kind of scene. I finally settled on buying a pair of nylons. I figured the soft material could be used on mom's wrists to give her the impression of being restrained, but not get to hard and heavy into the BDSM shit I really didn't like.

      I thought of wearing a mask, but threw that idea out the window. This was make believe, so don't get to intricate I told myself.

      I will say I was nervous as hell by Tuesday evening. Mom had said Dad was supposed to return home between ten and ten thirty. I didn't want to start this too early; the whole idea was to have him walk in during the middle. I figured if I hit the house right at ten that would give me twenty to thirty minutes alone and then dad would show up for the main show.

      At ten I slipped through the front door. I took off my shirt, shoes and socks; the fewer clothes the better I figured. I had skipped wearing boxers as I didn't want to fight with extra clothing. Nylons in hand I ascended the stairs towards the master bedroom.

      I slipped into the half dark room quietly; and son of a bitch if she hadn't fallen asleep watching television. I slipped to the side of the bed and gazed down at her, just like she had said, she was laying there totally nude. The sheet was at her waist and I admit the sight of those 36D's was a sight to behold. They were round and full, capped with dark areoles and large pink nipples, the kind that makes your mouth water.

      Her large breasts shifted on her chest as I gently lifted her arms above her head, moving slow to not wake her. I secured each nylon to a wrist and then to the headboard of their metal railed king sized bed. At least there would be plenty of room I smiled.

      Once she was 'secured' I took a moment to completely strip. By now my cock was more than half hard at the thought of what was about to happen. I slid the sheet down off her body, marveling at how trim and fit she really was. For a woman her age mom could easily turn any head if she wanted, I realized. What shocked me the most was the pure bald pussy that slid into view; Jesus, she not only shaves, she has to be waxing those pubes to be that smooth.

      
        
      

      I gently crawled onto the bed between her thighs. Now this, was going to be a treat, I thought. God I loved eating a smooth bald pussy.

      "Nnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Mom moaned in her sleep as I ran my tongue the full length of her crevice. Fuck she was dripping wet, she had to have been teasing herself when she fell asleep. Let's see what dreams I can give her, I smiled.

      Reaching up I gripped her thighs to hold her steady, and jammed my tongue as deep into her as I could.

      "UUUGgghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Mom groaned as my tongue slid deep.

      "Oh my God...pat..." Mom startled awake.

      Only half awake I don't think her fuzzy brain quite registered what was happening. In the few seconds it took for her to register everything, she had tugged on her arms only to find she couldn't reach down to me.

      I opened my mouth and sucked the hard bud of her clit in deep and hard. Like a child nursing I began to suck on her button. Her legs jerked and her ass bounced as I sent bolts up through her belly.

      "Oh my God...what are you...oh shit...Pat...GHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" she moaned as I attacked her clit.

      "Oh God...Pat...Pat..." mom babbled as I went after her clit.

      I reached up and used my fingers to spread those smooth lips, watching that nub pop out from under its hood. I opened my mouth, clamped my lips around her throbbing clit, and nipped my teeth across the rock hard bud.

      "PAAATTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" mom screamed as her ass shot up and off the bed.

      
        Hot juices literally sprayed out from between her thighs, coating my face and dripping down my chin. Her legs went rigid, her whole body vibrated, and I felt her belly flex against my forehead as her orgasm slammed home without warning.

      "CUMMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Mom screamed as a fountain of hot cream ejected from her body.

      "Claire?" I heard dad's voice off to the side.

      "Phil?" Mom's head swiveled to the door. "Oh God...Phil" mom gasped.

      I took the moment of initial surprise to move. I pulled my face free and slid my body up mom. I used my hips to force her thighs further apart, wedging my both against hers. Raised up on my arms, I angled my hips so the head of my cock was resting right at her opening. I knew dad had to have a perfect view from that angle.

      "Phil" mom grunted as my fat cock head slid in with and audible pop.

      At that point all mom got out was a guttural moan as every inch I had sank into her in one stroke. She wasn't as tight as Val, but Christ was she hot. It was like sliding into a liquid volcano as pure heat wrapped around my cock. I felt her walls stretch to match my girth. I wasn't sure how big dad was, but it didn't seem like he was up to my size.

      I heard dad groan from beside me, turning my head I watched as he jammed his hand down inside his down open slacks. He just stood rooted to the spot by the door and watched as I fucked his wife.

      As my hips drove into mom's her head snapped around and she stared up at me in glassy eyed shock.

      "God...you're big" she grunted as I ground my pelvis into her clit.

      "Oh yeah...try this" I smiled down at her.

      I slowly drew back until just the crowned head was inside. I turned and looked over at my father who now had his pants and shorts around his ankles, his fist wrapped around his cock as he stared at us.

      
        "Try this dad" I husked; and then slammed my hips down hard.

      "FUUUUCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" mom screamed as I bottomed out.

      This woman who had raised me, who had taught me my moral compass, devolved into a jabbering mass of flesh as I hammered into her.

      "Oh God yes...don't stop...do it baby..." mom moaned as my hips slapped into hers.

      "I'm fucking you mom" I rasped down at her. "Your son is fucking you" I told her.

      Mom's eyes flashed and she looked up at me. There was an almost feral animal look on her flushed face.

      "Free my hands...now" she growled.

      I reached up and pulled the two slip knots at her wrists, I had done them hoping for this, that instead of the 'forced fuck' we could be more together.

      Once her hands were freed, her arms shot straight down, her palms slapping into my ass cheeks. Nails dug into my skin like talons as she gripped my ass.

      "Fuck me" she growled up at me.

      I had never in my life seen this in my mother, pure feral animal wanting pleasure. But then I had also never felt her fleshy thighs wrap around my waist as both her hands hand heels pressed on my ass trying to drive my cock deeper into her sopping wet pussy.

      My hips started moving, making those almost musical sucking noises as my cock powered in and out. I sawed into her like a hammer as I drove in again and again.

      "Oh God...he's doing it Phil" Mom gasped. "He's fucking me...he's fucking his mother. Oh God I'm going to cum again" Mom moaned.

      
        "Fuck" I heard dad grunt.

      I turned my head and watched as a rope of white goo erupted from the tip of his cock and splattered to the carpeted floor. He may have been cumming, but his fist hadn't slowed one bit as his eyes locked to my ass.

      "Fuck her Pat...fuck her good boy" I heard dad mutter.

      I braced my hands on either side of her head and started pounding in. It was mother like daughter as the harder I went, the more she wanted. Mom mewled and whimpered her way through another orgasm as her heels drummed on my ass. I could feel the hot river of her juices seeping out around my cock to run down her ass and soak the bed.

      By now you could heard the springs in the mattress as I rocked the bed under her. Her heavy breasts were wobbling side to side as her body bounced under me. I shifted my hips slightly and felt the shaft of my cock drag across the nub of her clit. Mom's eyes widened and her mouth hung open as she stared up at me.

      "What are you...oh my God...Pat...how" I could see the surprise as her orgasm blossomed in the pit of her belly.

      It was unbelievable, Val had been the best I ever had...until that moment in time. A blood curdling scream pierced the bedroom as mom heaved under my pounding body.

      "AAAGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" echoed off the walls as hot juices sprayed against my lower belly.

      "FUUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as a volcanic glove gripped my cock.

      I felt my cock jerk as the first blast of cum poured into her quivering body. Her walls rippled, I spewed; her walls rippled again and I just pumped her even fuller with my hot cum.

      "Fucking hell" I heard dad yell beside us.

      I knew he was spewing his second load all over the carpet as he watched his wife have a massive orgasm from another man. Val had been kinky, this was totally obscene.

      
        
      

      By the time I rolled off of mom, she was laying half limp on her back in a puddle of our juices. Her breasts heaved as she fought to catch her breath and sweat dripped from almost every pore.

      "Incredible" I heard her soft whisper.

      I used the last of my strength to rise from the bed and gather my jeans. Carrying them in my hand I walked over to where dad had collapsed down to sit on the floor of the bedroom, the stains of his two orgasms soaking into the carpet in front of him. He looked up and stared as mom's juices dripped from my softening cock.

      "Great fuck old man" I smiled "You should take a turn" I told him.

      I don't know how, but God damn if that almost fifty year old dick didn't start to harden again as he looked over at mom sprawled on the bed. I almost laughed as I walked out of the bedroom; it was going to be a long sore night for her.

      Dressed and driving home, I thought about these last few weeks. Maybe fucking another man's wife wasn't so bad, I thought; as long as you had the right cheering squad.

    
  
    
      Class is in Session

      Myra Tillis looked over what had been the spare bedroom of the house; nodding with satisfaction she closed the door. She had spent the better part of the last week preparing the small room. She had moved the single bed and small dresser against the one wall, and removed the other furniture. Purchasing an easel and flip paper, she hoped it would work for a replacement for a blackboard.

      She had placed a standard desk from her downstairs office next to the easel, along with the office chair. Opposite she had put a smaller desk and chair for Tyler.

      Glancing at the clock and seeing it was almost three-thirty, she headed for the living room. Tyler, her son, would be home from school soon and she wanted to be waiting. All this work had been for him, and Myra shivered at the thought of what she was going to do. Straightening her shoulders, she felt she needed to do something.

      
        It had been the prior week, when she had arrived to pick up Tyler from his swim practice that all this had started. Sitting in the bleachers, she had arrived early and wanted to enjoy watching him practice.

      That enjoyment had been short lived as she listened to the boys horsing around as practice wound down. Sure, some had been directed at others, but it was what was directed at her son Tyler, that had struck the thirty-six year old mother so hard that evening.

      Words like Geek or Nerd she could live with. Myra had raised Tyler to be a gentleman and to focus on his studies. Being a struggling single mother, she wanted the best for her son, and she knew education was the key. No, it was the other words that echoed in her mind. Like pussy or wuss, or even worse Momma's Boy.

      Myra had expected Tyler to rage back, but was shocked when her son just took the abuse. He had not even made any comments, simply walked away. Was her son really a Momma's Boy? She wondered. Had she so focused on him being a gentleman, she had somehow neglected how to be a man.

      Tyler had just turned eighteen, and was now the man of the house. She realized, with horror, she was partly at fault. She had treated him as a child, in her own way hoping to keep him to herself. He needed to stand on his own two feet, be assertive and strong.

      Myra had thought hard how to help her son; finally, the idea of simply 'teaching' him had crept in. The change of the bedroom to a small private classroom was the beginning. Tonight, would be their first 'class", she hoped things went well.

      Tyler arrived at home, and headed to his room after giving his mother a kiss on the cheek. The smell of her perfume filled his nostrils, and he hustled away before she could see the reaction it caused in his body.

      In his room he changed into a t-shirt and jeans, all the while remembering the long day. He couldn't wait for school to end, and then he could get a fresh start. New place, new friends and people who didn't know him might make the difference, all the while deep inside, he wondered if he could really change between now and the fall.

      After dinner, Tyler returned to his room, this time using his laptop to pull up one of his favorite sites. He needed some release after the long day. He stared at the screen as he watched a mature woman sitting on her couch, then a young man entered the room and slowly began to massage her shoulders.

      
        
      

      Not needing a plot, it only took moments before the older woman was stretched on the couch, and the young man was almost mauling her large breasts. Tyler glanced at the title at the bottom of the clip. Momma Does It Right, oh yeah he thought.

      Tyler could feel his cock stiffening in his jeans as he watched the young man slide his hand under the skirt of his make believe mother. Just then, he heard a light tap on his door. Fuck, he thought. Quickly he stopped the movie and then closing the lap top, he told his mother she could come in.

      When Myra entered his room, she noticed the laptop and Tyler at his desk. A quick glance at his lap confirmed for her, he had been just getting ready to masturbate. She was not naive, she knew Tyler masturbated. After all, she did his laundry. It wasn't something she brought up, after all everyone did it, even her.

      The timing had been perfect, she wanted Tyler a little agitated if this was going to work. She stood beside her son, placing one hand on his broad shoulder.

      "Honey, I wanted to talk to you." Myra told him.

      "Sure mom, what's up?" Tyler looked up at his mother. He tried to keep his eyes focused on her face, not daring to let them drop to the full breasts only inches from his face.

      "I wanted to talk to you about practice last week" Myra started.

      "Mom, I told you" Tyler cut her off. "It's no big deal. The guys were horsing around and I am fine."

      "If you are so fine" Myra said. "Why are you angry?" She looked at her son. "Having your manhood questioned is not what any male should have to endure."

      Tyler sighed heavily. He knew his mother was right; it did hurt when the others poked at him. What was he supposed to do? Punch them?

      "Look Mom" Tyler said softly. "I'll figure this out, OK"

      "Come with me" Myra said softly. She leaned down and took her son by the hand.

      
        
      

      Tyler was confused as his mother led him from his bedroom. What did she have in mind? He stared as they entered the spare bedroom, and he recognized what looked like a made up classroom. He slowly sat in the desk as his mother led him over. Then, Tyler watched as his mother stood facing him from the other desk.

      "It is ten minutes to seven" Myra glanced at the clock. "I have ten minutes to explain."

      Tyler sat quietly as his mother spoke. As she explained what she had in mind, he went from confused, to angry, to simply dazed. She couldn't be serious.

      "Every week day" Myra told her son "from seven until eight, we are going to have class. I will teach you Anatomy, biology, psychology, sociology. All the things it takes to be a man."

      Myra walked to the easel. "The first forty-five minutes will be lecture. The last fifteen minutes will be lab."" She picked up the marker from the stand. A lot of the beginning may seem redundant. I don't know how in depth public school goes. I, however, will hold nothing back, so you may be a bit shocked."

      "You may take notes if you wish, or just simply listen" Myra continued. "The choice is yours. The lab will be directed by you, and only you. You will see what I mean as we progress."

      Tyler was going to object to the absurdity of this, but saw the determined look in his mothers' face. Knowing better than to argue with her; he simply sat and waited. He wondered what she meant by more 'in depth.'

      Tyler sat stunned as his mother began a list of words on the blank page. Penis, Dick, Cock, Rod, Prick, even Fuck Stick; were all listed. Next to that list, she began a second row. Pussy, Clam, Cunt, Snatch and Box; all the names for a woman's anatomy... Jesus, Tyler realized, she really wasn't holding anything back.

      Tyler stared as a third group appeared at the bottom. Make love, copulate, Breed, Fuck, Bang. They were all there he realized.

      "Now" Myra continued. "Let's start with the male. When would it be proper to use each word? There IS a right time and place for each one." She put a small check next to each as she went through the list.

      
        
      

      "Penis" she told Tyler. "Something you might tell your doctor. While a dick is something your male friend has." She smiled. "Now a rod is something you hold onto, so when you spend your time alone in your room, you are jerking your rod."

      Tyler coughed loudly as he realized his mother was implying he masturbated. She knew, he realized with horror.

      "Don't worry baby" Myra said softly. "Every man jerks his rod, just like every woman fingers her clam."

      "Now his cock" Myra continued. ""That is something a man has when he gets it sucked or stroked by someone else. Preferably by the opposite sex." She added.

      "Jesus Mom" Tyler exclaimed.

      "A fuck stick" Myra ignored her sons' outburst. "That is what you put into a cunt when you fuck a woman."

      For the next forty minutes, Myra went through every part of both the female and male anatomy. As she finished with the various descriptions for a woman's breasts; Tyler couldn't help but notice how hers hung firm and full, with small pebbles pressing against the fabric of her blouse.

      "All right" Myra told her son. "Lecture is now over. You have fifteen minutes for lab, what would you like to do for today's lab?"

      Tyler sat half in a daze; he could feel his cock straining at his jeans after the graphic descriptions his mother had given him. His eyes hungrily looked at her full chest straining at her blouse.

      Myra knew exactly where her son was looking, but remained silent. This had to be him, this was the key, she realized.

      "Can I...can I see your breasts?" Tyler asked hesitantly.

      "Are you asking?' Myra replied.

      
        
      

      "Yes" Tyler barely got out.

      "Then the answer is no" his mother told him. She watched his stunned face.

      Walking over, Myra leaned down in front of her son; she knew her large breasts were now filling his frenzied vision. "A man doesn't ask Tyler" she said in a soft voice. "A man tells."

      His mother abruptly told him class was over for the night, they would resume tomorrow. Tyler sat and watched as his mother strode from the room, her tight ass the last sight. The last words she had said echoed in his mind as he slowly returned to his room.

      The next night, Wednesday, Tyler finished his homework in record time, and then considered watching a porn movie. His mind kept wandering back to the clock. By seven he was almost in a state of rabid need as he heard a soft tap on his bedroom door, and the receding step of his mother.

      Mutely, Tyler sat through the forty-five minutes of lecture, as his mother reviewed sensitivity spots on both a male and female. That she knew all a man's sensitive spots came as a shock to the young man.

      After the lecture, Myra looked at her son. It was time to see if he had learned, she realized.

      "What would you like for lab today?" she asked.

      "Show me your breasts" Tyler said without hesitation.

      Myra knew they had now reached the line. To cross it would be no going back, but she was determined to help Tyler on his passage to manhood. Without a word, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, pulling the material free; she set it on the desk beside her.

      "Jesus" Tyler moaned when his mother turned back. He knew her 36D's by heart. How many times had he jerked off into the cups? Now, he stared at the mounds of flesh barely contained in a white lacy bra.

      
        Her bra, Tyler realized. She had kept it on. Why? He wondered. Then, something in the list clicked in his mind.

      "Show me your tits" the young man said firmly.

      "You're learning" Myra smiled. Without another word she reached behind her back and undid the clasp to her bra.

      Letting the lacy garment slide down her arms she felt her full tits appear before her son. Was she going too far? She wondered. The stunned but hungry look in her son's eyes told her she had accomplished goal number one. Tyler had learned to not ask, but SAY what he wanted.

      Tyler could only sit and drink in the vision of his mothers' beautiful breasts. The curve as they stood proud. Even her hard nipples stood out straight. Hard nipples, he thought. Jesus, is she turned on or just the cool air of the small room he wondered.

      A small buzz sounded behind Myra. She stepped towards her son, letting him see her breasts in close-up. She felt her nipples stiffening even harder under his lust filled gaze.

      "Lab is now over" she whispered. "You are learning baby" her voice not able to hide the huskiness.

      For the next week, Tyler listened to his mother lecture about how to be assertive without being aggressive and the difference between being in charge and following. Each lesson sank into the young man's mind as he tried different things for each lab session.

      Simple directions like showing her tits or even removing her slacks, followed by more complex commands. Playing with her nipples or even teasing herself over her panties. As Tyler watched the growing wet spot on the thin garment, he then knew his mother was as turned on as he was.

      By the second week Tyler wanted more, he decided it was time to put the lessons his mother had been giving him to the true test. This time, instead of waiting for her in his room, Tyler was already seated in his chair when Myra entered the room. She looked at her son in surprise.

      "A bit eager today aren't you?" Myra asked with a smile.

      
        Instead of answering, Tyler watched the clock. He wanted this timed just right. Just as the clock ticked 7pm, before his mother could speak, he raised a hand to silence her.

      "Today is a full lab session" Tyler said firmly. "You will now strip."

      "I don't think..." Myra started to say, only to be interrupted.

      "Then don't think mother" Tyler said quickly. "It wasn't a request...strip" he added in a stronger voice.

      Myra felt a shudder run the length of her spine. Tyler couldn't mean...she could feel the control she had exercised for over the last week simply shatter in that moment.

      Tyler rose from his chair and stood in front of his mother, his eyes locked to hers. She could smell his aftershave as she tried to stare back, and then letting her eyes drop. As if they had a will of their own, her hands undid the buttons on her blouse, letting the cloth fall to the floor. Following it with the pale pink bra she wore, she felt her son's eyes burn into her skin.

      Hooking her thumbs into the waist band of her yoga pants, she shimmied the cloth over her hips, as it gather at her feet she used one foot to lightly kick the material to the side. She stood in just her pink panties, her breathing ragged.

      "Tyler...I..." Myra tried to whisper.

      "All of it...now," His voice was like a hypnotic command in her ears.

      "Oh God" Myra moaned as she slowly slid her panties down and let them fall to the floor.

      Tyler watched as his mothers' bare pussy came into view. She was clean shaven so when she had demonstrated her anatomy Tyler had a clear view. He could see small droplets of moisture starting to collect on her outer lips.

      "Sit on the desk" Tyler commanded. "Show me how wet that pussy is." He told his mother.

      
        With a moan, Myra slid back onto the desk, letting her legs splay open. She watched as Tyler knelt between her thighs, she could feel his hot breath on her thighs he was so close. Reaching down, she used her fingers to spread her outer lips open, letting him gaze into her moist pink interior.

      "How wet are you?" Tyler asked. "Tell me." He directed his mother.

      "Soaked...I am soaking wet" Myra gasped. "Oh God...don't do this Tyler." She begged.

      "Show me how wet" Tyler didn't relent. He only had an hour and he planned to take full advantage of it. "Shove a finger into that wet cunt" he choice of changing words sending a bolt through Myra.

      "Tylerrrrrrrr" Myra moaned, but unable to stop herself as she jammed her finger deep into her wet cunt.

      "That's it mother" Tyler hissed. "Finger that wet cunt." He said

      Tyler wasn't sure how far his mother would go, but he was starting to understand her depths as much as his own. Just as he needed to learn to take control, it seemed Myra needed to BE controlled.

      For Myra, it was as if she had slipped back to being eighteen again. As a strong older man took charge of her, putting her into the position where her son had been created. This time the 'man' was her son, but the voice and strength were the same to her. She looked through lidded eyes and watched as her son gazed between her lewdly splayed thighs. She could hear the wet squelch as now two fingers pumped in and out of her dripping cunt.

      Tyler could smell his mothers' heat, and watch as her cream dripped out to puddle on the desk under her ass. He glanced up and saw he was quickly running out of time, rising to his feet he stared into his mothers' eyes.

      "You like that, don't you mother." His voice was strong and clear. "Fingering your wet cunt in front of your son." He told her.

      "Oh God Tyler" Myra could only grunt in return.

      "I bet your pussy juice tastes so sweet" his voice hissed in her ear.

      
        
      

      "Unnghhh" Myra shuddered violently at his words.

      "Taste it mother" he directed his mother. "Show me how good you taste."

      Without taking her eyes from Tyler, Myra pulled her soaked fingers free and slid them into her open mouth.

      "Mmmmmmmm" the wanton mother mewled. She rolled her fingers across her tongue, savoring her juices as they slid down her throat.

      Before Tyler even needed to tell her, Myra had shoved her fingers back deep into herself, hearing the obscene wet sucking as her tight walls pulled them inside.

      "Oh fuck"" she gasped. "I'm going to cum." She moaned.

      "Not yet!" Tyler barked, causing her eyes to snap open and stare at him.

      Her eyes widened as she realized his jeans were now undone and he was holding his throbbing cock in his grip. Oh God, he wouldn't she thought. Yet, with a dark certainty, Myra knew at that moment, she would have welcomed him inside her.

      "Give me your fingers" Tyler commanded her.

      Without hesitation, Myra pulled her now drenched fingers free of her clenching hole, and slid them between her sons' lips. Her body shook violently as she watched him suck her juices off her shaking hand.

      "Mmmmmmmm" Tyler murmured. "Fucking delicious" he mumbled through his full mouth.

      "Oh shit!" Myra grunted as the orgasm lurking deep in her belly suddenly burst free.

      Coming" Myra keened. "Oh my Godddddddddd" her body jerked as she felt her cunt cream gush out of her untouched holed, forming a river onto the desk.

      
        
      

      Watching his mother orgasm, as the scent and taste of her filled his senses, drove Tyler over the edge. He felt his cock throb in his grip.

      "Oh Fuck Mom" he grunted around her fingers.

      Through lust hazed eyes Myra watched as his cock jerked, and then a thick rope of hot cum arched out between them, to splash across her belly. She could feel the thick cream begin to ooze down her skin closer to her quivering cunt.

      "Give it to me...please" she gasped.

      Tyler pulled his mouth free and shuffled closer. The next thick rope, of hot cum came jetting out and splattering over her gaping cunt lips. He felt like his balls were emptying on the spot as his hot cum exploded out again and again.

      Myra's eyes rolled back as her body sank back onto the desk, gasping to catch her breath. Dimly she heard the buzz of the timer behind her signaling the end of class.

      Tyler slipped his softening cock back into his jeans, looking down at his nude mother splayed out on the desk. This was going to be interesting, the young man thought. He knew he had to take this slow, or his mother might start to fight back. One step at a time he quietly thought as he left the room.

      Still in a haze of lust, Myra's mind whirled. What had she unleashed on herself? She thought. She could feel her son's cum slowly drying on her belly and between her thighs, while the wet puddle on the desk under her ass reminded her how her own body had betrayed her.

      This can't go any further, she thought with horror. She had to reassert control again, these classes were to help Tyler become a man, not help him seduce his own mother.

      For the next week Myra kept the classes on a more direct approach. She deliberately skipped having a lab for two sessions. Then, when she resumed them, it was more towards how to approach a woman, talk to her.

      
        It was on Thursday that Myra was surprised by a comment from her son. She was stunned when he admitted he had never kissed a girl. He was eighteen, he had to have at least gotten that far, she thought.

      Standing next to her son she looked up into his eyes. She could feel the electricity in the room growing. Once again, she found herself treading on dangerous ground.

      "Kiss me" she told Tyler. When Tyler leaned down and pecked her cheek, she frowned.

      "No Tyler" she said with exasperation. Think of it like the end of a great date, and you want to show her how much you like her. Now...try it again." Myra waited as her son processed what she had said.

      Myra gave a soft squeak when her son swept her into his arms. Before she could say a word, his lips descended onto hers. Soft and firm at the same time, they pressed to her. She could feel her large breasts mold to his chest as he held her.

      Myra was lost after only a few seconds, the depth of Tyler's kiss melted into her. As his tongue glided over her lips, her mouth opened, accepting him. She felt her toes begin to curl as he pulled her tighter. Suddenly, his lips were gone, and it was as if she felt an ache for them.

      "Is that better?" he asked softly

      "Much better" Myra gasped. Her eyes locked to his. She could feel her heart beating faster as he continued to hold her.

      "Careful there Mister" Myra said softly. "You could make a girl wet with a kiss like that." She half smiled.

      "Let's find out" Tyler murmured. Before his mother could object, his lips closed with hers again. He could taste her skin against his lips, as his tongue began to explore her hot mouth.

      "Mmmmmmm" Myra mewled as her body began to give way again. God help me, she thought.

      Tyler let one hand slide down his mothers' back, until he cupped one firm cheek of her ass in his palm. Pulling her tighter, he let his hardness press into the softness of her belly, showing her what effect she had on him.

      
        Even after the buzz of the time behind her, Myra left herself molded in her sons' arms. God forbid she wanted this, she realized. She could feel Tyler's thick cock pressing into her belly, a gush of moisture filling her panties, knowing it was she who had excited him to this level.

      Finally, pulling her lips back, she stared up into her sons' face with lust lidded eyes. He could take her right now and she wouldn't fight, she dimly realized. Tyler also knew he had her, but now was not the right time. It had to be perfect, he thought, she had to want it as badly as he did.

      Pulling away, the young man stared at his mother, his eyes drifting over her entire body.

      "You once asked me why I didn't date, you thought it was because I was so shy" Tyler told his mother. "That is partly true, but there is also another reason." He added softly.

      Myra stared into her son's face silently, letting him continue on his own. He was finally opening up to her; this was what she had waited for.

      "I don't date girls, because I don't want girls" Tyler told his mother.

      "Who do you want?" Myra could barely form the words.

      "My mother" Tyler leaned in and whispered in her ear. "The hottest woman I know. I want you mom" His voice hot on her skin.

      "Tyler...I don't..." Myra gasped back.

      "Its OK mom" Tyler smiled. "You know what I want now. The question is...what do you want mom?" He asked.

      "Tomorrow will be lab day" Tyler straightened up, his tone and demeanor changing. The strength of his directive sent a shudder through Myra.

      "Oh God Tyler" Myra moaned.

      
        "It is totally up to you mother" Tyler said as he stepped to the doorway. "I know what woman I want. Are you woman enough for me?"

      A flash of indignation swept through Myra, that he would question her womanhood. Then, with a start, she realized what her sin had just done. If she wasn't totally motivated by sexual hunger, he had just added anger to the mix, playing both ends. God where did he learn that, she thought.

      The next night, Myra took a deep breath, and then opened the classroom door. She knew, once she walked into that room, both their lives would never be the same. Al night she had been awake, trying to decide what she really wanted. Just as she had been drifting to sleep, the vision of Tyler's thick throbbing cock slid into her mind. His voice was saying...no commanding...her to suck him. She had trembled violently in her bed, realizing she would follow anything Tyler told her to do.

      Myra was a bit surprised to find Tyler still dressed when she stepped into the room. She had thought he would be nude and prepared for their lab time. She didn't know if she was relieved or disappointed at the sight of him leaning against the edge of the front desk.

      As she closed the door silently, Myra wondered why he had not said anything to her yet. Them, glancing at the clock she saw it was still two minutes before seven. Dear God, she thought, he was going to stick to her rules, something she couldn't fight.

      Tyler watched his mother, noting the subtle changes. The tighter tank top she wore molding to the curve of her large breasts. The short denim skirt that highlighted her long toned legs hugged tightly to her hips. He could tell by the hard pebbles pressing against her top that her breasts were free and unfettered in the top. He was willing to bet she wasn't wearing panties either.

      "Come here" Tyler told his mother as the clock showed seven. He unfolded his crossed arms as his mother approached to stand in front of him.

      "Are you wearing a bra?" he asked.

      "No" Myra could barely whisper as she stared into her sons face.

      "No...what mother?" Tyler spoke firmly.

      "No..." Myra hesitated. "No sir" she replied. A shudder rippled down her spine.

      
        
      

      "Very good mother, you are learning." Tyler smiled. "Are you wearing panties?" he asked.

      "No sir" Myra instantly replied.

      "How wet are you" Tyler's eyes stared into hers. "How wet are you for your son?" he asked her.

      "Oh God" Myra moaned. "I am soaked" she whispered. She could even feel her juices as they began to drip down her inner thighs. His voice, his air of command was driving her insane.

      "Kneel, right where you are mother." Tyler said.

      Myra slowly slid to her knees with her eyes now level with his groin. She watched mutely as Tyler undid the snap on his jeans and slowly lowered the cloth. She couldn't suppress the groan as his hard cock came into view. He wasn't the largest she had ever seen, but it looked so perfect to her right then.

      "You want it don't you mother" Tyler half growled down at her. He couldn't believe this was finally happening, his own mother on her knees to him.

      "Oh my God...Tyler" Myra moaned. Her hand reached for him.

      "No...no" Tyler pulled back from her hand, chiding her like a child. "Say it mother" he told her.

      "Please" Myra half begged, reaching further for him. "Don't...don't make me..." she said.

      "Say it mother" Tyler told her, his voice strong. "You wanted me to be a man, well I am now. Tell this 'man' what you want." He told his mother.

      "I want your cock." Myra groaned. "God help me...I want my sons' cock." She trembled as her hand wrapped around this thick pole. The contact of skin to skin sent a bolt through her body.

      Even as her hand slowly glided up and down his length, Tyler shifted closer to his mother, stopping when the tip of his engorged cock was only inches from her face.

      
        
      

      "Suck my hard cock" Tyler grunted. His hips came forward, and before Myra could reply she felt his fat prick slide between her lips.

      "Mmmppffff" Myra grunted. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her body shook violently. The taste of his cock rolling across her tongue as it slid deeper, the smell of his filling her nostrils.

      Tyler swore he heard his mothers' hot fluids drip to the floor between her splayed thighs. Fuck was she hot for this.

      "Fuck yeah" Tyler moaned. He watched as his cock slid between his mothers' lips. "Suck me mom" he grunted. "Suck your son's hot cum right out of his fucking balls." He told her.

      "Unnghhh" Myra moaned into a mouthful of hard cock meat. Her head began bobbing up and down as her hand cupped Tyler's full balls, his words sending a hot flame through her belly.

      Myra gagged softly as he drove his cock deeper yet. She could feel his fingers wrap into her hair as he began to truly fuck her hungry mouth. Tyler was taking command of the entire situation, and Myra loved every moment of it. To be used, taken like a woman; to have her body being used for his pleasure.

      Wet slurping filled the room, along with the sounds of his mother sucking harder. Tyler looked down at the obscene sight of his mother kneeling before him, as he watched his cock piston in and out. A line of her own spit was dripping down her chin as she tried to take more of his dick into her mouth.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit mom" Tyler grunted as he felt his balls start to tighten.

      Myra gently massaged his full balls; she could feel his cock throb and start to swell in her mouth. This was the line she knew they were about to cross. Her son was about to feed her his hot cum. She screamed how wrong it was in her mind, while her mouth devoured him even faster.

      "Mommmmmmmmmmm" Tyler roared, as his hips jerked. He felt his cum speed down his shaft to erupt into her waiting mouth.

      
        Myra gagged and choked as thick rope after rope pumped into her sucking mouth. She tried desperately to swallow every drop, the taste of him overwhelming her. She felt her own juices gush and run down her thighs as hot cream oozed down her throat.

      Tyler pulled his hips back, and watched as a last thick rope jetted out to spray across his mothers' face, coating her in his cum. All the while his mother knelt and seemed to revel in being used like a common slut by him.

      Myra, still gasping for breath, felt her son reach down and pull her to her feet. She no longer had the strength to resist as he bent her over the edge of the desk. Wantonly, she thrust her ass back at his groping hands.

      Tyler rolled the tight denim skirt over his mothers' hips, watching that hot ass come into view. His hands gripped each hip as he stepped behind her. The head of his dripping cock was aimed straight at her gaping hole as he lined up.

      Myra knew what was about to happen, and the final barrier snapped inside her.

      "Take it Tyler" she gasped. "Take your mothers' cunt. It's yours baby." She almost screamed.

      "Aaargghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Myra did scream, as she felt him drive the entire length into her in one stroke. Her walls began stretching to fit him. It had been two years since she had even had sex, and forever since a man had owned her like this.

      "Hottest fucking twat" Tyler groaned as he sank into his mother. "My mother the slut." He gasped as his balls slapped against her upturned ass.

      The fact her son had just called her his slut should have enraged her, instead it only fanned the flames for the obsessed mother. She drove her ass hard back against him as her head banged on the desk.

      "Your cunt...your slut" Myra gasped. "Use your mommy slut baby" she moaned

      Tyler reached down and gripped the bottom of her tank top, jerking it up to her neck as her aching tits spilled free. Gripping each one in a hand, he mauled the flesh while his hips began to pound into his mother.

      
        
      

      "So fucking tight," Tyler grunted. His began hips picking up speed as he began to hammer with all his strength into her.

      "Your cunt...always yours" Myra babbled. "Don't ever stop fucking meeeee" she wailed.

      "I am going to fuck you where I want, when I want" Tyler leaned over his mothers' sweating body. "I OWN you mother" his hot voice filled her ear.

      "Yours...yours" Myra continued to rave. "Your cunt...your tits...your cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" she screamed as her body convulsed.

      Tyler could barely hold onto his mother as her body shuddered and shook under him. He felt her already tight walls slam down onto his cock like a hot vise, and then began to ripple along his shaft. While animal sounds came from her upper lips, he heard a wet splattering as her cunt juices erupted from between her pussy lips. His mother began squirting as she convulsed on his cock.

      Myra had never cum as hard as she was right now. She could feel her cream spraying out as she shook violently, unable to hold back the roaring waves.

      "Making me cum" she gasped. "You're making mommy CUMMMMMMMMMMMM. " She screamed as her head banged against the wood of the desk.

      Myra felt herself squirting for the first time in her life, even as her clenched fists drummed against the wood of the desk. Every single thrust sent a new wave of pleasure cascading through her belly. To think, the best sex of her forty-six years and it was her son giving it to her.

      As her body began to finally drift down from heaven, she felt an entirely new sensation. Tyler was spreading the cheeks of her ass wider, opening her small puckered hole to his sight. What was he doing? She tried to think. Then her entire body erupted again as her son drove a thick finger knuckle deep into her tight ass.

      "FUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Myra screamed at the invasion. A Searing burn mixing with unknown pleasure as her second hole was stretched full. All the while his steel hard cock continued to pound into her cunt from behind.

      
        "Ty...Ty...Tylerrrrrrrr" Myra babbled as her eyes rolled back, her mind starting to blank from the intense pleasure.

      "That's it mother" Tyler's voice filled the room. "Cum for your son" He told her.

      "Can't stop...oh my fucking Goddddddddd" Myra gurgled. She could feel her entire body shaking as Tyler pinned her to the desk under him. Her tits mashed against the wood as her hand gripped the edge of the desk. Juices ran out of her ravaged cunt like a river as her son took her body for his own pleasure.

      "Want...Oh God...I want..." Myra tried to moan out.

      "What do you want mom? Tell me." Tyler's almost hypnotic voice urged her on.

      "Say it mother" Tyler hissed. He pulled back until only the engorged head of his throbbing cock rested between her soaked lips. Then, with a lunge, rammed every inch he could into her.

      After everything his mother had taught him, Tyler knew he had her. He also knew he had to take that final strike; that she had to admit she wanted her son as badly as he wanted her.

      "Arrgghhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Myra wailed as she felt her son bury himself balls deep in her aching cunt.

      Dear God, she thought, she had never been fucked like this before. Even her husband had never dominated her so totally. As her will to resist crumbled, she realized she loved every inch of the man behind her, the man her son had now become.

      "Your seed" Myra gasped. "Please...cum for me" she grunted against the desk.

      "Where, tell me where you want it mother" Tyler demanded, unrelenting.

      "In me...on me..." Myra caved completely. "I don't care" she told her son "Just cum for your momma baby" she cried.

      
        Myra's head snapped back when she felt both the thick cock buried in her cunt pulled out, and the finger slide free of her clenching ass.

      "Nooooooooooooo" Myra screamed. "So close...oh God." She begged.

      She felt the power of his arms as Tyler literally flipped her onto her back on the desk. His body moved between her splayed legs, as one arm wrapped around behind her neck and shoulders.

      Tyler pulled his mother up almost sitting, bending her head down until she looked between their bodies. Myra stared at the swollen cock between them, watching as the thick mushroom head neared her dripping cunt.

      "Yes...yes...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Myra screamed as Tyler drove himself into her with one single stroke. His balls slapping against her stretched lips as he seated totally inside her.

      "Fuck my mother" Tyler grunted. "Cum in my slut mother...my slut." He gasped.

      Myra stared between their joined bodies, watching his cock drive in and out, over and over. Her cunt cream glistening on his shaft mixed with their sweat. She felt that wave building again inside her belly, and knew she couldn't stop her orgasm if she wanted to.

      "Oh Jesus Tyler" Myra moaned. "You're going to make me cum again." Her body began to tremble as her large breasts banged against her sons chest with every thrust.

      Tyler pulled back on her hair, bringing her eyes to his. He stared into his mothers' face.

      "Are you on the pill?" he hissed at her.

      "No" Myra gasped, her eyes widening.

      "Good" Tyler grunted as he drove into his mother. This time holding still, his cock buried inside her. "I'm going to cum in you mom" he whispered.

      
        Myra could feel her sons' hard cock swelling inside her, stretching her walls even further. What would have been resistance was now total acceptance. Her legs coming up to wrap around his waist, heels digging into his ass as she pulled him as deep as she could.

      "Do it baby" she groaned. "Cum in your mother, make me yours." She told him.

      "Moommmmmmmmmmmmmm" Tyler roared at her words. His body shuddered, and the first hot blast of his cum rocketed out to wash her walls.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" Tyler grunted as he emptied his full balls into his mother. He swore if he came any harder his balls would shoot straight into her.

      "Babbbyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Myra wailed as she felt the hot, thick cream pump into her. Her head feel back as sightless eyes stared at the ceiling. She could feel her juices squirting out again as they splashed on his taut abdomen.

      Tyler reached out and filled his hands with his mother's large breasts, kneading the soft flesh as his cock jerked a second time inside her. His not cum flooding her tunnel as he emptied himself into her.

      As her body began to slowly slide down from the strongest orgasm she had ever experienced in forty-six years, Myra could feel herself tremble and twitch with the afterglows. Her belly felt hot and full as Tyler began to soften inside her. As far as she was concerned, he could fill every hole she had and she would never say no again.

      As Tyler slid his cock from his mothers' drenched pussy, he looked down at her splayed across the desk. Her breasts heaved as she tried to catch her breath. A thick glob of his white cum oozed from her lips and dribbled down the crack of her ass.

      To Myra, the obscene sound of her sucking pussy as he withdrew filled her ears. She could feel his seed slipping out of her through her gaping cunt. She knew she was a sight, covered in sweat and cum, lying across the desk like a common whore.

      "You're mine now mother" Tyler's voiced said calmly above her. "You belong to me, MY woman, do you understand?" he said.

      "Yes...sir" Myra could only moan back.

      
        
      

      "Just remember, you made me mother." Tyler told her.

      Myra trembled at the thought of what she had unleashed. From a shy young boy had come this man, who now owned every hole on her body.

      "I'll move my things into our bedroom now" Tyler told his mother.

      "Yes sir" Myra gasped. He was taking over, becoming the man of the house.

      "Tonight, I am going to mount you like a bitch in heat" his hot voice breathed against her cheek. "Then, when I fill your ass with my thick cum; whose name are you going to scream?" he demanded of her.

      "Yours" Myra breathed back. Her body shook violently. "Tyler...my son...my man" she said softly. Myra's' belly clenched at the thought of what he had planned for her.

    
  
    
      College Road Trip

      It wasn't that I was not excited to be going to college, I was. But it was the getting there that excited me in ways it really shouldn't have. I had worked my ass off through high school, had a 4.0 GPA; and had earned a full ride scholarship at Berkley in California. I would be the first person in our family going to college, something my entire family was proud of.

      The part that excited me was getting to college, the road trip there. We live in Kansas, and my folks aren't wealthy, just your average rural farmers. College starts in the fall and that's harvest for my father, so that meant the road trip from Kansas to California was me and my mother.

      Three days in a car with over-nights in hotels and probably an over-night in California before she headed back. The idea of three or four days alone with my mother, it made me wet my panties. That's right, not my pants; my panties.

      Growing up in conservative Kansas my evolving sexual preferences had been something I had learned very quickly to hide. While the people of this rural area are good people, they are not very tolerant of 'different folk'. I had tried dating boys, I even had sex a couple of times; but honestly it just wasn't for me. The first time I had a relationship with a woman she was five years my senior and was my family doctors nurse.

      God the first time we made love I thought I was going into orbit. I had never experienced anything like it; and the further things went the better it got. By the time people had decided they had had enough of her 'deviance' and ran her out of town; I knew I was gay. I hid it, because I knew if I didn't I would be the next one out on a rail.

      I watched my lesbian porn in private and fingered myself to fantasy orgasms. The thing was, as time went by, one focus kept coming back over and over. My mother Gwen; and it wasn't like I invited it, it just popped into my head in the middle of an orgasm, and never left.

      When mom offered to take me to Berkley, I thought I would melt and cum at the same time. How was I going to sleep in the same room with that creature? It was driving me insane, and yet at the same time sent shivers of lust through me. The really sad part was my mother had no idea of the thoughts I harbored.

      We headed out on Friday at first light. Dad had gone over the route and figured we would make our destination on Sunday, with check in for the dorms on Monday. I hated the idea of mom driving back alone, but dad didn't seem in the least worried. He gave her his usual kiss on the cheek and we hit the road.

      We had loaded all my stuff into the bed of the pickup, and our suitcases, snacks and things into the backseat. Yeah my mom drives a pickup, we ARE farmers, and it worked perfect for hauling my stuff. They also have a lot of room so we were pretty comfy.

      Mom and I chatted about school; and my being on my own for the first couple of hours, but after awhile I hate to admit it, the boredom of the Kansas scenery, or lack of; got to me and I fell asleep. By the time I woke it was pushing noon and it had gotten warmer.

      Kansas is a weird state. It gets pretty damned hot during the day, but chills down at night; so when we left it had been heavier shirts and jeans, and mom had even worn a light jacket. When I awoke mom was pulling into a rest area, but parking off to the side away from other cars.

      "I need to change" she said as she shut off the truck. "It's getting to hot for this outfit." She smiled.

      I glanced over, and probably shouldn't have. She had the top buttons of her shirt undone and had removed her jacket. The fine sheen of a sweat glistened on her skin at the opening of her blouse and I could see her shirt just starting to cling to her. The insane thought of licking that sweat from her soft skin rocketed through me and I shivered.

      "You had better change too before you get a heat chill" mom said, noticing my shiver.

      I thought she was going to go inside the rest stop to the bathroom and change, but mom just crawled between the front seats to the back and started pulling a light shirt and shorts from her suitcase. I started to say something, but the words stuck in my throat as I watched in the side mirror as that blouse slid off.

      My mother Gwen was a typical farm wife. She had spent years working on the farm, which meant she was lean and toned and tanned. I watched that taut belly and bare tanned shoulders come into view; her breasts swelling over the cups of her bra. Rather than slip on the light shirt I could only mutely stare into the mirror as her jeans slid over her hips.

      I felt an intense heat between my thighs as that firm ass slid into view. It's criminal, I thought; that a woman of forty could have an ass like that. Her cheeks were sleek and firm and tanned all the way to her...wait, I started. Her entire ass was tanned, that meant she...Holy shit; she was wearing a THONG. My mother was bent over, in the back of our truck, wearing a thong over a smoothly tanned ass; I barely contained the groan that rumbled in my throat at the vision.

      All too soon it was gone as she slipped on a pair of shorts and a light shirt. The image would be forever burned in my mind as she climbed back into the driver's seat.

      "Your turn" she said quietly.

      "What, in here?" I asked.

      "Of course, I just did it" she seemed so matter of fact.

      I shrugged and climbed in back. I pulled my shirt off and rummaged in a suitcase, pulling out a halter top. I started to pull it on when I glanced up and saw mom's eyes watching me in the rear view mirror.

      "Nice" she said softly.

      
        Instantly my nipples hardened and I felt dampness in my panties. I set the halter down, and like her, slid my jeans off. I knew she was watching; part of me wanted to hide, and part of me wanted to show off everything, screaming for her to take me. By the time I was done and back in my seat, mom seemed detached again.

      "Ready?" she asked.

      I could only nod; I didn't trust my voice to work after that. I wasn't quite sure what had happened, but it seemed almost as if she had been testing me. We spent the rest of the morning driving; giving both my body and brain a chance to settle down. By the time we pulled over for lunch, I could almost have sworn the whole thing was a dream.

      We sat in a small café gas station having lunch; after fueling up. I quietly ate my food, thinking of California; and yes the woman who sat across from me. Her blonde hair hung in curls around her face; and those green eyes stared at me from time to time. We had finished and settled into the truck for our second leg, when mom totally caught me off guard.

      "Look Carol" she said as she started the truck. "Let's make a deal" she said. "For this trip it's us, woman to woman, mother to daughter. No men, no rules...just us" she stared at me. "I would like to know my daughter before she leaves my house." She added.

      "Mom, I've lived there all my life, you do know me" I told her.

      "No" she looked at me. "I don't think my little Carol is what she appears to be...at times" she gave a soft smile.

      For the rest of that afternoon we drove and played like a twenty questions. Favorite foods, favorite music, things both of us pretty much knew. We were about an hour or so from our first stop of the night at Albuquerque when the conversation shifted; and it was mom who shifted it.

      "So any broken hearts left behind?" mom smiled.

      "No" I sighed. "No boyfriends left in the dust" I joked.

      "I didn't say just boys" mom said.

      
        I glanced over at her but she was watching the road. I let my eyes travel over her form, those full breasts, and her flared hips; separated by an expanse of tanned tummy. None left behind, I thought, only one going with me.

      "No...no broken hearts" I replied softly.

      Mom glanced over at me and then back to the road; as if to say she didn't believe me, but she never said a word. At that point we were saved when her GPS beeped that our motel was at the next exit. Mom turned off onto the ramp and slowed to follow the GPS directions.

      "It's not a fancy motel" she said "But it will do." She told me.

      "I didn't want you to spend too much" I said, knowing that money could be tight at times.

      "We'll be sharing a room, is that a problem?" she asked without looking at me.

      "No, it's not a problem" I replied quickly. Just the idea of being in the same room with her sleeping sent a chill through me.

      We pulled into the parking lot of a Motor Inn. I waited while mom checked us in, and then she moved the car to our room door. When we walked inside I didn't know whether I was sad or relieved to see two queen beds. I had wondered if the same room meant the same bed, apparently not.

      We stored our suitcases and headed out to get dinner. After we ordered mom called dad and let him know we were safe and the trip was uneventful. Her eyes never left me as she spoke.

      "No dear, she's doing just fine" mom smiled. "A little nervous maybe. But I am sure she'll make friends quickly." Mom paused.

      "Yes dear I'll warn her about boys." Mom made a sour face. "I love you too, night dear."

      "Not as if warning you about boys is a problem" mom said quietly after she hit the disconnect

      
        I just stared at her in shock as she put the phone away in her purse. When she looked up at me, she had a serious expression, oh God here we go, I thought.

      "So why don't you tell me about Lucy" Mom said

      "Lucy...was a friend...just a..." I stuttered.

      "Carol" Mom stopped me in mid sentence. "I'm not your father, I'm not your Preacher or Teacher; I'm your mother. We tend to notice things others don't" she said.

      I just sat mute, I mean what could I say?

      "You were a bit more than...friends" Mom stopped when the waitress arrived with our food.

      As the plates were laid out, it gave me a moment to clear my head and sort my thoughts. Mom wasn't judging; that much was obvious. I got the impression she just wanted to know the truth. I took a deep breath.

      "She was my lover" I said softly after the waitress left.

      "Lucy?" Mom looked up at me.

      I nodded.

      "A woman?" she asked.

      I nodded.

      "Do you know what you're saying?" Mom asked as she calmly undid the napkin around her silverware.

      "Yes" I said in a quivering voice.

      
        I reached for my own silverware; the whole scene was surreal. It was so calm as if we were discussing the weather, not my being lesbian.

      "You know what your father would say?" Mom asked.

      "He would probably disown me" I admitted.

      "After he tanned your ass and shot the woman" Mom scoffed. "And not a soul in that town would have said a damned word" Mom sighed.

      We both started to eat as mom appeared to be thinking. There was so much I wanted to say, that I wanted to ask; but she seemed to be leading the conversation, so I left well enough alone.

      "How long have you...felt this way?" she asked between bites.

      "Almost two years" I admitted.

      "And Lucy?" Mom looked at me.

      "About a year" I told her.

      "Thank God" Mom sighed. "So it wasn't Lucy, this is about you." She resumed eating.

      "If you mean did Lucy make me gay, then no" I told mom. "She just made me feel the..." I stopped.

      "Say it." Mom stopped eating and stared at me.

      "Mom..." I just stared back.

      "Say it Carol" she repeated softer.

      "Pleasure" I choked out the word.

      
        
      

      Mom nodded and took a bite of food.

      "So she made you happy, and feel good?" she asked me.

      "Yes" I couldn't deny either statement.

      "Then there isn't anything to be said about it." And that concluded our entire conversation.

      We finished eating and headed back to the hotel. Mom told me to use the shower first to get ready for bed. I agreed and slipped into the warm spray. I have to say, the urge to relieve myself was tremendous. The image of those breasts and that ass in the backseat of the truck loomed in my mind as I stood naked under the water. But something held me back, and I came out of the bathroom as horny as I had entered.

      "Your turn" I told mom.

      "I thought you slept nude?" Mom asked as she walked to the bathroom.

      "I usually do" I replied, looking down at the light night gown I was wearing. "I didn't think you..." I was cut off by her reply.

      "Then take it off" Mom said, standing at the bathroom door.

      I stood at the side of my bed and reached for my shoulder straps. Silently I let the garment slip off my shoulders and puddle on the floor at my feet. I could feel mom's eyes on me as I stood there in all my naked glory. Then, without a word, she slipped into the bathroom.

      I turned off the light on the wall between the beds and slipped into my sheets. I stretched, luxuriating in the feel of the cloth against my skin. My nipples hardened as I remembered that ass, and then those eyes as I revealed myself. I wanted to jam my fingers between my soaked thighs, but the water turning off stopped me.

      
        Instead I just lay there stunned as my mother exited the bathroom, and calmly walked to the side of her bed. She had left the bathroom light on and the door cracked enough to bathe her tanned body in a surreal soft glow.

      Her breasts shifted with her gait, full and soft; I guessed 36C or maybe D. There was a patch of brown hair between her supple thighs, trimmed and God it looked so soft. She turned back the covers while my eyes glued to the globes of that firm ass, I could feel my juices literally leak from between my thighs.

      "This was what you wanted to see...in the truck?" her soft voice asked through the half darkness.

      "Yes" was all I could choke out.

      "Why?" she asked.

      She slipped between her sheets and all I could see now was the form of her body hidden underneath, but it was now a burned memory that would forever be in my mind. I stared at the ceiling and thought about how to carefully answer, but I remembered her words when she started this trip. She wanted to know me, the real me.

      "Because you're beautiful" I whispered softly.

      A quiet silence fell over the small motel room, and I thought that was the end of the conversation, then her voice drifted to me.

      "You and Lucy were...lovers?" she asked hesitant. "How?" With one word she sent a shock wave through me.

      How? What did she mean? I decided to answer the only way I knew how.

      "When she kissed me, it drove me crazy" I said.

      "Tell me" mom's voice was soft but insistent.

      
        "It wasn't like a guy" was all I could say. "Not animal, not demanding. It was soft and passionate" I tried to explain.

      "And when she touched you?" Mom was pushing every button I had.

      "Her fingers..." I husked as one hand cupped my breast under the sheets. "They would tease my nipples until they ached" I half moaned.

      "And then what would she do?" God she was pulling out my deepest memories of Lucy.

      "Then...she would suck them" I grunted as my fingers slid through my moist lips under the sheet.

      "Did her mouth feel good?" God I was losing it.

      "Yes" I half moaned back. "So hot...so moist...and when she would..." I hesitated, even as my fingers toyed with my hard clit.

      "Keep...going" Mom's voice was low.

      "When she would...lick my pussy" I groaned as I slid two fingers into my soaked channel. "I could hear her...see her" I gasped. "She would use her fingers and mouth at the same time" I slowly pumped my fingers in and out.

      I was trying to be quiet about my movements, even as the memories of Lucy's mouth sent my body higher. I was worried mom would hear me, and then, through the brief silence, I heard it; a soft wet squelching. Was she masturbating? To me telling her about Lucy?

      "Don't stop" her voice encouraged me; she had to be, this was driving her as insane as it was me.

      No longer caring if she heard me, I widened my legs and with a wet squelch of my own, shoved my fingers deep into my dripping pussy. I just let the memory take over as the words poured out of me.

      'She could find my G spot in a heartbeat" I grunted. "Sucking my clit rock hard, drinking my juices." I moaned.

      
        
      

      I could hear the pace of her squelching pick up. This was the nastiest and hottest thing I had ever done; and I could feel the knot building in my gut.

      "I loved her taste, to slide my tongue inside her; to smell her musk" I panted. "Oh fuck" I moaned as my belly knotted.

      "Is that what you thought of...in the truck?" Mom's squelching hand never slowed.

      "Yesssssssssssssss" I hissed as my hips matched my hand.

      "I wanted...to taste you...make you...oh God...mom" I felt my belly light on fire.

      "Moommmmmmmmmm" I moaned as my orgasm slammed home.

      "Carol" mom gasped next to me, and I literally heard her body bounce on her bed.

      We were cumming...together. I thought of her juices, coating my tongue, all over my face; even as my own juices gushed out around my hand. It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

      As we both calmed down, our ragged breathing filling the small room; I wasn't even sure what to say next. Mom cured that with a soft good night, and then I heard her roll over. I just lay there, catching my breath, wondering what was happening.

      The next morning we dressed and hit the road again. Not a word was spoken when we drove, not all that morning, or at lunch. I knew better than to say anything; although in my heart I wanted us to talk about it. By the time we pulled into a rest area on I40, I had dropped my guard, figuring the whole thing was in the past. I was so very wrong.

      When I came out of the restroom, I saw mom standing by a pavilion looking out over the scenery.

      "Beautiful isn't it?" she asked as I walked up.

      "Very" was all I could say as I watched her.

      
        
      

      While she hadn't mentioned last night, I knew it had affected her, mainly the way she was now dressed. Gone was the jeans, and in their place tight denim shorts. Gone was the blouse; and instead she wore a white tight halter top, and her protruding nipples were mute evidence she was not wearing a bra.

      "The scenery...or me?" she turned and stared into my eyes.

      "Both" I admitted, locked to her green gaze.

      Without a word, she stepped to me and before I knew it soft lips closed on mine. God I melted right there, like butter in a hot sun. I tasted her lips, inhaled her perfume, felt her arms wrap around me; and through it all her tongue softly slipped into my mouth and dueled with mine. By the time we parted I was panting to catch my breath.

      Mom never said a word; she just turned and walked to the truck, me following on wobbly legs. What the hell was THAT? I wanted to ask her, to rage at her for her silence, but the next few hours slipped by in a confused haze.

      The plan had been a ten hour drive to Barstow, so by the time we reached our second destination, I was not only still confused, and I was tired. Mom pulled into the parking lot of the Days Inn and turned off the engine.

      "We need to check in" she said calmly as she got out of the car.

      When I remained seated, thinking that she would handle everything like last time, she surprised me when she looked over into the truck.

      "I said WE need to check in." she said in a firmer voice.

      I took the not so subtle hint and climbed out of the truck, following her into the office. She approached the older woman sitting at the check-in counter.

      "Good evening, do you have rooms please?" Mom asked.

      
        "Sure" the woman was so cheerful. "I've got a double occupancy single king bed, or a double occupancy two Queens. Which would you like?' The woman asked.

      Mom turned and stared at me silent. I just stared back confused. Mom didn't move, and didn't speak; she just waited. My eyes widened as I realized she was waiting for me to choose.

      "King bed...please" I could barely speak.

      "We'll take the king" mom said turning back to the clerk.

      The woman didn't blink an eye or ask a question. She just had mom sign the registration card, submit her credit card; and we were heading back to the car. Silently I followed her back through the lobby, up the elevator, and down the hall to our room. When I entered my entire focus was on the single bed that commanded the entire room.

      In the room I set aside my suitcase while mom leafed through the pamphlets on the small table. Opening her cell phone she dialed a number. I just stood there while she ordered a pizza to be delivered to the hotel, telling the driver she would meet him in the front lobby in forty-five minutes.

      She then redialed as she stared at me, waiting through rings until the phone was answered.

      "Hello dear...yes we made it to Barstow." She told dad. "It's been a long drive and we are both tired, so we are going to bed early. I wanted to let you know to not call" she stared into my eyes.

      "She's doing fine dear...yes I warned her" a small smile crept over her lips. "I don't think we need to worry about boys" she said calmly.

      We had started at eight that morning, arrived in Barstow a little after six; and by eight we were stretched out side by side on the bed watching television, our bellies full of warm pizza.

      "You should take your shower" Mom said quietly.

      I knew a hint when I heard one, so slid from the bed and started for my suitcase.

      "Skip the night gown" Mom's voice pulled me short.

      
        
      

      Once again I reveled in the warm spray, and the itch between my thighs was insane. I refused to touch myself; something inside me told me now was definitely not the time.

      Nude, I stepped out of the bathroom. I wanted to race to the bed but I forced myself to walk slowly, making sure she got to see every part of me. She did as her eyes followed my every movement, and roamed over every inch of me. By the time I reached the bed I swear my juices were going to drip down my thighs.

      "My turn" mom said as I slipped between the sheets.

      I lay there, one hand lightly pressing between my thighs, desperately fighting off the urge to finger myself. It was becoming so intense I was startled when the bathroom door opened. I caught a brief glimpse of mom in the light of the bathroom, like last night, she was totally nude. Then, the image was gone as she flipped off the light and plunged the small room into darkness. I felt the bed shift as she sat and then slid under the covers.

      We lay there, perfectly still. I wondered should I make a move, should I let her. All of this was so alien to me. Then, her soft voice broke the darkness.

      "What is it like?" she asked in a soft voice.

      "What is what like?" I asked.

      "Having a woman...touch you" she almost whimpered out the words.

      I couldn't help it, I just acted on instinct. Rolling over, my hand found her taut belly and slid up.

      "Ooohhhhh" Mom gave a small moan as I cupped her breast.

      "Oh God...so gentle...so soft" she groaned as my thumb found her hard nipple.

      I slid the sheets down in the darkness, until I felt the cool room air on my hand. I cupped her soft breast, barely wrapping my hand around the mound of flesh. I kneaded softly while thumbing her nipple into submission.

      
        
      

      "Oh God...I need...I need you to..." she groaned.

      I didn't need her to finish, I knew what she wanted. I leaned in, opening my mouth. I sucked in the turgid bud, for the first time tasting my mother's flesh.

      "Nnngggggg" mom moaned, even as her back arched, feeding me more of her succulent breast.

      I could taste the lilac of her body wash as I left kisses from one breast to the other. I wanted to devour her, to attack every inch of her; but I forced myself to move slowly. I remembered my first time with Lucy; my own fears and insecurities.

      As my mouth closed over another nipple, I felt delicate fingers rest at the back of my head, pressing my face into her flesh; she was mine I thought.

      "Oh God...Carol...how?" I heard mom whisper.

      Slowly, inch by inch I slid my hand down her belly, feeling the soft flesh buckle and flex as the heat inside her rose. I could feel her volcanic heat as my fingers slid between her supple thighs.

      "Oh God...what are you...so good...we can't..." Mom softly moaned.

      Then a soft plea slipped from her lips..."please" I heard her whisper in a hoarse voice. Without waiting, I sank one finger between her folds. Her ass rose from the bed to meet my invading hand, pure liquid heat surrounded my finger as tight walls clamped onto me.

      "Oh God...oh God yes...oh God..." Mom babbled as her hips rose and fell, meeting my thrusting finger.

      I added a second finger, expanding her tight walls and heard her grunt in pleasure. I was using my two middle fingers, the longest, trying to get deep. It also let the heel of my hand bump against her throbbing clit with every thrust in.

      This wasn't about me; this was showing her what it felt like; the pleasure of another woman who knew her body, who knew her needs. I slowly began to pick up the pace of my hand as two hands rested on the sides of my face. She pulled my mouth free of her breast, bringing my face up. Warm breath washed across my lips in the darkness.

      "I going to cum" she whispered, almost breathless. "Right there...don't stop...oh my God." She begged softly.

      I timed my hand, and when her hips lifted, I shoved in hard, grinding the heel of my hand against her clit. Her ass hung in the air over the bed for a moment, her body vibrating. She pulled my face lower, as our lips met.

      "Mmmmmmnngggggggggggggggg" a low moan vibrated across my lips. I felt a hot gush of fluids wash over my hand as she hit her peak.

      She collapsed onto the bed, shaking and shuddering as her orgasm rolled through her; moaning my name over and over. I can't even begin to describe the level of love and pleasure hearing that word brought to me.

      I brought her to two more orgasms before she collapsed onto the bed in a heap of sweat and cum; exhausted. As she lay on her side I curled up behind her, spooning my body in tight, holding her close to me. I could feel the tremors still rippling through her as I pulled her close.

      "Never...so good..." Mom whispered; as sleep slipped over her.

      "I love you" I whispered into the darkness.

      In the pre dawn light that filtered through the hotel room curtain, I rose and padded to the bathroom. Having sated mom and left myself, I was horny beyond belief; but more my bladder now screamed for relief. When I had finished my morning duty, I walked back into the room and froze in my tracks. I couldn't imagine anything more beautiful than what I saw.

      My climbing out of bed had slipped the sheets down to her waist. Mom was stretched out on her back; her auburn hair cascading in waves on her pillow around her face. Her full breasts rose and fell with her even breathing, my eyes tracing the curve ending with the pink buds of her nipples. Without hesitation I reached down and slipped the sheets lower, watching that trimmed thatch of brown hair come into view.

      
        By the time the sheets cleared her feet I was on the bed, on my knees between her ankles. Leaning down I softly kissed my way up those full thighs. With my face this close to the sheets, I could smell the remnants of her sex that had soaked into the bed last night, and the heady aroma drove my lips higher.

      "Mmmmm" I heard her softly moan as I kissed along her inner thighs.

      "Carol...what are youuuuooohhhhhhhhhhhhhh" her words turning to a drawn out groan as I slid my tongue along those fur covered lips.

      I extended my tongue and slowly slid it between her warm moist folds, looking up to see her staring down at me wide eyes. Her creamy juices coated my tongue as it slid deeper.

      "Oh God...Carol...you can't...I've never...you shouldn't...not even your father..." Mom babbled as for the first time I fucked her with my mouth.

      It was like a dream come true as I slid my tongue in and out, bathing it in the tart flavor of her pussy cream. The taste invaded my senses, driving me on, when I felt her hips buck under me: I pulled my mouth free and used the tip of my tongue to flick over her hard bud.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God...what are you doing?" Mom groaned. "You're going to make me cum" she gasped as her body bucked even harder.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" I hummed, sending a shock wave through her pelvis.

      "You want me...you want me...ohhhh myyyyy GAAWDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Mom's voice rose to a scream as her head dropped back onto her pillow.

      I don't know if anyone in the neighboring hotel rooms heard her, but at that point I didn't really care as hot juices splattered over my face and flooded my mouth. Mom bucked and heaved on the bed as her orgasm tore through her.

      As she collapsed onto the sheets I pulled my face free and looked at her. Her eyes were glazed and her mouth hung open as rippled made her soft belly flex.

      "Now that is a breakfast" I smiled.

      
        
      

      "You're a witch" Mom gasped as she trembled.

      We got a later than expected start because mom insisted on showering first. Personally I wouldn't have cared if she had or not. The idea of those juices plastered to her thighs made me shiver with renewed lust.

      This time the drive was much quieter; mom didn't ask questions much and the events in the hotel were never brought up. I could tell she was thinking, and I tried to give her the space to sort things out. The drive from Barstow to Berkley is about six hours; and we hit the city limits about four in the evening.

      "I had planned to take you to your dorm today" mom said suddenly. "But it's a bit late." She added as if trying to explain herself.

      "Would you mind a hotel until tomorrow?" she asked softly.

      "I would love it" I reached out and curled my fingers with hers. She glanced down at our hands and then back up at me.

      "With...one bed?" she said in a quiet voice.

      "I wouldn't have it any other way" I smiled and squeezed her hand.

      Mom pulled into a gas station and played with the GPS until a new map appeared. Pulling out she followed the directions until we pulled into the parking lot of a small motor inn. The rooms were more private with their own entrances, it wasn't high priced. I think it wasn't as much the price as it was the privacy, but I didn't say anything.

      As we parked and pulled out suitcases from the truck, I thought about how tonight was our last night together. Tomorrow I would be in the dorms and mom would be heading home. I watched her walking in front of me and wondered what she was thinking. As soon as the door to the room closed, I found out.

      "Yesterday was...wonderful" mom whispered a she came up behind me standing beside the bed. "Today it's your turn." Her hot voice filled my ear.

      
        
      

      "Oh God" I gasped as two hands reached around and gripped my breasts through my t-shirt.

      Just like she had yesterday, I should have fought this feeling off, I knew how wrong this was; but there was no fight in me as my body surrendered to her. I gave a soft gurgle of pleasure as one hand slid down my taut belly and propped the button on my shorts.

      "Mom...you don't have to...ohh!" I squeaked as she turned me backwards to the bed and pushed me back sitting on the edge.

      "Yes I do" mom husked as she knelt between my thighs. "I need...to know" she reached for my shorts.

      I tend to keep myself shaved; I find the sensations of a hot mouth on slick lips to be more pleasurable. I could tell from her soft rumble she approved as she slid my shorts over my hips. Her hand pressed against my inner thighs, opening me to her.

      "Oh God...oh God..." I moaned as soft kisses led up my thighs.

      I eased back, stretching out on the bed, lifting my feet to dig my heels into the edge of the bed as hot lips closed over my moist sex. It was like all my desires came home as she licked and sucked; as she nibbled and tasted. My body rocked and bounced, my gut flexed and my thighs quivered. Through my climb upward I could only mutter one word.

      "Mom...mom...moommm" I moaned. "There...right there" I groaned as her tongue found my clit.

      Like Lucy, she knew every button and every trigger; and I lost control over my body in mere moments. Unlike Lucy, this was not just pleasure; this was raw pleasure mixed with pure love as I stared wide eyed at a massive orgasm barreling down on me. I wanted to tell her how perfect it was, to tell her all the things a lover would. I opened my mouth...and screamed.

      "Awwww FUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" my voice wailed across the small motel room as hot juices bathed her face.

      
        She sucked my clit, I squirted; she lashed my walls I squirted. I felt my body convulsing and couldn't stop it as waves rolled through me. God it had never been this good, not even with Lucy. I didn't know how she did it, but it was unbelievable, and then she did more.

      Her face pulled back and her husky voice filled the room.

      "You like that...you like your mother licking your pussy?" she rasped up at me.

      "Yes, oh God yes; I love you" I moaned.

      "Then let's try...this" she said.

      Just as her words pierced my numbed mind; I felt two fingers drive deep up inside me with a wet slurp. I felt them curl...and curl...curling inside me; and then a bolt of white heat slammed into me as the tip scraped across that sensitive spot along the top of my vagina.

      "Oh my fucking God...mom...how..." I gurgled as a second massive orgasm rolled over me.

      Mom had found in moments what had taken Lucy months to discover. My G spot sent a bolt of fire through my belly as hot cream flooded the bed. I could hear mom slurping and swallowing as I filled her mouth. Somehow I went from being stretched out at the edge of the bed to being on my back the full length of the bed.

      Mom threw one full thigh over my head and my vision filled with that fur covered mound. I reached up and dug my nails into her ass and jerked her hips down, mashing that soaked pussy into my face.

      "Oh God, eat me Carol...eat your perverted mothers pussy" Mom groaned as I jammed my tongue into her.

      For two solid hours we devoured each other, I had never had sex so intense, so long ever. Pussies and tongues, lips and fingers, we were both insatiable. At one point mom jammed a slender finger up my tight ass while I literally chewed on her clit; the two of us erupting like fire hydrants.

      By the time we collapsed onto the bed we were both gasping for breath; and the bed was soaked in our sweat and juices. I spooned behind this marvelous woman, and felt like crying. I had just found her and she was leaving tomorrow. This drive had brought us closer both physically and emotionally, and I didn't want to lose it.

      But the next day mom helped me unpack and settle into the dorm. As she prepared to head home she gave me a soft kiss.

      "See you at Thanksgiving sexy" mom whispered.

      A month and a half I would have to wait until my chance to go home. I knew it was going to be an interesting holiday feast.

    
  
    
      Control Freak

      To say I am a control freak is an understatement. Everyone says it, and I know it too; but I've always rationalized it out of my childhood. My name is Debra Salk and I'm about to turn forty-five. My youth was never without love or adventure; what I didn't have was the nicer cars or the nicer clothes I saw a lot of kids in the seventies have. My parents were a product of their time, growing up in the sixties material things didn't mean a lot to them; it did to me.

      By the time I got out of high school, their laid back and carefree world just wasn't for me. I headed to college and never really looked back. Once on my own, I finally had control; and I swore to myself I was never going to lose it again.

      I controlled my education, I controlled where I lived and worked. I chose my husband carefully; not just because he was actually a nice man; but because he also had the potential for success I craved.

      I planned our wedding down to the last detail; and after it was me that chose our house, and even the cars we drove. I also controlled our sex lives, to be honest. Not that I didn't recognize sex as something married people did; but unlike my parents I didn't put that high of a priority on it, and neither did Dale.

      That worked fine for me; I used birth control, and I even had Dale wear condoms as insurance. When the timing was right, we had our two children, spaced perfectly two years apart; and then Dale was snipped. Everything was going according to plan.

      
        Over the next twenty-two years everything went according to plan...my plan. I started a successful home interior design business; Dale climbed the ladder at his company; and by now I had sold off my business and dabbled in consulting while Dale sat in his Senior Vice President office. Things were perfect.

      This last summer, with things finally somewhat settled down from the pandemic; I was working with our daughter Monica to plan her wedding. Honestly her first two choices of boyfriends had been totally unacceptable; and after a bit of 'working' I was pleased when she connected with an up and coming young man in Dale's company.

      At this point I should say that everyone has their Achille's Heel; that one chink in their armor of perfection that just never seems to want to iron out. Mine wandered into the kitchen yawning on Friday morning.

      "Morning mom" he mumbled.

      "Morning Dear" I sighed.

      I watched my nineteen year old son Jonas amble by and start digging through the breakfast cupboard; and yes every cupboard in my kitchen was for a purpose; and labeled as such. I hate it when I found syrup with the cereal, or pop tarts with the canned beans.

      I just watched him for a moment and shook my head. Jonas Salk; his name couldn't have fit better. He was bright and quick; an honor roll student with a free ride scholarship to Cornell in biochemistry. He had a star studded future staring him in the face; and he didn't give a damn.

      "Could you at least wear pants" I said as I glanced at his muscular legs.

      "They're shorts" Jonas replied.

      "Athletes wear shorts not people on the street" I told him.

      "People wear them all the time" he told me as he turned holding a box of cereal, he could tell by my scowl I wasn't happy.

      "Fine I'll change" he sighed.

      
        
      

      "Thank you" I said as he turned to walk from the kitchen, carrying the box of cereal. "Wouldn't you like a bowl?" I asked.

      "Nah" he just shrugged.

      An hour later I walked down the stairs towards Jonas room. I did have some work on the computer to do; but Dale had his lodge meeting tonight and he needed to be dressed so I had decided to throw a load into the washer before I started.

      I had encouraged Dale to join the local lodge, after all a number of well connected businessmen also belonged. That kind of social contact was critical for his growth. I was preoccupied with what shirt to match to his grey slacks and wasn't even thinking when I breezed through Jonas half open bedroom door.

      "Honey, I need your...oh my God" I froze.

      It was literally a mothers' nightmare; and it was happening to me. Jonas was stretched out on his bed totally nude; he was holding his Ipad with one hand, watching God knows what; and the other was wrapped around.... I just stared.

      It was swollen and thick, the head a dark purple; and God it was HUGE. I could see the veins running along the shaft, and it throbbed every time his fist hit bottom. How did I know it throbbed; because he never stopped his stroking, not even when he turned and looked at me. Wet slapping filled the room, followed by his soft grunts.

      "Jonas" I gave out in a strangled voice.

      "Mom" he just grunted back and stared at me.

      "Oh God Jonas, you need to stop" I gasped.

      "Can't...to close" he panted.

      
        Close to what, what was he talking about? Then, so help me, that thing swelled even more in his grip. How any woman fit that thing...I shook my head trying to clear that thought.

      "Awww fuckk yeaahhhhh" I heard him moan.

      He dropped the Ipad and grabbed a dirty sock he had lying beside him; wrapping it around that distended head. I just stood there frozen as I watched his testicles spasm once, twice and then a third time.

      "Jonas" I half moaned as I couldn't tear my eyes away.

      "Fuck that was good" he sighed as he relaxed back. "Thanks mom" he smiled.

      Thanks...for what? Then I realized that while he was looking at me, he wasn't looking at my face. He was looking lower; at my...I glanced down and in horror stared at the twin rock hard pebbles that jutted out through the thin fabric of my bra and blouse.

      In a half frenzy I quickly gathered the strewn dirty clothing on his floor, and with my free hand grabbed up his small laundry basket. I quickly turned on my heels and headed for his bedroom door.

      "Hey mom" I stopped and turned back. I should have stayed facing away.

      I can only call it total bravado, sheer brazen as Jonas walked from his bed towards me. That thick tube still half hard swinging in front of him. I stood there like a stone as he walked up to me.

      "You forgot something" he said with a smile. He reached out and dropped that soiled sock into my laundry basket. "By the way" he said softly. "Nice tits".

      I was shocked; I turned and marched from his room without a word. I headed down the hall to the small laundry room where I dropped both baskets and dug for the soap. How DARE he, I thought. To keep going, while I stood there. To FINISH, right in front of me; I wasn't angry...I was PISSED.

      Without even thinking I reached down and jammed my hand into the laundry basket for a fist full of clothes. The first thing my hand hit, you guessed it; a wadded up sock still warm from his goo. I jerked my hand back, my fingers sticky and warm. Oh my God, I had his sperm all over my HAND.

      
        
      

      I staggered back from the laundry basket, my hand coming up; before I knew it, it was only inches from my face. I inhaled sharply, the scent of warm male invading my nostrils and my brain. The sensation went from my head, down my neck, and slammed into my breasts; my nipples now aching like I had never felt before.

      Why were my nipples hard? Why was I smelling him? What was wrong with me? I reached up my dry hand, and made one of the biggest mistakes of my life; I brushed my fingertips over one turgid nipple.

      The electric shock shot out from my nipple, wrapped around my entire breast, and then drove downward, straight through my gut; and slammed into my pelvis.

      "Oh my Godddddd" I groaned softly. Followed promptly by the second mistake as I shoved those goo coated fingers into my mouth and sucked.

      "Mmmmmmm" I moaned as the flavor coated my tongue. My God he tasted good. My son tasted so good.

      My SON; on my GOD. That word brought me back to reality. I jerked my fingers from my mouth; and tore my kneading hand off my aching breast. What the hell was happening to me? I had NEVER in my life lost such control over my body. This was insane. No...this was HIS fault.

      Now furious, I turned and marched right back down the short hall. There was going to be hell to pay for this, I thought.

      "Jonas, what the hell do you...oh My GOD!" I just stared.

      How could he be doing it AGAIN? He was still nude, stretched back out on his bed; his fist pumping up and down that renewed member. I swear it looked thicker and harder than the first time as he continued to pump away.

      Wait, he wasn't holding his IPad this time. What was he using to...oh God No. His head turned and his eyes locked to my chest, I just stood there frozen as I watched that thing jerk in his grip.

      "Me?" I gave out in a strangled voice.

      
        
      

      "Take your blouse off" his deep baritone filled the bedroom and echoed in my ears.

      "Jonas..." strangled out.

      "Take the fucking blouse off" he repeated; his hand still pumping up and down that monstrosity.

      I should have screamed at him no, I should have turned and left the room. What I shouldn't have done was reach up and pop the buttons on the front of my blouse, his hands watching every movement.

      "Fuck yeah" he grunted as the halves of my blouse fluttered open.

      I looked up from his groin and was shocked at what I saw. Not my son, but the feral eyes of a Man, eyes that devoured every curve of my bra encased breasts. I shrugged my shoulders and felt the thin cloth slide free, dropping to the floor beside me.

      "Jesus Christ" he whispered. God that thing pulsed in his grip as he stared at my breasts.

      "Now the bra" he commanded.

      He swung his legs around and sat at the edge of his bed; I could see that thick column of flesh jutting up from his groin. I can't explain why, but it never entered my mind to refuse. I reached behind my back and popped the snap on my bra.

      I stared into his face as my bra slid free. His eyes were almost glowing; this look of pure lust written on him. This was an Alpha Male, I realized; and I was getting overwhelmed and couldn't stop it.

      "Fucking hell" Jonas grunted as my full 36 D's came into view.

      His hand picked up speed, I could hear the wet slapping as his fist shot up and down. It was strange, I had never had a man look at me the way Jonas did. He stared at me with this hungry look, like he was about to devour me; a thought that set a simmering fire deep in my belly I had never felt. No man, not anyone in my high school or college years; and definitely never Dale; had looked at me with such raw desire before.

      
        
      

      I stood rooted to the spot, cupping my swollen breasts, my finger tips toying with my now burning nipples as Jonas rose from the bed and stepped in front of me.

      "I'm going to cum on them" he husked.

      It wasn't a question, or even a request. Jonas had made a simple statement; he was going to ejaculate all over my breasts. This wasn't my choice, my decision; it was completely his. I slowly slid to my knees in front of him; cupping my heavy breasts, holding them out for him, waiting.

      "Take it" he grunted.

      I watched in fascination as that thick tube of flesh jerked in his grip. The slit at the end of that swollen purple head opened and a strand of thick white cream shot out. It arched through the air the foot between us, and with a splatter landed across my breasts.

      Knowing how much he had put out filling the sock earlier, I was amazed as a second and then third thick strand soon followed. By the time he was done, both of my breasts were coated in his warm seed and it dripped off the ends to the floor..

      Without a word Jonas staggered back and collapsed back onto the edge of his bed, I could see that thickness slowly deflating in his grip. I reached out and scooped up my blouse and bra, turned, and fled. Out the door, down the hall, up the stairs, down the main hall, up a second flight of stairs and to my bedroom; where I slammed the door shut behind me.

      What did you just DO, my brain screamed at me. You never put up a fight, you never even resisted; you gave in on a moment notice; and like some WHORE, you knelt there and let your son spray his seed all over you. I was horrified. Never in my life had I felt such a total lack of control. Not even when I was young; even then with my parents oblivious, I had at least always had control over myself.

      In less than ten minutes I had shredded every ounce of restraint, had given up every inch of control. I had exposed myself, and then like a docile lamb had knelt there while my son sprayed his...his...his CUM...all over me.

      My God, it wasn't his ejaculate, it was his cum. I reached down and swirled my finger tips through the warm sticky goo that clung to my skin.

      
        
      

      Have you ever been on a long road trip and it's like your brain freezes. One moment you are at point A, and the next point B; and you can't remember a damn thing between them? I did just that. The next thing I knew I was sprawled out on my own bed on my back, one hand squeezing and kneading my cum soaked breast; then other jammed down the front of my slacks with two fingers buried in my dripping channel.

      I thought I had experienced orgasms before, at least I thought so. I have two children; I presumed I had had them. It didn't even compare to what slammed into my body in less than three minutes. My ass arched off the bed, my fingers rammed hard and deep; my brain fuzzed over; my eyes must have rolled back because sparks went off behind my eyes. And I screamed, and I mean SCREAMED.

      "OOOHHHH MYYYY GAAWWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" my scream echoed out.

      I quivered and shook, I bounced on the bed; and the whole time a fountain of scalding hot juices flooded out of me; covering my hand and soaking my panties and the bed sheets. It was mind bending, and almost frightening as I lost total physical control of my body.

      By the time my orgasm started to recede, I was a wreck. Sweat dripped off my body, I was curled in a ball. How one man, even my son; could elicit such a reaction in me was shocking and frightening. I vowed to not ever be alone with him again. Not because I didn't trust him, but because I couldn't trust MYSELF.

      I kept that vow, for a total of three days. Dale's lodge meeting was the second Tuesday of every month. Belonging to the Lodge was something I had insisted. For Dale it was a bit boring I admit, but a number of prominent businessmen belonged to the Lodge, and having those social connections opened doors no business meeting could.

      Dale had been gone only about twenty minutes, I was busy in the kitchen cleaning up from dinner. I didn't hear Jonas, or even see him; I FELT him. You have to understand; one of my control issues may be from my childhood, but it is also connected in a way to my size.

      I stand a whopping five foot four and on a bad day, which it usually is, I weight about one thirty. Add the before mentioned 36D's to that frame and you can understand why Jonas was drawn to them, they are a bit hard to miss. Jonas on the other hand is a lot like my father; he stands six foot two and weighs about two hundred pounds of lean muscle. It's hard not to feel that towering presence when it comes up behind you.

      
        I was standing at the kitchen sink, both of my hands sunk into warm soapy water. I felt him behind me, I knew he was there; and I kept silent. I hoped my silence would give him the message to go away; but that isn't how a hormonal man works, so I learned.

      He knew exactly what he was doing; there was no question in my mind. The 'assault' was total and overwhelming. I felt two large hands slide under my arms pits from behind; they quickly slipped around to the front cupping my breasts, gently massaging. I felt two thumbs rake across my hardening nipples as he all but mauled them. At the same moment warm lips hit the crevice at the side of my neck just below my ear leaving a tingling moist trail along the nape of my neck. In the meantime my lower body spasmed as a huge thick member pressed into the crease of my ass through my slacks, fitting perfectly into the groove, pressing my hips forward and into the edge of the sink. The pressure from the front sent a flip through my stomach and God help me a gush into my panties.

      "Jonnaassss" I tried to admonish, but all that came out was a long drawn out moan as the three pronged attack hit my body.

      I didn't know where to defend first, and with my hands effectively occupied, it gave him free and total access. My entire body lit up like fireworks on the fourth of July.

      "Do you know how fucking hot you are" His baritone voice filled my ear.

      "Oh God...Jonas...don't..." I whimpered.

      "I love your tits" his voice was almost hypnotic as I felt fingers deftly opening the buttons on my blouse.

      I could have reached up and stopped him; my hands were technically free just wet. But that pressure on my ass and against my pubis was sending horrendous signals to my body; while his hot breath on my neck sent shivers through me. My brain short circuited for a second; and before I knew it he had fully opened my blouse and pushed my bra up over my breasts.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God..." I murmured as hands gripped my now bare breasts, my nipples were being rolled between his fingers, sending bolts from my breasts to my groin.

      "You make me so fucking hard" his voice murmured in my ear.

      
        He was hard...for me...and God was he hard. There was no missing that massive tube of meat as it filled the crevice of my ass. My God, I thought, how big is he?

      "God I want you" he continued after me.

      I felt one hand come free of a breast and slide down my spasming belly. I knew where that hand was going; if I was going to stop this I had to do it now, before he....then it was too late. I felt that big paw slide inside the top of my slacks, down and inside the elastic of my panties. I gave a guttural moan as fingers slid through my pubic hair and over my slick pussy.

      "God you're so fucking wet" he whispered.

      Wet? I was wetter than a damned Florida swamp; and still I couldn't stop the gush of more fluids that flowed out as his fingers slid through my soaked lips.

      "Oh My God...Jonasssss" I moaned.

      My body turned to white heat as that finger curled, and with an audible sucking noise slid through my lips and started penetrating me. My God his finger alone was almost as fat at Dale as my walls stretched around it. Raw pleasure exploded in my belly like I had never felt before. While my mind tried to tell me how wrong this was; my body went into autopilot.

      I shifted my legs further apart, pulling my hands out of the warm water to grip the edge of the sink and steady myself. My ass jutted straight back, jamming that thick tube tighter as his finger slid in.

      "I'm going to make you cum" his voice commanded my body.

      He couldn't have picked a more fitting comment. He wasn't going to let me; he was going to MAKE me cum. This was no longer my choice as one hand mauled my sensitive tit, and a fat finger began to pump in and out of me. He was right, I was going to cum, and there wasn't a damned thing I could do to stop it.

      I just stood there while Jonas used my body; every pump of his fingers draining my will to resist. Pure pleasure coursed through me as he mauled me, and God help me I loved every second. I could feel the pressure building in my belly and it shocked me; I hadn't had a real orgasm in decades; and in a matter of moments Jonas had me on the edge of a massive explosion.

      
        
      

      "Please...oh God please..." I heard whimpering. Jesus it was ME.

      "Please..what?" his hot breath was in my ear. "Say it" he told me.

      It was like listening to someone else speak; you knew what they were saying was wrong; but it wasn't you, so you couldn't stop it. I heard my own voice, and the words were depraved beyond imagination.

      "Make me cum...Oh God Jonas...make momma cum." I could hear myself. "I need to..." that was as far as I got.

      His hand suddenly dropped lower inside my slacks, and with a wet sucking noise that finger came free. Before I could react, two thick fingers drove straight up into me. My walls stretched, I lifted to my tip toes as the heel of his hand slammed into my clit, my head tilted back; and I screamed.

      "GHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" I wailed as my body lit on fire.

      MY knees would have buckled except his arm now wrapped around me holding me up. Every part of me from my toes to the hair on my head convulsed. I felt hot cream eject from between my thighs, washing his hand and soaking through my panties and slacks.

      As wave after wave of pure heaven rolled through me, I felt my half limp body turned around so my back as to the sink. My brain was beyond working as ripples made my body quiver. I was so focused between my thighs I forgot Jonas for a split second. That was all he needed as my slacks and panties were suddenly at my knees, and he was on his own knees in front of me.

      "Jonas...what are you...oh My GOD..." I felt moist heat cover my sodden sex.

      I looked down in shock as his tongue slithered between my lips and into my channel. All I saw was the top of his head; but my quaking body told me what he was doing. It was dirty, it was obscene; not even Dale did this to me. A wet slurp proved Jonas was not above giving pleasure.

      My hands came down and gripped his brown curls. I meant to shove him back, honestly; but my body betrayed me as all I could do was grind my pelvis into his face.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" he hummed, sending vibrations through my groin.

      
        
      

      "Oh God...Jonas...you can't...it's dirty...I'm your mother...oh My God...oh shit..." I groaned; and yet continued to shove my pelvis into his face.

      I could feel my belly tightening, and couldn't stop it. My previously receeding orgasm roared back to life as he attacked my pussy. I felt his tongue slide deep and then scrape over my clit. I felt like I was standing in the middle of a railroad tracks and the light of the oncoming train was barreling down on me. I had a split second of clarity that I needed to jump out of the way; then his hot mouth opened, captured my clit, and sucked it in.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed as that freight train slammed home.

      Hot juices sprayed out, coating his face; as my pelvis jerked, banging my ass into the kitchen cupboard behind me. I lost total control of my body as I heard Jonas swallow, drinking my hot juices.

      I just stood there, leaning against the sink as juices flooded my sons' mouth. I heard him swallow again and again as he took every drop he could in. I felt his mouth finally come free and I slumped back against the counter and sink, totally exhausted. My limbs felt like lead as I stood there in a daze. I watched Jonas rise to his feet and tower over me.

      He leaned down and gently kissed my lips, staring into my dazed eyes.

      "Next time...I'm going to fuck you" he whispered.

      I just stood there quivering as I watched him walk out of the kitchen. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him how wrong all of this was. Yet, in the deepest darkness inside me I knew, he was right. He was going to fuck me, and not only could I not stop him; I was going to enjoy it.

      For the next week I tore into myself; that he could strip control from me; so quickly and so completely; terrified me. Whore, slut; all the names I could think of; and I threw them at myself. Yet, at the same time I did the unthinkable; I masturbated. Twice I stretched myself out on my marital bed, ravaging my pussy with my fingers as I remembered his. Twice I tasted my own fluids as he had, both times moaning his name as I exploded.

      I knew then, but couldn't admit it; his control was complete. I was his and nobody else; and I would do whatever he asked or told me; to feel that pleasure again.

      
        When Jonas did finally make a move, it was at a time and place I never imagined; my guard was totally down. Dale was downstairs watching television, I had just finished my nightly shower. Once again Jonas used my craving for routine against me.

      I had just finished my shower, and opened the frosted glass door. Stepping out I reached for my towel and froze. I was standing almost toe to toe with a naked Jonas. I mean he was stripped totally nude, his clothing laid out on the toilet seat. I was stunned; when had he come in, why didn't I feel the air change, or hear him undress. Oh my God, his father was right downstairs.

      I was standing on the bath mat, legs apart, arm stretched out for the towel; and like a lightening bolt his hand shot down between my spread thighs. Still dripping water his hand met no resistance as his finger slid straight in.

      "Jonas" was all I could grunt as my channel stretched.

      "I think it's time we finished" his baritone voice left no question.

      "Your father..." was all I got out before that finger slid part way out and then slammed home again.

      "Guhhh" I grunted as my walls expanded. Caught off balance, I stumbled backward.

      Suddenly finding myself back inside the shower, my back pressed against the cool tile wall. Like come cat after prey, Jonas followed me, his tall powerful body pinning me back against the wall. My breasts mashed up against his chest as my pelvis tipped, pushing against his hand.

      Just like before, Jonas didn't just attack from one direction. His upper body leaned back and a hot mouth closed over my aching nipple, sending a shudder through me.

      "Oh Goddddddddd" I moaned as my body responded immediately.

      The fact Dale was downstairs, totally oblivious, only added to the heat in my belly. That Jonas would have the audacity to do this with his father in the house left me no doubt to his supreme confidence. In that moment of clarity I thought of telling Jonas no, then his finger curled and the tip scraped somewhere deep in my belly. I felt a tube of hot flesh press into my mound. This wasn't the cool metal edge of the sink from last time. This time it was hot, throbbing, and it wanted inside me.

      
        I felt the tingles from the mouth sucking hard on my nipple; my gut flipped with every pump of those fingers. I felt his towering height lower down; and the tube of hard meat slide off my mound to nestle between my thighs. I couldn't stop myself,. I shifted my stance, opening my legs further, knowing full well that thing was aimed right up at me.

      His mouth came free of my breast and I almost cried out from the loss of sensation. His head came up, his eyes now almost level with mine. He stared into them with a lust and passion I had never seen on a man before. This Alpha Male wanted me, and was going to take me; whether I wanted it or not. The only question in my hazed mind, was did I want it.

      "Do it" I grated, my eyes not wavering from his. "Fuck me" I rasped as I gave over the last vestige of my control.

      Instantly his legs straightened, and that massive cock drove through my soaked lips straight into my belly. One thrust and I was stuffed full. My head banged back against the shower wall as he rammed home. His pelvis slammed into mine, grinding into my throbbing clit; and he kept going.

      I felt my back, slick from the shower water; slide up the tile as he extended to his full height. As my feet lifted from the shower floor, my legs came up and wrapped around his waist, locking at the ankles. Now at his full height, I was pinned to the wall, impaled on God knows how many inches of throbbing hard cock; and Jonas started moving.

      There was nothing slow or subtle as his hips began to pound into me. I've had sex, I've made love; this was neither. This was pure rutting fucking at its core. I couldn't even form words as I watched his face. It transformed from my loving son, to this primal animal intent on owning me, and he did.

      My ass bounced against the tile wall as his thrusts drove me back with sheer power. My nails scraped his back as I clung to him, my nipples scraping across his chest with every blow. I felt his big hands grip the cheeks of my ass from underneath, to hold me up. One finger grazed across the tight right of my ass. That was one spot forbidden to any man, even my husband; and for some reason I knew Jonas was about to have it too.

      I grunted as that finger suddenly slipped through with a pop, sinking to the first knuckle. My body quaked and my pussy spasmed. I looked at Jonas in shock as I heard juices splatter to the tile floor...my juices.

      "I'm cumming" I moaned.

      
        "I know" Jonas gave this shit eating confident grin; he owned me and he KNEW it. "Do it again...mom" he husked.

      I felt him pull back, and with a lunge drive that fat cock damn near to my cervix; at the same time that finger sank to the second knuckle. The twin assault on my pussy and ass was more than I could take. I leaned my head down and sank my teeth into the hot skin of his shoulder to muffle my scream.

      "FFUUCCCkkkmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I cried.

      I just hung there like a rag doll as juices spayed out of me; splattering across his belly, dripping to the floor. It was the most massive orgasm of my life, and I nearly blacked out from the intensity. I would have if it hadn't been for Jonas. Right then I felt him swell inside me, stretching me beyond belief.

      "I'm going to cum" he stated the obvious.

      My arms tightened around his back, my legs gripped him tighter at the waist. Dale was snipped so internal was never an issue. Jonas wasn't snipped, and he wasn't wearing a condom; and at that point I really didn't give a shit. I wanted every fucking drop, and I got it.

      I felt his cock pulse inside me, heat bathing my belly as he unloaded. It was incredible, he was cumming, and it was for me.

      "Oh God mom" I heard him moan.

      "Yessssssssssssss" I encourage him.

      Pulse after pulse, wad after wad; my God how much could he cum? He didn't cum; he flooded me as his hot seed gushed out. I could actually feel globs seep out of me and drop to the shower floor he filled me so much. By the time I felt his cock stop twitching inside me, all I knew was I wanted more. Anytime, any place; if he said it; I would give. The control freak was gone; the Ice Queen had melted in the heat of my sons cum.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Dark Discoveries

      Cassie Winthrop slipped into her dorm room and set her books on the small desk by the window. Her eyes glanced over at the rumpled unmade bed on her right, clothes strewn about, comparing it to the neatly made bed and folded shirt on her side. She sighed as she slipped her laptop out of her back pack and set it on the desk. Mindy was right, she was the compliant little girl from home. She always thought of what her parents would think or how it would look to others when she did everything.

      Then, something had changed inside her. It had been slowly growing over the last two months. A dark secret she had not even shared with her college roommate. During her term paper research on the impact of social media on relationships, she had stumbled across chat rooms she had never dreamed existed. Things she had only heard whispers of growing up, but never imagined were real.

      Words like bondage, domination and submission she had known. But she soon learned of Golden Showers, Bukkake, Gang Bangs and many other perversions that people participated in online. When she had first entered the chatroom The Darker Side, it had been to simply watch and learn. Then...HE had messaged her.

      Cassie had reasoned that to have the proper research, she needed to talk to someone who 'lived' in that world. How had he gotten there, what did he seek, and mostly...why. Answering him had opened a door into herself she never knew was there. When he had described how he would tie her to her bed and spend hours tormenting her with his tongue and hands, she was mesmerized.

      For two months they had been chatting, and every time he had brought her to such a delicious orgasm she couldn't even describe it. The thought that she would surrender her body to an older man's pleasure sent her spinning down into lust. That he would so totally use her body to sate' his desires made her shudder.

      Cassie glanced at her cellphone and realized Mindy would be in class for another two hours, she had time. Quickly she powered up her laptop, locking the dorm room door. Slipping off her panties, she threw a small towel across her desk chair. She had learned to keep the towel handy after the first time she flooded her seat, making such a mess it taken fifteen minutes just to clean up.

      As she settled in her chair, her glance caught the small blinking red icon in the upper right corner of her screen. Her heart rate jumped when she saw the message notice. Opening her email, her hand trembled when she saw the attachment notice. Watching the small box appear she sat and stared at the screen.

      
        Cassie felt a wetness gush out of her as her eyes traveled over the length of the hard cock on the screen. She knew he was only about seven inches, and Mindy had always ranted about size. But the thoughts of what that thing would do to her, was enough to drive her young mind over the edge every time.

      Her other hand drove between her thighs...grinding into her groin with her fist as the caption burned in her mind. 'I want to fuck you'. She couldn't suppress the groan as her lust grew; that she could inflame this older man's desires still amazed her. Cassie quickly attached the small webcam to her lap top; then, raising her skirt, aimed the lens between her soaked thighs and snapped a picture.

      As she attached the small photo, she added the first words that came to her mind. 'Take me, make me yours.' She hit send as her fist ground harder between her now trembling thighs. Cassie barely opened her browser when the icon blinked again. Oh my God, she thought; he has to be still at work, it was only early afternoon yet.

      She opened the messenger again, shaking as she read his reply. "Little girl, I already OWN that cunt" flashed across her screen.

      "Yesssssssssssssss" Cassie hissed out, as she ground her knuckles against her throbbing clit. Her fingers of one hand hovered over the keys.

      "God I want you to fuck me" Cassie typed. "But you're at work."

      "So" he replied. "Have you slip under my desk and suck my hard cock while my clients come in and out."

      Cassie shuddered violently at the thought...submitting to his carnal needs right there in his office. I so fucking would, she thought.

      "When the last one leaves, bend you over and fuck that tight little teen cunt", burned across her screen.

      "Oh goddddd" Cassie groaned. Her walls tightened at the thought of his mature cock pounding into her nineteen year old pussy. "I would be screaming" she typed with a trembling hand.

      
        "Not with my hand around your throat." Captured, trapped and fucked by this strong older man on his desk with people around; like some common whore. The vision swam in front of the teens eyes as her body arched off the chair.

      "Please, I need to cum." Cassie struggled to type back.

      His next words ignored her reply completely. "Then I will fill your tight cunt with my seed. Send you out to walk through the office without your panties; me dripping down your thighs."

      Oh my God; Casssie's numbed mind reeled. He had driven her from quiet student, to lust filled whore in less than ten minutes.

      "Please" she desperately typed back.

      "Who owns that cunt?" he demanded of her.

      "You do" Cassie quickly replied.

      "Who owns that cunt?" came across the chat box again.

      Oh God, he wanted her to say it. Her body began to shake violently, as she typed the five letters in.

      "Daddy" appeared before her eyes.

      There was a second pause, and then his reply sent her body over the cliff edge. "Then cum for daddy baby" he commanded her.

      "Unnggggghhhhhhhhh" Cassie moaned as her body convulsed. Her eyes rolling back, she felt her juices gush out over her fist. "Dadddyyyyyyyyyy" she softly keened.

      As Cassie came down from her mountain, she slowly typed with trembling hands. Her fingers were still dripping her own juices onto the keyboard.

      
        "God I wish next week wasn't break" she typed in.

      "You'll still have your laptop. Just a change of scenery is all." His instant response came back.

      Cassie knew he was right, she also knew the entire week would be spent in her parents' home. While she could communicate with her new lover, she wouldn't be able to let loose like this. The idea either of her parents could catch her, terrified her.

      Cleaning up her dorm room to not leave any telltale signs for her roommate took less than she thought. She had hoped Mindy would be back to say good-bye. Writing a quick note, she left it taped to the door, their usual message spot. Then she headed for her car for the drive home.

      For the next six hours, all Cassie thought of was her online lovers' offer. It rolled through her mind like a bright fire to a floating moth. He knew she lived in Florida, and apparently he didn't live far from her parents' house. Since she would be home for the week, he wanted to meet, to let her 'truly experience' in his words.

      The temptation for Cassie was beyond belief. She just didn't know how she would get a whole day out of the house, but she had to try. Mile after mile she thought of ways, discarding them, and thought of new ones. By the time she pulled into the driveway of her home, she had decided she didn't need to really say anything at all; after all she was almost twenty years old. She should be able to come and go where she wanted.

      Cassie waited through the weekend, knowing it would be easier to leave when both of her folks were at work during the week. Instead she spent time visiting friends and working on school. By Sunday afternoon, she had even finished the paper for her biology class due after break. She spent half an hour fussing, trying to get her laptop to link to the wireless printer. Finally, in frustration, she sent the paper to herself in email.

      Cassie sat at her fathers' familiar desk and powered up his desktop, opening g-mail and finding the paper to print. The smell of her fathers' aftershave filled the leather chair, making her smile, memories of sitting on his lap while he worked filling her mind.

      It wasn't those memories that shuddered through the young woman as she looked at the print progress bar on the screen; it was the tab in the lower right corner that caught her eye. She recognized the chat tab instantly, the same tab that was in the corner of her screen. Before she even had a second thought, she clicked on the small icon.

      
        Stunned, she sat and read word for word her last chat with her online lover. Her first thought was that her father had some spyware on her laptop and was watching her. Then, the realization began to seep in.

      "Oh My God" Cassie whispered out, her body shuddered.

      The same man who had so expertly fucked her helpless body over the internet. The same man who made her call him Daddy with every explosion of her young body. He wasn't just playing her father; he WAS her father.

      "Daddy" Cassie moaned as a tremor shook her; without even being touched a small orgasm rippled through her belly, swamping her shorts.

      Shutting down her fathers' computer and grabbing her papers, she headed back to her room. Standing in front of the dresser, gazing at her reflection, a smile came over her face. He wanted her to visit him; oh she was going to visit him. It was time to make both their fantasies come true. Grabbing her keys she headed out of the house, she needed to do some shopping. Tomorrow was going to be an interesting day.

      ******************************************************************************

      Monday morning Kyle Winthrop settled into his office chair. His wife had just left for her job, and he needed to get some paper work done for his insurance office. While he usually went to the office, he had decided he could do more at home and spend some quality time with Cassie while she was home.

      Barely a half hour later, there was a soft knock at his office door. He looked up and froze. Cassie slowly crossed the room, with a small tray of coffee and toast. She bent at the waist, setting the tray on the corner of his desk.

      Her young body glistened as if she had covered it in oil; her tanned skin toned and firm. The bikini she wore was barely enough cloth to hide her body from his staring eyes. Two small triangles covered just her nipples, as her full breasts swayed in his view. The third triangle creased in a perfect camel toe over her pouty lips, the size showing clear evidence the young girl was shaved.

      Kyle opened his mouth to speak, but no sounds came out as his eyes tried to drink every inch of her smooth skin in. He felt a growing hardness in his loose shorts as his cock filled with blood at the sight. When his daughter glanced down, he knew she had to see his growing hardness. Oh fuck, he thought.

      "Breakfast for my Daddy" Cassie said in a small girl voice. Kyle felt a shudder wrack through him.

      He sat immobile as his daughter bent over, her lips close to his ear as she gently kissed his cheek. Her breath was hot and throaty.

      "I love to serve my daddy" she whispered.

      Kyle could only shudder as she rose up, her barely covered breasts only inches from his face. She stood for a moment, letting him get an eyeful, and then silently drifted from the room.

      As soon as his daughter left the room, he turned and looked at his computer. Damn PowderPuff wasn't online. He needed to do something soon about this mounting frustration. Maybe she would be on a bit later, and help him release the growing tension.

      For the next three hours, Kyle plowed through his work as quickly as possible. He needed to get everything done, so he could focus on his online lover. His hard cock a constant reminder of his body needing release.

      By the time lunch arrived, he nearly vibrated with lust as visions of Cassie in her swimsuit kept flooding his mind. When he heard the soft knock at his door, he looked up; half dreading and half craving the same sight as this morning. What came through the office door this time though stunned him.

      Cassie slipped through the door carrying a small tray with a sandwich and more coffee. She had discarded her swimsuit, and was wearing pale white, transparent baby doll night gown. She drifted towards Kyle like a pale virgin coming before an altar. His cock swelled and throbbed in his shorts as he stared at her.

      He could watch as her breasts swayed in the thin material, he literally felt like he would start to drool just thinking of his mouth on those firm globes. The cloth ended right at the edge of her crotch, giving a full view of the lacy panties underneath. Her hips gave a sensual sway with her gait, causing Kyles' cock to immediately fill with flood and begin to throb.

      
        Cassie stood beside his chair, holding the tray. Her full breasts were in plain view through the gossamer material. Kyles' eyes drank in the vision as two dark areoles showed through, capped by two very hard pencil eraser nipples. His eyes traveled down his daughters' taut body, over her flat belly, to the junction between her thighs.

      She wore lace, sheer panties that did nothing to hide her pouting damp lips. He swore he could even see a glisten of juices on them through the material. As he stared, she shifted her legs further apart, giving him an even better view of her moist womanhood. My God, Kyle thought, she's putting herself on display for me.

      "Fuck" Kyle muttered softly.

      Cassie once again bent and placed the tray on the desk. Holding the position as her fathers' eyes locked to her hanging breasts. She smiled as she saw him staring open mouthed.

      "Lunch for my daddy" she again spoke in that little girl voice that sent tremors through Kyle's body.

      Cassie leaned in, her heavy breasts brushing across his chest. Kyle felt like a hot poker dragged over his chest with her nipple. Once again she whispered in his ear. "When you're done, just ring the bell Daddy" she told him. "I'll bring your special desert."

      Oh sweet God, Kyle thought. The only desert he wanted right now was his daughter on her hands and knees in front of him, taking his cock deep into her tight hole. After his daughter left his office, he wolfed down the sandwich. Not just out of hunger for food, but a new hunger, to see what his desert was.

      With a trembling hand, he lifted the small dinner bell and gave it a soft ring. He knew this simple action would change both their lives forever, but the anticipation was simply too much. Kyle sat and watched, dumbfounded, as his daughter slipped through the doorway, and silently approached his chair.

      Not missing a step, determined now to go through with everything she had dreamed of, Cassie bent and gripped the arms of her fathers' chair. She turned him until the pair was facing each other.

      Their eyes locked in silence for a moment, just staring at each other.

      "Do you want your desert daddy?" Cassie asked softly

      
        
      

      Kyle could only nod back. He felt something land in his lap as his daughter stepped back. Looking down, he was stunned to see a scarf and a pair of fur lined hand cuffs.

      "Then be a 'TuffGuy', and show this 'PowderPuff' what you are made of." His daughter said.

      Kyle watched as his own daughter slowly sank to her knees in front of him. Cassie was kneeling on his office floor in total submission as she offered herself to him. When she had used the online names Kyle and his lover had, it shot through him like a knife.

      "You...you're..." Kyle tried to say.

      "Take me Daddy, I belong to you." His daughter said softly.

      Something inside Kyle snapped, as he rose from his chair. The hours of frustration, pounding hard cock, and not having the online release he had gotten used to. It all mounted in his mind to create an almost sensory overload. He stepped behind his daughters kneeling form, pulling her arms back and snapping the cuffs in place. Kyle pinned his daughter's arms behind her slender back in one smooth motion.

      He dropped the scarf to the floor, as his voice rasped in her ear.

      "OH no my little slut" his voice was hot on her skin. "Daddy wants you to see what he does to you, and you won't be able to stop a single thing."

      "Sluutttt" Cassie moaned.

      "That's right" Kyle said as he stepped around to stand facing his daughter. He undid the front of his slacks, and slid them down, kicking them free. Cassie's eyes grew wide as for the first time, she was staring at the cock she knew would own every inch of her.

      How many times she had stared at this same image on her laptop. Now, kneeling here, it was a real cock throbbing only inches from her face.

      
        "Yesssss" the young girl moaned. She leaned forward, mouth opening, to take his throbbing member inside.

      "Oh no" Kyle growled, easing back. "What do you say little girl," he rasped.

      "Please" Cassie moaned. Her eyes looked up pleading at her father. "May I please suck Daddy's cock." She begged.

      Kyle stepped forward, and without a second thought, drove his cock into his own daughters' throat. His hands, reaching down to grip the sides of her head as his hips moved. He heard Cassie start to choke as his hard cock pushed deep into her throat. He ignored the sound as the sexual frenzy now gripped him. All the things they had done together on the computer; came tumbling through his mind at once.

      "That's it bitch" Kyle growled down at her. "Suck that cock...fucking SUCK me" he told her.

      Tears came to Cassie's eyes as her father drove his cock deeper, she tried to relax the muscles in her throat to take him as deep as she could. She felt herself choke as his engorged head continuously bumped against the back of her throat.

      This was no eighteen year old kid, this was a man who knew what he wanted, and was taking it. What he wanted, was HER; and that thought caused a gush of fluids to seep down her kneeling thighs. Over and over her father shoved his pulsing cock into her mouth, as his full balls slapped against her chin. She could taste his pre cum on her tongue, as her own spit leaked out around his pounding member, and dripped off her chin.

      "Yeahhhhhh" Kyle groaned, as he felt his balls begin to tighten. "Going to cum in that hot slut mouth." His hips began to jerk.

      "Mmmppffffff" was the only sound Cassie could make as her father used her mouth for his own pleasure. The idea she could make this man cum, drove her mind almost insane.

      Cassie's eyes grew huge as her father suddenly froze in place, she could feel his cock begin to swell and throb inside her mouth. Oh God, she thought, would he really cum?

      "Fuckingggg sluutttttttttttttt" Kyle roared as his hot cream erupted, pouring into his daughters' tight throat. He could hear her as she coughed and choked, trying to desperately swallow his hot load.

      
        
      

      Cassie was in heaven, as she swallowed as much of her fathers' cum as she could. The tiny squirts she had experienced during sex in the past, were dwarfed by the flood that now filled her eager mouth.

      Kyle looked down and stared, as his daughters' throat bobbed up and down, trying to swallow his copious seed. The sheer obscenity of the vision was unbelievable to him. His eyes fastened on the curve of her ass as she knelt, hands bound behind her back, his to be used.

      He pulled his cock free just as the last stream pumped out, to splatter her face with hot goo. Reaching down he gripped her under the arms and pulled her to her feet.

      Cassie, still gasping for breath, could feel her body being manhandled upward, and then bent over the desk helpless. Her ass sticking out behind her, as her tits were mashed against the cool wood. Things were moving so fast now; the teenager didn't have time to register what was happening. She felt a hand grip the thin panties between her thighs, and then a quick ripping sound as he tore them from her. Oh God, she realized, he's going to take me right here. The next sensation she felt was him kneeling behind her and his face ramming against her shaking cheeks.

      "Awwwww Fucckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Cassie screamed, as she felt a fat tongue drag the full length of her soaked pussy.

      "Unnghhhhh" she moaned as it slid over her engorged clit. Her body shuddered, causing her head to bang down against the desk.

      Kyle pulled his now slick face back, staring at his daughters' wetness. His hands reached up and gripped the soft flesh of her ass cheeks, spreading them wide.

      "This fucking cunt" her father rumbled. "Belongs to me, slut."

      "Oh God yes" Cassie moaned. Her eyes began to roll back as her father shoved his tongue deep inside her. "Daddys...it belongs to daddy" she gasped as her face pressed against his desk.

      Never before had the young girl felt so helpless and so used. Her legs began to vibrate as her father literally devoured her pussy from behind. Her body shaking uncontrollably as the biggest orgasm of her life roared down on her.

      "Cumming...cumming" Cassie babbled, as her drool formed a pool on the shiny desk under her face.

      
        
      

      "That's it slut" her fathers' voice came from behind her. "Cum for your daddy." He commanded her.

      "DADDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" Cassie screamed, his words setting off a fire in her belly she was quickly consumed by.

      Kyle held tight to his daughters convulsing form as she flopped on his desk. He had never seen a woman cum as hard as this teenager was right now. Her juices spewing out to coat the desk surface and his face as she screamed, then gurgled through her orgasm.

      The whole sight was too much, he could feel his now steel hard cock throb as he rose to his feet behind her. Aiming the swollen head at her gaping opening, he thrust his hips forward.

      Cassie was still rolling through her orgasm, as her father shifted behind her. Then, the most erotic sensation in her young life occurred, as she felt his hard cock drive deep into her still convulsing pussy. It wasn't the thickest, it wasn't even the longest she had ever felt; but it was the perfect fit. The fact it belonged to her father, sent a bomb off inside her loins.

      Cassie's head came up off the desk as every inch plowed into her exposed pussy. The whites of her eyes stared empty straight ahead as her mouth hung open. She tried to scream again, but could only emit a primal whimper as her first orgasm simply exploded into another.

      "Da...Da...da" the young girl began to babble.

      Kyle was overwhelmed with his daughters' depth of passion at being owned. He meant to make this the most memorable moment for both of them. His hand came forward, fingers tangling in her hair. With a jerk, he brought her head up and back, driving her ass even further onto his pounding cock.

      He could feel her hot juices pouring out of her like a river, as they soaked his balls slapping against her shaking ass. Then, hear them splatter to the floor of his office as he jack hammered into her tight cunt.

      "Tight fucking slut" Kyle rasped next to her face. Cassie could feel the cords in her neck stretch as he pulled her back. "You like Daddy's cock in your tight slut pussy, don't you" he growled at her.

      
        "Daddy's slut" Cassie managed to gasp out. Her hands began tugging at the cuffs behind her back, feeling more helpless by the moment. Her belly had not stopped rolling from the moment his fat cock had filled her.

      "Take me, own me" she begged. "Just don't stop fucking meeeeeeeeeee" she wailed.

      "Stop" Kyle growled into his daughters' ear. "I'm going to put my hot daddy seed, deep into your womb slut."

      The idea of protection was not something the young girl had even thought of when she started her adventure. The idea of making him wear a condom had never crossed her mind. Now, she realized, her father was driving his bare cock deep inside her, every stroke bringing him closer to filling her belly.

      "Do it daddy" she gasped as his ass slapped against her even harder. "Cum in me...make me yours" she begged.

      "FUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Kyle roared across the office, as he drove as deep as he could into his daughter. He felt the swollen head of his cock press against her cervix, the sensation going straight to his full balls.

      Cassie felt her fathers' cock jerk deep inside her, then the sensation of his thick cream washing her walls. A heat spread through her body as he emptied himself into her young body. She shuddered and shook like a leaf as her body erupted once again, feeling her own juices blending with his deep inside.

      Slowly, Kyle pulled his softening cock from her velvet grasp. He stared as a large glob of thick white cream oozed from her raw lips and began to slide down his daughters' thigh. He leaned down and freed the cuffs holding her wrists at her back.

      Cassie lay limp on her fathers' desk. She could feel their mixed cum dripping out of her, and she didn't care. The dried cum of his first round clinging to her face, she slowly looked back at her father, his chest heaving with the exertion.

      Kyle stared at the obscene view of his daughter spread out on his desk, leaking the evidence of their recent lovemaking. He wasn't sure which he felt more. The thrill of finally having owned the little slut her talked to online; or the horror that he had all but raped his own daughter on his desk.

      
        
      

      Cassie could see the conflict in her fathers' eyes. She had to settle this now, or guilt would tear him apart. She slid off the desk and stood on wobbly legs facing her father.

      "Thank you...sir" she whispered. She bent down and retrieved the shredded panties lying on the floor.

      Kyle watched as his daughter walked on shaking legs to the office door. "If you need me again...ring" she told him. "I am here to serve daddy."

    
  
    
      Dating my Sister

      It didn't start out intentional, hell it didn't even start out as sexual; but then it never does. I was in my senior year of high school and I needed a date for prom. No I'm not a nerd, or fat and ugly. While I get decent grades, I also play soccer and basketball; I guess that makes me your normal average guy; except for one thing; I'm not wild about girls. No I'm not gay; not that I have anything against guys who are; I am just not into girls...at least ones my own age.

      I'm not into the drama and the giggling; I'm not into the hair and the shoes; and God help me I HATE the gossip; which basically takes ninety percent of the girls my age out of the picture. I like porn, let's be honest I jerk off practically every day. And while there are some really hot girls in my class, I've tried dating and with all the giggling and fawning sometimes it make me want to puke.

      I hadn't even planned on going to prom; but the "this isn't an option Dawson" from my dad cut that idea off. He still thinks I'm gay and I can't convince him otherwise; which meant I had to find a date or he was going to flip out.

      It was Saturday morning and I was in the driveway shooting hoops with Raylene my sister; when it hit me like a load of bricks. Oh my God, Raylene is a girl. Now, you have to understand my sister is a bit different; which is why we've always gotten along great. She got to college on a basketball scholarship and she ran track in high school. She's fit, trim; and will beat the shit out of a guy in a heartbeat.

      "What's with the shit eating grin?" Raylene looked at me.

      "You're a girl" I said dumbly.

      
        
      

      "No shit Dawson, what gave you the first clue; the tits?" Raylene barked out a laugh.

      "No, I mean you're a GIRL" I smiled.

      "Whoa, whoa, whoa" Raylene held up her hands. "You can skip that idea" she gave a scowl.

      First of all Raylene knew about my rounds with Dad over the prom, hell she had heard them enough around the house. Second, my sister is both very smart, and not bad looking.

      At twenty Raylene has that natural look that honestly a lot of women would kill for. She stands five nine and weighs in at maybe a hundred and twenty pounds. She's got that lithe athletes body with toned legs and muscular arms; that taut belly and a natural tan from spending years outside. Add to it a not so bad set of 34C's she keeps bound up in sports bras; even for a sister she's kind of cute.

      "Come on, I'll throw in fifty bucks" I said quickly.

      "First...fifty isn't near enough to date my sicko brother" she snatched the basketball from my hands. "Second, we live in the same house; I can see dad's face when I march down the stairs as your fucking date" she snorted.

      "What if I make it a hundred" I added back quickly. "And I actually have an idea about how to get around the house thing" I told her.

      "Look Ray" I said quickly before she could open her mouth. "You know what this about...you've been there" I threw in my biggest shot.

      Raylene did know; two years ago when she was a senior she had gone through the same thing with dad. I was about the only one who knew that her prom "date" was actually a member of her basketball team she had paid a hundred dollars to fake being her date. She had pulled the same thing I was suggesting.

      "Bite it" she growled. "Look Dawson he won't buy it, he'll know it was me." She sighed.

      "I figure you spend how many nights over at Mel's" I shot back.

      
        
      

      Melanie was Raylene's long time friend; and I actually suspected she might be a lover for Ray; but it was none of my business. I just knew that at least once a month Raylene spent an overnight at her friends.

      "Let me get this straight, you want me to go spend the night at Mel's; and be your prom date?" She stared at me.

      "It could work" I insisted. "We go to the prom, word gets back to dad I actually had a girl for a date, and he gets off my back" I argued.

      "While I admit I pulled it off" Raylene shook her head. "It won't work for you" she said.

      "Why not, you said it worked for you" I was desperate.

      "Because girls get asked out all the time by guys." She tossed me the ball. "Guys date first Dawson; they don't just show up with a random girl." She pointed out.

      "Fuck" I tried to think of an answer.

      While I generally disagreed with her; in a lot of ways she was right. Dad would want to know who the girl was, how I had found her. He might not buy I was actually dating if I just went to the prom and then didn't date again.

      "How about..." I was thinking fast. "I take you out for pizza, then we go for a movie; and then prom." I suggested.

      Raylene looked at me for a moment, and then slowly walked up closer. She stood almost nose to nose with me; so close I could smell her sweat.

      "You do know you're asking your sister out on a date" she stared at me with fire in her eyes.

      "No" I said calmly. "I'm asking my best friend out on a date" I said.

      
        The fire in her eyes dimmed and she stared at me. "Dawson..." she said slowly, and then sighed.

      "I'll need to talk to Mel, if I'm staying there she is in on this; got it" she said quietly.

      "Understood" I said quickly as I realized she was agreeing. "Just tell her she gets a couple extra carpet classes" I said smartly.

      A bit too smartly as Raylene's slender hand came straight up and wrapped around my throat. The fire flared in her eyes as she looked at me.

      "You ever say that again, I'll rip your nuts off" she hissed. "Besides" she smirked as she let go of my throat. "She tastes fucking awesome."

      I just shuddered at her remark as she dropped the ball on the driveway and headed for the house. Halfway across the lawn she turned at looked at me.

      "We do this the right way Dawson" she told me. "You ask proper, I'll decide; and YOU pay got it."

      I just nodded happily. Once again problem solved, I figured. As I picked up the discarded basketball I wanted to hop around the driveway with joy, I had solved my prom problem. What I didn't know was I was about to create an even bigger problem I had no idea how to get out of.

      A week later, after checking my finances from my part-time job; I knocked softly on Raylene's bedroom door.

      "Come in" I heard from the other side.

      I stepped in and looked around. I was actually shocked when for the first time I saw her room with fresh eyes. There was teddy bear sitting on her properly made bed; the smell of perfume in the room; and just a hint of pink that showed a hidden female lived here.

      "Hey" I asked softly.

      "Yeah" Raylene looked up from her text book she was studying from.

      
        
      

      "I was wondering..." shuffled my feet. "Uhhh, if you are free Saturday...maybe we could go grab a pizza at Delmonico's" I looked up at her.

      Raylene sat on her bed and looked at me for a moment. "I'd like that" she said softly.

      "Cool" I started to turn and leave. "How is say six?" I asked quickly.

      "I can't at six" Raylene shook her head. For some strange reason I felt my heart sink at her words. "How about eight?" she said back.

      God help me I actually felt a surge of happiness at her sudden agreement.

      "Eight works great" I said quickly. "I'll pick you up then." I told her.

      I can't explain why, but I was actually thrilled I was having a date; and having it with Raylene for some reason made it even better. It wasn't some girl I had to pretend with; she knew who I was. For once I could be myself. But, I thought I was thrilled, Dad was on cloud nine. He actually spent time going through date etiquette with me; and when he was done handed me a condom. I wanted to groan with frustration.

      The day before our date, I actually went out and got a haircut. For some reason it was important to me to be presentable. I showered that evening, and carefully picked out a pair of jeans and a button shirt.

      I pulled up in front of Mel's place at ten before eight. I was nervous as hell; I'd never been on a real date; and my hand shook as I rang the bell.

      "Hey Dawson" Mel smiled when she opened the door. "Come on in." I stepped inside the doorway and waited.

      "Raylene your date is here" Mel called out. "Remember this is my girl you're taking out" she turned and looked at me. "Hands to yourself big boy" she smiled.

      "Uhhh, I promise" I said softly.

      
        
      

      "Relax Dawson" she smiled. "You look pretty good dude"

      I opened my mouth to thank her; when footsteps came from the hall, and then Raylene rounded the corner. I froze in my movement and could only stare at her. I mean I knew she was a female; shit she was my sister; but holy shit. Long dark hair flowed out around her shoulders, highlighting her face and those big brown eyes. She seemed to move with a fluid grace as she walked towards us. She was wearing an angora sweater that hugged her body; those 34C's jutting straight out at me. She had on a pair of form fitting jeans that hugged her hips and muscular thighs like a second skin.

      "Jesus" I whispered.

      "Pretty nice package eh" Melanie chuckled at my soft outburst.

      "No shit" I whispered softly as I stared at Raylene.

      "You can put your tongue back in" Raylene looked at me as she picked up her purse.

      I shook myself, trying to regain control. I opened the front door and held it for her.

      "Have her back by eleven" Mel called out as we walked down the driveway.

      I own a fairly beat up ten year old Ford truck. Most people hate trucks; that night I found another reason to love mine. I held open the passenger door and helped Raylene climb into the passenger seat. The view of that tight ass encased in those jeans; sent a surge south of the belt line like I had never felt before.

      Down boy, I screamed silently to myself as I rounded the truck and climbed in. The drive to Delmonico's was quiet; but when we started to both laugh at dad giving me the condom; things finally started to open up. I have to admit; for someone who didn't date; the next two and a half hours were some of the best I could ever recall.

      For the first time I could open up to someone who actually cared; and she listened. I heard her talk about her school studies and basketball; listening to her frustrations and victories; and for once I was actually interested.

      
        The next two and a half hours flew by as we ate pizza and drank beer together. The fact I was underage didn't seem to matter to Raylene; she ordered the beers and we shared a glass together. We sat in a dim far booth away from the crowds and just talked; it felt so natural.

      When Raylene glanced at her watch, I knew it was time. With a heavy sigh I asked the waitress for the tab. I slipped cash for the bill and a tip inside the folder while Raylene sat and watched; a small smile on her face.

      "You know I've never had a guy buy me dinner" she said softly as we settled in for the drive back to Mel's.

      "Then I consider myself very lucky" I said quietly.

      "You mean that don't you" her voice came in the dark cab.

      "Very much, it's been one of the best nights of my life" I answered honestly.

      "I have to admit...mine too" I felt her slender fingers twine in mine as my hand rested on my thigh. "Thanks Dawson" she said in a soft voice.

      "No, I should be thanking you" I gently squeezed her hand.

      I pulled into Mel's driveway and got out, coming around to the passenger side. I opened the door and held out a hand. Instead Ray slid out and down into my arms; her back against the seat. We were hidden beside the truck with the open door blocking the house side.

      "You know he's going to ask you if you kissed your date good night" she said in a quiet voice.

      "I can't lie" I shook my head.

      "You wouldn't be, if you did it" her voice came softly to my ears.

      "Raylene..." I felt my throat tighten.

      
        "Be a man Dawson" she murmured softly.

      We were standing in that tight space, so close I could smell the strawberry in her shampoo; and yet with only a dim porch light casting a shadow; only her large brown eyes shone as she watched me.

      Something inside me, maybe it was the smell of her hair or the touch of her hand. I moved without thinking and closed the final inches as my lips found hers in the dark.

      "Mmmmmmmm" I felt the tremor of her lips as she moaned softly.

      This was no sibling kiss; this was a dates' kiss. It was soft and yearning; with a hidden hunger in the background. By the time we pulled apart I could hear her labored breathing and I fought to catch my own breath.

      "Sorry" I mumbled.

      "Dawson, do me a favor" Raylene's voice filled the darkness. "Do that again" she said softly.

      I didn't even think about it, I just responded. I pulled her into my arms, wrapped them around her. Her firm breasts pressed against my chest as my lips found hers a second time. This time, my tongue slid into her mouth; to duel with hers. I felt her hands slide up my back as she held tightly; her throat thrumming as she moaned into our kiss again.

      By the time we separated again; we were both gasping for breath.

      "This is dangerous" she whispered softly.

      "It feels so right" I countered.

      Without a word Raylene slipped around me and walked to the front door of the house. She stopped and looked back at me as she held the door knob.

      "I hope you pick a good movie" she said back to me, and then disappeared into the house.

      
        As I drove home, seven inches of steel hardness between my legs; Raylene stood inside Mel's house leaning against the front door.

      "And...how did it go?" Mel asked.

      "He was the perfect gentleman" Raylene said softly. "And I'm soaking wet" she looked up at her friend with fear in her eyes.

      Dawson knew he only had a few more weeks before prom, so the time crunch made me him push a bit faster than he wanted. He informed his parents he had another date the following Saturday.

      His father had given him the scowl when he said he had not bedded the 'girl' on their first date.

      "Get with it boy" his father had scowled.

      But when he told them it was a movie date, his father applauded.

      "Perfect" he told Dawson. "The old hand can land anywhere in the dark and who is to blame."

      Dawson felt his stomach flip. After the ending of their first date; the kiss he and Raylene had shared was far beyond anything a brother and sister should. Could he really make a pass at her in the dark theater? How would she react?

      Those thoughts never totally went away; even when he pulled into Mel's driveway the following Saturday. The last week he and Raylene had hardly seen each other; she was finishing her exams and he was trying to get every extra he could in at his job. He hadn't even heard her leave the house earlier in the day, and he had wanted to see how she would dress.

      As he stood inside the entryway waiting, Mel just watched him. He could feel butterflies in his stomach, he shook himself inside; this is your sister for God's sake; he thought. He turned at the sound of steps and when Ray walked around the corner, he couldn't stop the surge of blood that filled his cock even if had wanted to.

      Her hair was done up in softer curls and lay splayed out on her shoulders. This time she wore a touch of make-up and her lips were glistening a light pink. She wore a light blue button blouse and the first two buttons were undone, giving just the hint of cleavage from her breasts. The material was thin enough Dawson could just barely make out the hint of her bra through the fabric.

      She was wearing a mid thigh leather skirt that hugged her hips and flowed with the curve of her ass like a black velvet second skin. Dawson trailed his eyes from her firm supple thighs down her tanned legs to the sky blue painted toe nails in open heels.

      "Holy fucking God" he whispered softly.

      Raylene turned and looked at him, hearing the soft murmur.

      "You're beautiful" Dawson choked out.

      "Thank you" Raylene gave a shy smile as she walked past him to the front door. As she passed by him her voice barely above a whisper, hit Dawson like a load of bricks. "And you're hard" she said calmly.

      Helping her climb into the truck again, he couldn't tear his eyes from her. Raylene looked down at him with a glint in her eyes.

      "Is it that bad" she asked.

      "No, it's that good" Dawson admitted.

      They rode in silence in the growing dark until Dawson could barely discern her tanned thighs next to him, but the image was burned into his brain from his continuous peeks when Raylene shifted in her seat or crossed her legs.

      Picking the movie had been one of the easiest things Dawson had done. He and his sister had almost the same likes and dislikes; so picking the new Marvel show The Black Panther had been a no brainer. He pulled into the theatre parking lot and found a spot. As he turned off the engine, Raylene reached out and gripped his hand in the dim light of the parking lot.

      "We've always been honest with each other" she said softly.

      
        "Yes" Dawson said slowly, not sure where this was going.

      "Are you hard...right now?" he heard her ask in a small voice.

      "Yes" Dawson couldn't deny it, and she was right they had always been honest together.

      "Why?" Raylene asked as she turned and looked at him.

      "Don't ask" he choked out. "It's wrong."

      "Is it because of me?" her voice sent a tremble through him.

      "Yes" he could barely speak the word.

      "It may be wrong, but it still feels good to hear" she gave his hand a gentle squeeze before she released him.

      Dawson walked around the truck and opened the door. He extended his hand but this time Raylene turned to full face him, and as she prepared to slide out of the seat; her thighs parted. Dawson couldn't help himself, it was like a magnet pulling his eyes; and he glimpsed the color of purple lace between her firm thighs just as she started to slide towards him.

      For the first hour of the movie Dawson was in pure hell. He barely saw much of the show as every time Raylene crossed her firm muscular thighs; his eyes were drawn to her legs. When he glanced up his heart rate nearly doubled. Didn't she only have two buttons open? He thought. Now three fasteners were free and the top half of her breasts were clearly in view in the flickering light of the screen.

      He had hoped that the distraction of the movie would help his raging hard cock subside; instead it was the opposite. He lost track of how many times her fingers gripped his arm; and even once she reached out and gripped his thigh only inches below his groin. The constant contact and the sight of her exposed flesh; kept a steady flow of blood pumping into his engorged cock.

      Finally, Dawson couldn't stand the tension and suspense. The words of his father rang in his ear; you could always blame it on the dark, he thought. He reached out and took a drink of his soda; replacing it in the holder, instead of resting his hand on the armrest, he let his hand drift to the side and let it come to rest on the smooth skin of Raylene's thigh.

      For a brief second he felt her tense under his touch; and then she relaxed. He had expected her to yell at him; but her face stayed locked to the screen. He was more shocked when she made no attempt to stop him as his hand slowly drifted over her thigh.

      Her skin was warm and soft under his fingers; and Dawson marveled at how smooth her legs were. He began to explore the length and width of all that bare skin; each inch sending more blood into his already painful hard cock. When his hand bumped the edge of her skirt, Raylene reached down and gripped his wrist.

      Oh God she's going to yell at me, Dawson thought. Instead he was shocked by her soft words.

      "What color are they?" Raylene asked in a soft whisper; her eyes never leaving the screen.

      Dawson knew then she had seen him peeking when she got out of the truck. His immediate reaction was to deny; to claim ignorance. But it was the thought they had always been close that changed his mind.

      "Purple...lace" he whispered back.

      Dawson was further shocked when she slowly released his wrist, but did not move his hand away. Instead she lifted her hand and rested it on her arm rest at her side. When he didn't move his hand for a moment, in rabid fear, Raylene gently parted her thighs, inviting him in.

      Sliding higher Dawson found the edge of her now drenched panties; amazed at how much moisture clung to her thighs and seeped through the cloth. God, she's a fucking swamp he realized. He slid his middle finger up the crease of her thin panties until her found the hard bud of her clit, pressing lightly on it.

      "Unngggggghhhhhhhhhhhh" Raylene gave out a low guttural moan.

      Dawson continued to tease and pleasure that hard bud, watching as Raylene shook and trembled from his touch. Her breasts rose and fell as her breathing became even more labored. Finally, she turned and looked at him, a fire glinting in her eyes.

      
        "If you don't put it inside me right now; I swear to God I'll scream" her voice low and husky.

      Dawson knew what they were doing was wrong. It was not only culturally illegal, it was morally wrong; and if his parents ever found out he would be disowned and out on his ear. It didn't matter at that moment, as he saw the sheer pleasure on Raylene's face. Extending his middle finger, he watched her face as he slid between her soaked lips and into her steaming depth.

      Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the arms of her chair; her mouth opened in a silent moan and her eyes fluttered. Without moving his arm, Dawson gently pumped his fingers in and out, moving slowly to hide the sloshing her could barely hear between her thighs. Raylene turned and looked at him, surprise on her face as her body began to tremble. When she spoke he was shocked by her words.

      "No man has ever...touched me...like this..." she gasped softly.

      "Are you and Mel...?" He asked; worried he was invading.

      "She's the only one who ever made me orgasm...until now" Raylene moaned.

      Dawson could only watch as his sister convulsed beside him. He could feel warm juices flowing over his hand as she sat beside him and shook through her silent orgasm. People sat around them not more than ten feet away and Raylene all but vibrated as she bit her lip to keep from screaming out.

      As the trembling slowly subsided she reached down and gripped his wrist, slowly pulling his finger free. She stared at the fluids that clung to his finger is amazement.

      "God that was intense" she whispered with a smile.

      Dawson wasn't sure what was going to happen; it's not every day you sit in a dark movie theater and finger your sister to a mind numbing orgasm. But Raylene quietly rearranged her clothing and seating; reached out and twined her fingers in his and they sat and watched the remainder of the movie.

      Through the movie and the quiet drive back to Mel's place; one thought kept invading Dawson's mind. After they had pulled into the driveway he turned to his sister.

      
        "Listen, if I invaded on you in anyway..." he started to say.

      "You didn't" Raylene turned to face him.

      "I mean...you mentioned you and Mel; and I didn't want to..." Dawson tried to explain.

      "Look" Raylene reached out and rested one hand on his thigh. "Mel and I have explored, I'm not going to lie" she smiled. "But she is as much into guys as she is girls" Raylene chuckled.

      "Oh; I thought maybe you two were...you know" Dawson looked over at her.

      "Lover's?" she asked. "Look Dawson Mel's bi-sexual; and me...well I wasn't sure." She sighed.

      "Wasn't sure about what?" Dawson asked.

      "I thought maybe I might be gay" Dawson felt her other hand slide onto his lap as he stared into her eyes. "I'm not; I just never met a guy I wanted to do that with...until now."

      Dawson shuddered as he felt her fingers deftly unsnap his jeans and begin to draw his zipper down.

      "Ray...you don't have to..." he tried to protest.

      "I know I don't have to" she dipped her hand through the opening of his boxers. "I want to" her hand wrapped around his thickening cock.

      "I've never done this before" she husked. "So help me"

      Dawson just sat and watched as Raylene's head lowered between his stomach and the steering wheel. He couldn't see through the mass of dark hair; and with only the dim porch light there wasn't much too see; but God could he feel.

      Wet warm surrounded the head of his cock; and he felt her lips slide down his length.

      
        "Oh Goddddddd" Dawson moaned.

      He reached out with both hands and gripped the steering wheel; as he felt his sisters hot mouth slide down his cock. He looked around in fear, God if anyone saw what was happening it could get back to their folks.

      "Oh shit...Ray" he moaned as her mouth began to move up and down. The sound of her sucking filled the cab as she devoured his throbbing dick.

      Dawson could feel his balls tightening; God if this was her first blowjob he couldn't imagine what she could do with experience. He moved one hand down and curled his fingers in her dark hair. Glancing over, he was shocked to see Mel standing at the door to the house watching them; there was no way she could miss the bobbing mass of hair in his lap. Mel held a thumb up and slipped back into the house and Dawson knew then there was only one way this was going to end.

      "Oh fuck...Ray...that's so fucking good." He gasped.

      Dawson felt her mouth come free and her muffled words from his lap.

      "Am I doing that good?" Jesus how she could even question it, he thought.

      "Keep it up and I'll cum" he warned her.

      "Good" was her one word reply and then that heat wrapped around him again.

      "Oh shit...don't stop...oh fuck Ray..." Dawson babbled as his nuts tightened until they ached.

      "Oh my Goddddddddddddddddd" he moaned as his body jerked; and the first blast of hot cream pumped into her mouth.

      He heard her softly gag on the first blast; followed by the sound of her swallowing as he fired off a second and third blast.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" Raylene murmured as he unloaded his balls into her eager mouth.

      
        
      

      Dawson's brain spun with sheer pleasure as his sister drank his hot seed. It was the hardest he could ever remember cumming; and while part of it was the forbidden aspect of her being his sister; part of it was also that this woman connected with him in ways no woman had before.

      By the time Raylene lifted her mouth from his softening cock; she had managed to suck out what felt like was every drop of cum his balls had held. He just stared in wonder as she rose back to sitting, a small dribble of white goo trickling from the corner of her mouth.

      "Holy shit" Dawson breathed out slowly.

      Raylene reached up and used the tip of her finger to swipe at the small glob, popping it into her mouth. She smiled at Dawson.

      "Now that was hot" she murmured.

      Dawson couldn't even move as Raylene opened her door and slid from the truck. He tucked his limp cock back into his jeans as he watched her walk to the door. This was simply going too far, he realized. He needed to rethink this arrangement, but for tonight he just wanted to remember the hottest blowjob of his life.

      As she heard the truck pull out of the driveway, Mel watched as Raylene came through the door. She could see the glow on her friends face; and she knew.

      "Did you swallow?" she asked in a sultry voice.

      Raylene walked up to her friend, and pressed her lips to hers. Their tongues intertwined and Mel could taste the semen on her friends' mouth. As their lips separated, she stared at her friend.

      "You know where this is going?" Mel asked.

      "Yes" Raylene nodded.

      Mel looked at her friend closely. This time there was no fear like the first time. Now there was a quiet determination in Raylene's eyes.

      
        
      

      For the next three days, Dawson thought and pondered over where things were going with Raylene. It was a route he had never intended; and one that both troubled and excited him. She made him feel in ways he had never felt before; but the nagging thought this was his sister kept bubbling to the surface. Finally, just when he thought he had worked up the nerve to talk to her; Raylene floored him once again.

      Coming home from working second shift, everyone in the house was sleeping and Dawson quietly picked his way through the darkness to his room. Closing the door he flipped on the light and then he stepped to his desk to drop his keys. Sitting on his desk was the hundred dollars he had given Raylene for being his prom date. It was resting on a note that he could tell was her flourish.

      His heart sank as he picked up the hundred, and then the note. She was calling it off, he thought. Like him, the reality of what they were doing, the harsh truth; was simply too much he thought. While his heart ached, he knew she was right. Then he looked down at the note.

      'I want to do this because I choose too, not because you paid me.'

      As Raylene's words sank in Dawson wasn't sure whether he was scared of what was happening, or thrilled that it simply was happening. For the first time, he was connecting with someone of the opposite sex and the thought of losing that made his stomach lurch. No, he couldn't call it off now; not when it was clear she wanted this as much as he did.

      For the next week his father kept going on and on about the upcoming prom and Dawson's date. Every time he bragged about 'his boy' bagging some hot high school girl; Raylene would just stare at him and then shake her head. It was so bad his father gave him money for a tuxedo, and bought him a fresh box of condoms; which he flaunted at the dinner table making Dawson blush crimson as Raylene looked on.

      That night he found the box of condoms sitting on his desk opened and now empty; all of them were removed and gone. The note with them was in Raylene's flourish again as he read.

      'You won't need these so I got rid of them.' She had written.

      Of course I won't need them, she's my sister you ass; he thought. At least Raylene seemed to finally understand the gravity of the road they were traveling. That was until he stood in Mel's house waiting for her; and she came down the stairs this time.

      
        His first sight was red painted toes in a pair of strapped high heels. As she descended his eyes traveled up her calves and lower legs, to the expanse of firm tanned thighs. The hem of her rose dress ended just above mid thigh; low enough to be proper; but high enough to create the threat if she bent or moved wrong, so much hidden would be revealed.

      By two more steps he didn't know which way to look, that firm ass that the skirt flowed over; or the taut belly clearly visible through the rose lace of her top. It was so sheer Dawson could see the glint of silver from her belly button piercing.

      But it was when she hit the landing that Dawson stopped breathing. The rose lace continued up and over the curve of her breasts; the sheerness highlighting the globes of flesh they barely hid; the dress had just enough thickness at the right two spots to hide the caps of breasts, taking the nipples from his view. There was no bra; there couldn't be, he realized. The top was tied in a single bow at her neck; and the back, well there wasn't one. Bare tanned skin ran the full length down to just barely above the crack of her ass, mute confirmation she wasn't wearing a bra; and either she had no panties on or was wearing a thong.

      "You can breathe now" Mel's amused voice sounded in his ear.

      "Oh my God" Dawson let out with his held breathe. Raylene looked at him in surprise. "You're beautiful" he said more softly.

      Raylene held onto the stair rail and lifted one leg to adjust a strap on her heel; Dawson barely held in the moan when the movement revealed the control top of her nylons. Real nylons, he thought not pantyhose but real fucking nylons.

      "Thank you" Raylene gave a demure smile. "Shall we?" she asked softly.

      All through the drive Dawson couldn't tear his eyes from her; he was still in shock at how stunning this tomboy sister he had never noticed was. It didn't help that the obvious tent in his slacks showed his approval. Raylene said nothing as he kept stealing glances; she just sat quietly with her hands in her lap.

      As they entered the dance hall that had been rented, Dawson felt like he was on cloud nine; there was no doubt the most beautiful girl here tonight, was on his arm. He had purposely given them an extra half hour so that people would already be present, and their entry would hopefully not be noticed by some; unfortunately he was wrong.

      
        "Yo Dawbag!" rang out behind them; and Dawson felt Raylene stiffen in his arm.

      "Hey Ricky" Dawson sighed.

      "How much did it cost you to hire this beauty" the boy behind them laughed.

      Before Dawson could retort Raylene spun on her high heels and faced the young man. One eye brow arched as she gazed at the well dressed classmate.

      "Who is this?" her voice dripped acid as she looked at him.

      "This is Ricky." Dawson said. "Ricky this is my date Ray."

      "Ray" the boy scoffed; "What girl goes by the name Ray."

      "It's Raylene to you little man" her voice hissed. Her hand shot out and nails dug into the crotch of his slacks. "Only Dawson calls me Ray; say it again and I'll rip this little dick off and shove it down your throat" she growled.

      Rickey's eyes went wide when nails dug through the cloth of his slacks, sending a lance of pain through his groin. Raylene stepped closer and lowered her voice so only Ricky and Dawson could hear.

      "He's got twice the cock you have little man; and I should know I've sucked it dry" she hissed.

      "I think it's time we danced" Raylene released her grip and turned to Dawson. "Shall we?"

      "Holy fuck" Dawson let out his breath as the two entered the dance floor.

      He wrapped his arms around Ray and pulled her close. It was such a contrast to him; the swiftness and power he had seen in her reaction to Ricky; and the soft feminine form he now held.

      
        Dawson reveled in Raylene's closeness as she never was far from his side. Small touches from her hands, the smell of her hair when they danced; all of it made the evening pass like a swift bolt of lightning. He had lost count of how many dances there had been; both fast and slow; and as the band began to play the midnight lovers song, he knew what he wanted.

      Extending his hand he led his sister to the dance floor and once again wrapped her in his arms. He could hear a thrum of approval deep in her throat as her body molded perfectly to his.

      "This has been the most perfect night, thank you" he whispered into her hair.

      "You know we are in trouble." Ray's voice was a soft murmur.

      "I knew that the first night." Dawson admitted.

      "Do you know what you're saying?" she asked against his chest.

      Dawson reached down and tilted her chin up until their eyes met. "I love you" he whispered softly.

      Raylene made no effort to fight as his lips descended on hers; she couldn't. His tongue slipped into her mouth, she felt one of his hands slide lower, all but cupping the cheek of her ass. She knew this was so wrong; and yet their kiss lit a fire in her belly she had never felt before. As their lips parted, she looked into his eyes.

      "We need to leave" she said softly.

      Dawson nodded; and the two headed over to gather their things from their table. Raylene was silent as they headed for his truck, Dawson wanted to ask what she was thinking, but was terrified of her answer. As he slid into the driver seat, Raylene looked over at him.

      "You rented a room" it was a statement not a question. Dawson could only nod in reply.

      "You're not wearing panties" Dawson didn't even look at her; instead he stared out the windshield.

      "I think you need to drive...now" Raylene told him.

      
        
      

      The drive to the hotel was silent, and Raylene never left his side as he checked in. Together they rode the elevator to the fifth floor and walked down the hall to the room door. Ray used the key card and opened the door; he stepped into the dark room and looked back at Raylene standing on the threshold.

      "Are you all right?" Are you sure?" he asked nervously.

      "I've never been surer." She looked at him. "Dawson...I cross that threshold I'm no longer your sister...I'm your date." She stared at him. "I'm not a one-time girl Dawson" she said softly. "I can't be, do you understand."

      Dawson reached out and gently took her hand; and then swiftly jerked her forward. With a squeak Raylene half stumbled through the door and into the room, plunging into darkness as the door.

      "Daw..mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" her words turning to a moan as his lips smashed into hers, his weight pinning her to the wall beside the door.

      "Oh God yessssss" Ray moaned as his lips began to travel down her neck.

      "God I want you" Dawson disembodied voice echoed in the dark.

      "Then take me...own me" Ray moaned as his hot lips traveled over the lace of her dress.

      Like frenzied animals they tore at the others clothes. His jacket went flying to the floor, followed by his shirt; as Dawson pulled the bow at the back of her neck, causing the top of her dress to fall free.

      "Oh God suck them" Ray moaned as hot lips wrapped around her rock hard nipple.

      Raylene shimmied her hips as Dawson tugged her dress down; at the same time her nails clawed at the front of his slacks. Dawson moaned as he felt her hand wrap around his rigid cock.

      "Fuck you're so hard" Raylene whispered.

      
        Dawson released her nipple and rose up, pinning her against the wall. His hips ground into hers as his cock searched for her opening.

      "No" Raylene husked as her hands pressed against his chest. "Not like this" she told him.

      He heard her hand sliding along the wall, and then the dim light of the entry way to the room came on. Raylene looked around and saw the bed; taking Dawson by the hand she led him over and had him stretch out on the bed on his back.

      Raylene leaned over and tapped the base of the bedside lamp, bringing it to life. Dawson blinked and his eyes adjusted to the light as a nude Raylene climbed onto the bed and straddled his hips.

      He watched as she reached down and gripped his cock, holding it upright, her hips easing down until the tip nestled into her dark hairs; he could feel her moisture seeping onto his cock head as she positioned herself.

      "I want to see your face" Raylene said "I want to see you when you slide inside me" she husked. "You are the first...and only...man who will ever be inside me; do you understand" she stared down into his eyes.

      Dawson opened his mouth to answer, but all he got out was a low guttural moan as pure heat surrounded his cock. It started at the tip and slowly slid down until he felt her pelvis grind into his.

      "Oh God yessssssssss" Dawson groaned.

      "Oh my fucking God" Raylene breathed out.

      For the next ten minutes neither could speak as Raylene rose and fell on him. Sucking noises filled the room, and the smell of their sex hung in the air as she rode him.

      "Oh God...Dawson...never felt...oh shit...I'm going to cum...I never..." Raylene began to babble as her body bounced faster and faster.

      Dawson reached up and gripped her hips, watching her face; he waited, and just as her body began to violently tremble; he pulled down on her, impaling her on his thick cock.

      
        
      

      "AWWWW FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKK" Raylene screamed as her body convulsed.

      Her hands slapped down on his bare chest, her nails digging into his skin. He felt her thighs quiver as they tightened around him. A hot splash of fluids across his groin drenched him in her juices. Her body slowly eased down until her head rested next to his; her breasts pressing into his sweaty skin.

      Neither was moving and yet he felt her walls squeeze and relax around his cock as waves rolled over her. It felt like she was milking his cock, and he could feel his balls begin to ache. His dick started to swell and he knew he was hitting his limit.

      "Ray...oh God" he moaned. "You need to get off...I can't...oh fuck..." he moaned into her ear.

      "God yes...cum for me" her voice was hot against his neck.

      "Oh shit" he was getting desperate. "I'm not wearing a condom, you threw them away" he was trying to lift her hips up off his now pulsing cock.

      "I know" Raylene ground her body down harder, holding him to her body. "Have you ever dreamed of cumming in me?" she asked softly.

      "Oh my God Ray, yessss" Dawson moaned as his balls tingled.

      "Then do it" she leaned down pressing her firm breasts into his chest. "I want this Dawson" she husked in his ear. "Cum in your date...cum in your lover...cum in your sister" Ray told him.

      Ray reached up and wrapped his arms around her back, and then slid his hands down her smooth skin to fill his hands with the firm globes of her ass. With a grunt, he heaved his hips upward and twisted her. With a squeal Raylene landed on her back, Dawson's cock still buried to the hilt inside her.

      Pushing up on his knees between her spread thighs, he gripped her ankles and lifted her legs to his shoulders. The silky feel of her nylons drove his crazy as he began to pound into her.

      "Oh God yes, fuck me...don't stop...oh shit...so good." Raylene babbled as Dawson hammered into her.

      
        
      

      Dawson watched her head roll from side to side as she clawed at the bed sheets. He could feel her tight walls rippling around him as her hips lurched up to meet his; the sound of skin slapping together filling the room.

      The smell of their sex filled his nostrils; the sounds of Ray gurgling and whimpering under him in raw pleasure sent tingles down his spine that settled in his balls.

      "Oh shit...Ray" Dawson felt his balls tightening. "I'm going...to cum" he moaned between thrusts.

      "Do it" Raylene hissed up at him. "Oh fuck fill me Dawson" Ray moaned.

      "OOHHH MY GAAWWDDDDDDDDDDDD" Dawson roared.

      He jammed his hips down hard, impaling himself in that hot cavern' he looked down at his sister in shock as his cock jerked; the first thick wad pumping deep inside her.

      Raylene felt that incredible heat fill her belly, her eyes staring wide up at him. "I love you" she managed to whisper out as her second massive orgasm on the night slammed home.

      Dawson gripped her convulsing hips as hot juices splashed across his lower belly. He watched his sisters eyes roll back as her orgasm roared through her, even as his balls spewed a second and then third thick rope into her. He knew she wasn't protected, and he really didn't care at that moment, he wanted to shove every hot drop of cum deep inside her; and all Raylene wanted was that hot cream filling her as she wrapped her arms around his trembling body.

      "Holy fuck" Dawson gasped as he tried to catch his breath

      "That was incredible" Raylene cooed into his ear.

      "God I am in so much trouble" Dawson whispered.

      "What's wrong" there was a tremble in Raylene's voice.

      
        Dawson raised his head and stared into her eyes.

      "Because I'm in love with my sister" he kissed her softly.

      "Then we're both in trouble" her voice whispered back.

      "What now?" Dawson looked at his sister.

      Raylene swiveled her hips slowly, feeling his still hard cock embedded inside her sopping wet pussy. With a glint in her eye, Raylene shoved her hips upward, causing Dawson to tip sideways. This time it was his sister as the pair rolled over once more until she was seated straddling him, his thick cock deep inside her.

      "It's actually rather simple" Raylene gave a smile. "You've been dating Mel" she smiled.

      "What?" Dawson was confused. Between her words and the tight pussy that wrapped around his throbbing cock he couldn't focus.

      "You didn't say anything because you didn't want me to be upset" Raylene ground her pelvis down into Dawson. "But I think it's fantastic, especially since you plan to move in with her, and I'm going to join you two to help with the finances."

      It actually was simple, Dawson thought as his sister began slowly bouncing up and down on him; the hell of it was, it just might work, he thought.

      "You think Mel will go for it" he grunted.

      "I think she'll come around" Raylene smiled brightly. "Especially after you shove your fat cock into her while I suck her clit" she laughed.

      "Oh God" that image burned into Dawson's brain.

      "Now, you've got until checkout tomorrow" Raylene growled down at him. "Fuck me Dawson, and don't stop until you've put so much cum into me, it drowns her tomorrow." She husked.

      
        
      

      Dawson reached up and gripped his sisters' hips, her words setting off a flame in his balls. With a lunge he lifted his ass straight up, impaling her on his dick.

      "FUUCCCKKKKKKK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Raylene screamed at the ceiling, as the pair began to fuck.

    
  
    
      Dear Diary

      I shouldn't have done it, but I did. I mean, of all the things in our house that meant anything, privacy was about number one. I could try and rationalize that it was partly her fault, after all she had called me and sent me into her bedroom after her school notes; but I knew better, it was not something I should have done.

      When I had finished forwarding the notes from her laptop to her phone, I had turned to leave. That was when I saw the book laying on her half made bed.

      It was face down, and the name Crystal was across the cover with small star stickers around it. It looked a bit childish for a nineteen year old; and I guess that was what first drew my attention.

      Once I picked it up, I knew instantly what it was; it was her journal; or more appropriately her diary. I should have put it back down on the bed, but I didn't.

      When I flipped to the first page, I saw the date was four years ago; that would explain the girlish name and stars on the cover; the spangles of a fifteen year old girl.

      It was a small three ring binder, which is partly why it never occurred to me it was a diary; my first thought was it was something for school. Oh I had heard of diaries, you know those special hidden places girls write all their loves and pains. Crystal's bordered on almost obsessive.

      There were small clear jacket inserts where she had inserted her school picture each year. It was a shock to flip through the years and watch her grow up in my hands.

      I found a flower petal she had saved from her prom corsage; and even a badly written love note from some ten year old boy in her class. I think the thought that this was Crystal's nineteen years of life encapsulated into a book fascinated me.

      
        
      

      I laughed at her comments about boys as a young girl; I smiled as she proudly spoke of her soccer and basketball victories as a teenager. I almost cried at her pain as she watched the cancer take her grandmother and how at sixteen that had motivated her towards nursing school.

      I admit, her entry about losing her virginity at seventeen didn't thrill me; but I had a morbid joy when she wrote that it wasn't everything she had imagined.

      I flipped it back to today's entry and was about to set it back on the bed when one of the paragraphs caught my attention.

      'I saw it again today, God's its huge. I still don't know how a woman would fit that thing inside her. He didn't stroke it this time, I wish he had; I love watching him cum.'

      I felt anger, and yes jealousy, rise in my throat like bile. Who the hell was showing my little girl his cock; I mean when you read that you KNOW what she is talking about.

      She had mentioned she had seen it again; that meant she had seen it before today's entry. I started flipping back on the entries, trying to speed read. I found the entry; it was about six months just before school had released.

      Like I said; I shouldn't have picked that book up, and I definitely should not have been reading her diary. I knew it the moment I read her entry.

      'March 16th'

      'I saw it. I mean I REALLY saw it. I had forgotten my hair tie and figured I would just slip in the bathroom while he showered. God it's HUGE. Tommy was nowhere near that big.'

      Tommy, who the hell was Tommy, and then it, hit me, Tommy had been a boy Crystal had dated last spring. He had seemed like a nice enough kid, but Crystal had broken it off for one reason or another during the summer.

      I flipped through the pages again, and found her next entry.

      
        'April 10th'

      'I snuck in the bathroom; I had to see it again. God he was stroking it this time; I thought I was going to pee myself. Watched him cum, it was awesome. He has a huge load, not like Tommy's little dribble.'

      Two more entries later and it began to dawn on my slow brain, exactly who it was Crystal was watching. My suspicions were confirmed when I hit her entry for July.

      'July 5th'

      'I broke it off with Tommy at the fireworks yesterday. I can't do it anymore. Every time I look at him I see Dad's cock. I keep seeing that thick pole, that massive load. God I need a dildo.'

      I don't know what hit me more; the fact my daughter was being a voyeur for me; or that at that moment I had the hugest raging hard on I could remember in years.

      'August 3rd'

      'I got my dildo from Amazon today. I waited until his shower, and then watched him. I love when he grunts just before he blows. I have to be careful, almost got caught. When he came I think I moaned. When he was done I fucked myself silly with that plastic cock.'

      I gently set the book back down on the bed in its original position. As I turned to leave a picture on her dresser caught my eye. I walked over and stared at the photo. We had been to Cancun; and gotten our picture taken on the beach.

      Two things struck me as I stared at the picture; the first was that I really didn't look bad for a guy who had just hit his fortieth birthday. The other thought was, who was the hottie hanging on my arm?

      Crystal's mother hadn't been in the picture since she was a year old. Maybe it was post-partum depression, or just that at twenty she wasn't ready to be a mom and wife. For whatever reason, I came home from work and had found half our closet empty and a piece of paper on the kitchen table just saying she couldn't take it anymore.

      
        Being only one it had made things easier with Crystal, at least I didn't have to explain. We never heard from Mindy again; she literally just vanished. As she got older Crystal asked the usual questions, but we had a loving and open home so she quickly matured and seemed to settle into being an only child of a single dad.

      How do I describe Crystal? I could say the normal of about five foot six inches and about a hundred and forty pounds; but that wouldn't give the right mental picture. All through high school Crystal had been in soccer, basketball, cross country; you name it. Even after school she took a job at a local fitness place for the summer, spending her free hours working out after her job. So, you have to understand body size isn't everything. Crystal had that lean, toned muscular body that screamed fitness. Her arm wrapped around me had well defined biceps; and her thighs showed the toned muscles of an athlete.

      Now add a pair of 36D's and natural platinum blonde hair and you get the idea. I stared at those tits mashed against my arm in the photo and wondered if I had been brain dead when the picture was taken that I hadn't noticed.

      They were encased in a dark blue bikini top, and the tops of her breasts just spilled out of the small cloth. I thought I had been hard with her diary; God I damn near came in my jeans just looking at that picture.

      When had my little girl grown up? That was NOT a child standing next to me; that was about one of the hottest women I had ever seen; and I had NEVER seen, until now.

      I don't know what possessed me, maybe it was the journal, or maybe it was the photo; either way I reached out and pulled open the top drawer of her dresser.

      I stared at the thongs and filmy panties that lined the inside, but my eyes riveted on the thick plastic toy that lay nestled behind them. Reaching out I slowly pick it up; yeah it had to be about eight inches long, and thick.

      I held it against the bulge in my shorts and was shocked to see that they were about the same size. God, she had bought a dildo that matched her father; and she was fucking herself with it...while she thought of what?

      I returned the toy to its home, and without looking back headed out of Crystal's bedroom. For the rest of the afternoon and evening my brain held an internal war; one I had never experienced before; and was not equipped to deal with.

      
        
      

      I had taken care of my daughter all her life, which meant for nineteen years I had basically put myself on the back burner. That isn't to say I didn't have sex; I did. But I would say at best it had been once every month or two.

      My current dry spell had been for almost two months. Now, take a male who hasn't had sex in two months; who just got the eye opener of his life; and let a woman walk through his door wearing tight spandex shorts that just molded to the cheeks of her ass; coupled with a tank top that stretched around two perfectly formed breasts; oh and add to it was more than evident she was not wearing a bra.

      You know what you get? Perpetual horniness for about three hours is what you get. By eight that evening I couldn't endure anymore. Crystal was stretched out on the couch reading a text book, and my eyes kept gravitating to those twin hard nipples staring back at me; or that tight camel toe just barely hidden between her thighs.

      I did what any red blooded male would do; I headed for the shower. I was standing under the warm spray, facing the shower head; and yeas y hand was gripping my fat hard dick. Images of that picture burned in my brain as I slowly jerked my cock. The fact it was my daughter, I buried under the incessant need in my balls.

      I think because of the journal I was a little more attentive this time. I thought I heard the soft protest of the door hinge as it was opened; it was confirmed when I felt a slight drop of the temperature in the bathroom as the cool air of the hallway slipped in.

      Out of the corner of my eye I caught Crystal's shadow as she slipped inside and quietly sat on the toilet. The diary, the picture; even the dildo all collided in my brain. Slowly, without looking up, I rotated my body.

      I knew I was in position when I heard a tiny gasp from the other side of the shower door. My hand never stopped moving as I pumped my now throbbing cock.

      I kept my head lowered into the spray, but tried to peek just off to the side. What I saw sent a shiver down my spine. Crystal sat on the edge of the toilet, the top edge of her spandex shorts were pulled down; and her hand was jammed inside.

      I caught a peek of light blue from her panties as her fingers worked her soaked pussy. I felt my cock throb in my grip, and I knew no matter what I tried, I wasn't going to last long.

      
        
      

      I turned more just slightly, and lowered my throbbing cock, aiming the head towards the glass right beside the door. I felt my balls tighten as my explosion neared.

      I couldn't help it, I swear; and I couldn't stop it. As the first volley of my thick cum burst from the tip; it splattered against the glass, oozing down the wet surface.

      "Crystal" I grunted softly.

      Crystal rocketed straight up; grabbing her shorts she rose and hustled from the room. I knew she had heard me, but I couldn't stop myself. Rope after rope emptied from my balls even after she had left.

      I slipped out of the shower and dried off. I knew where she had hurried off to; and I also knew how wrong this was. Pulling on my robe I padded down the hall to her doorway.

      I tried to listen at her door but honestly I can't hear much through wood unless the person is screaming. I reached down and slowly turned the knob, easing the door open just a crack. The fact I had done this of my own will showed me I had passed beyond the accidental and was now into the intentional. Did it stop me? Not just no...hell no.

      As I slowly opened her bedroom door, I finally saw Crystal. She was sitting on the edge of her bed. At first I thought nothing was happening, and then I saw her body shudder, and realized her elbow was slowly moving at her side.

      Why was she sitting? Ten I realized, she was looking at the picture on her dresser. Just as I had been captivated by her in the photo, she was using the image of me.

      I started to pull away, figuring to give her privacy, and the fact I really couldn't see anything. Just then Crystal shifted, and slid back onto her bed. I should have left when I had the chance; just like when I had picked up her diary. Now, as her body slid more into view, I knew I was lost.

      Because she had been sitting, I hadn't realized the obvious; she was naked from the waist down. My eyes riveted to those fantastically toned legs as she swung them up onto the bed. I glanced over her upper body still dressed in her tank top. Her taut six pack style belly flexed as she moved.

      
        Then my searching gaze found it; oh God. She was either shaved smooth or at the distance I couldn't distinguish the fine blonde hairs. Either way her entire groin slid into view as she turned.

      I would love to describe her pouty lips, or the curve of her sexy pussy; I can't. What I can describe is about six inches of hard plastic cock shoved up inside her, stretching her open to my gaze.

      That toy was coated in froth, and her thighs glistened with moisture. Once she stretched out on the bed, the show really started. She reached down with both hands and gripped the end of that toy; and to my shock rammed the entire length deep into her.

      I damn near blew another load standing there as she began to fuck herself with a vengeance. This was no passionate love making; this was animal fucking as a nubile nineteen year old pounded into herself.

      I don't know how long I stood there, but it was long enough to watch her shudder through a violent orgasm as she abused her pussy. When I finally pulled my eyes from between her lewdly spread thighs; and looked at her lust filled face; I was horrified. For one thing, she was staring straight at the door, at ME. Did she know I was there? Was this a show for me?

      I had heard all the stories of men who used women's panties as a fetish. Smelling them and jerking off to hem. Personally I had never committed the act, but I was well aware. What I had never dreamed of was watching my daughter hold a used pair of MY underwear to her face, inhaling my scent as she rammed an eight inch dildo up her.

      Crystal hammered herself through another orgasm as she apparently stared at the door. By the time I pulled away it was more than evident this fantasy of hers was now also mine. As I retreated to my bedroom, I tried to comfort myself with the idea we hadn't really done anything. I mean we hadn't touched or had sex per say. OK, so I'm fairly good at rationalizing, I admit it.

      The next morning I woke for work, and Crystal had already headed out for the day. With her schedule I wasn't sure if it was word, or class, or just hanging with friends. Whatever the reason, I was now in the house alone. What I did know was I had gone to bed alone, and definitely empty handed.

      That meant I had not NOT brought a pair of pale green thong panties to bed with me; even if they were resting on my pillow next to my head. I wanted to deny them, just get up out of bed and totally ignore the thin cloth; I didn't.

      
        As my fingers closed over them, I could feel the slight moisture, and even feel a bit of warmth in them. That meant they hadn't been there that long.

      Just as the cloth hit my nose, my hand slid inside my underwear gripping my raging hard cock. In inhaled deeply as my hand started moving; images of Crystal smelling my underwear as she all but raped herself on her dildo sent my body into orbit. Even as my father brain screamed how wrong this was, my nuts tightened. 'Crystal' I grunted as I exploded in my underwear.

      Some men wear boxers, I tend to prefer the tightie whities; it keeps the packed more firmly in place for me. It also means when you blow a load of hot cum; it doesn't just puddle against silk; it soaks up into the cotton cloth.

      I pulled my drenched underwear free and as I rose for the morning, reached for my laundry basket. My hand froze with my underwear just above the basket. I shouldn't, but once again my brain shut down and I did the unthinkable. I padded through the empty house, and entered Crystal's bedroom. Two could play at this little game, I thought.

      Taking my cum soaked underwear, I wrapped them around her dildo and set the prize on her pillow. I knew by the time she got home, the dried scum would cling to her dildo white and crusty.

      Later that evening it was excruciating. We both acted as if nothing had happened; and yet we both knew. We were stepping into a very dangerous game, and neither knew where it was leading. By the time it hit almost eight; I was raging hard, thinking of what Crystal had done with my used underwear.

      I finally headed up to the bathroom for my shower, my raging hard on more than evident in my jeans. Crystal sat on the couch and watched me leave, not saying a word.

      Before going to the bathroom, I stepped into the door of her bedroom. Sure enough, my underwear lay on her pillow, while her used dildo was cast aside on the bed. God, the entire length was covered in white froth. The girl must cum like a swamp I thought. I wanted to pick up that toy and ick it clean; but held myself back.

      I returned to the bathroom and started my shower. As I stood under the warm spray, my mind conjured up images of Crystal stretched out on her bed, shoving that plastic dong into herself as she smelled and licked my cum filled underwear. Saying your cock is hard doesn't describe me at that moment. I was so steel hard my cock actually hurt.

      
        I felt the change in the air of the bathroom; I knew Crystal had just entered. I didn't turn to show her my profile this time. God help me, I turned to face her. I watched her sit on the toilet as we looked at each other through the steamed glass.

      My hand continued to pump along eight inches of hard cock, while I could just see her hand slip between her spread thighs. That boundary shifted as we silently watched each other masturbate to the other.

      To this day I couldn't tell you who moved, or who did what. I can tell you there is a hell of a difference between watching through frosted and steamed glass; and staring eye to eye after the shower door had slid part way open.

      Crystal had her tank rolled part way up, one hand cupping her firm breast; while two fingers plowed into her sopping wet hole. Pre cum dripped from the tip of my cock as I stroked along the throbbing veins in full view.

      Not a word was said as we pleasured ourselves, watching the other. When it finally hit, it had to be one of the strongest orgasms of my life. My cock jerked in my grip, and a thick stream of white erupted from the tip; splattering against the now open shower door.

      Crystal's eyes fluttered; and her whole body heaved; as I watched a puddle form on the toilet seat under her. When her body finally settled down, she rose on shaky legs. She looked down at my still rigid cock, then up into my eyes. I had never seen raw lust before, I saw it then.

      Without a word, she turned and walked from the bathroom and I heard her bedroom door close. I knew what she was doing once again. This time while tempted, I managed to resist. Heading to my own room, I slipped under my covers and fell into a fit full sleep.

      For the next few days I tried my best to get our home back to normal. Every night I fell asleep to images of Crystal masturbating, or that perfect body under me; God I was sick. By Saturday I was a total wreck as I roamed the empty house. I figured I could get some things done around the house while Crystal was out. Yeah, I gave in. By now saying I should or shouldn't do something had died in my brain. I just did it.

      'August 20th'

      
        'I want to throw up. He called my name when he jerked off. Could he really want me? He must have used my panties, you can't hide dried cum. I'm scared, and horny. I saw his entire cock tonight, and when he came; God it was beautiful. My poor dildo damn near broke I fucked myself so hard.

      'August 21st'

      I am so stupid. I left a pair of my panties on his pillow. Why? I am in such deep shit. I wasn't even thinking. Well I was, about his cock. I want it.'

      That entry was brief but so to the point I almost came in my shorts.

      'August 23rd'

      He watched me masturbate yesterday. God I exploded. I wanted to scream his name, but was scared. Tonight I watched him jerk off in the shower; no glass just us. It was the hottest thing I've ever done. Forget the kids at school or work; I want him.

      I think he is reading you. I'm not sure. If he is then he'll watch me next time. I mean WATCH me.'

      'August 25th'

      'I could cry right now. Two nights and nothing.'

      My heart almost stopped at her last entry. It was dated this morning. For two nights Crystal had apparently waited for me, and blind stupid me had ignored her.

      I spent the rest of the day doing laundry and cleaning the house. By the time crystal got home that evening from work or wherever, I was already in my room.

      "Night Dad" I heard her lilting voice as she passed my door.

      I didn't answer. Whether she thought I might have fallen asleep or not, it really didn't matter for what my perverted brain had in mind. I waited about five minutes, then rose from my bed.

      
        I made no attempt to close or belt my robe as I padded down the short hall. Taking a deep breath, I turned the knob and opened her bedroom door.

      Crystal stood frozen at her dresser as she turned and looked at me. She had removed her top and was standing barefoot in her shorts and a bra. Her hands were behind her back, frozen at the clasp of her bra.

      I didn't say a word; I just leaned against the door frame and watched her. Her eyes slid down my body, just the hint of my cock peeking from the open folds of my robe.

      Her eyes were huge like saucers as she stared at me, I could see her hands tremble as they moved again, slowly undoing the clasp. I could feel my cock thicken as the lacy blue material of her bra slid down her firm breasts.

      God her breasts were perfect. Cone shaped and capped with large brown areoles; her hard nipples looked like small eraser nubs as they stood straight out.

      As she turned to face me, I reached down through my robe, gripping my hardening cock. Her eyes only grew as she watched me start to slowly stroke my raging cock.

      Unsnapping her shorts, she wiggled her hips, pulling the material done. When she rose up, a pair of blue lace boy shorts came into full view.

      "Fuck" I softly grunted as my cock jerked in my grip.

      Crystal shuddered at my soft voice; gripping the elastic of her panties she all but ripped them down her hips, standing in front of me now totally nude.

      OK Crystal is not perfect, but neither am I. Right then, that hot body was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. Nineteen years old, nubile; with a set of tits to die for; and I was jerking off to her. I was sick, I was perverted; and I was so lost.

      Her eyes never leaving me, Crystal stepped over and sat on the edge of her bed facing me. Slowly, as if teasing me; she spread her thighs open. There it was; those pouty lips and glistening thighs. Fuck she was soaking wet already.

      
        I expected her to sit there and start fingering for me, like she had in the bathroom. It seems my vixen of a daughter had other things in mind. Reaching behind herself, she brought up that thick plastic toy.

      I watched in horror and fascination as she promptly shoved half that fake dick, straight down her throat; giving a soft humming sound as she sucked on the soft rubber.

      "Jesus Christ" I whispered, my voice hoarse.

      The idea of those lips; wrapped around my cock; while she deep throated me; sent a shiver through my body. I could only stare in fascination as she pulled that spit slick dildo from her throat. She reached down and pressed the bloated head against her wet pussy.

      "Daddy" she whispered. Then she shoved that entire thing up her cunt.

      I thought I was going to lose it as I watched that thick toy disappear inside her. Good God she took the thing to the base and never flinched.

      Crystal sat spread eagle on the bed, staring intently at my hand and cock; her eyes never left my body. Every time my hand slid to the base, she drove that for piece of rubber deep inside. When I slid my hand back, she slowly pulled it out.

      I suddenly realized she was matching the pace of my hand, fucking herself in time to my masturbation. I shivered as I picked up the pace; watching her hands moving faster to keep time with me. Wet slapping from my hand colliding with my hips, matched the obscene squishing noises every time she drove deep.

      "Oh God...daddy" I heard Crystal softly whisper.

      Her eyes lifted from my groin and looked into mine. Her face was flushed ruby her lidded eyes glazed with lust. I sweat her nipples distended even more as her body began to shudder.

      She was going to cum; and the sheer sight of her sucked my nuts straight up loaded both barrels. Without even thinking, I took two steps forward, standing now only a foot in front of her sweating body. My fist flew up and down my cock as I grunted softly.

      
        I watched the first thick rope spew out, arching through the air. It splattered against Crystal's heaving breasts, coating her skin. It was as if the touch of my cream on her body set her off.

      "Nuggg" Crystal gave a guttural growl.

      Her entire body convulsed as my second rope sprayed across her upper chest. I could smell the scent of her arousal as cream pumped out around that buried toy; soaking the sheet under her.

      I just stood there, horrified at the scene before me. My innocent girl, sitting on her bed, surrounded by her stuffed animals and all the trappings of her childhood; coated in my thick cum.

      I was disgusted with myself. I quickly wheeled about and almost ran from her bedroom. I threw my robe aside as I turned out the light, burying my head under my covers. What kind of perverse animal had I become.

      For the next few days, I tried desperately to return our home to its happy past. I went to work early, I avoided her bedroom. I even changed my shower time to mornings to avoid the temptation for either of us.

      I didn't avoid Crystal, but I made a point of sticking to our usual routine, trying to keep some kind or normalcy. I thought by Thursday, I had actually done a decent job. God was I wrong.

      I work Saturday every so often, and had taken Thursday off because it was my turn for a weekend shift. I woke at my usual time, but stayed in my bedroom. I didn't want the temptation of that body; I knew if I saw it every barrier I had would crumble.

      I crawled out of bed after I heard the front door. Crystal had either headed to work or her friends. To me it was now safe to venture through the house.

      I made the bed and straightened the room before heading down for my morning coffee. I knew my mind was weak, I swore I could smell her perfume on the pillow beside mine. I violently shook my head, trying to get the thoughts out of my head.

      When I entered the kitchen, I froze in my tracks. Not because of the cup of fresh coffee Crystal had left at my seat at the table; but because right beside it...was her journal.

      
        My first urge was to pick it up and take it back to her bedroom. I mean, she had to have forgotten it there. Then, I realized it wasn't at her chair at the table, it was at mine. God help me, she had deliberately left it there, asking me to read it.

      That meant she knew I had read it before, and my heart fell to my gut. How do you apologize for violating someone's privacy? I slid into my chair, resting my hand on the small binder. I could see the small marker she had placed in it poking at the top. With a heavy sigh, I opened the book.

      'August 25th'

      'My first time writing twice in one day, but I have to. He IS reading you. God it was perfect. He scared the shit out of me when he came in my room. I didn't think I would have the nerve to go through with it; but when I saw his cock, I lost it.

      Oh God it was the hottest thing I've ever seen. It's so long and thick and perfect (yes I'm gushing). He came on me. I didn't expect that. I was having my own and when I noticed he was gone, and it was all over my boobs and my skin.

      I licked every drop off, God he tastes so good.'

      I reached under the kitchen table; I had to straighten the rampant rod between my thighs. Jesus, she licked my cream off her breasts. I wanted to grab my dick and jerk off right here.

      I turned the page to her next entry, and I thought my heart was going to burst as I read her words.

      'August 27th'

      I waited, last night and tonight. He didn't come. Am I not pretty enough? What did I do wrong? God I miss him

      I snuck into his room last night and slept with him. God I can't describe how good it felt, to just feel him next to me.

      Daddy...I love you'

      
        I ran my fingers over the page. You didn't do anything baby, I thought. I could feel a couple of spots on the paper that felt different. As I traced them, I realized what they were; teardrops. Dear God have I been this blind, I wondered.

      So it had been her perfume I had smelled on the pillow this morning. I shivered at the thought that all night, that perfect body had been at my side.

      I turned the page expecting it to be blank, today was the 28th. Instead, Crystal had put an entry before she had left the book on the table. This time she hadn't written a journal entry, instead; I read the words she wrote to me.

      'My Loving father.

      There is no one I want more than you. All of you, completely and totally. I am yours, if you will have me. I am taking the biggest risk of my life writing this, I know you'll read it.

      I want to be your daughter, your little girl. I also want to be your woman; your lover and companion.

      If you feel the same, and God I hope I'm not being a fool, I will be back home in a few hours after I leave this for you. If my dreams come true, you'll be in your bedroom, with the door open for me. If the door is closed...well I can't think of that.

      Daddy I'm scared.'

      I slowly closed the journal and sat at the table. Glancing up at the clock I realized I had been sitting here for almost two hours. God she was going to be home soon.

      Rising from the chair I picked up the journal and headed up the stairs. I stepped into Crystal's room and gently set the book on her bed. Leaning over the bed I inhaled deeply of her pillow, smelling that same perfume that had permeated the pillow on my bed.

      As I stepped into my own bedroom, it suddenly felt so big; and so empty. I sat on the edge of the bed and lifted the pillow to my face. I inhaled again, smelling the traces of her perfume. As I set the pillow back, I knew my answer.

      
        I started when I heard the front door close. The house seemed so quiet; I could hear soft and hesitant footsteps on the stairs. I waited quietly, sitting on the edge of the bed.

      "Dad?" her soft voice called.

      I lifted my head and looked at a vision, and it was standing in my open door. My eyes started at those pink painted toes in her open toed sandals, trailing up tanned firm thighs, God she was so fit. Her spandex black shorts molded to her flared hips, creasing to meet in a perfect camel toe between her thighs. Her sports bra left that midriff exposed, the tanned muscles of her belly rippling as she shifted from one foot to the other. Her sports bra barely contained those magnificent breasts as they rose with her labored breathing. I could see the twin nubs of her nipples straining at the tight cloth.

      Her face; God just say I was mesmerized. In the time it took to run my eyes over her; my cock began to stiffen and thicken until it stood like a rigid pole in my lap. You couldn't miss the damn thing; I was sitting on the bed totally naked.

      "Oh God" Crystal moaned as her eyes fixed on me, watching my cock rise like some spear; filling with blood with just the sight of her.

      "Does that answer if you're pretty enough" I whispered.

      "Yesss" she moaned softly.

      "Come here" I instructed her.

      Crystal slowly crossed the room and stood in front of me. I could see she was trembling as she tried to take all of me in. I reached out and took her hand in mine.

      "This is not my bedroom anymore" I looked up into her eyes. "This is our bedroom, do you understand?"

      Crystal mutely nodded.

      "If we do this..." I took a deep breath. "There is no going back" I said firmly. "I am yours, but you are mine. If any man touches you..."

      
        
      

      "I understand" Crystal cut me off.

      She slid her left hand into my left hand and lifted it up. I felt something different in her hand, and when I looked down; I was surprised to see a small band on her ring finger. I just stared as she held out the ring finger on my hand.

      "It may not be legal" Crystal whispered softly.

      She reached into her small clutch she had hanging off her shoulder, pulling out something she clutched in her hand.

      "All I have ever wanted..." she said softly. "To have and to hold, through sickness and in health, until death do us part" my daughter whispered as she slid a small simple band on my hand.

      The fact she was mine, and I was hers; so committed; set off something inside me. I looked up at her face, her eyes widening as she took in my gaze.

      "Take the clothes off...or I will rip them off." I said calmly.

      "You wouldn't..." her eyes grew wider.

      It's amazing what a surge of testosterone can do to a man's muscles. I reached up and gripped the front of her sports bra, and with a savage jerk, followed by a loud rip; separated the cloth right down the center.

      "Daddy!" Crystal squealed as her freed breasts bounded into view.

      "OH fuckkkk" I heard her moan as my hot mouth enveloped one breast.

      I heard her clutch clatter to the floor, followed by the panting as she shed her now torn top.

      "Suck them, Oh God yes, suck my tits." My not so innocent daughter moaned above me. "Dreamed...oh God I dreamed." Her hands came around and clutched the back of my head.

      
        
      

      As my mouth sucked as much firm flesh in it could, I reached up and gripped the elastic waist of her spandex shorts. I heard Crystal squeal a second time as I jerked those tight shorts clear down to her knees.

      She stumbled to catch her balance, sandals flying across the bedroom floor. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she gripped me, her chest thrust out to feed my hungry mouth.

      I slid my hand up that those toned thighs, and before she could even register what was happening, slid a thick finger between her soaked lips. God she was literally dripping juices as I slid into her like butter.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSS" Crystal wailed as her walls stretched around my finger.

      She might not technically be a virgin, but Jesus was she tight. I felt her walls grip my invading finger like a liquid hot glove. I pumped my finger in and out as I moved from one breast to the other; all the while Crystal mewled and whimpered above me.

      "Wanted this...needed this...oh God...OH MY GOD" her body began to vibrate.

      I quickly swiveled around and literally shoved her convulsing body onto the bed. With a wet slurp my finger came free as she tumbled back. Her eyes were glassy as waves rolled through her belly.

      In the middle of her first orgasm, I reached out; lifted her legs; and slammed my face over her leaking pussy, driving my tongue deep.

      "AAAGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Crystal screamed as her body shook on the bed.

      "Never...oh God...no one...oh shitttttttttt" I heard her wailing above me.

      If this was her first experience with oral, I intended to make it not only memorable, but mind blowing. I reached between her spread thighs and used my fingers to peel those drenched petals apart.

      
        As her pink interior came into view, I drove my tongue deep into her hole. At the same time I opened my mouth wide to suck her clit in hard. Her hands slapped onto my shoulders, nails digging into my skin as she screamed again.

      "Dadddyyyyy...what are you doing to meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Crystal's voice echoed off the bedroom walls.

      Her hips shot off the bed, mashing her groin into my face; and then her whole body flopped on the bed as her orgasm shredded the first waves of pleasure.

      Crystal gurgled and moaned as wave after wave rolled through her; I could see the taut muscles of her belly flexing as each one hit. Hot juices shot out from that gaping pussy and into my waiting mouth. Noisily I swallowed, letting her know how much I enjoyed doing this to her.

      As her body settled into an almost constant quiver; and her nails raked at my shoulders; I could hear her softly begging to me.

      "Please...need...oh God...need...can't take..." her voice was raspy with lust.

      I pulled my cum soaked face from between her thighs, lifting her slender frame in my body, I shifted her to the center of the bed. Sliding my body up hers, I felt her muscular thighs grip my waist.

      "Say it baby" I whispered down at her.

      Lust hazed eyes tried to focus up at me, I could see a small trickle of her own spit running from the corner of her mouth.

      "Need you...inside" Crystal gasped.

      Crystal raised her head and looked between our bodies; my cock was nestled between her swollen lips as I hovered over her. Her gaze never moved as her lust filled voice drifted up to me.

      "Make me your woman, claim me daddy." She husked.

      
        I was beyond caring she was my daughter, I wanted her. After everything we had shared, it was time. I watched her face as she stared between our bodies; as I began to push my hips forward.

      I had expected her to be tight, but God she was beyond anything I had experienced. I heard a soft grunt come from her as the fat head of my cock slipped past her opening.

      "Big...oh God..." Crystal moaned.

      "Jesus you're tight..." I muttered as I pushed harder.

      "Oh my God...Oh My God..." Crystal moaned over and over as I sunk about half my cock inside her.

      Her head came up and she stared into my face with wide eyes. There was a sense of wonder about her as I pushed another inch or two inside. I could feel her walls gripping me in a soft vise as she tried to stretch to fit me.

      "So...fucking...big..." Crystal gasped.

      I could see a flash of pain in her eyes as I tried to push deeper. I was concerned I was hurting her, so began to back out. Her strong legs quickly wrapped around my waist, locking her ankles at my low back.

      "NO" she almost barked.

      I've had sex; I mean I'm forty years old for God's sake. I've made love and I've fucked; some was good and some was bad. This was something totally different. I had never seen such a feral look in a woman's eyes as I did in Crystal's at that moment.

      "I've got you inside me...finally." Her voice rasped. "Don't you dare stop." She hissed.

      Her palms smacked against my ass cheeks as she reached down and gripped me. Her nails dug into my ass as she pulled me tighter to her.

      "I want...it...ALL" she rumbled.

      
        
      

      Each word was punctuated by her nails digging deeper as she pulled on my ass; matching it with a thrust upward from her hips as she tried to impale herself on me.

      After about the third push, I felt my balls nestle against her soaked lips, her seeping juices coating my thick shaft. I was buried to the hilt in the tightest pussy I had ever felt; and it took everything to not blow my load right then.

      Crystal made up for it for the both of us. Her head turned to face me; her eyes wide with wonder as my pelvis pressed against her groin.

      "Ohhhhhh...dadddyyyy" Crystal cooed. "I'm going to...Nnngggggggg".

      I watched, amazed, as her eyes slowly rolled back until only the whites showed. Her hands clutched at the sheets, while her heels dug into my lower back.

      I hadn't even moved yet, and I felt a splash of hot fluids was my cock and balls as she shuddered through her climax. She didn't scream or yell or shake all over the bed. She just laid there, every muscle in her body vibrated; and a small whimper escaped her lips.

      I had never seen a woman orgasm with such a deep intensity in my life. I just held still and let Crystal ride the waves of pleasure that flowed through her body. It felt like a hot river flowed out from between her thighs as her fluids soaked into the bed under us.

      Her eyes slowly closed, as her body began to relax down; easing up her grip on my waist as her fingers unclenched from the sheets. The hot vise of her walls rippled and then began to relax. I actually thought for a moment she had passed out.

      Her eyes fluttered open and she stared up at me. I could still see the lust burning in them, but there was something new this time. Pure love almost glowed from her.

      "That...was perfect." She whispered softly.

      "Better than your dreams?" I asked with a smile.

      "God yes" she barely breathed.

      
        
      

      I could feel her walls had opened a bit more; she was still unbelievably tight, but at least I thought I could move my cock now.

      "You think that was good" I gave a crooked grin.

      Pulling back my hips I slid my cock out until only the crowned head rested inside. "Feel this" I grunted; and then drove my hips down.

      "GHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" Crystal screamed this time.

      I felt her walls grip my cock again, but I didn't let up. I powered into her stroke after stroke; God damn she felt good.

      "God so tight" I muttered as I began to pound into her.

      "Yes...yes...fuck me dad..." Crystal moaned between strokes.

      I gave her what she had dreamed of, or at least I tried. We went from embracing lovers, to rutting animals as my cock drove in and out. You could hear the wet sucking noises as her tight pussy gripped me on each thrust.

      The sound of my balls slapping against her was loud in the room as all you heard was our heavy breathing. Sweat dripped down my chest as her hair stuck to her sweat covered face.

      Crystal moaned through another rolling orgasm as I never missed a stroke. I could feel her cream pulsing out of her as my cock filled her again and again. I could feel myself nearing the edge, and I didn't want it to end.

      Jerking my hips back, I slid my throbbing cock free. As I swung my body off of her, Crystal lay in a sweat and cum coated heap whimpering for more. God, she wanted this, I realized.

      "No...please...more..." she softly cried. "Put it back...I need you..." she whimpered.

      
        I didn't know how much real sex she had experimented with in her nineteen years, obviously not a lot with this Tommy. I reached down and gripped her slender hips, and rolled her over face down on the bed.

      "What are you...Oh God..." Crystal groaned as I levered her ass into the air.

      Kneeling behind her I lined my cock up and shoved forward. I had expected to slide right back in; but she was so fucking tight I barely got past half way again. It took three thrusts just to bury my cock in her again.

      "Oh fuck...oh God...take me daddy..." I heard her moan between thrust.

      I gripped her tight firm ass and put all my strength into my thrusts. I plowed so deep her head snapped up and a wail echoed across the bedroom.

      "FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE...fuckmefuckmefuckme..." Crystal babbled as I pounded away.

      Crystal screamed and moaned her way through that mind bending orgasm I had been trying to achieve. I felt pussy cream spray out onto the bed as my hips slapped against her ass.

      "Cumming...oh fuck can't stop cumming..." Crystal moaned.

      I could feel my nuts tightening; I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. I didn't want an accident and was trying to figure out where to cum when Crystal solved the problem for me.

      Her head came up and she looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes were huge with anticipation as she felt me swelling inside her.

      "Are you going..." she grunted.

      "Yes...where?" I panted.

      
        Suddenly Crystal jerked her body forward, my cock springing free into the cool room air. Like some agile animal she wheeled around on her hands and knees facing me. Two small hands came up to my chest; and she shoved me back.

      Caught off guard, I sprawled onto my back on the bed; stunned as Crystal clambered up my body. Reaching down she gripped my thick cock and aimed the head straight up.

      "Cum right here" she husked; then slammed her small weight down onto me.

      God that tight vise rammed down my full length, I could feel the walls ripple, trying to milk my hot cum out. I stared up at her, her face flushed as she began to bounce up and down on my cock. She braced herself with her hands against my chest as she rode me.

      God her tits barely moved they were so firm; I reached up and gripped those perfect globes as my balls tightened more. I had to warn her, God I was about to blow.

      "Baby...I'm going to..."

      "I know" Crystal grunted

      "I'm not wearing..." I tried to warn her.

      "I KNOW" her nails dug into my chest.

      "Crystal; you could get..." I was getting so close, Oh God I couldn't hold it.

      Crystal suddenly stopped moving. God my cock throbbed and pulsed; poised right on the edge. I almost screamed in frustration. She lowered her upper body down until she was only inches from my face. Her eyes burned with intensity.

      "I know dad." She whispered softly. "Your cock is buried in your daughters' pussy, you aren't wearing a condom; and you're about to cum."

      
        "I know dad" she repeated. "Just shut up...and CUM" she rose up and slammed down on me one more time.

      That movement and that husky voice did it. My brain shut down, my body went into over drive. I remember roaring her name as my hips lifted off the bed. I remember the incredible heat as my balls let loose, sending thick spurt after spurt up into her.

      I dimly heard Crystal screaming yes over and over through the roaring in my ears as I emptied into her. I've cum hard a few times in my life, but never so hard my balls hurt; God they were aching as the last of my seed emptied into my daughter.

      I lay back exhausted as Crystal pulled herself free, I felt a hot glob of our mixed seed leak out and splatter on my thigh, but I could barely move. Crystal snuggled into my embrace as she tugged the sheets up on the bed.

      "Thank you daddy" she whispered as she settled in.

      "Good God I should thank you." I chucked.

      "Was it that good?" I could hear the worry in her voice.

      "Baby" I whispered. "It was better".

      "Good, because I want it every night," Crystal said.

      I felt her snuggle under my outstretched arm, and I turned my head to look at her sharing my pillow. Only one thought nagged at my now sleepy brain.

      "You do know that was dangerous" I told her.

      "Why?" she looked up at e.

      "Honey, I wasn't wearing protection...I mean my God you could get..." I tried to tell her.

      
        "Shhhhhhhhh" Crystal reached up a hand and pressed them to my lips.

      "Dad" she looked at me seriously. "If you didn't knock me up tonight; there is always tomorrow night."

      I lay there just stunned at her words.

      "Or the night after...or the night after..." her voice softly faded as she fell asleep in my arms.

      As I settled in holding her, I had the strangest thought. I wondered what kind of entry tonight would make in her diary.

    
  
    
      Diary of a Suppressed Housewife

      Just so everyone knows my name is Stanley Braun. In German that means brown, though I'm not sure how that relates since most of my family has sandy blonde hair. I grew up in a very conservative area of Indiana where the German communities are pretty much the normal thing.

      I can remember when we would visit my grandparents on my mother's side as a child. Every night before bed my grandfather would sit and read from the bible on the sinfulness and wickedness of the world; and the punishments of places like Sodom and Gomorrah.

      By the time I entered college I began to realize my view of God was a lot different from my grandparents. I saw him more as benevolent and allowing free will; while they saw him as demanding and vengeful. For me it was like living two lives; one away from my family, and one around them.

      What I never knew until this summer, was there a very familiar conflict elsewhere in my house. When I discovered it, it made me think of a lecture in English literature I had from a very good professor; she had explained the difference between repressed and suppressed.

      As she explained, repressed were thoughts we didn't know we had, but created anxiety and conflict in us; while suppressed were thoughts we were well aware of; and had to keep in tight check. Of course it didn't hurt she explained it while I plowed her fifty year old dripping pussy doggy style.

      
        I've always had a thing for older women; what can I say. I find girls my age of twenty to be whining, needy, and either bubble heads or bitches; in my humble opinion. Now a woman over forty, knows her body and what she likes; she'll tell you what she likes without reservation or judgment; and when you treat her right she knows how to show her appreciation.

      Jean Paxton was that kind of woman. Forty-three, a mother of two; she never once altered my grades for any reason I didn't earn. But if I ate her pussy right; she could suck the very cum right out of my balls. Fair is fair right?

      That summer, classes had ended Memorial Day weekend; I had headed home between my sophomore and junior year; where else was I going I was a poor college kid. The first couple of weeks weren't bad, I caught up with all my friends; hung out with family; all the usual stuff. But by June it was starting to get to me.

      I swore if grandpa or dad gave me one more of their "the evils of youth" sermons; I was going to scream. Oh, I should have told you; both of them are preachers. No not ministers, the fire and brimstone kind of preacher you see in a revival tent. They ran the largest church in town together; and it was grandpa's intent dad would take over when he retired...or died.

      But by June my brain was melting, and I needed to get out of the house. Dad was visiting some folks from the church; I knew mom was around, so I went hunting for her to ask if I could borrow the car.

      She wasn't in the kitchen or cleaning, so I headed upstairs. No, I didn't find her standing naked in her bedroom; but she was in her bedroom. She was sitting at her vanity and it looked like she was writing.

      "Hey mom" I called out.

      She gave a squeak; flipped the book closed and jammed it into a small drawer on the vanity. Hell, I never saw her move so fast. I asked about using the car; she stuttered out that was all right; and I couldn't help but notice her flushed face and neck.

      I headed down and grabbed the keys in the kitchen and headed for the car. The entire time I wondered what was in that book that had so startled mom. Of course, hiding it in her vanity was the perfect place. That was woman's things, according to dad; and he was very rigid about you never crossed 'man's things and woman's things'. There was no way on earth he would ever go near that vanity, I thought.

      
        Later that night, as my parents were watching television, and I was in my room playing video games; the memory of that book came back. I was too curious for my own good. I slipped down the hall and into their room. It only took a moment to find it in a drawer of her vanity. I reached down to pick it up and froze. I had just caught sight of a thread mom had lain across the brown binding.

      Sneaky, I thought. It was so important to her to know if someone disturbed it she had put one of the oldest, but most effective, tripwires in place. I pulled out my cell phone and snapped a quick picture; that would allow me to replace the book and thread in exactly the same locations.

      Holding the book I made fast tracks back to my room. I didn't want to take a lot of time, the last thing I wanted was mom to know I had been snooping in her stuff; privacy was highly valued around this house.

      It only took a few pages to realize what I was holding; it was a diary of sorts. It wasn't the normal kind of diary about acts and deed; but more a journal of feelings and thoughts. Mom was using the diary to sort through feelings she was tormented by.

      It started a little over a year ago, in the early summer. It was quickly evident mom was having sexual feelings and she had no idea what to do with them or how to cope with them. I made it through about a dozen entries, before I hurried back; and using the cell phone picture replaced the journal.

      Back in my room I sat in front of my computer, and thought about what I had read. On one hand it came as a total shock the things mom was writing. She had spoken of pangs in her chest, butterflies in her stomach when 'he' was around. She had even spoken of moistness and physical excitement when he was near her. None of that matched the image of my mother in my brain. This was a woman who was the daughter of a preacher; wife of a preacher. She never said a foul word in her life, even when angry. I didn't think she was capable of an impure thought; but apparently I was wrong.

      Which is strange because she was still a woman; and a very vibrant one at that? Look, I'm a twenty year old, modern college aged male. Half my world revolves around sex and porn; so bear with me. Do a quick Google search of a Nina Elle; and what you'll find is a forty year old German porn star that looks a hell of a lot like mom.

      Mom doesn't have the 34DD's; but I would guess at least 34C or 34D. She's a bit heavier at about a hundred and twenty pounds; but she holds it damned well. Let's just say she was high on the list of masturbation fuel for a perverted son.

      
        I always thought it was a shame God gave that body to a sexual ultra conservative. By the time I reached half way through her journal a week later; it was beginning to dawn on me she wasn't as conservative as I thought.

      The biggest shock came when she confessed she had masturbated over 'him' last winter. Apparently he hadn't been around for a while; and that absence had driven her to do something she considered a mortal sin.

      For three entries afterwards she had berated herself; and then...she did it again; and again; and again. The way her journal read she spent half the winter spread out on her bed; her fingers knuckle deep in her soaked pussy. Just the mental image of that made me rock hard.

      The most frustrating part was that I was almost three quarters of the way through her journal; and I still didn't know who this guy was my mother was pining for. Was it a neighbor? Some guy in town? Someone from the church? She never used a name; only him or his and words like that.

      But then she didn't need to name him; she KNEW who he was. It just drove me crazy wondering who had the body and presence to crack through her conservative concrete wall and make her drip like a faucet. And then I found the entry that tipped the scale.

      When she talked about how "he" had returned from school; how 'he' was now around her so much it was driving her body insane; I finally got the picture. I slowly closed the journal and stared at my reflection on the computer screen.

      "Holy shit" I whispered to myself.

      OK, I thought. Time to test the theory, I thought; and as my professors would tell me, without test data you have no true conclusion. I stripped off my shirt and tossed it on the bed. Bare from the waist up, I headed downstairs and to the kitchen.

      Mom had passed on Wednesday bible study with dad; saying she was a bit under the weather. I know it sounds cliché but I figured a warm cup of tea was a great opener.

      Mom was sitting wrapped under a quilt on the corner of the couch when I walked in the living room. I sat just at the edge of her feet and offered her the cup.

      "Oh thank you honey" mom said as she turned towards me.

      
        
      

      Her eyes widened as her gaze locked to my bare chest. She held the mug between both hands that never moved. I literally watched a crimson shade race from her cheeks and down her neck as she stared at me.

      "Where's...your shirt?" she asked in a low voice.

      "Sorry I was a bit warm" I told her. "Does it bother you?" I watched as her eyes traveled up and down my chest

      "Yes" mom whispered as she continued to stare.

      "Should I go put a shirt on?" I pressed her.

      "No" she stopped me from rising off the couch. "Stay...like that" she almost husked.

      She sipped her tea as her gaze went back and forth between the television and me. When her attention was on the television, I slid my hand under the edge of the blanket. Taking her by the ankle I drew her foot out and across my lap; where I slowly started to massage her warm skin.

      "Stanley...mmmmmmmmmmmm" she murmured as I massaged the heel of her foot.

      "You shouldn't...unnnnngggg" she moaned as I worked the tight muscles of her calf.

      "Do you know what you are doing?" she almost panted as I remained silent.

      I finally raised my head and stared into the eyes. The heel of her foot was firmly placed against my raging hardness, there was no way she could miss it.

      "Every step of the way" I told her without wavering my gaze.

      I saw a flash of something in her eyes; and then fear washed over her face. She slowly slid her foot back and swung her legs around.

      
        
      

      "I need to go to bed" she murmured.

      I just sat immobile as she rose and headed for the stairs. I had a pretty good idea what was going to happen inside her bedroom; but it didn't seem the right time to eavesdrop.

      Instead I headed up to my room and prepared for bed myself. As I settled on my pillow, I thought I heard a passionate outcry down the hall; but I ignored it.

      I was up the next morning a little after eight. I waited in my room until I heard dad's car as it pulled out of the driveway. Slipping down the hall I pulled mom's journal out and flipped to the last page.

      "He wasn't wearing a shirt. Dear God that chest, those muscles. I wanted to touch them, kiss them, and lick them. The darkness is growing again; God help me."

      There it was; mute evidence. The object of her attention, the focus of her lust; was me. Back in my room I sat at my desk and thought. The two biggest questions in my mind were; how much, if any, would it damage our mother and son relationship. The second was more basic; could I really fuck my mother.

      The second question was the easiest to answer. I thought of that full chest, those hips as they swayed; and an ass that drew the eyes like magnets, even in a pair of jeans. Yep, let me drop my jeans I thought.

      As for the first question, there was no real answer until the situation occurred. The one thing I did know; was I wanted to find out what my reaction to her was.

      Rising from bed I dressed and headed down to the kitchen. Mom was standing at the sink finishing the breakfast dishes. She already had a plate at the table for me, but I ignored it and walked up behind her. With no warning, I wrapped my arms around her from behind and embraced her.

      Mom gave a squeal of surprise and then froze as my lips pressed into the warm skin of her neck. I heard a soft guttural moan as her body melted against me. I had the urge to reach up and cup her breasts, but I wasn't pushing...yet. Instead I pressed my lips to her ear.

      "I love you" I whispered softly.

      
        
      

      "Stanley what are you...unngggggggggggggg" she groaned as I pressed my hardness into the jean covered crevice of her ass.

      Turning in my embrace she looked up at me. I could see that same expression of the flash last night; I was right, it was unmitigated lust.

      "That is not how you kiss your mother" her face flushed crimson and her chest rose and fell with labored breathing.

      "Neither is this" I told her.

      My lips lowered and pressed to hers. She stiffened in surprise; but instead of fighting me; she simply went limp against the sink and accepted my lips. Pulling her head back, she stared at me wild eyed.

      "God help me" she almost wept. Then she ran from the kitchen.

      I could hear her steps as she bounded upstairs, and her bedroom door slam shut behind her. Today's experiment was over; I was raging hard and there was no mistaking my reaction to holding her. I wanted her.

      I gave her a couple of days to cool down, and to drop her guard. Her last entry had been after our kiss; and she had ranted for two pages on she wanted it, but couldn't; how she physically reacted to our kiss and then reviled her for it.

      I needed some way for something to happen, but it needed to be almost an accident; something neither of us "controlled". Surprisingly she was the one who gave me the idea. On Saturday dad was at the church getting everything ready for tomorrow; mom had poked her head into my room saying she was doing laundry and to bring my dirty clothes to the basement.

      I walked into the laundry room and mom was bent over loading the drying, while the washer filled with water for the next load. I stood there a moment and stared as the material of her jeans pulled tight across those globes. She really did have a great ass, I thought.

      When she rose back up, I walked over and put my basket on the top of the washer. Mom's back was to me just like the kitchen sink, and my hips moved up behind her.

      
        
      

      "Thank younngggghhhh" Mom moaned as I pressed myself into her ass.

      Instinctively she shifted her hips forward, away from me. The problem was that pinned her pelvis against the edge of the washing machine, just as it hit the first wash cycle. I heard the rhythmic thump of the washer tub; and in the same instant a shock look crossed mom's face.

      My cock pressed into the groove of her ass as the thump of the washing machine sent a bolt through her pelvis. Mom's head dropped and she groaned as I pressed her into the machine.

      "Can't...should...ohhhhhhhhhhh" Mom garbled

      I wasn't sure how hyped up she still was from two days ago, but apparently pretty damned far. It took less than five minutes for everything to break loose. Her head snapped up and she looked over her shoulder at me, and a string of filth poured out of her.

      "Oh fucking hell, I'm cumming" she groaned.

      I felt her body convulse against me; followed by twitching and moaning as she flooded her panties. I could literally smell her heat in the air as she rolled through her orgasm. When she finally started to ease back down, I pulled my hips back, turned, and walked from the laundry room without saying a word. Mom was still leaning into the washing machine trying to catch her breath as I walked out.

      With the next day being Sunday, and dads big day of the week; I backed off. I so wanted to see mom's journal but since they were both home I figured there just wasn't a chance. But twenty-four hours of inner turmoil was more than mom could take.

      Sunday evening, I was in my room playing a video game when mom quietly slipped through the door. I turned my chair and looked at her standing just inside the closed door; her eyes frightened but determined. I sat silently and waited, she needed to do this.

      "Why?" she asked barely above a whisper.

      I could have pushed her to be more outspoken, but having read her journal I knew the angst she was going through; and there didn't seem to be anything to gain by pushing it.

      
        "Because you needed the release" I told her. "And I enjoyed it" I just had to add.

      "I'm your mother" her eyes widened.

      "You're a woman" I replied.

      "I'm your mother" she said more firmly.

      "And you are also a woman" I repeated.

      Mom stood silent for a moment staring at me. She started to reach for the door knob and I figured the discussion was over; and then her soft voice came back.

      "You didn't find...you didn't get..." she struggled to say.

      "I did it later, alone, thinking of you." I had to be honest.

      "Oh my Lord" she whispered. Her head rose and she looked at me. "You've done that before?" I could see the almost fascination in her eyes.

      "I could do it now" I admitted.

      "You wouldn't" her voice was almost strangled.

      She could have opened the door and left at any time. The flush that filled her face was evidence that was as much a challenge as a statement. I unsnapped my jeans and lifted my ass off the chair. Pulling down my jeans and briefs in one move; my throbbing hard cock slid into view.

      This was a moment of truth like no other. I had just exposed myself to my mother; and it was far from an accident. She could have run away; she could have screamed at me; hell she could have run and told dad downstairs. Instead, she stood mute, rooted to the spot as her eyes locked to my throbbing manhood.

      
        Neither of us spoke a word as I began to slowly stroke my cock; her eyes never wavering. Her breasts rose and fell with her labored breathing; the two small pebbles in her dress, evidence of her own arousal.

      I didn't know how much time we had, so I didn't waste any. I picked up the pace; milking my cock as clear pre cum oozed from the tip. Mom never moved or said a word, her eyes glued to my cock. The fact she was even watching me added an element I had never experienced before, and it didn't take long for my balls to boil.

      "Fuck" I grunted.

      I heard a sharp intake of breath from mom as she watched the first thick rope arch up into the air to splatter on my belly. She just stood there and watched as I emptied my balls all over my stomach. Then, without a word, opened the door and slipped out.

      The next evening, on Monday; both of them were out for the adult evening bible study class. It was the perfect opportunity. I headed straight for her vanity, and using my cell phone to again duplicate the string, retrieved her journal.

      While it was tempting to read from yesterday, I turned back to Saturday and read her reactions to the laundry room.

      He pressed me to the machine and I couldn't stop myself. I wasn't sure if he knew what was happening but the movement was terrible. Heaven help me I lost control of my body. When I realized what was happening it was too late; he had to have heard my outburst but said nothing. I am so ashamed; not because it happened, but because I want those sensations again.

      So she had thought the washing machine was an accident, so what had brought her upstairs. I turned the page and there were two entries for Sunday. The first was right after church.

      I had the most vile thoughts, and in a house of God of all places. Perhaps the Lord gave me a revelation, I don't know anymore. He knew he had to have known; it hit me during services like a sickening blow. I remembered his hardness pressing into me from behind; God help me it felt so good. How do I face him, speak to him. I have to stop this; I must face my demons and face him.

      Well, so much for Saturday being an 'accident' after all. Mom had realized I was hard as a rock shoved into her ass; and that the whole washing machine incident had been deliberate. She had come to my room to salve the turmoil inside her.

      
        
      

      I started reading her entry from last night; and I had my cock in my hand in three sentences. I had never read anything so erotic or salacious in my life.

      I saw it, God help me I am lost. It rose from him rampant like a magnificent tree, a column of flesh that called to my body. He had the audacity to pleasure himself in front of me; after admitting I was the cause of his need. If I was the cause, should I not have been the one to give succor. Succor, such a strange word; so close and not right. I didn't want succor, I wanted to suck; God how I wanted to taste him; to be the cause of his pleasure. When that thick cream came out it was such a shock. Never have I seen a man so fertile, so prodigious. I barely held back the urge to race to his side and clean him with my tongue. How can I cause that, what does he even see in me. He says I am a woman; but I haven't felt like one. Not like I felt last night. I want...I don't know what I want.

      Even as my hot load spewed out of my cock, I read her last entry; a quick hand scribble from this morning.

      I confess to such sin once again, I am failing. My body hungers for something it should not want. It is so terribly wrong. Last night, I lay beside my husband and once again committed the sin of self pleasure. Watching as the clock changed from one day to another, almost screaming his name in ecstasy at the vision of his manhood.

      So, she masturbates in bed at about midnight; now that was something I could use. I glanced at the clock seeing it was barely six at night. I had plenty of time to reload and be ready, I grinned to myself.

      Later at about ten I heard them in the hallway as they headed for their bedroom. They usually took about a half hour to get ready, and I figured give them another half hour or forty-five minutes and I would check.

      It was the longest hour I had spent as I watched the numbers on my clock advance like a turtle. Finally, at eleven-thirty I just couldn't take it anymore and I slipped out my door.

      I had been sitting in my room in the dark, letting my eyes adjust so that when I went out I had actually a rather reasonable view. Not everything was clear, but between memory and some dim light coming in a few of the windows from moonlight and a couple of street lights; I was able to advance down the hall to their bedroom door without running into anything.

      Standing at their doorway I almost backed down, but mom's journal moved me forward. I silently crept across the bedroom floor to mom's side of the bed. I knew I had to look like some lurking shadow, so I had to move quickly.

      
        
      

      As I approached I could hear the soft rustle of sheets, and then a quiet moan. Was this provincial demon plagued woman really masturbating, I thought; and then a soft wet squelch gave me my answer.

      It was a good thing it was dark, I would have looked the total fool. There I was, nude, one hand wrapped around my throbbing dick, slowly stroking to keep my hardon; the other outstretched hoping I was on target.

      Mom gave a soft squeak when I put my hand over half her face in the dark. Fortunately enough of my hand covered her mouth to muffle the sound. Mom froze, her head slowly turning to face me. I slid my hand down her body, searching for her arm. I shuddered as my hand passed over the curve of one bare breast, holy shit she had her night gown rolled clear up to her neck.

      For this to work I couldn't hesitate, speed was critical before she could react. I found her arm and then her wrist, lifting her hand in the dark. She gave a soft moan when I wrapped her fingers around the thick stalk of my prick.

      I wasn't sure how she would react to be honest, and was a bit shocked when her grip immediately began to slide up and down my length. This was going far better than I had imagined. I traced back down her arm in the dark, this time cupping one full breast in my palm. She moaned softly as I teased the rock hard nipple capping it.

      I could hear her labored breathing in the dark. I figured this way she could always feign sleep, or claim ignorance she had thought it was dad; even though we both knew better.

      "Done...lost..." I heard her soft whisper.

      I slid my hand off her breast and lower down her body. I felt her trembles as my exploring fingers slid over her belly and then down to her mound. I shuddered when my fingers trailed through thick curls of pubic hair. I had only been with women more modern, and they all tended to shave. Knowing she was natural, more primal only added to the eroticism

      I heard slight movement as my hand moved lower, dear God she was actually opening her legs for me. My fingers slid over fat wet lips; and then I sank one thick finger into her channel.

      "Unnggggggggggggg" I heard a soft guttural growl as my finger sank in totally.

      
        
      

      "Ngh...ngh...ngh" she grunted as I began to finger fuck her.

      Silently she tugged at my cock, and I shifted my stance, moving my body slightly higher. I almost screamed with pleasure as she angled my cock down, and warm lips pressed to the head. It was really happening; my mother was jerking me off while I fingered her wet pussy.

      My brain started to short circuit at the thoughts; and then a string of words poured out of her worse than any street slut.

      "Yesss fuck my cunt, make me cum" she hissed up at me. "Then shoot all over my face; make me swallow your seed." She whimpered.

      My brain completed the short circuit as I pulled my hand back, added a second finger; and jammed them hard up into her. I felt her hips shoot straight up from the bed, she gave a soft grunt, and hot fluids gushed out around my fingers and hand. She was fucking flooding the bed, I thought.

      With a wet slurp I pulled my fingers free and adjusted my body to her hand, I figured in the dark she knew best where to aim me. My balls were already churning as her hand pumped away; and then she blew my mind.

      "Cum for momma" she softly moaned; and my gut lit on fire.

      The first thick blast erupted out the tip of my cock, and I heard it splatter against her face in the dark. She gave a soft cooing noise; and then wet heat surrounded the engorged head of my cock.

      "Oh fuck yessssssssss" I moaned as I spewed a second thick wad down her throat.

      I could hear her swallow in the dark, and the thought she was actually drinking me sent a shudder down my spine and caused a third wad to pour into her mouth. By the time I finally staggered back from the side of the bed, my balls were completely drained.

      I didn't say a word again as I turned in the dark and left the room. Back in my own room, I slid under my covers; the memory of her lips on my cock sending me off to sleep.

      
        For the next two days calm seemed to come over mom. I didn't see any entries in her journal; and I wondered if she had finally sated that demon that tormented her; and that the event the other night had been all that was going to happen. I got my answer Wednesday evening as I crossed through the living room.

      I knew they were both going to Wednesday studies, so I figured I would head to some friends house to get some gaming time in. I got as far as the kitchen door when I heard mom's voice. It wasn't so much the words, as the tone. She sounded almost condescending to dad, something I had never heard from my docile mother.

      "No dear, I told you I cannot go tonight." She said. I heard dad mumble something back. "I told you its woman issues, would you like me to explain them?" she asked in a patronizing tone.

      I didn't even listen to the answer, I knew dad better than that; his concept of 'woman issues' was better not spoken. I pulled out my cell phone and called my buddy, telling him something had come up with the folks and I had to cancel. I wasn't sure what was going on, but something was; that was not my usual mom in the kitchen.

      Dad had only been gone maybe ten or fifteen minutes when mom walked into the living room drying her hands from dishes. I was sprawled on the couch watching television and she stood and stared at me for a moment.

      "You should go and play your games" mom said softly.

      "I was going to see the end of this movie" I gestured at the television.

      "You should go and play your games" mom repeated after she watched me for a moment.

      I just stared as she calmly turned and walked back to the kitchen. I rose from the couch and headed up to my room. When I walked through the door I froze. There on my desk, next to my keyboard, was her journal. It lay out open and ready to read. Numbly I slid into my chair and pulled the book closer; the entry was from last night.

      I want you. I need you, as much as I need to breathe. I have waited hours for you to return again tonight. That you have not has left a hollow inside of me I cannot describe. What happened last night was beyond words for me; a release I have never felt before; and a pleasure that goes beyond even that. How you can want me I do not understand, and do not care; that you do is enough. I know only one thing now; I hunger for your touch again. It is so morally wrong I cannot tell you. Incest, adultery, sins of the flesh; there isn't enough ways to tell you how wrong this is. Yet there is no way to tell you how much I long for this except...

      If I am wrong, and you do not share this; simply close the journal and hand it to me, we shall part without a word. If it is shared; then I am yours. Take me to hell with you.

      I looked up from the journal and mom was silently standing in my doorway, watching me read. I looked at the last lines of her journal, and then back at her. Was there really a choice? I rose from my chair and took the few steps to stand in front of her. Reaching out both hands I cupped her breasts and squeezed them through her dress and bra.

      "If you don't take it off...well father may not be happy with a ruined dress." I gave a crooked smile.

      "Ruin it" was all mom husked back.

      I reached out and with a yank buttons flew across the room as her dress separated and her bra came into full view. Stepping around her, I literally kicked my door shut as I pivoted behind her; popping the hooks on her bra and jerking the cloth from her shoulders. Reaching around her I cupped her breasts again; this time feeling her soft flesh against my hands.

      "Yessssssssssss" mom moaned as my lips found the crevice of her neck.

      As I sucked on the soft skin, and one hand gently massaged her breast; the other slid down her hip and tugged her dress off. The reaction was instantaneous as her nipple turned rock hard in my palm. I pressed my hips forward, once again feeling my hard cock fit into the groove of her ass; mom groaned and this time thrust her ass back.

      I eased her across my bedroom until she was backed up against the edge of my bed. The other night had been about me finding release. This time I wanted it geared for her; pure raw lust aimed solely at her pleasure.

      I moved around in front of her and eased her down to sit on the side of my bed. She must have thought I wanted a repeat of the other night when she reached for the waist of my jeans. She gave a squeak when I pushed back on her shoulders; she looked up at me confused as she landed on her back on my bed, her legs dangling over the edge.

      
        I moved quickly, I knew she would resist, I didn't want to give her time for thinking. Dropping to my knees in front of her, I reached up and gripped the elastic waist of her panties and with a savage jerk brought them to her knees, and then shoved them to her ankles and off.

      Her eyes grew as wide as saucers when she raised her head and looked down at me.

      "You can't...its dirty...no...no..." she babbled.

      I shifted forward, ignoring her; and I spread her thighs open, I wedged my head between the flesh of her thighs and shoved forward.

      "Oh God no...it's...wrooooAAAAAGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I heard her scream.

      My face mashed into her soaked lips, and my tongue drove deep into her steaming depths. Her tart flavor coated my tongue as I tasted her for the first time.

      It was like flipping a switch on her. Her legs shot up as her heels dug into the mattress. Her hands appeared at the back of my head; as her ass lifted to grind her pelvis into my face. I could hear her gurgle and whimper as she skyrocketed up.

      "Don't stop...don't stop...OH MY GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" she started screaming.

      Her ass began to bounce on the bed; her fingers curling in my hair as her nails drug across my scalp. Juices gushed out to fill my mouth and coat my face as her body exploded.

      I didn't even think, I just opened my mouth and sucked that hard bud of a clit in, nipped it with my teeth and sucked harder. I don't know which was more of a shock; the sudden spray of pussy cream that bathed my entire face; the soft thigh flesh that slammed around my head; or the piercing scream I heard above me.

      "AHHHHGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH...CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I heard mom scream. "Eat me...oh God fucking EAT MEEEEEE" she wailed as her nails raked my scalp.

      There was something that had been hidden inside my mother for decades, and I had just opened the flood gates. To confirm that, fingers tightened in my hair and she began pulling me up her sweat and cum soaked body.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me...Oh God fuck me" mom growled

      I rose to my feet; my jeans and briefs on the floor in a flash while she watched me. When my cock sprang into view, full mast and throbbing, she reached out her arms.

      "Give it to me" mom groaned. "Fuck me until you cum in me." She groaned.

      I dropped to my knees and yanked her legs apart. Through it all she never stopped talking, it just poured out of her.

      "Fuck me baby; give it to me. Shove that fat cock into me until I scream" she rambled.

      "I want it hard and deep Stan. I want you...AAAHHHGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" mom screamed.

      I leveled my cock, and rammed my hips home; driving every inch into her tight soaked pussy in one single stroke. I looked down and watched my dick vanish into her belly; I heard a gurgling noise and looked up. Her eyes were rolled back as she clawed at the sheets. I felt hot cream swamping my cock as she soaked the bed under her ass. I was going to have to change the sheets after this.

      I began a slow and steady pace, hearing her wet pussy sucking on my cock as I fucked her. It was the most incredible feeling being inside my mother; it was nasty and yet so fucking hot. I looked down and saw the white froth that clung to my cock with every stroke; she was almost a constant orgasm as I picked up the pace.

      "Oh God...fuck me...fuck me..." Mom softly chanted.

      Her eyes began to refocus as her orgasm finally ebbed; I felt those fleshy thighs come around my waist, and her ankles lock at my low back. She reached out and took a fistful of sheets in each hand.

      "Harder" she moaned as her heels dug into my ass. "Fuck me harder baby" she almost begged.

      
        I couldn't believe this was still my mother. I mean she looked like her, her voice sounded like her. But it was as if something had been released inside her and she wanted all of life right now; and I wasn't going to deny her.

      I reached down and gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh as I held her tighter. I pulled back and then slammed home while pulling her into me, impaling her on me.

      "Ohhh yessssssssssss" mom moaned as her breasts wobbled.

      "Is that what you want" I told her. "You want your son to FUCK you." I emphasized the word as I pulled back and slammed in with all my strength.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSS" mom wailed as my hips slapped hers. "Harder...fuck me harder..." she whimpered as sweat dripped off my chest onto her belly.

      I was giving her everything I had, and it was hitting home. I could feel my balls pinching and knew I wasn't going to last much longer. I was so focused on my cock driving in and out of her; when I looked up I was startled. Her breasts wobbled with every blow; the flush from her cheeks spread down her neck and across her breasts; her skin glistening in the pink from her own sweat. Her eyes were wide open, staring up at me.

      I expected them to be rolled back, or even glazed; they were neither. They were bright and watching as I fucked into her. They widened slightly as the vision of her caused my cock to thicken along her tight walls. She knew exactly what was going to happen.

      "Don't stop...give it to me...please Stan...I need this..." she husked.

      I couldn't take it anymore. The sound of her primal need; the vision of this woman I thought of as so prim and proper as she clung to the bed waiting. I rammed in to maximum depth, and froze.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as my cock jerked inside her.

      "OH My God yessssssssss" Mom moaned as she felt the heat fill her belly.

      God I thought I was never going to stop cumming. My cock would jerk and spew another thick wad deep into her. I looked down and was shocked to see my own cum seeping out around my cock I was filling her tight hole so much. Mom just lay there quivering watching our joined bodies as we consummated our sin.

      "So good...Oh God so good..." Mom murmured softly.

      I slowly eased my body to the side, rolling her with me to wrap her in my arms. I was surprised when she looked into my eyes and a tear trickled down her cheek.

      "Are you all right?" I asked, worried that now the act was done she would feel remorse or regret.

      "I've dreamed of this moment" she reached up and stroked my cheek. "As wrong as it is, I thought of this very moment for so long." I heard her give a soft sigh.

      "It may be wrong" I told her. "But it's never felt this good or right to me before."

      "Oh Stan" mom leaned in and softly kissed my lips. "How do you know exactly the right words to say." She smiled

      "Because I love you" I admitted. "I could make love to you all day" I grinned.

      "Oh could you" mom gave a small laugh; then stared at me. "How long will it take you too...you know..." she started to ask.

      I knew what she was asking, and shifted my hips, letting my still hard cock scrape along her cum soaked walls.

      "Ohhhhhhh" mom's eyes widened.

      "That answer your question" I gave a smirk.

      "Teach me Stan, teach me everything I've missed" she begged as she threw her repressions to the wind.

      
        I tightened my arms around her and rolled us both over until I was on my back and mom was sprawled over me. I pushed on her knees and she slowly rose up to straddle me, my thick cock embedded in her.

      "Fuck me mom" I husked up to her.

    
  
    
      Down on the Farm

      Mona Conrad glanced around as she stepped out of her car in the driveway. She had memories of this place, her aunt and Uncles farm in upstate New York. She remembered coming here as a little girl, running through the huge yard, chasing the animals. It had been almost ten years since the nineteen year old had been here. Between school, activities and her parents' busy schedules as lawyers in New York City, there just never seemed to be the time.

      The scholarship Mona had gotten to Cornell had granted a free ride for tuition and books, but nothing for boarding. The idea of trying to drive form New York City back and forth quickly was ruled out. It was the offer from Uncle Stan that was the godsend. They lived near Enfield, only a little over twenty minutes from the campus, and offered to let her stay with them during the school year.

      Now, Mona glanced around again, trying to see if anyone was home. She had tried calling on her cell phone, but there had been no answer. She walked across the yard towards the barn, listening to the sounds of birds and wind, something she rarely heard in the city.

      As she approached the barn, she heard a male voice inside cursing at something. Stepping through the open door plunged her from the afternoon sun into the darkness inside. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the light change, but when they did, she couldn't help the small gasp.

      The man was pushing the heavy stall door shut and latching it as she watched. His shirtless chest rippled with muscles that were from hard labor, not fake workouts in some gym. His powerful arms almost bulged as he pushed harder.

      "Fucking thing" the man muttered; as he finally shoved it into place.

      Mona shuddered, fuck was right she thought, that was one man who could bend her over any damn day. Then, he turned to face her, and she felt like she would pass out.

      
        "Uncle Stan" she choked out.

      "Mona?" he asked.

      "Yeah...it's me" was all the young girl could mutter.

      She struggled to get her hormones under control as her uncle walked closer. The scent of his sweat filling her nostrils, causing a rush of wetness in her jean shorts. God damn, she thought, this is your uncle for Christs sake.

      "Damn girl, you've grown up" Stan Conrad exclaimed. He couldn't help his eyes travel down the young girls frame.

      Dressed in tight jean shorts that hugged every curve of her ass, and a tank top that did very little to hide her 36D breasts, Stan could only stare for a moment.

      Mona could feel her uncle almost devour her with his eyes. God damn this was getting hotter by the second.

      "Uncle Stan" she whispered. "My eyes are up here."

      "Yeah they are" he replied, not shifting his gaze. "But the best parts are down here."

      Mona swallowed hard. She could feel her nipples stiffening under his steady gaze. Jesus, she thought, he doesn't hide anything does he. OK, I can play that game; she realized.

      "If you want to see them that bad" she said softly. "Just ask."

      Stan raised his eyes and stared into his niece's. "If I ask, would you show them?"

      Mona curled her fingers in the edge of her tank top. She looked back steadily.

      "Why don't you ask and find out" she challenged back.

      
        
      

      Her uncle chuckled. "Honey" he told Mona. "You take that top off, and you won't be leaving this barn for the next hour."

      "What about Aunt Claire?" Mona asked.

      "She can suck that pretty little pussy when I am good and done" Stan told her.

      Mona shuddered as she saw his eyes. He wasn't kidding. Something was going on here that she had never seen as a child.

      "Now get in the house young lady" her uncle told her. "Before I bend you over and mount you like a filly in heat."

      Mona turned without a word and headed for the farmhouse. Her uncle's words ringing in her ears. Would he? God, she almost thought he would. The idea of that powerful body, pressed to hers, sent shudders through her.

      Aunt Claire hugged and squeezed her when she entered the kitchen, her Uncle right behind her with her two suitcases. He lugged them upstairs to the spare room, and then came back down as Mona sat at the dinner table. As her Aunt talked about having her there for the school year, Mona watched her Uncle as he got a cold glass of water. He still hadn't put a shirt on, and her eyes were drawn to his strong pecs as his arms moved.

      Finally, Stan said he had to get the animals done, and headed out of the kitchen. For the rest of the afternoon Mona settled into her new room. Setting up a study desk, and putting her clothes in the closet.

      Later, supper passed without incident, and then darkness crept across the farm. Mona could hear the animals in the barn, and the crickets, sounds that sent a soothing sensation through her. After her drive, she headed for bed early, leaving her Uncle and Aunt watching television in the living room.

      Mona slipped into her pajamas and gathered her toiletries, heading down the hall to the only bathroom in the old house. She passed the stairs and could hear Uncle Stan and Aunt Claire talking.

      
        "I tell you Stan" Claire's voice drifted up the stairs. "That girl all but devoured you sitting at the table this afternoon."

      She heard a soft laugh from her Uncle. "She threatened to show me her tits in the barn."

      "Did she?" Aunt Claire asked. "Did you call her bluff?"

      "Nah" Uncle Stan growled back. "It didn't seem the right time, besides she just got here Claire."

      "To bad" Aunt Claire's voice filled Mona's ears. "Bet that girls got a hell of a rack."

      Mona stuffed the small washcloth into her mouth to stifle the gasp. She couldn't believe the conversation going on down below. What the hell was going on, she wondered.

      "From what I saw, she's got nice firm tits" Uncle Stan muttered. "Damn good thing she didn't, would have fucked her little cunt right there."

      Mona felt like her knees were going to buckle as she continued to listen. Could this really be her Aunt and Uncle talking like this? Then she stood stunned as her Aunt spoke again.

      "You would have liked that, you bull" she heard Aunt Claire say. "You'd love to shove that nine inch fuck stick right up her tight nineteen year old twat, wouldn't you."

      "You'd love it too, bitch" Uncle Stan retorted. "Suck her cum off my cock like the slut you are."

      Mona shook like a leaf as she turned and almost ran for the bathroom. She paid no heed to the creaking floorboards, as she hurried down the hall. Closing the bathroom door behind her, she leaned against the cool porcelain sink. She could feel her juices drip down her thighs as the words of her Aunt and Uncle continued to echo in her ears.

      She tried to get ready for bed, but the effort was useless. She could feel the tight knot in her belly as she remembered the conversation. Finally, after only a few moments, she gave up. Gathering her things, she turned and opened the bathroom door. Standing right in the door was Uncle Stan, his bare chest filling her vision as she froze.

      
        Mona opened her mouth to speak, but her Uncles' words cut her off.

      "You heard, didn't you? You were listening". It was a statement more than a question.

      Mona tried to tear her eyes away from his powerful biceps. "I...I..." she stuttered.

      "Just answer the question" he half growled. "Yes or no, you heard."

      "Yes" Mona gasped.

      "Are you wet?" her Uncle stared into her eyes.

      "God yes" Mona groaned.

      "Go to your room" her Uncle told her.

      "But..." Mona tried to reply.

      "I said" her Uncle stopped her. "Go to your room."

      Without a word, Mona slipped passed his towering form and started down the hall towards her room. Then, a strong grip wrapped around her am, stopping her with ease.

      "Take off the pajamas girl" he told her.

      "Yes sir" was all Mona could mutter.

      Back in her room, Mona dumped her toiletries onto the dresser, and then quickly stripped off her clothing. Nude, she stretched out on her new bed. Her first night here and already she was following her Uncles' commands without question.

      
        Her eyes watched the door in the light cast from the hallway. She saw his tall shadow blocking the light as he entered her room. She wasn't surprised when he made no attempt to close her door. In two long strides he was beside her bed, his weight shifting the mattress down as he sat. Oh my god; Mona realized, he's NUDE.

      Her eyes immediately went to his groin, where her gaze fastened on the thick pole standing tall there. "Fuck" she moaned. His cock was hard as steel, the swollen head angry red. The mat of hair at his groin did little to hide the length as it jutted straight up.

      "You like that cock?" Uncle Stan asked her.

      "Yessss" Mona hissed back.

      "Such a little slut" her Uncle whispered.

      Mona's eyed grew wide at his words. No one had ever called her that, no one.

      "No" she gasped back at her Uncles vulgar words.

      "Bullshit" he Uncle growled. "Fucking dripping wet, and you want to suck my dick. Admit it."

      Mona couldn't tear her gaze away as she watched his cock literally throb before her eyes. She knew, no matter what she might think, what she might have been before. Her Uncle was right; she was a slut right now.

      "Bastard" she grunted. "I'm a slut" she admitted. "I want your fucking cock."

      Her Uncle rose and swiftly straddled her body, his long shaft lying across her firm tits, the swollen head inches from her face as she lay back. His hands gripped the sides of her head, and with a pull, brought her face up.

      "Then suck it bitch." He grunted down at her.

      
        As the head of his thick cock banged against her lips, Mona opened and took him into her hungry mouth. She had never been handled like this before. Every other boy had been like wimps compared to her Uncle. His weight pinned her body to the mattress, his legs trapping her arms. His strong hands gripped her head as he shoved his hard cock into her throat.

      Mona gagged as his length hit the back of her throat. She thought about protesting, but then stopped. Her Uncle was taking her, using her; like a man should. She felt a gush of warm fluids between her thighs as her uncle began to fuck her hot mouth.

      "Bet that cunt's so tight" her Uncle grunted down at her, as his hips powered in and out. "Going to fuck that tight little teen pussy of yours"

      "Mmmppfff" Mona could only give as a reply. Her throat stretched as his pulsing cock pushed in and out. She relaxed, and found that she could take more of his length into her throat. The taste of him coated her tongue, sending shivers through her body.

      Stan stared down at his young niece as he pumped in and out. The sight of her lips stretched around his cock pushing him closer.

      "Make you fucking DRINK me" he rasped.

      Mona tried to nod her head as her Uncle all but raped her willing mouth. The idea that her Uncle was going to force her to swallow his hot seed drove her own body to the edge.

      Her eyes watered as her Uncle continued to pound into her mouth. Then, she could feel him start to lose his rhythm, while his cock began to swell in her tight throat. Please God yes, she thought.

      "Fuck yeaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Stan bellowed, as his balls spasmed.

      Mona almost choked when the first burst of his hot cream pumped straight down her throat and into her belly. She pulled her head back slightly, as a second thick rope filled her mouth. A mix of her spit and his cum was slowly drizzling from the corner of her mouth and down her chin.

      Mona's mind exploded as the hot seed filled her stomach and mouth. A sudden wet gush erupted between her thighs as she orgasmed without even being touched. When he pulled his still spurting cock from her mouth, she felt his hot cum drip onto her quivering tits. Her mouth hung open as she swirled the thick cum still inside with her tongue. Then, she swallowed as she tasted her first hot load of cum.

      Mona had given blowjobs before. Mostly it had been to get the guy ready for the final act. This was different, being mauled and manhandled; until hot cream filled her mouth. It was as if she had become her Uncles' sex toy.

      Staring at the ceiling with unseeing eyes, she felt her legs lifted effortlessly. As her thighs were spread wide open, the young girl tried to focus on what was happening, but it was already too late.

      "Unnnccc...fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" she screamed as her Uncle drove every inch of his hard cock up her still spasming hole.

      Mona felt her body flop on the bed as another orgasm swiftly rocketed through her. Just the sheer presence of him inside her pussy was setting her off. It was like she was watching herself being fucked for the first time as she felt her Uncle's powerful body drive into her small body. Sex had never been like this before, primal and hungry. Mona felt every inch of her Uncles cock stretching her tight walls as he fucked into her.

      "Oh Fuck...Oh God yes..." Mona cried. Her small fists clutching at the bed sheets as her Uncle ravaged her tight pussy again and again.

      "Don't be so gentle Stan" a voice came from the doorway. "Use the little cunt."

      Mona turned her head and stared at her Aunt Claire standing in her doorway. The woman had her hand thrust between her thighs, and a wet squelching could be heard as she fucked herself with her own fingers.

      "Aaaaagggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhh" Moan screamed, as her Uncle built open more steam. His hips like pistons pounding into her. Her juices leaked out around his shaft as Mona felt him pounding down into her. Every thrust making her firm tits shake with the power.

      Her hands shot up and gripped at his strong arms as he held her legs tight to his chest. Her nails began digging into his flesh as he fucked into her without mercy. No longer making love...not even sex...this was fucking her numb mind realized. Her Uncle was taking every inch of her, and with every thrust she felt her body melting into a haze of lust.

      
        Wet slapping filled the small bedroom as Mona felt him drive in. She could feel a river flowing out around his huge cock and run down her ass to soak the sheets under her. Her body convulsing as wave after wave rolled through her. One orgasm rolled into another, and then another as her body was ravaged by the animal above her she knew as her Uncle.

      "Cummingggg" she moaned. "Cumminnngggggggggg"

      "That's it you little slut" her Uncle hissed in her face. "Cum all over your Uncles' cock." He told her.

      It was like her body couldn't stop cumming. She felt stronger and stronger waves rolling through her belly, even as the burning sensation of his thick cock ravaging her mounted. Mona felt as if her mind were coming apart at the seams as her Uncle used her body for his own pleasure.

      "Oh God Uncle Stan" Mona cried out. "Use me, fuck me; just don't STOP" she screamed.

      "Going to fill that tight little cunt of yours you slut" Stan growled down at her. He could feel his balls tightening, and he knew it wouldn't be long.

      "Your slut... a slut..." Mona babbled. "Please God fill meeeeeee" she wailed.

      "Is the tight little teen pussy protected?" her Uncle leaned down and whispered at her.

      Mona's eyes flew open wide. "No" she gasped. With a sense of horror she realized her Uncle's bare cock was pounding into her unprotected body. Then, she felt the veins of his cock drag along her clit, and she knew it didn't matter. The only thing that mattered was his cock inside her.

      "I don't care" she spat back. "Fuck me...fill me with your spunk...please" she begged.

      "Good" her Uncle stared into her eyes. "Because I don't pull out...bitch." He said.

      Then, with a grunt, Mona felt his cock jerk deep in her belly. Her Uncle drove his hips down hard, ramming himself as deep as he could go inside her. His eyes blazed as he felt his hot seed racing the length of his cock, to burst inside his young niece.

      
        Mona opened her mouth to scream, but could only gurgle as two new sensations ripped through her young body at the same time. While she was no virgin, she had even had a guy blow inside her. But this was different; she could actually feel her Uncles seed emptying into her. Blast after blast of his thick cream filling her belly.

      At the same time, his thick cock banged up against the spongy surface of her cervix, hidden deep inside her quivering belly. A sensation she had never experienced before. No boy she had ever been with had been this deep before, and her body loved it. It sent a bolt through her entire body as she convulsed, her eyes rolled back as an animal whimper came from her throat.

      Mona's ass rose from the bed as she drove her pelvis against her Uncles' invading cock, craving that sensation once again. Just as the engorged head came in contact with her cervix, her entire body froze, impaled on him.

      "Uncle...Stannnnnnnn" Mona screamed into the room. She felt the tremendous orgasm like a bomb going off in her hot belly, her juices spraying out of her to splash across his washboard abdomen.

      Mona quivered and shook as her body erupted, feeling her juices squirt out, like she was helpless to stop it. Oh my God, her fogged brain tried to come to grips with the intensity of her orgasm that could make her squirt for the first time in your young life.

      Even as her own juices were spraying Uncle Stan's chest and belly, she felt her body being filled back up by his hot cream. Rope after rope was pumping deep inside her walls squeezing his cock tight, trying to milk every drop out of him.

      Mona collapsed into a quivering heap onto the bed, feeling her Uncles' thick cock sliding out of her as she fell. She dimly heard the obscene slurping sound as his softening member slid free, and then the ooze of his cum as it ran out her still gaping hole. Lying in a puddle of their mixed cum, spread out on her bed; she felt the mattress shift as her Uncle rose.

      "She's all yours bitch; you're the woman of the house...clean up the mess." Mona faintly heard her Uncle say.

      Her eyes fluttered open, even as a series of ripples continued to roll across her belly like aftershocks. She watched as her Aunt Clair slid her nightgown off, her heavy breasts coming into view, then the dark thatch of hair between her glistening thighs.

      "OH God" Mona moaned softly; watching her Aunt slowly walk towards the bed.

      
        
      

      The young girl could only lay limp and exhausted as her aunt slid between her thighs on the bed. She could see a burning hunger in her aunt's eyes as the older woman spread her thighs further open, exposing her cum soaked pussy to the faint light in the room.

      "Aunt Claire?" Mona tried to speak. "OH shittttttttttt" she moaned as her pussy was enveloped by a hot mouth.

      As exhausted and abused as she was, Mona felt her body instantly respond as her aunt's tongue drove between her inflamed lips; her hands shot down and fingers wrapped into her Aunt Claire's hair.

      "Oh fuck yesssssss" Mona cried out. "Eat me" she gasped.

      First, the ravaging of her body by her Uncle, and now this, the sensation of a tongue dragging through her swamp like, cum soaked cunt. It was more than her young mind could take.

      "Eat my pussy Aunt Claire" she moaned, pushing her hips up to meet the invading tongue. "Eat my slut cunt."

      "Mmmmmmmm" he aunt hummed, sending a vibration through her clit that sent electric shocks through her belly.

      Mona could hear as her aunt sucked the dripping sauce from her hole, and then swallow the thick liquid down. God, she was eating her own husbands cum right from his nieces dripping pussy Mona's mind screamed.

      "Oh shit...oh God" Mona panted. "I'm going to fucking cum."

      She didn't expect a response from the older woman, her face jammed between her quivering thighs, but she got it. Two fingers slammed hard up into her soaked cunt as she felt her clit wrapped in two lips and violently sucked on.

      "Aunt Claaaaaiirreeeeeeeeee" Mona screamed as her body violently exploded once again.

      
        Claire watched as her niece shook and vibrated through her orgasm. She could feel the hot juices flowing out to cover her face as she sucked the hard nub between her lips. Oh this was going to be a wonderful year, she thought.

      Mona could only lay exhausted and spent on her bed as her Aunt hovered over her face. Sleep slowly began to creep in as two lips pressed lightly to hers.

      "Night darling" he Aunt whispered. "Such a good little fuck toy."

      Just as the darkness seeped into her mind, she tasted the lips against hers. Her own sweet cum coating her lips along with her uncle’s salty sperm. Plus, a faint something, what was it?

      Just as she drifted off, Mona realized...it was the flavour of her aunt that tinged her lips.

    
  
    
      Evening Delights

      Things started to shift around my house in late July. It was the summer between my junior and senior year in high school. I had just tuned eighteen and was gearing my last year of high school for college.

      I missed most of the third grade because of asthma and allergies. That may not sound like much; but where you are fighting for every breath because of some cleaner a school janitor used, or because the flowers in the front yard were blooming; it had an effect.

      While that put me a year behind, it really didn't affect things socially for me, honestly social was not something I had a lot of. Because of the asthma I wasn't into many sports or things like that. Oh I worked out in the home gym; I wasn't a rolling butter ball or anything.

      But getting my head smacked in by some two hundred and fifty pound guy on a football field was never my thing. I admit you could have called me a nerd, but frankly nerds are the guys who hire you when you are in your twenties and thirties; so I didn't care.

      I was going to be senior class president, president of my Honor Society, and class valedictorian. I wasn't going to be the Home Coming King, but you show me a home coming king that has a full ride scholarship to Miami in marine biology.

      Anyway, back to that summer. What changed was my dad's job; or rather his shift. Dad worked at the farm chemical plant in Raleigh. He had been there since college so he had the seniority to be on days. It was that summer he had come home and announced he was changing to be the supervisor for the second shift. Mom and I were surprised, it didn't make any more money, and since she worked as a nurse at the Medical center on day shift; it kind of put things at odds for them.

      Let me pause here by saying I'm not your average kid. No, not about the grades; I notice things, little things. Like dad not kissing mom good bye in the mornings; or them hardly talking as they sat in the living room in the evening.

      They didn't fight or anything; it just seemed like things had gotten comfortable for them in almost twenty years of marriage; too comfortable.

      I had expected dad's shift change to stir things up with mom, but it seemed to do the opposite. They would see each other on days mom had off during the week; since she worked some weekends. Other than that mom went to bed by 9:30 or 10:00 at night since she got up at 5:00am. Dad came home between eleven and midnight.

      You get the picture; things were like two people living in the same house; that was about it. Neither of them seemed to be unhappy about it so I didn't make a big deal of it.

      That summer I was working on a paper for SeaWorld as a part of my scholarship. I was doing a study on using seaweed as a biodegradable fuel source; and don't ask. It was the second week of dad's new shift that things went a little wonky.

      I had been working on my research when I heard the front door to the house; I figured dad must be home from work. I glanced at the clock and froze, it was after 1am; what the hell?

      I could hear dad moving quietly around downstairs, and then the house fell silent. He hadn't come up the stairs to bed yet, that was odd. I slipped out of my room and headed down the stairs. I figured if he asked I could say I was thirsty or something.

      He wasn't in the living room or kitchen, I wandered towards the back of the house. That was when I heard the shower running in the laundry room. Why would he shower in there, I wondered; not in his own shower.

      I started to head back to my room, figuring none of this was my business, when I saw his work clothes piled on the floor. Mom would have a fit if she saw that, I figure might as well, so I gathered them up to throw them in the laundry basket.

      
        
      

      I was immediately almost overwhelmed by the scent of perfume. Ever since my asthma issues, I had been especially sensitive to smells. I couldn't miss this smell; his clothes reeked of it. The thing was it wasn't a smell mom used. I knew her perfumes; she had bought them because she knew how sensitive my nose was.

      Slowly I lowered the pile of clothes back to the floor, and glanced over at the frosted shower door. Rinsing off the evidence? The clothes were right in front of the washer; I bet he planned to throw them in before he went to bed.

      Not bad old man, I thought. Come home two hours late; your wife is sleeping. A quick shower to rinse off the evidence and wash your clothes; and no one would be the wiser, I thought.

      Why would my brain go that direction; two reasons. One was all the little subtle hints I had seen between the two. It also explained better why the shift-change for dad, it gave him now not only motive, but opportunity. Second, because I am an eighteen year old male, who lives for internet porn; and I jack off at least two or three times every day. Tell me you weren't the same when you were my age.

      As I slipped back into my room, I thought of what I would tell mom. Then; I realized there really was nothing to tell, I had no evidence. Maybe I was just being suspicious but things weren't adding up well in my teenage brain.

      The next morning mom was already gone, and dad was watching television when I came downstairs. He was playing on his cellphone and when I walked by he made a point of setting it face down in his lap.

      I grabbed a bowl of cereal and headed back to my room, I made a point of letting him see me go by. Once in my room I grabbed my laptop and pulled up my connection to the iCloud. One thing about having your folks pay your bills, it puts you all on the same family plan, which meant the same iCloud.

      I linked into dad's cellphone memory, and pulled up his text history. There were only a few people he sent texts to, he wasn't the most tech savvy man in the world.

      I skipped over the ones to me, and those I could tell were work. The only thing left was mom from what I could see. I did see a text from him last night about nine telling her he was going to work some overtime. Mom's answer was a bit on the lackluster side.

      
        
      

      I started to back out of the iCloud when the numbers struck me. There were the few to me and mom, but holy shit he had sent over three hundred while working.

      I pulled up his work log, and that's where things finally clicked. Her name was Angel, go figure. She was a single mom and dad had apparently helped her with a few bucks a couple of times. Well, that few bucks evolved; apparently my old man was now her sugar daddy.

      Angel had sent a text thinking him for paying to fix her car. I liked her reward, that they would 'christen' the back seat together. Damn this girl had a kink, I almost laughed.

      When he had apparently helped her get some groceries; she had told him to stop by after work and 'heat his sausage in her oven.' God this chick was corny.

      By the time a half hour had passed, there was no doubt in my mind; dad was having an affair. That was why the shift change; he and his darling Angel could get together after work, especially since mom always went to bed early.

      It was weird; on the one hand I was pissed as hell, my old man was fucking around on my mom. One the other, my eighteen year old hormonal body was on overload after reading some of their hot texts.

      Jesus, some of it read like a pornographic movie script. Dad said how he wanted to eat her pussy after work, and his little Angel told him how she wanted to ride his lap until he squirted in her. She certainly knew how to keep this sugar daddy on the hook I had to admit.

      Later that evening, after dad had gone to work, I tried to think of what I wanted to say to mom. Should I tell her or just stay out of it. Did she have any idea this was going on, and was a great actress at hiding it? Or was she really the true southern belle and had no idea her loving husband would be balls deep in a twenty-one year old pussy tonight.

      I still was wrestling with everything when all of a sudden it was nine-thirty; and mom was heading to bed. I sat in my room, debating and berating myself. I tried to practice what I wanted to say; having finally come to the decision I needed to say something.

      It had to be after ten by the time I stood outside her bedroom door; I figured she couldn't be asleep in only a half an hour.

      
        
      

      "Mom?" I half whispered.

      I eased the door open and stood in the dark bedroom, letting the light from the hall illuminate the bed. Well fuck me, she was dead asleep already. I slowly approached the bed and looked down at her.

      Being the end of July it was still pretty warm and humid. Mom had only the sheet on, and that she had let drift down to her waist for cool air from the air conditioner. I opened my mouth to say something, but it just hung there as my eyes adjusted to the semi dark and I stared at mom.

      OK, I guess it's time; like it or not, to describe my mother. For someone who watches a reasonable amount of porn...ok a LOT of porn; I tend to equate women with porn stars I know. For mom, it would have to be India Summer. Go ahead; take the time to look her up; that is one hot momma.

      Like my favorite MILF star, mom had long dark hair that fell in waves about her shoulders, and right now it was spread out on her pillow framing that gorgeous face.

      I watched her chest rise and fall with her easy breathing. She didn't have those big fake porn tits; instead she went with the natural look. Her 34C's were barely concealed in the chemise nightgown she was wearing and I could see her nipples pressing out against the silky material.

      I let my eyes travel down her body, seeing that flat belly just peeking out between the hem of her night gown and the edge of the sheet. I wondered if she had that fantastic trimmed patch between her thighs just like India did, keeping things natural.

      I wanted to reach down and bring that sheet lower to see what kind of panties she was wearing. Were they granny panties, or were they sexy bikini panties. Better yet, was she fucking naked under that sheet.

      I shook my head and tried to clear the thoughts swimming through my hormonal brain; the problem was by that time I was raging hard. Any thought of waking her up went out the window right there. I could just hear myself; oh hey mom, dad's having an affair, oh and ignore my hard on from staring at your tits.

      
        I was going to just turn around and leave, I swear to God. Then, that dark thought came back; about her pubic hair. Reaching down, I slowly slid the sheet downward, using only two fingers to grip the cloth.

      When the sheet slid below her waist, I thought I would cum on the spot; she had on a pair of almost sheer blue laced panties that left nothing to my horny imagination.

      I stared at that trimmed dark thatch of hair hidden under the thin cloth, wondering what it would be like to run my tongue through that. My hand went back up her body, suspended above her. As my other hand slid through the opening of my pajama pants and fished my steel hard seven inch dick free,

      I was a total gross pervert, standing there in the semi dark, jerking my throbbing cock as I used one finger to drift the top of her chemise down just enough to let a hard nipple poke out.

      I had already jerked off twice today; but that didn't matter. That had been to porn videos of fake actresses with silicone tits. This was a real woman, the first one I had ever seen this close up.

      I almost shit when mom stirred slightly, turning her body until she was partially facing me. I froze and held my breath, if she woke up now I would be screwed.

      The funny thing was; it didn't deter me; in fact the fear of being caught only spurred me on. I just stood there, stroking my pulsing cock as I stared down at my basically nude mother.

      I have news India, you are one hot lady; but there is nothing compared to looking at your MILF mother while your balls tighten. I could feel it roaring through my body, and I screwed my eyes shut trying not to scream.

      I let out a breath as my cock jerked in my grip, I could feel my thick cum pulsing out the sensitive tip. Fuck was I cumming, I thought it would never end as a second and then third rope spewed out of my shaking body.

      When my eyes finally opened back up, I looked down in horror. Oh my God, I had just dumped a load all over my mother. I could see my sticky cum clinging to her almost bare tit, apparently my second blast had gone a bit higher, it dripped along her upper chest, and a drop even oozed off her chin.

      
        I was panic stricken. I couldn't get caught, all I could think of was I had to get out of there. I turned and fled from her bedroom, stumbling down the hall to my doorway; my now flaccid cock waving in the breeze because I was in such a hurry I didn't even tuck it away.

      I crawled into bed with a sense of relief, I hadn't been caught. God, what did I just do; I came all over my mother. Then, the most obvious thought hit my pea sized brain. I had left mom back there, covered in my sticky cum. Fuck...fuck...FUCK!

      I thought about going back, but I was too terrified to risk it. I would just have to see what happens tomorrow; maybe she will think it was dad. I could only hope, as I drifted off to sleep.

      The next morning I rose and headed for the stairs. I glanced into my parents' room as I passed the door, shit, the bed was totally stripped. At least I had until this afternoon to think of something, I figured, until I walked into the kitchen, and saw mom standing at the coffee pot.

      She was just finishing pouring herself a cup of coffee, and turned and saw me. She was still wearing the same purple chemise from last night, God was that a white cum stain just along the top edge above her breast?

      "Oh hey mom" I said, hoping my voice stayed calm.

      "Hey sweetie" mom smiled back.

      "Are you off today?" I asked as I got my bowl of cereal.

      "I work Saturday" she said in a normal tone.

      "I took today, I figure I might get some shopping done." She told me.

      "If you need help with the groceries let me know" I said, pouring my milk.

      "That you sweetie" mom took a sip of her coffee. "I'm also going to stop at the mall, I need some new sleepwear."

      
        I stood rooted to the spot and watched as her hand rose up until her fingers brushed over the crusted stain above her breast.

      "These seem to have...issues." She smiled.

      I watched as she headed back to her room to dress, frozen in the kitchen. Issues; holy fuck the only issue was your perverted son jacked off all over them.

      By the time I finished my cereal and got dressed, mom had already left. Not a single word was said about the night gown again. Maybe she didn't know what it was, I thought.

      It was a few hours later when mom came through the front door carrying bags of groceries. The dutiful son, I started carrying in while she put everything away.

      I was getting the last load from the car and pulling the bags out of the SUV when I found it. You can't miss that huge VS on a bag, and not know it came from Victoria Secret.

      I couldn't help it, the perversion kicked in again. I opened the bag and peeked inside. Right on top was a pale blue, damn near transparent baby doll night gown. Oh fuck, I almost groaned. I hurried and pulled the bags out before mom figured I was taking too long.

      Dropping the bags off in the kitchen, I mumbled excuses I don't even remember, and headed to my room. I admit it, I pulled up India Summer, and within five minutes blew the hugest load of my life; and I wasn't thinking of her either.

      I was wracked with guilt; I barely made it through supper with mom and me. I helped with the dishes, and then mom took her nightly shower. I had hidden in my room, trying to rid myself of the growing perversion.

      "Sweetie" mom's voice came through my door.

      "I'm heading to bed, so if you need anything you're on your own." She told me.

      "OK mom, thanks" I called back.

      
        I glanced at my digital clock and was stunned. Forget the half hour early of yesterday; she was going to bed at nine; what the hell. It couldn't be for me, she just had to be tired I figured.

      I fought it off, for a whole forty-five minutes. Hey, I did damn well; I stayed in my room until my throbbing hard dick led me to the door. I softly padded down the hall to mom's door, hesitating in the hallway.

      Last time had been kind of an accident; I knew I could brush it off. But this was deliberate; I was sneaking into my parent's room, to spy on my mother. The words sick and perversion didn't even do justice to what I was doing, but don't think it stopped me.

      Just like last time, mom was sleeping on her back. Her curls of hair framed her face like a beauty pageant queen. My eyes drifted down from her smooth neck, and in the half-light off the hall I saw them, I fucking saw them.

      It wasn't the pale blue baby doll I had seen in the car; this one was different. It was a pale pink almost like a kimono instead; and sheer was not the word.

      I could follow the curve of her breasts with my eyes through the thin lace. God those 34C's looked good enough to devour. They were capped by pencil eraser thick hard nipples, and hard dark areoles that circled each bud.

      I didn't know whether I wanted to touch or suck them more right then; but resisted the urge to do either.

      The material ended well above her navel this time, leaving a flat expanse of her soft belly open to my hungry eyes. I wondered if she ever considered getting her belly pierced and the thought made me shudder.

      Once again one hand was pulling my rock hard cock free of my pajamas, as I reached down and helped that sheet fall lower on her body. When it slid down I was stunned at what lay underneath.

      Mom was wearing a matching pair of pale pink lace panties that were totally sheer; and I mean totally. I swore I could have counted the pubic hairs through the thing.

      
        My hand was slick with my pre cum as I slid it along my cock. I couldn't hold back the weak moan as I stared at her beautiful pussy. This was the first one I had ever seen first-hand and it was better than any porn video I had ever seen.

      I couldn't stop my hand as it came off the edge of the sheet, and the tips of my fingers slid along that silky fabric, right over her mound. The cloth was so thin I could feel the hairs against my finger-tips.

      "Fuck" I whispered softly.

      "Mmmmmm" mom gave a soft noise.

      I froze in mid motion, both hands locked as I looked up at her face. Her head was turned slightly away with her face obscured by the cascade of dark hair. I watched as those fantastic breasts continued their slow easy rise and fall.

      Were the nipples harder? It had to be either the light or an automatic body response. I started to relax again, and then her leg shifted on the bed. Her left leg flexed at the knee, her foot sliding up the inside of her right leg.

      Her left leg came to a stop at about her right knee, leaving her lying with her legs in the number four position. I held my breath waiting, slowly letting it out when she didn't move any further. I was in such a panic; it never occurred to me what the shift in position would mean.

      When I glanced back down, my eyes were immediately drawn to that dark V between her thighs. I almost lost it and nearly moaned out loud as I stared at her hair covered lips through the thin material.

      The sheer pink material was drawn tight over her lips, molding to the contour. I wondered what she tasted like; what it would feel like to slide myself between those petals until I was balls deep inside her.

      Wait...was she...? I shifted slightly letting more of the light fall from the hallway onto her lower body. Jesus Christ, there was a damp spot on the filmy material of her panties. I thought at first it was a shadow, but realized it couldn't be. My mother was WET.

      I lost it; I bit my lip to keep from groaning as my balls tightened. I had planned to wait until I got back to my room to finish, but the sight was too much.

      
        
      

      My cock jerked in my grip and I knew what was going to happen. Desperate I aimed as best I could and watched as the first thick rope shot out in an arc, landing on the soft flesh of her belly.

      The vision of a puddle of white cream pooling in her naval sent a violent shudder through my body. The motion throwing off my aim as a second thick jet burst free.

      I watched in horror as it landed not on her belly, but lower; soaking into the transparent cloth of her panties as they stretched across her mound. I was cumming on my mother's pussy; the thought made my eyes roll back as a third thick wad erupted from the tip of my cock.

      I shook and trembled as I eased down, my eyes fluttering open. Oh my fucking God; I had just totally painted her with my hot cream over her entire crotch. I could see the viscous liquid soaking into her panties clinging to her lips.

      There was no way I could clean up this mess, so I did the only thing my fuzzed brain could think of; I retreated like a coward back to my room. I lay in bed shaking; terrified at what mom would say.

      I could have explained the small stain on her chemise the other night; there was no way in hell I could explain an entire load dumped straight on her pussy. I was dead, I figured; plain and simple I was dead.

      The next morning I headed down for breakfast, mom was already gone to work; and she hadn't woken me or said anything to me. She must be saving it for this afternoon, confront me then I figured.

      All day I was in a state of panic, I didn't even check on dad's text messages or see what the cheater was up to. All I could think about was how was I going to explain to mom that her perfect son was a totally depraved pervert.

      It was nearly five before I left my room; mom had been home for a couple of hours; and never made an appearance at my door. I knew dad had left for work, I heard his car pull out. I kept waiting for that knock on my door; but it never came.

      I had always made a habit of setting the table for dinner; with dad not home it was my way of thanking mom. When I walked into the kitchen, I could smell the goulash mom was stirring and felt my stomach rumble.

      
        
      

      "Hey sweetie" mom chirped from the stove.

      "Go ahead and set the table, this will be ready any minute." She told me

      Her tone wasn't pissed; she didn't rant or rave. She was...well she was mom. I didn't know what to say, so I just set the table for the two of us.

      Through dinner mom was her usual self, talking about work and that one of the neighbors was having trouble with their son getting a speeding ticket.

      "You've always been the perfect young man" mom smiled at me.

      My face exploded red at her words. Right, the perfect young man who jacks off over you, I thought. God; it was as if nothing had happened last night; how the hell could she not have notice those thin panties all but glued to her pussy by my dried cum.

      After dinner I cleared the dishes and started washing. Mom mentioned she was headed for her nightly shower and started to leave the kitchen. I was focused on the dishes, and didn't see her turn around at the door to the dining room.

      The next thing I knew soft lips caressed my cheek. I felt a shiver at the contact.

      "I love you Adam" mom said softly; and then headed for the stairs.

      I finished the dishes and headed to my room, all the while beating myself with every stick my brain could conjure. I was the perfect young man, she loved me; God how could I do this to her.

      I literally huddled in my bed that night, trying desperately to fall asleep. I fought back the urge to go to her room again. I couldn't do it to her again; I couldn't be the animal my mind kept calling me.

      Finally I gave in and lay in the dark of my room, jerking off to the image of my hot cum soaking into those tight thin panties, blowing a hot load all over my belly. Sick to my stomach I rolled over and let sleep finally take hold.

      
        
      

      The next day was a repeat of yesterday. I helped around the house with dad during the day; and then hid in my room except for dinner. It took every ounce of willpower I had to keep myself in that room again. I ached to see her, to just look at her perfect body.

      The next day was Friday and mom was gone again when I got up. The day went like any other; but things were different at supper. Mom didn't seem her chipper self she had been Wednesday and Thursday. I wondered what dad had done to piss her off. When I did the dishes mom simply left the kitchen and headed upstairs to the shower; no kiss, no nothing this time.

      In my room I tried to focus on studying; hell I even tried jerking off to India Summer; it was no good. By nine that night I was basically a basket case ready for bed. I never even looked at the clock or realized the time as I changed into my pajama pants.

      I was standing in the middle of the room, still holding my jeans when mom knocked on the door.

      "Adam?" Mom called.

      "Yeah mom" I answered.

      Nothing like a creature of habit, I thought, only this time the habit changed. Instead of just telling me good night; the door to my room swung slowly open. I turned and saw mom standing in the doorway and froze, my jeans limp in my hand.

      This was the real deal; she was wearing the powder blue baby doll I had seen on the top of the Victoria Secret bag. This shamed even the transparent kimono she had worn two nights ago. The top hung perfectly on her upper body, there were no snaps or buttons; the two halves in the front were held together by a single bow tie just below her breasts.

      Her breasts, God they were on total display as she stood in the hall light. My cock started to thicken in my pajama pants as my eyes took in the contour and curve of each breast. They stood firm and proud, those pencil eraser nipples staring back at me.

      My eyes traveled down from that luscious swell, to the flat of her belly. The halves of her baby doll were nearly wide open; a wide expanse of smooth skin on display to my eyes.

      
        The hem didn't end at her hips like most nightgowns; it ended at just below her waist. This meant that the most perfect pair of powder blue totally transparent panties; were on full display.

      They hugged the curve of her hips, barely more than a string around her waist; while the small swath of cloth lay smooth over her mound, giving me a full view of the dark thatch of neatly trimmed hair.

      The whole look took only a couple of seconds; but mom stood silent as I drank her in. My cock went from chub to steel hard in less than two seconds.

      I may only be about seven inches, but in thin pajama pants; there is no where you can hide a hard dick. I saw mom's eyes flicker down to my waist and then back up. Did she really just check me out; I was shocked.

      "I'm going to bed" mom's soft voice penetrated the dead silent room.

      "Uh...OK" I mumbled.

      "Adam...I'm going to bed." Mom repeated. "Be a good son tonight." Her voice was barely above a whisper; but I heard it loud and clear.

      Mom disappeared from the door and like an idiot I just stood there holding my jeans. Be a good son, what was she...oh fuck, was my only thought. My mind reeled; I must have debated with myself for the next half hour. Did she know; was she inviting me; was I reading too much into all of this.

      Before I could second guess myself, I padded softly down the hall. If she was asleep, I would just leave, I thought, as I gently pushed her door open.

      It looked like her normal sleep position; she was sprawled out on the bed on her back; only this time there was no sheet obstructing my view.

      I stared down at her and watched her perfect breasts rise and fall. She was asleep, I figured. It had all been my teenage hormonal imagination. Then, mom's eyes flickered open and she looked up at me.

      She never said a word, she just watched me; her eyes flickering between the straining cock in my pajama pants, and my face. I wanted to tell her I was sorry, that I was the most debase and perverted a son could be. Mom solved that for me.

      
        
      

      I watched as her left foot once against slid up her right leg, until she was again lying with her legs bent in the number four. This time the panties were even tighter than with the kimono. They clung to the contour of each lip; and when they pulled tight, I could see a dark patch spreading across the transparent gusset.

      I groaned softly as I tugged my hard rod out from its hiding place. Her eyes locked to my groin, as my hand began a slow pumping; I could see her pupils widen as a drop of pre cum seeped from the tip.

      Mom never moved, and she made no effort to touch me; she just lay there and watched. I reached down my other hand, and pulled at the string of the bow beneath her breasts; watching in slow motion as it came undone.

      "Oh God" I whispered as the two halves of her baby doll slid to the sides; letting her breasts slip into view in the light from the hall. She made no move to cover them, instead letting me stare at them as my hand began to pick up the pace.

      I could feel my nuts tightening again; oh fuck I wasn't sure where to cum. Mom solved that for me too.

      "My tits" her soft voice sounded loud in the quiet room.

      Those two words set me off. She wanted it on her tits; she was going to get it on her tits. My balls clenched as it hit.

      "Mom" I gasped as my cock spasmed in my grip.

      My first shot was like a geyser as it shot through the air; splashing onto her pale skin, coating her breasts in my thick seed. Holy fuck I was cumming on my mother, and she was letting me, I thought.

      "Ohhhh" mom gave a small moan, and I watched her body tremble.

      Glancing down, I watched the dark patch at her panties instantly grow larger. Fuck, she was cumming just from me cumming on her. I stood by her bed, and unloaded the biggest orgasm of my life; as I pumped not one or two, but FOUR thick wads of my cream onto her body. God, I thought I was never going to stop cumming.

      
        
      

      When my balls finally spasmed empty, I looked down. Mom was laying there on her marital bed, covered in wads of thick goo from her neck to her navel; I had fucking bathed her in hot cum.

      Mom was looking down at the huge mess I had left on her body; slowly she raised one hand, extending her index finger. I could only stare as she drew a lazy circle in the puddles around her navel.

      "I think your father is having an affair" mom whispered into the silence.

      "He is" I replied. "I have proof." I told her.

      Mom looked up at me, her finger slowly pushing the globs of white goo into a puddle.

      "How" she asked.

      "I have his texts" I admitted.

      "From the iCloud" my voice trembled with the admission.

      Mom slowly nodded her head, and then looked down at the slick mess on her belly. I watched as she carefully used her index finger to scoop up a clinging wad.

      "I want you to print them" mom said without looking at me.

      "Bring them to me tomorrow night." She raised her head and stared up at me.

      "When you do" her hand slowly rose from her belly. "I'm going...to suck you...dry." Her voice was hoarse.

      I watched stunned as she slipped that finger, coated in my slime, into her mouth; and slowly sucked it clean.

      
        The next day was Saturday, and mom was working her weekend shift. With dad sleeping in late, which was his usual now that he 'worked' late; it gave me the morning to get things done.

      I accessed the iCloud again, and pulled up his text log. It had been a few days since I had seen it, what with everything going on with mom; I wasn't surprised to find new logs.

      It seems dear old dad had gotten his little sugar baby a massage voucher. Angel planned to reward him tonight with a 'tongue massage' to his cock. The thought of some twenty year old giving my dad a blow job wasn't exactly the hottest thing on my list, but damn could this girl be descriptive.

      As I printed up the logs I sat and read how she wanted to kneel in front of him and suck his balls while he watched. As the last pages pushed out of the printer, it was hot reading where she talked about letting him see his creamy load in her mouth before she swallowed his load.

      I wondered if she really was that good; or how much of all of this was hype. Knowing the old man, her little pep talks probably added to the excitement, which meant he was already primed by the time they got together. I chuckled as I realized that way she had half her work done before they even started; what a little vixen I thought.

      I didn't know how or when mom planned on me getting this to her; so for now I put everything into a folder and slid it in with my study papers. No way in hell the old man was going to look through that; hell he didn't understand half of it anyway.

      Mom had just entered the house when dad was heading to the car. Their usual silence as they passed in the hall by the front door, reminded me I wasn't invading on anything the guy hadn't left open anyway; so much for feeling a guilty conscience about 'stealing' his woman.

      At a little after five mom called me in from the back yard; when I came in the house I found a pizza sitting on the kitchen counter and mom sitting at the dining room table already eating.

      "Sweetie go ahead and grab a piece and come join me" mom called out. "I didn't feel like cooking, I hope you don't mind."

      Hell I didn't mind, it was the rare treat when we got pizza around the house, and I threw a couple of pieces on a plate and headed into the dining room.

      "Honey, before you sit down" mom said as I set down my plate and water.

      
        
      

      "Would you be a dear and go get your papers?" she smiled at me.

      For a woman who was about to read about her husbands' cheating; she sure didn't seem terribly upset. I headed to my room and grabbed the folder, setting it down in front of mom and then sliding into the chair next to her.

      We ate in silence for about fifteen minutes, while mom slowly read the first logs. A couple of times I could hear her snort quietly to herself, and at one point she tapped the papers and rumbled about how he didn't do 'that' for her.

      Pushing her plate aside, mom looked up at me. There was sadness in her eyes, but not quite the ranting anger I had expected.

      "Have you read these?" she asked.

      "Yea, I wanted to know what was going on." I pushed my own plate away.

      "Did it make you hard?" mom just looked at me.

      "Sometimes" I answered sheepishly.

      "I figured as much" mom nodded. "It does read like a cheap pornographic novel." She said.

      "I don't get it" I told mom. She looked at me with a puzzled expression.

      "You're sitting here reading about your husband fucking some other woman" I blurted out. "I would have thought you would be ranting and raving by now; or at the very least screaming your head off."

      "A reasonable question" mom sighed softly. "And that would be true, except for two things." She looked down at the papers. "For one, I had suspected this for the last month or two, so it isn't a total surprise."

      "And second, it's happened before" she said, looking up at me.

      
        
      

      "What?" I was dumb struck.

      "The last time was about six years ago" mom said calmly.

      The last time, Jesus Christ how many times had there been; and yet she stayed with him. I just sat mute while mom spoke.

      "You were about eleven I think" she stared across the room. "He started working overtime, just like this time." She shook her head.

      "She was about twenty-five I believe. I think she saw your father as some big wig and a way to further her spot in the company." Mom sighed.

      "Either way it lasted for about eight months when her husband caught wind of it." Mom smiled at a memory.

      "I think he threatened your father" she chuckled. "Either way it broke off."

      I couldn't believe this, my dad was a serial cheater, and I had no fucking idea. I stared at mom, desperate to ask her why she even stayed. It was as if she could sense my question.

      "You needed a father" she said softly. "I wasn't going to tear your world apart because he couldn't keep his dick in his pants." She sighed.

      "I love you" I said quietly, just shaking my head.

      "Do you baby" mom cocked her head to one side. "Do you love me...or do you lust for me?" she asked in a soft voice.

      "Honestly...both" I said staring into her eyes.

      Mom slid her chair back from the dining room table and sat looking at me. Since I had been outside, I hadn't noticed she had changed from her nursing work clothes, into a light sun dress for the heat.

      
        
      

      "Look at me Adam" mom commanded me. "All of me." She husked.

      I sat there and stared, for the first time I didn't have to hide my glances. I dank in the light curve of her breasts through her dress top; I could just barely see the indentation of her nipples, and I wondered if she was wearing a bra. Below I followed the supple thighs up from her knees, to where they disappeared under the hem of her dress. Having seen her on her bed, my imagination filled in the rest as I gazed upward.

      "Are you hard?" mom husked at me.

      "Yes" I could barely choke back.

      "Me...or the texts?" she asked.

      "You" I could barely speak.

      "I can see the hunger in your eyes" mom stared at me.

      "If you could you would rip my clothes off wouldn't you." She said.

      "Yes" God I was so tongue tied right then.

      "Did it excite you when you read how he would lick her wet pussy?" Mom's voice almost hummed.

      "Yes" I groaned.

      Oh My God, I could only stare as mom started inching the hemline of her sundress up her bare thighs. My cock was so hard by now it hurt, trapped in my jeans.

      "Have you ever tasted a woman?" mom asked me.

      "No" I choked back. "I've never seen...a real...until..." I stuttered.

      
        
      

      "Was mine the first you've ever seen?" there was a hint of surprise in her voice.

      "Yes" I admitted.

      I damn near choked when the hemline hit her panties. I saw the hint of powder blue again, oh Jesus she was wearing the Victoria Secret ones, I thought I was going to cum in my jeans. My eyes never left that hemline as it continued to rise.

      "Get on your knees" mom whispered.

      I slid from my chair, kneeling on the dining room floor in front of mom. My eyes were locked to the valley between her thighs as those panties slid into view.

      "Your father doesn't like doing that" mom husked. "So he claimed."

      Mom hooked her thumbs into the waistband of those panties, and I stared frozen as she slowly began to ease them over her hips, rising slightly in her chair.

      "It's been two years since a man did that to me" mom told me. "Are you going to end my dry spell baby" God she was driving me nuts.

      "Yes" was all I could get out as that filmy blue garment slid free.

      I was kneeling there, less than a foot from her prize, watching her legs slowly open; closer than I had ever been as it came into my vision.

      "Jesus" I whispered as her thighs parted.

      "Tell me what you're thinking" mom whispered as her thighs spread wider.

      "You're...beautiful..." I almost panted. "I want...I want to taste you." I said hoarsely.

      
        "Then what are you waiting for" this sexy woman invited me.

      I admit I had never touched a woman before this, I mean in such an intimate way; but hour after hour of porn movies and clips left me with a wealth of knowledge.

      I shuffled in closer, slowly kissing my way up one thigh and then the other. I inhaled deeply, smelling the heavy musk of my mother, an excited woman. I could see the glisten on the dark curls of hair covering her lips; she was wet, I realized; wet for me.

      Dipping my head down, I slowly drug my tongue up the full length of her lips. I could feel the tip of my tongue just slightly parting her petals.

      "Oh God yesssss." Mom moaned above me.

      Her hands came down and fingers tangled in my hair. Her feet lifted off the floor as I repeated the long swipe; I could feel her thighs quiver against my cheeks.

      "Oh fuck baby" mom gasped.

      Apparently I was doing something right, I could feel mom's body jerk as my tongue scraped over her hidden clit. Her thighs tightened around my head and I had to reach up, holding her thighs open, so I could get at her.

      As I spread her legs wider, I watched those swollen lips start to part, and the pink interior peek out through the dark hairs. My head bent down again, only this time I extended and stiffened my tongue, sliding it between her engorged lips.

      "Ngggghhhhhhhhhhh" mom moaned as my tongue penetrated her.

      I could feel her juices slicken my face as I pressed in, I ignored it; trying to drive my tongue deeper. Her taste, God her taste, it was tangy yet sweet; almost intoxicating.

      I slid my tongue in and out, trying to scoop those fluids out of her tight passage and into my mouth. I wanted every drop of her, and I intended to take it. Her feet rose off the floor again, threatening to trap my head a second time. Reaching out, I gripped her legs, lifting them up; until they rested on my shoulders, spreading her fully open for me.

      
        "Eat me...oh Jesus Christ eat me you sweet man..." mom babbled above me.

      Wet slurping filled the dining room as I had the feast of my life. God I couldn't get enough of her as I devoured her dripping pussy.

      "My clit...my clit...please..." mom whimpered.

      I shifted my head, dragging my tongue along her opening. I felt the hooded bud with the tip of my tongue. It was trapped, aching for release. I didn't even think I just acted. I closed my lips over her throbbing clit...and sucked.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." mom's ass bounced on the chair. "That's it...right there..." she panted.

      I increased the strength of my suction, and at the same time the pace. Between both actions I felt mom's body spasm against my face. Her fingers curled in my hair like talons as she pulled my face harder into her groin.

      "Oh fuck...don't stop...don't stop." Mom groaned. "I'm going to cum...oh my fucking God." She moaned.

      Stop; holy hell I couldn't get enough. The idea I was going to bring her to orgasm only spurred me on. Remembering some of the oral porn clips I had seen, I waited a few more minutes, and then when I felt her thighs start to quiver again, I reached up towards her pussy.

      "I'm going to...I'm going..." Mom panted.

      At that moment, I slid two fingers deep into her gripping tunnel. I could feel her tight walls literally suck my fingers in deep, her heat wrapping around them as juices coated my hand.

      "Aaaghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" mom screamed, as her ass took a giant heave.

      A sudden gush of hot fluids washed over my face, flooding into my open mouth. I could barely swallow fast enough for the tidal wave.

      
        "CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" mom wailed the obvious.

      I tried to move my head in time with her body as she bounced all over the chair. A steady stream of hot cram poured out of her, puddling on the chair under her ass. It was so much I couldn't drink it all down fast enough.

      I felt mom pulling at my hair, trying to draw my head back and away. I could hear her moaning something, but she had her thighs clamped around my head. Relaxing back onto the chair, she drew my mouth away.

      "No more...no more" mom gasped. "Sensitive...oh fuck" she moaned.

      I looked up, feeling her juices dripping down my chin as I saw the fire burning in her eyes. I felt a swell of pride that my first time, and she had exploded onto my face.

      "We are definitely doing THAT again." Mom gasped.

      Mom uncurled her fingers from my hair, her hands dropping to my shoulders. Her nails dug into the skin of my shoulders through my shirt, pulling at me.

      "Get up" mom growled.

      I rose to my feet, my face still dripping from her flood of juices; I was standing between her lewdly spread legs. Her hands and fingers began to claw at the waistband of my jeans, trying to unfasten them.

      "Get them off...NOW." Mom hissed.

      I reached down and unsnapped my jeans. I was apparently to slow and mom gripped the thick denim and jerked them down in one stroke. I could feel my boxers slide down with the tight jeans, as my cock pulled down with them. With a loud slap my steel rod snapped back, smacking against my belly.

      My cock barely felt the cool air of the dining room, before her warm fingers wrapped around it, and then her hot mouth slammed down onto me.

      
        "Oh fuck...oh shit..." I quivered as her lips slid down my shaft.

      I was getting my first blowjob, and my mother was sucking my cock like a damned vacuum. I looked down and watched as this half crazed woman bobbed her head up and down, driving my seven inches into her throat.

      With a loud slurp, I felt her mouth descend on me, further and further; until her nose bumped into my pubic hair. Holy fuck, she was deep throating me.

      "Mom...oh fuck...slow..." I grunted. I couldn't take this for long.

      Mom either didn't hear me, or just ignored me. She was in full attack mode as she drove her mouth down on me again and again. At one point I felt my balls slap against her chin as she sucked me deep again.

      I could feel myself rapidly losing control. This was the first time any woman had done this; my senses were in total overload as my orgasm began to roar down on me.

      "Mom...I'm going to cum...oh fuck..." I tried to warn her.

      "Mmmmmmmmmhhmmmmm" mom hummed to a mouthful of throbbing cock.

      Holy shit, when that vibration from her hum hit my balls, I couldn't hold back any longer.

      "FFFUUUCKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as my balls spasmed.

      My first shot literally jetted against the back of her throat as my cock spasmed. I could see her throat working as she began swallowing my hot load, God was that a sight.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." I moaned as my body shook through the first orgasm of my life not created by me.

      
        A second and then third volley of searing hot cum pumped into her mouth. I could hear her swallow as I poured my entire balls into her throat. It was the most obscene and erotic sound I had ever heard.

      There was no porn clip in history that could equal what was happening right now. My hot and sexy mother was swallowing every fucking drop of my thick cum. I thought I was going to pass out the intensity was so high.

      As my body trembled its way back down, I heard an obscene pop, telling me mom had pulled her mouth off my pulsing cock. I looked down and stared as she took a finger and scooped the thin strand that leaked out the corner of her mouth, and popped it back in to suck it down.

      "God you taste good" mom murmured.

      "Holy shit" I mumbled as I stumbled back to my chair, dropping into the seat.

      Mom rose from her chair, letting her sun dress fall back into place. She bent down and picked up her panties, I could see they were soaked with her juices, something I had never noticed before in the heat of things.

      "I think we both needed that" mom's voice was still husky; and there was a fire in her eyes.

      She leaned down and stared into my eyes, I could smell my own spunk on her breath as she spoke.

      "You will not jerk off tonight" she said calmly. "You will not jerk off at all tomorrow." I could only numbly nod my head.

      "If you can do that" she locked eyes with me. "If you can prove to me you can stay loyal." She whispered. "Monday night I want you to shove that thing so far up me...I scream your name."

      My eyes grew huge as I looked back at her. Was she serious? I could see that fire burning in her gaze, God yes was she serious.

      "Yes" was all I could croak back.

      
        Mom nodded and stood back up. She gathered the folder and papers from the dining room table, and I just sat there drained as she left the room.

      Sunday was pure agony; I never knew a day could drag by so slowly. Dad was home, so there wasn't any chance of getting alone time with mom. I figured that was why she had said to wait until Monday.

      By the time I went to bed Sunday night I was in a constant state of arousal, I had a hard time falling asleep waiting for tomorrow. I was really going to do it; I was going to have sex. It was like every porn dream I had ever had was coming to life.

      When I woke up Monday, mom had already left for work. Crawling out of bed, I found her powder blue panties lying beside my pillow with a note.

      Just so you know I'm thinking of you too, she had written. I picked up the panties and was shocked at how soaked they were. She had to be constantly dripping cream to leave this much in her panties.

      I have to admit there were a couple of times I had my cock out and in hand, ready to unleash; and the thoughts of those panties and her body pulled me back.

      By the time mom got home that afternoon, I was in a fever for her. I thought we would head straight upstairs, what with dad being gone to work; but no such luck. It was as if it were just another day as mom moved about the house.

      By supper I was coming unhinged and I couldn't help myself. My eyes were glued to the swell of her breasts as I cleared my throat.

      "Ummmm...mom" I asked hesitantly. "I was wondering...when...you know..." I felt my face growing red as I tried to phrase the question right.

      "Are you that eager to lose your virginity?" mom chuckled.

      "Yes" I could barely whisper. "I want you." It was all I could think of saying.

      "You want me; or do you want to get laid?" mom asked as she stepped closer to me in the kitchen.

      
        
      

      "I want to get laid...with you." I said softly.

      "Good answer" mom reached up and caressed my cheek. "You're learning." She smiled.

      "I'm going to take a nice shower while you finish up" mom looked up at the clock. "Why don't you take one when you get done." She told me.

      I just stood there and nodded like a dumb idiot. Mom started to walk towards the kitchen door, still talking as she left.

      "And when you're done you can come to my room" mom told me. "Naked." She said.

      Her final word sent a bolt through my gut and straight into my throbbing cock. I wanted to hurry through the dishes, but I have news, you can only wash one dish a time. By the time I was finished I hurried off to the shower.

      I took my time, making sure every part of me was squeaky clean. I even washed my hair for good measure. Dried off, I felt a little silly as I padded down the hall naked, but it had been what she asked for.

      When I crossed into mom's bedroom, I knew we were pushing nine-thirty or ten; and we needed to move or dad would be home. I wanted to spend my time and enjoy my first time, but I also wasn't going to argue with mom even if it seemed like she was dragging things out.

      Mom was stretched out on the bed, the sheet pulled up. She slowly opened the side of the bed, letting the sheet drift off her bare breasts.

      "Care to join me" she said with a smile.

      As I slid onto the cool sheets, I could feel the heat from her body next to mine. She reached out and traced a finger along my chest as she propped herself on one arm looking at me.

      "Before we...do anything." She said. "I wanted to ask you" her voice soft and low. "How long have you wanted this?" she asked.

      
        
      

      "Years" I said back.

      "I know its ego" she gave a wan smile. "But; is it me or just the sex." Her voice seemed softer than usual.

      The sheet had drifted down to her waist, and I drank in the sight of her breasts only inches from my face. I wanted to wrap my lips around the hard nipples and suck them until they stood at attention. I wanted to pull that sheet down and bury my face between her thighs, tasting her as she came in my mouth.

      I told mom about my fascination for older women, how they were the main fodder for my porn videos. When I explained India Summer and her resemblance to her; mom's eyes grew wider.

      "You want me" she husked. "I mean...ME" she whispered.

      "Yes" I choked out. "I want you to be my first; to be my only." I tried not to moan. "I want you mom" I stared into her eyes.

      Mom's hand slid down my belly, her fingers wrapping around my thick cock. "Then let's make both our dreams come true" she said as her hand began to glide up and down my shaft.

      "Both?" I grunted back as fire lit in my balls.

      "You want me" mom said. "Your father has never been the most attentive" her body began to slide down mine. "For once I would like to be with a man who wants me" she whispered "I mean really wants me" she husked.

      "And if that's going to be my son" her hot breath wafted over my throbbing cock. "Then so be it." I groaned as her lips wrapped around my engorged head.

      I groaned as her hot mouth slid down me. What I had gotten in the dining room the other day was dwarfed by my mother tonight. I couldn't believe this was a blowjob. I tried to watch her, but I kept dropping my head to the pillow as new sensations washed over me.

      
        I clawed at the bed sheets, squirming around like a worm; as mom made love to every inch of my seven inch cock. She sucked the tip; and then dragged her tongue along the veined shaft. I wanted to scream when she sucked on first one and then the other of my aching balls; all the while her fist pumping up and down my spit covered cock.

      I don't know how long she was at it; on one hand it felt like an eternity, and on the other only a heartbeat before I felt my nuts start to tighten.

      "Oh God...mom...I'm going...oh fuck...mom...mom." I babbled as my orgasm barreled down on me.

      My ass started rising off the bed, and mom held her head still as my cock sank deeper into her mouth. I felt the spongy tip hit the back of her throat and sparks went off behind my eyes.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" I screamed as my nuts exploded.

      My entire body heaved as the first molten blast shot up into her sucking mouth. I thought my balls would shoot out the end of my cock as I shot wad after wad down her throat. All I could do was gurgle and whimper as she drained every drop. Her mouth still sliding up and own, she never let up.

      I was gasping and panting like I had just run a marathon as my body dropped back to the bed. With a satisfied hum, mom pulled her mouth free and looked up at me; I could see a dribble of my spunk leak from the corner of her mouth and down her chin.

      "There" she gave a satisfied smile. "That should take the edge off." She began to slide up my body, kicking the sheets to the foot of the bed. "I want you to last a long...long time baby." She husked.

      I was still trembling from my orgasm, as mom threw one leg over my hips, her hand reaching down to grip my still steel hard rod, pointing the tip straight up.

      "It's been...awhile." Mom moaned as she wedged the tip of my cock in her folds.

      I could feel her hot cream drip out to cover my fat head, coating me for entry. I stared between our bodies and watched as my cock slid into its first pussy.

      "Shit" mom grunted as she pushed down. An obscene plop and my engorged head slid inside.

      
        
      

      I was no longer a virgin, I realized; as mom reached down to grip my chest. I felt her nails dig in as she pushed harder, sinking the first three or four inches up into her.

      "You're...big" mom panted staring down at me. "Bigger...than your...father." She grunted as she pushed harder sinking more of me up into her quivering pussy.

      I wanted to tell her I wasn't that big, not compared to my porn clips. I wanted to tell her to just go slow. Hell, I wanted to grab her by the hips and ram my cock straight up into her until it was buried to the root.

      Instead I just lay on my back, while this hot, wonderful, velvet sheath slid down my cock. It was the most incredible feeling as I felt her walls first grip and then gently squeeze my cock. I was in dream land while mom tried to skewer herself down onto me.

      "You need...to help..." mom panted. I could feel her wiggling her butt and trying to push down more.

      My brain was in fuzz mode at that point, so I did what she said; I helped. I reached up and gripped her hips; with a pull I drove her straight down onto my cock.

      Mom's eyes popped open wide, and her mouth hung open as she sat on me for a second. I thought at first I might have hurt her, but then the most incredible thing happened.

      "Fucking hell" mom grunted as her eyes rolled back.

      Her body began to shake and twist as she sat on top of me. A hot gush of fluids swamped my cock and balls as she poured herself out. I watched a real live woman have an orgasm, and she was doing it on my cock.

      "Bastard" mom whispered; and then her head tilted down and her eyes focused on me. "Do that again" she hissed.

      I dug my fingers into her hips and lifted her slowly, feeling my cock slide back partially out of her gripping pussy. With no warning, I reversed my movement, and pulled her back down onto me...hard.

      
        "Shhhitttttttttttttt" mom wailed as she slammed down on my cock. "God damn motherfucking...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS" she screamed.

      I could feel another spray of hot juice wash over my groin as she shuddered and quivered through a violent orgasm. Her nails raked down my chest as her body convulsed on top of me. I was never so glad for a blow job until that moment. Has she not sucked my balls dry only moments ago, I would have been blowing my load right there.

      The filth that poured out of her as she rode up and down my cock was amazing. I honestly didn't know mom had such a colorful vocabulary.

      She collapsed down on top of me, her breasts dragging across my chest as she heaved for air.

      "God so good" she breathed softly. Lifting up she looked into my eyes. "No man has ever made me cum that hard or that quick" she murmured.

      "Fuck me Adam" she whispered. "You own me now baby, take me" She whispered down at me.

      Now it was my turn, I wrapped my arms around her and rolled the two of us over on the bed. Mom smiled as she lay on her back looking up at me.

      "It's time to see what you've learned from all that porn you've been watching" mom said as she spread her legs wide.

      It wasn't just the porn, I was living my dream; and I was mostly running on instinct. I rose up on my arms, my body stretched out above her. The only part where we were connected was my hard cock lodged deep in her belly.

      And hard was not the word. I couldn't ever remember being this hard before. My cock throbbed as I slowly slid back, savoring the feeling of her tight walls gripping me. I heard the wet sucking of her pussy as it tried to cling to me.

      I didn't slam back in, I powered every inch I had deep inside mom. Long deep strokes that scraped her walls as the veins of my cock dragged along her clit. Mom shuddered with every stroke, her legs coming up to wrap around my waist.

      
        I lowered my head, my mouth open, and pulled her rubbery hard nipple into my hot mouth. Mom growled and arched her back, feeding me her tits as I fucked into her.

      "Oh my God, so good; so perfect for me" Mom grunted. "Come on baby, fuck me; give me that hot load" she gasped.

      She wanted me to cum, and inside her. I never missed a stroke as my hips pumped in and out. I could feel my balls tightening as her cunt sucked on my pulsing cock.

      "Yes...yes..." mom grunted. "Fill your mother's hungry cunt." She hissed up at me.

      "Mom...could you..." God I couldn't even form words by them; but mom seemed to understand the question.

      Reaching up she cupped my face in her hands, her eyes burning into mine. Her hips were arching up, meeting me thrust for thrust. Her breasts shook every time I drove down, grinding my groin into her pelvis.

      "Don't stop Adam" mom groaned. "I'm...safe...fixed..." she panted.

      "You can't get me pregnant baby, so give me every drop." A wicked smile crossed her face as I pounded down into her. "I wish I could" she husked. "It would serve the bastard right to have his own son breed his wife."

      I knew I couldn't get her pregnant, but the sheer thought my mother wanted me to, was enough to send me rocketing over the edge. With a roar I drove my hips down into her as hard as I could, my cock lodging deep inside her. I could feel a pressure against the tip of my cock, but I was too far gone to really register it.

      "God you're deep" mom gasped as my groin ground into hers.

      When the first hot blast spewed from the tip of my cock, I must have hit her cervix or something, I'm not sure; but it sure got a reaction from mom.

      "Oh my God...you're hitting...oh fuck..." and then mom gave me exactly what she had promised. Her eyes rolled back as her body began to tremble. Her mouth hung open and a piercing scream filled the bedroom.

      
        
      

      "Adaaammmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I heard my name screamed.

      A second blast jetted out and washed her tight walls in my heat. At the same time I felt this huge gush of fluids soak my cock and balls as mom exploded.

      "Love you...love you..." I kept grunting above her.

      "Cumming...together..." Mom moaned.

      By the time my sweat soaked body collapsed down onto her, you could hear our ragged breathing, and the pungent smell of sex hung in the air. Mom's hands gently caressed my back as I lay gasping for breath.

      "My baby's a man...and God what a man." Mom murmured softly.

      Mom's eyes flickered off to the side, but before I could see what she was looking at, she reached up and cupped my face. Her lips mashing to mine in a kiss no mother and son should share. Her tongue exploring my mouth as her hands drifted over my body.

      "How long...before..." she asked as her mouth pulled free.

      I just smiled at her and swiveled my hips, my still raging cock stirring the hot goo floating in her belly.

      "Oh fuck yessssss" mom hissed. "You sure know how to help a girl's ego baby" she moaned. "Now fuck me again, and don't stop for anything."

      We did exactly that. We went from missionary to spoon and then I threw her legs on my shoulders as I pounded her cunt for everything I was worth. The sheets of the bed were half on the floor; our sweaty body's humping like two primal animals.

      I had settled on my knees behind her, her tits hanging down as I mounted her on her hands and knees. She kept moaning about being mounted as I hammered my hard cock into her.

      
        I could feel a third orgasm building in my gut as I looked down and watched the froth that clung to my cock with each stroke. I was going to town on her like a machine, oblivious to all else. Well, not quite everything.

      "What the FUCK!" I heard from off to the side.

      I turned my head and to my horror there stood my dad in the bedroom doorway. I looked over at the digital clock on the nightstand and it glowed eleven forty.

      The witch, I was stunned. She had timed this whole thing. It had been the clock that mom had glanced at earlier, but I didn't register it. She had known exactly what time it was; and I had no doubts as she rammed her ass back at me, impaling herself on my cock.

      "Better fucking believe it" mom grunted. "Good...hard...fucking." She gasped between strokes.

      She looked up at dad, a fire burning in her eyes. She never missed a thrust as she rocked back and forth.

      "I've cum more times in one night on his cock" mom hissed. "Then I did in two YEARS on yours." Her voice dripped venom and yet she kept on pounding away.

      "He's filled my cunt twice" she slammed back at me. "And you're going to do it again; aren't you." She looked over her shoulder at me.

      I couldn't even speak as my eyes darted back and forth between my parents. Yet, I also couldn't stop fucking, her tight walls were sucking me in, and I could feel the boil in my balls.

      "Oh Jesus...oh shit." I moaned as my cock started to throb.

      "Don't move" mom hissed at dad when he started to back out of the door. "Watch your son fill my cunt" she growled. "THEN you can go back to that little tart."

      I wanted to rip my cock free and run from the room, I wanted to scream. I just knelt there and moaned as my eighteen year old body kept hammering away.

      
        Mom did something, I had never felt it before; it was like the walls of her pussy clamped down on me in waves and started squeezing my cock. She was panting and had her head down and I could feel her tightening her muscles around me.

      My cock started throbbing, and those walls just got tighter and tighter. A roaring sound filled my ears and I could feel myself starting to shake. I didn't care if the pope himself had been standing beside me telling me how wrong our incest was.

      I reached down and gripped mom by the waist, digging my fingers in. My hips started pounding as the sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. I watched the cheeks of her ass shake with each blow. And I started screaming like a madman as my nuts exploded in white fire.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMMMMM" dad winched as I hollered. "Take my cummmmmmmm" I wailed. "Take it...oh fuck...I'm CUMMINNGGGGGGGGGG"

      I thought I was going to black out as the first blast shot into mom like a rocket taking off for orbit. I knew it had to splash against her walls, and there was no way she couldn't feel it. Sure enough, mom reared her head up and stared at my dad with huge eyes.

      "I feel it...oh fuck I feel itttttttttt" mom moaned. She just held on for the ride as her body was mauled and manhandled.

      "Cumming...oh fucking Godddddd." Mom groaned.

      I heard Dad choke as hot juices sprayed out of mom and soaked the bed under us. She was squirting her violent orgasm out as I pounded her cunt again and again.

      I gave a huge gasp as my strength gave out, collapsing down onto her back. My weight brought the two of us down onto the bed. I heard a wet slurp as my cock slid free of her drenched pussy; it was followed by one of the largest wads of white goo I had ever seen seep out of a woman.

      I weakly lifted my head and looked at the empty doorway; sometime during that Dad had bailed out. Mom feebly tugged at the comforter, bringing it halfway up our bodies.

      "This is your bed now" she whispered as she wrapped an arm around my body.

      
        I wanted to ask her so many questions, but exhaustion was pulling sleep over me. I dimly wondered what I was going to say to dad tomorrow, and then I drifted off.

    
  
    
      Fall from Grace

      I think it's best to start with who I am, rather than who I was. My name is Claire Benton and I'm twenty-six years old, and am expecting my first child in three months. For those interested I am five foot four and I would guess around a hundred and twenty-five pounds or so. That's 'willowy' as many would say.

      I've never had much in the breast department; I usually just wear sports bras these days since they have grown a little bit with the pregnancy. Before they were a modest 34c and I'm proud to say on the perky side.

      I had never been very sexual, until recently; I had tried it once in my youth, and I do emphasize the word try. We were two fumbling teenagers in the dark backseat of a car, neither knowing what they were doing. Being dry humped as he tried to penetrate me. No, I wasn't horribly impressed I will say.

      As for the person I was when this story took place; that's where things take a bit of a different turn. My name WAS...Sister Claire Benton. That's right, a nun. I know; the first question is usually...how could a nun become a willing mother-to-be? That's the story I wanted to tell you.

      It actually started on a sad note. My mother was diagnosed with ovarian cancer when I was twenty-five. It was a late diagnosis; mom was not exactly the kind of person who took their health seriously.

      After the diagnosis, the decline was fairly quick. Dad took care of her at home until the end; I give him credit for standing by her. Five months after the diagnosis and mom went to meet the Saints in heaven.

      At the time I had been at the St Clare Monastery in Boston for almost seven years. I always thought it was cool that my name was Claire and my monastery was St Clare.

      In case you are doing the math, you got it; I entered the cloister basically right out of high school. My family is very ardent Roman Catholic, and all of them live in the greater Boston area. When I had told my parents of my intent they were thrilled. To have a church member in the family did give the family a bit of a standing during Sunday mass.

      
        
      

      I received permission from the Mother Superior to leave the convent during the days, to help my father adjust to his new life; and to help with the arrangements for the funeral.

      No, this didn't start with my dad; it actually started with my Uncle Brian, his younger brother. Like most catholic families, there were seven kids; five boys and two girls.

      My father was the oldest; he was forty-four when mom passed away. Uncle Brian is the next to youngest of the family; at this point he was thirty-eight which put him thirteen years older than me.

      Unlike his brothers and sisters, Uncle Brian was more the maverick in the family. He enjoyed his single life and shied from marriage at a young age, then popping out the babies.

      The first time I went to Dad's, there was no one there. I spent the day helping him clean out some of mom's stuff, and hugged him every time he cried, which was often.

      The second time I came to dads' was when things started to subtly go crazy. When his front door opened, instead of seeing a tired and worn out father; I stood there staring into the deepest brown eyes I had ever seen.

      "Ummm...hi" I mumbled. "I'm...Sister Claire...is dad home?" I asked softly.

      "Claire, oh my God!" the strange man exclaimed. "It's me Uncle Brian."

      "Uncle Brian?" I gasped as I was suddenly enveloped into a hug.

      In that instant the strangest things hit me; first it was the scent of his aftershave, followed by the sensation of those powerful arms wrapped around me.

      I never saw the demon sitting on my shoulder giggling; as confusion reigned in my brain.

      "Unnghhh" I grunted as my body was crushed to his.

      
        I suddenly realized even through my habit, my breasts were mashed against his powerful chest. I rapidly tried to pull back, but couldn't miss the sudden tingle that ran through my body.

      Uncle Brian ushered me into the house, calling for my father. His continued use of calling me Claire and not Sister Claire, at first bothered me. But, after a few hours I didn't even notice.

      When Uncle Brian mentioned lunch, I started for the kitchen. I politely declined when he offered to order something for us. I wanted to be there to help dad.

      As I was standing at the stove stirring the meat sauce for the spaghetti, I suddenly felt two strong arms once again wrap around me.

      "Uncle Brian" I gasped.

      I felt one hand rest lightly on the cloth of my habit, pressing against my belly. I couldn't suppress the shudder as the demon on my shoulder once again reared its ugly head.

      "Smells delicious" my Uncle said over my shoulder.

      "Thank...thank you." I answered.

      "I wasn't talking about the sauce" his voice whispered in my ear, as I felt his warm breath wash across my neck.

      I should have said something then, but it was as if I had lost my voice. I could only stand there mute as those arms slid away and I heard him retreat from the kitchen.

      I spent the remainder of the day trying to keep at least a foot or two between myself and Uncle Brian. Right then, the last thing I wanted was more confusing contact.

      I thought I had been successful, that was until I reached the front door of dads' house, on my way out.

      "Claire" I heard Uncle Ben behind me.

      
        
      

      I turned to see what he wanted, and that was a mistake. My eyes locked to his large brown pools, and I suddenly felt the most uncomfortable feeling in the pit of my stomach.

      "Are you coming back Saturday?" he stepped in front of me. I swore I could almost feel the heat of his body through my habit.

      "I...I hadn't..." I stuttered. Lord help me, I couldn't even form words around this man.

      "Please?" he asked softly. Uncle Brian stepped closer, his face only inches from mine.

      "All right...Saturday." I heard myself say.

      "Thank you" Uncle Brian whispered back.

      Before I could move, he leaned inward and his lips softly brushed mine. I jerked back in response.

      "You shouldn't..." I croaked out.

      "And wear something...cooler" he smiled at me.

      In a near state of panic, I turned and rushed through the front door, almost running to the safety of my car. How could he even suggest such a thing? My mind screamed.

      Yet, when I stepped out of the dormitory building of St Clare's the oppressive heat of a Boston summer was like a hot wet rag on my face. Perhaps, Uncle Brian had been correct after all.

      While some cloisters stayed strictly with a habit, St Clare's did a lot of volunteer work in the city. This allowed the sisters to maintain a small more modern but conservative wardrobe.

      So, when I stepped out of the car that Saturday, I wore my white cotton blouse, buttoned demurely to the neck; and a knee length skirt. I didn't own any hose, and my smaller breasts were free, hidden beneath the folds of my blouse.

      
        
      

      When I entered the house it was a little past eleven, and I expected to find dad and Uncle Brian enjoying lunch. Instead, I found dad sitting in the living room, and Uncle Brian coming out of the dining room.

      Uncle Brian immediately wrapped me in his powerful arms, and once again I could feel my breasts as they pressed against his broad chest.

      "You look beautiful Claire" his voice soft in my ear. "You have great legs."

      I felt like I had a mouth full of cotton as I tried to speak, but Uncle Brian suddenly released me and turned to dad.

      "I'm going to take a shower, before we head out." He told dad. "Give me a bit, OK."

      "It might take a few." Uncle Brian turned and looked at me. "I have something I need to take care of."

      "Head out?" I asked dad, as I watched Uncle Brian ascend the stairs.

      "Yeah, Brian's taking us out to lunch." Dad said with a smile. "He figured it would do me good to get out."

      I wanted to groan at the thought of Uncle Brian taking me in public dressed like this. But, what could I say; I could tell by the smile on dads' face he liked the idea.

      I joined dad as he watched some talk show on television, waiting for Uncle Brian. There, alone with my thoughts, that same demon made another appearance.

      It might take a bit, and something to take care of? Those words floated in my brain. Was Uncle Brian all right? I wondered; did he need help?

      Those insidious thoughts that came from the Father of Lies, whispered in my mind that I should make sure Uncle Brian as all right. My mind confused and whirling, I rose from the couch and silently climbed the stairs.

      
        
      

      Why I walked so quietly and carefully, I couldn't tell you. By the time I reached the door to the bathroom, I had come silent and unknown. I could hear the water running through the cracked door.

      Cracked door? I thought. Was I supposed to check on him? I swear, on very thing Holy; I had pure intent when I gently eased the door further open. That purity vanished when the door reached half way.

      Uncle Brian stood under the cascading water, his nude body on full display. He had not even pulled the curtain to the shower. The door half open, no shower curtain...had he intended? I wondered.

      That thought evaporated as my eyes traveled down is chiseled chest, across that thatch of dark curls, and locked onto his penis.

      I wasn't like I hadn't seen one before, in my youth. This was...different. Hanging flaccid between his thighs, it was thick with prominent veins. I could see the circumcised crowned head. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

      I gasped in shock as that monster started to grow right before my eyes. A soapy fist was coming into view to wrap around it. Startled I looked up, and locked eyes with Uncle Brian.

      Dear God, he knows I am here, I thought; yet I couldn't move. Out of my peripheral vision I caught the motion of his arm. He wouldn't...he couldn't...I thought.

      Instinctively my eyes dropped back down. I watched with a mixture of horror, and something I couldn't identify; as his fist slowly slid up and down his length.

      Right there, feet from me; I watched as that monster grew. It got harder and thicker by the moment. I had never seen a man masturbate before; it was horrifying and fascinating at the same time.

      I was horrified I couldn't tear my eyes away; yet fascinating as it grew harder and longer with each pump of his fist. I had the fleeting thought of what it would feel to hold that thing just as he was.

      I heard a soft grunt and my eyes flickered up to Uncle Brian's face. I could see the mounting tension in his grimace; yet he never took his eyes from me; it was as if he was devouring me in his mind.

      
        I heard him give another grunt, and then his whole body shook. My eyes dropped down just in time to see a thick rope of whiteness spew from the tip. I felt a sudden warmth envelope my body as a second tick string flew out to splatter against the shower wall.

      With a choking sound I turned and fled from the bathroom. Even in the safety of the living room, I couldn't rid myself of the burning image. Nor the realization my Uncle had just jerked off in the shower...to me.

      By the time we had reached the Coney Island for lunch, I had at least gathered some of my wits. Dad slid into one side of the booth while I slid into the other. I had expected Uncle Brian to sit with day, so was shocked when he slid in next to me.

      Through the lunch Dad and Uncle Brian discussed the house. Dad had mentioned selling and moving south, Boston winters were notorious. Uncle Brian didn't seem in favor of the idea.

      "There are other ways to stay warm" Uncle Brian chuckled.

      It was that exact moment that my head snapped up, as I felt Uncle Brian rest his hand on y bare leg right at the hem of my skirt.

      I stared at Uncle Brian, and then glanced at Dad. How do you tell a man that his own brother was molesting his daughter; and a nun no less?

      I opened my mouth to say something, but all that came out was a small squeak, as I felt those fingers slide smoothly up my thigh.

      No, not any higher, please Lord No; I silently breathed to myself. It was to no avail as I felt those probing fingers grow closer and closer.

      If I stay in Florida; Claire can come and visit." Dad said; still pushing his sale point.

      "Oh, I'm sure she'll come." Uncle Brian reassured him.

      As the fingers pressed into the gusset of my panties, I didn't miss the hidden meaning of his words. He didn't mean right here, right now? He wouldn't...then my mind went blank for a moment as he pressed the cloth between my folds.

      
        
      

      It wasn't just what he was doing; it was the sudden realization as the cloth pressed against me; that I was soaking wet. It took every ounce of my will power to not groan as his finger drug up my crease.

      As Uncle Brian's finger pressed into that hard button at the top of my folds; the angel on one shoulder wanted to scream at him to stop, while the demon on the other wanted to reach down and grind his hand into me harder. Dimly I made out Dad saying her needed to use the bathroom, so I only sat numbly as he slipped from the booth and walked away.

      "Uncle Brian" I softly gasped. "Please..." I begged.

      "Please what Claire?" his voice almost hypnotic.

      "Please...stop..." I gasped as he pressed harder.

      "Are you sure?" he asked with a smile.

      "Yes." I stuttered. I could feel a strange sensation growing somewhere inside me, I needed him to stop now.

      "Please...stop...I don't..." I tried not to moan.

      "You don't want to what?" he pressed me. "You don't want to cum." God he was so calm.

      At that moment the angel on my shoulder simply vanished, as the first spasm hit my tummy.

      "Ohhhh...no...no" I groaned softly as my body shuddered in the seat.

      "It's too late my dear." Uncle Brian whispered.

      I wanted to get up and run, instead I sat in that Coney Island booth and shuddered through sensations I hadn't felt since my teen years. I could feel my seeping wetness soak the cloth pressed against me, even as those fingers did delightful circles around my pulsing clit.

      
        
      

      "Are you OK sweetie?" my dad asked, as he slipped into his seat.

      "I don't...feel good." I mumbled; even as small after-shocks continued to ripple through me.

      Dad immediately bundled me into the car. He took Uncle Brian back to the house and had him drive my car back to St Clare's. Safe behind the walls of my cloister, I retreated to my dormitory room. The Mother Superior excused me from evening prayers and morning mass, deciding I needed time to rest.

      The only problem was; rest was the last thing on my mind. Lying there on my small bed in the dark; the events of the day keep replaying in my mind. First the shower encounter, and then the Coney Island; and everything kept rewinding again and again.

      By the third time, I felt myself slip. This time there was no demon tempting me; there were no events beyond my control. This time, it was my hands that tugged my long night shirt to my neck; and it was my fingers that dipped between my steaming thighs.

      Sister Claire lay in the darkness of her cloister dormitory, and masturbated to two of the most intense orgasm I could ever dimly remember as a teenager.

      Just as the second mind numbing explosion ripped through my wanton belly, two words slipped unbidden from my lips.

      "Uncle Brian" I whispered softly into the darkness.

      The following Saturday, I arrived at dad's to finish helping empty out mom's old craft room. Wearing my habit again, I managed to keep some distance between Uncle Brian and myself; though the demon on my shoulder called to me when I glanced outside and saw Uncle Brian working in the yard without a shirt.

      It was a strange and unbidden hunger that rolled through my belly as I looked out the window. I could hear the tempting voice trying to entice me to go outside; but I held firm.

      
        When I arrived back at the cloister I was proud and relieved. This time I had resisted the temptations, and had won. It helped knowing we had basically finished with the sorting and cleaning, and that Dad and Uncle Brian could finish the rest.

      So it was with surprise that the Mother Superior told me dad had called on Friday, asking if I could come by one more Saturday, to help finish the craft room.

      After agreeing and making arrangements, the Mother Superior informed me I was to not wear my habit, as it was expected it would be grunge work once again.

      I thought it was odd that dad would ask that, but I was so used to complying with the Mother Superior, the small doubt quickly faded.

      So it was dressed in my loose white blouse, braless again; and in the same knee length skirt; that I arrived at my father's house.

      I was a bit nervous when Uncle Brian answered the door; I had hoped he would not be here. I just reminded myself I needed to keep a safe distance and I would do fine, just like last time.

      As we crossed through the house, I struggled to look at the furnishings the carpet, anything but Uncle Brian. I was terrified if I looked into his eyes what would happen. For some reason the fear seemed even more real since I didn't have the safety of my habit to hide behind.

      As we entered the craft room, Uncle Brian turned to face me. I looked about the almost bare room, puzzled. Where was dad?

      "Uncle Brian, where is dad?" I asked softly.

      "He's not here right now." Uncle Brian answered.

      "Where...where is he?" I stared at the floor, I dared not look up.

      "He's visiting your mother's grave; he'll be back in a few hours." I was told.

      
        Suddenly it began to dawn on me; it wasn't dad that had called the cloister, asking for me to be here today.

      "You...you called...why...mmmmpffffffff" My question ended in a muffle as hot lips suddenly closed on mine.

      Because I had been staring at the floor, I didn't catch Uncle Brian as he moved towards me. I was suddenly swept up in his embrace, and his lips dove against mine.

      I felt an intense heat radiate through my body as raw passion enveloped me with that kiss. Even as I struggled to free myself, I felt my nipples harden against his broad chest, while dampness filled my panties.

      "Uncle Brian...Please ...no" I gasped as I finally freed my lips.

      "I've waited weeks to do that" Uncle Brian panted. I could see a strange hunger in his eyes.

      "Uncle Brian...you can't...I'm a...a..." I stuttered.

      "Because you're a nun" Uncle Brian rasped as he advanced on me. I began to step back, trying to stay out of his reach. "Because you're my niece" his voice was low and rumbling.

      "Yes...and yes." I gasped as I back pedaled.

      "Claire" his voice was dangerously low, and there was a fire in his eyes. "I really don't care." He half growled.

      As my back bumped against the wall, trapping me; my eyes quickly glanced down and then back to his face. The look was long enough to confirm, he was raging hard right now. Did he desire me that much? I shivered at the question.

      "You shouldn't...I shouldn't..." I gasped as he closed on me.

      "I have to" Uncle Brian whispered.

      
        
      

      I could only stand there paralyzed; my arms limp at my sides as that mouth closed in on mine again.

      "Mmmmmm" Uncle Brian moaned as he kissed me.

      I almost swooned at the softness of his lips on mine. I felt the tip of his tongue brush across my lips, and I instinctively opened my mouth, letting it slip inside.

      "Nnnngggghhhh" I moaned as I felt our tongues duel. This was no slip, this was a straight drop down, with Grace left far behind.

      As my mind struggled to understand what was happening, I felt his hand come up and cup one breast through my blouse. The heat in my belly erupted again as I felt him run his palm over my aching hard nipple.

      I was shocked to realize my hands had risen of their own accord and now gripped his biceps, pulling him into me. God, what was happening to me, I silently wailed.

      I felt shame as I didn't even move as his fingers opened first one, and then a second button, and then a third. As his hands brushed the halves of my blouse to the sides, I felt my naked and bare breasts thrust into view.

      "Uncle Brian...Uncle Brian..." I moaned; my fogged mind trying to think of a way to stop all of this.

      The swirl of sensations were coming to fast, my mind couldn't process what was happening. Just when I thought I had regained my wits and could pull away; the fire in my belly raged back with a new life. Uncle Brian's hot mouth closed over one nipple.

      "AAAhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as a bolt shot from my breasts to my soaked loins.

      All thought of flight vanished as I arched my back out from the wall, pushing my breast into his eager mouth. It's evil...but it felt so good...all evil feels good...the war rages inside me; even as one hand slid up to hold the back of his head and press his face against my over stimulated breast.

      I was losing, rapidly, and I knew it. I didn't need the demon on my shoulder anymore; as all resistance began to collapse under Uncle Brian's assault.

      
        
      

      He lavished first one breast and then the other with wet kisses; I could feel the heat of his lips on my skin. I shuddered and trembled as his tongue licked every inch, while his mouth sucked and devoured my nipples.

      I felt his weight shift and then Uncle Brian slowly sank to his knees in front of me. Leaning against the wall, I watched as his hands reached up for the hem of my skirt.

      "No...please...Uncle Brian..." I whispered; yet I made no effort to stop him as my hands now rested on his broad shoulders.

      As his hands reached up for the waistband of my white cotton panties, a flush of shame colored my face. I knew he had to see the damp spot staining the cloth, a sign I was losing the battle against the sin of lust.

      As the thin cloth slipped over my hips, I felt the air of the room waft over my moist lips. I shuddered as Uncle Brian looked at me with hunger.

      "I've waited for this" he whispered. "You're so beautiful."

      "No...please..." I softly whimpered. I could barely hear my voice of protest, and I knew it was so soft Uncle Brian would never hear it. Was I just mouthing the words, trying to save face?

      "Someone trims" Uncle Brian said, as his breath blew warm across my moist heat.

      Being a natural brunette, I had always been appalled at the tangle of hair. Unlike many of my sisters, I would take the time to neatly trim myself. I had always reasoned it was more for comfort and not a vanity one, I knew now I had deceived myself as I shuddered at his compliment.

      "Lord, forgive me my vanity before the Aaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as hot lips closed over my womanhood.

      I had been staring at the ceiling in prayer when Uncle Brian moved his head. The fact he would use his mouth had never entered my mind.

      
        "Naaahhhhhhhh" I wailed as I whole torrent of sensations swept over my body.

      I heard the most obscene slurping as I felt his tongue penetrate my lips and probe deep inside. My fall became complete when I dropped my head and looked downward.

      I stared at the most erotic and lust filled scene as Uncle Brian feasted between my lewdly spread thighs. His face glistening with my juices as his hands slid around my hips to grip my ass cheeks.

      "Oh God...Uncle Brian..." I gasped at the lewd scene before me.

      "What are you doing? You can't...oh Lord..." I panted as my body vibrated and trembled.

      I felt his mouth slide back just a little, and then close over that hard pearl at the top of my opening. In that instant I totally surrendered to the sensations wracking my body.

      My head snapped back, banging against the wall behind me as my eyes clenched shut tight. My hands came off Uncle Brian's shoulders, wrapping behind his head, tugging him into my groin harder.

      "Uncle Brian...so nasty...so good...Oh God...don't stop..." I babbled as my mind felt like it was unraveling.

      His attack on my clit was relentless, and with each suck, and each swipe of his tongue, a violent tremor shot through my body.

      Without even realizing it, I lifted one leg up and draped it over his shoulder, giving him full access to me. I had literally gone from the heaven of the cloister, to the hell and damnation of lust, and then back to the heaven of raw pleasure within the span of an hour.

      I felt a strange hot knot building deep inside my belly. It was beyond my control and it terrified me. My eyes popped open and I stared down at Uncle Brian.

      "Oh God" I gasped. "Somethings...is happening..." I grunted. "What's...Oh God...Oh God..." I began moaning uncontrollably.

      
        When Uncle Brian pulled his mouth free I wanted to scream at him to not stop. He looked up at me with glazed eyes.

      "You're going to cum Claire" he whispered. "Just let it go baby." He said softly.

      When his hot mouth slammed back over me, he attacked my clit with a renewed vigor. I could feel that knot growing and growing, until it filled my belly.

      The wet sound of slurping filled my ears, while I inhaled the sweet scent of sweat and sex. If this was an orgasm, I thought dimly, give me a million of them; I silently prayed.

      My ears filled with a roaring noise as I whimpered and moaned my way to oblivion. Just when I thought I couldn't stand any more, it felt like my body came apart at the seams.

      "Briaaannnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" I screamed as my body convulsed and shook.

      If he hadn't been holding my ass, my knees would have buckled, bringing me to the floor. As it was I felt my belly do a huge flip, and then what seemed like a gallon of juices poured out of me to fill my Uncle's waiting mouth.

      As my body slowly ebbed back from that abyss of raw pleasure, I could smell something in the air and was horrified to realize it was me. With the slow return of my senses, with it came the shameful realization I had just enjoyed the most sinful act I could imagine.

      As Uncle Brian slowly rose to his feet in front of me, tears dripped down my cheeks as I saw his slick face smile back at me.

      "God you're fantastic." He whispered.

      I choked on my reply as I hurried to refasten the buttons on my blouse. Leaving the panties lying on the craft room floor, I stumbled out of the room and towards the front door of the house.

      I wasn't sure if I was capable of driving, but I needed to get away before even more happened. I could hear Uncle Brian say something to me, but I ignored it as I rushed to my car. Arriving back at St Clare's, I checked my apparel and then slipped through the hallways and into my small dormitory room.

      
        
      

      I quickly shed the clothing and picked up my habit. As I slipped the habit over my head, this time I didn't feel the comforting reissuance I had felt so many times before. Things had changed, drastically. While I tried to rationalize that the act had not been my choice; I knew in my numb mind that I had not truly fought, and that I had succumbed to the raw pleasures of the flesh.

      I spent my days and evenings trying to find solace in the comforting routine of the cloister. At the end of each day I slid into my small bed, staring into the darkness. My mind was playing those images and sensations over and over.

      Though I tried, each night ended the same. Drifting to sleep with my fingers buried deep within me; my bed sheets soaked with sweat and juices. There was strange ache growing each day in the pit of my belly.

      Friday I did the unthinkable; I lied to the Mother Superior. When she told me my father had called and wondered how I was, I had feigned illness and hid in my room all weekend. I couldn't face the reality that I hungered to go back to that house. The angel had long left my one shoulder, and the whisper of the demon was growing.

      By the following weekend, I had slipped into total darkness. I was masturbating two and three times a day to images of Uncle Brian doing all sorts of pleasures to my body. Each orgasm was more intense, each time ended with a temporary sating of the hunger. Each day the hunger only grew; and I knew I was lost.

      Friday evening, I stepped out of the Mother Superiors office and quietly returned to my dormitory room. "God forgive me" I whispered. The mind truly was strong and the flesh truly was weak. I had just asked, on my own, to be able to leave the cloister to ostensibly help my father. I had lied, and my body tingled in anticipation.

      Saturday, I left early, claiming since I had missed last week; I would spend a bit of extra time. I knew the true reason, and my stomach did flips as I slowly drove to my father's house.

      I wasn't surprised when the front door opened and I stood facing my Uncle Brian. I wasn't sure if he was now living with my father, but he had become a permanent fixture in the house.

      "Claire?" I could see the surprise and the happiness in his eyes.

      
        I slipped inside the door and waited while he closed it. When he turned back to me, I looked up into the dark eyes, and knew I was lost; and I didn't care anymore.

      I could smell his aftershave, feel the heat from his body; and every fiber in my body was coming to life. I glanced around and didn't see dad in the house.

      "Where's...dad?" I asked softly.

      "In town; he said he'd be gone a few hours." Uncle Brian watched my face.

      "Uncle Brian...please...I need...God help me, I want..." I couldn't even form the words.

      Then the dreams that had haunted me every night for two weeks, erupted into reality; as Uncle Brian pulled me into his embrace, and his hot lips found mine.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" I couldn't suppress the moan and shiver as I melted into his arms

      As he pulled back, he held me tight as he looked in my eyes.

      "Are you sure about this Claire?" he asked softly.

      "It's so wrong, so evil; and I can't stop thinking about it." I said in a hoarse voice. "Take me to your bed Uncle Brian." I finally conceded to the hunger in my belly.

      As we entered the small guest bedroom, I could tell by all his things scattered about, he had been here sometime. It truly did look like was would be living with dad from now on.

      I didn't even get a chance to say another word, as I was crushed in his powerful arms. Only this time I pushed back as my breasts mashed against his chest. My hands no longer idle as they glided up and down his strong back. This time, I was a willing participant.

      We both fumbled with buttons and zippers; as his shirt and my blouse fell away; followed by his jeans and my skirt. Our underclothes quickly followed as he maneuvered me towards the double bed. I shook and vibrated with need and anticipation.

      
        
      

      My eyes slid down his body, marveling at his shape and form; with a small gasp I stared at the raging manhood between his thighs.

      "You're hard already." I whispered.

      "You drive me insane" Uncle Brian said in a raspy voice.

      It sent a shock wave of pleasure through me. That my small breasts, my willowy shape; could so excite him was intoxicating.

      I watched as he slid onto the bed between my spread thighs. I could see him positioning himself to give me oral just like last time. I reached down and held his face. I wanted much more this time.

      "No...please." I almost choked out. "I need...you." I gasped in admission.

      There would be time for cuddling and oral pleasures later, right now my body hungered like a feral animal; and it hungered to be filled.

      As he slid up my quaking body, I could feel him, throbbing along my inner thigh. He was thick and hard...and HUGE. God, how will that thing fit? I marveled.

      I looked up into Uncle Brian's deep brown eyes, still holding the sides of his face. I was about to commit the ultimate sin, and I wanted it.

      "I'm...I'm a virgin." I whispered softly.

      "I know" Uncle Brian softly told me. Then, he leaned down and gently kissed my lips. "I love you." He whispered back.

      It's amazing what those three words can do, not only to your heart but to your body. I knew yesterday when I had asked to come here, what I was doing; more specific, what would happen. Those three softly spoken words settled and eased all the doubts and tensions that had wracked me since last night.

      
        
      

      I slowly let my legs drift further apart, opening myself to my Uncle. I knew he understood when I felt the fat head nudge against my opening, and then lodge between my lips.

      I watched his eyes as I felt him press down into me. It felt like a baseball bat was pushing against my opening, and then with a slick slurp, the engorged head slipped inside.

      "Oh God" I groaned as I felt my opening stretch to fit him. My eyes fluttered as I felt him begin to push inward, slowly, one inch at a time.

      "Oh Claire" Uncle Brian groaned above me.

      The pleasure was beyond intense as my walls stretched around him; I thought I would pass out. I was moaning constantly as I felt him filling me. I looked up into his eyes again as I felt him suddenly stop.

      "Don't...stop..." I could only grunt.

      "I'm at..." Uncle Brian looked down at me.

      "Take it" I moaned. "I want you to...take...it." I panted.

      Like a switch flipping, my belly went from excruciating pleasure, to a sudden sear of pain. It was gone, I thought, I was now a woman; at this moment I stopped being a nun.

      The shot of pain began to ease as I felt him slide in further. Deeper and deeper he pushed; stretching my walls in ways I had never imagined.

      Just as I thought he would come out my throat, I felt his pelvis bump against my mound. The sudden contact sent a different bolt through my belly. I lost my vision of his face as my eyes rolled back, my body wracked by a sudden convulsion.

      I was shocked as a river of fluids gushed out around his buried member. I could feel them trickle down the crack of my ass and soak the bed.

      
        "Are you cumming?" I heard Uncle Brian ask with awe.

      "Yesss...cumming...cumming" I moaned as waves rolled over my belly.

      As my orgasm washed over me, it washed away the last remnants of pain from that first penetration. All that remained was a sense of fullness that sent shivers up my spine, and ripples in my belly of raw pleasure.

      I felt that wonderful length slowly pulling back, withdrawing. I desperately focused my eyes back on his face, not now, don't pull away now; I wanted to scream.

      "No" was the only word I could croak out as I slid my hands from his face to his shoulders, trying to press him back in.

      Just as I felt the crown of that swollen head kiss my clit; Uncle Brian rammed ever single inch back into me, in one fluid motion.

      "Sweeeettt Jesusssssssssssss" I screamed in pleasure.

      My nails dug into his biceps, then raked down his arms as his hips began to rise and fall. He kept driving that monster in and out me...over and over.

      Every time his pelvis slammed into mine, my body bounced on the bed. My firm breasts were shaking with the impact. The sound of skin slapping on skin was echoing across the room.

      So this is sex, I dimly thought. This was making love, and I loved every second of it. I wanted more, I wanted all of it.

      "Harder...more...Oh God..." I moaned

      With a feral growl Uncle Brian reached back and pulled my left leg up, raising it to his shoulder. The position pushed me half on my side, but also spread my thighs lewdly wide open

      
        His next thrust ground his pelvis against my throbbing clit, while his heavy balls slapped my exposed ass. All I wanted at that point; was for this man to totally own me; and he was doing just that.

      My body was on autopilot as my hands dropped to the bed, fists balled in the sheets. I kept lifting my hips in time to his thrusts, grinding myself against him harder.

      I looked up at Uncle Brian's face, seeing the sheen of sweat as it dripped off him. He was grunting and rutting like some crazed animal as he drove into me.

      My eyes drifted lower, watching his biceps and pectoral muscle ripple as he handled my body. The sweat ran in small drops down his chest as he picked up the speed even more, now hammering into me without mercy.

      Down lower, my eyes locked onto the obscene sight I had ever witnessed. The sight of his penis...no, his COCK...pounding in and out of me.

      My pussy was red, the lips swollen with lust. Juices glistened on my thighs, a mute testament to my surrender. I could see the thick white cream that clung to his shaft, evidence of the intensity of my previous orgasms.

      It was sinful; it was obscene; it was so wrong to watch my Uncle's cock inside me. It also ignited a raging fire in my belly that only grew with each stroke.

      I could feel myself clawing my way up that mountain again. This time I was rising higher than ever before. The knot in my belly was so tight it ached. I looked into Uncle Brian's eyes, desperate.

      "Please...I need to...make me...cum." I begged softly. I couldn't believe how debased I had become in such a short time.

      "You heard her, make her cum." I heard.

      Turning my head I stared wild eyed at the figure of my father, standing in the door way to the bedroom. He was watching our obscene coupling, while rubbing at the largest bulge I had ever seen in his jeans.

      "Dad" I gasped; as I felt my body reach the peak of that mountain.

      
        
      

      At that moment, Uncle Brian shifted his knees. As he pulled back his cock, the engorged head drug across a spot inside my walls I had never felt before.

      I was beyond stopping, as that bolt deep in my belly hit; I joyfully leapt off the top of the mountain, and embraced my orgasm.

      "Ghhaaaaaa...Brr...Briiannnn...daddddd...nnnugghhhhh" I gurgled as my body erupted.

      As the walls of my pussy slammed down on that buried member, I felt a gush of hot juices that threatened to flood the bed.

      "Oh shit...Claire." Uncle Brian grunted above me. "I need to pull out." He panted.

      Noooo, my mind screamed. My hands shot down and slapped against the skin of his ass cheeks, pressing him into me

      "IN me" I gasped. "I want it inside me." I told him.

      "Honey, you could get..." Uncle Brian tried to protest.

      "IN ME!" I rasped. There was no way this would not be consummated, I had decided.

      "Oh fuck...too late." Uncle Brian groaned.

      My head turned back, I stared at my father, as I felt my Uncle swell deep inside me. I swore I could feel the thick veins pulsing along my walls.

      I felt him jerk deep inside me, my eyes growing wide as a dull heat spread in my gut. Silently I counted; one, and then two, and finally three thick wads spewed into me.

      "Yesssssss" I moaned as I felt myself being filled by his hot seed.

      
        I felt Uncle Brian slowly collapse onto me. He rolled to the side and I could hear the wet sucking sound as he slid from me. I could feel a thick wad of good seep out the gaping hole; it slid down the crack of my ass to puddle on the bed under me.

      I turned and looked at my father, wondering where things would go. I watched him silently reach up and start undoing the buttons on his flannel shirt; giving me my answer.
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      Part 1

      OK, let's set the record straight right from the beginning. I am not an ignored, divorced, sex-starved mother. My husband didn't leave me for a young chickadee. My children aren't deformed or social piranha. I love sex. Banging, pounding, fucking...whatever you choose to call it. I love every moment of it.

      I met my husband Daniel at a swinger's party. No he wasn't 'the man I'm going to marry' at first sight. Hell, he wasn't even fucking me. He was ball deeps in a hot blonde while some guy had me bent over the couch ramming my wet twat.

      Dan and I have your more than normal sex life. We fuck at least twice or three times a week. It's isn't the party wall banger. I tend to be a bit of a screamer, and when the kids are roaming the house, we have to tone it down...a bit. We don't hide sex from our children. It is a healthy normal part of life. They know mom and dad are active, and we encourage them to be active to. Just be safe...is our motto.

      Just take it we are about as normal as you get in this suburban house. My husband Dan is a tax lawyer, you know, the guy who saves your ass when the IRS wants to take your first born child. I am a fitness trainer; I help people look and feel good. My son Peter is a second year college major in engineering, and out daughter, Mindy, is about to graduate high school.

      We attend parent conferences, PTA, and yes church. We also attend a monthly swingers get together. Where it's no holds barred, fuck me until I scream event. Dan and I knew what our worlds were like the further we fell in love. We adapted, and grew with it. No, we didn't drag our children into it, it needed to be their lifestyle, not ours. Quite frankly, when the moment did hit with Peter, I was as surprised as anyone to know his feelings, and his desires. Much to my pleasure.

      
        It was a Wednesday afternoon in June...I remember it clearly. Dan was busy at the office. It was post tax season, and his clientele usually jumped through the first part of the summer as people got their 'bill' from the IRS. The club I worked at as a personal trainer was undergoing renovation. So, each of us was taking an extra day a week off since the work load was down with part of the building out of commission. I had taken that day off.

      I didn't want to give up my usual work out, and had headed for the gym in the basement. I had been at the elliptic pretty hard and was doing my stationary bike run when I glanced up at the door. Ear buds blaring Metallica I hadn't heard Peter come home from class. I slowed my pace to a leisure pedaling and opened my mouth to tell him there was left overs in the fridge for him. The words never came out.

      I admit it, it was week six...we had skipped the last party with Dan's schedule, I was sweating...panting...working out always had heightened my bodies reactions. I suspect everything about me screamed horny right about then. While Dan and I had been at each other like breeding rabbits; we both had been missing that spice that heightened both our lives

      My eyes locked to Peters face...but he wasn't looking at mine. His eyes were wide and had a slight glassy look. I followed his gaze. And glanced down at myself. My sports bra was soaked in my sweat...my hard nipples poking like two pebbles through the stained cloth. My bare thighs glistened in my sweat as my legs slowly worked the pedals of the bike.

      My eyes traveled down his chest...watching it heave with emotion as he continued to stare at me. He wasn't your chiseled athlete. Like his father he was more brains then brawn. When my eyes landed on his groin...I nearly gasped. Jesus, the size of the package bulging through the front of his tight jeans was sizeable.

      I felt a rush of wetness in the crotch of my shorts that was more than mere sweat. I knew the cloth had to be as soaked as my top...but right then didn't give a shit. You know those moments, when you know the answer is so simple...so right...but your brain freezes and for the life of you, you can't think of it. That was it for me right there.

      As I slid off the bike...strolling towards my captivated boy...the thought never even entered my mind...this is your son. Walking towards Peter, I bent and picked up my towel...giving him ample time to view my pendulous breasts. Raising up, I swear to God I could see it actually throb inside his jeans.

      This was an eighteen year old MAN...Standing not more than fifteen feet from me. Raging hard, lust burning in his eyes. For me. Every hormone in my body went haywire. Walking towards him, I put an extra swing in my step...knowing my 36D's were swinging in the close fit bra. Standing right in front of him...I let every pheromone in my body overwhelm his senses.

      
        
      

      "You like?" I asked. Hearing how husky my own voice was. Thick with my own growing lust.

      "Fuck yeah" Peter groaned back.

      Like an out of body experience...my hand came forward...cupping the bulge in his jeans. Feeling it quiver and jump. "So do I baby...so do I" I told him.

      "Oh God...Mom" Peter whispered.

      I felt a tremor run through me...and what I felt was a gallon of hot cream gush from between my thighs hearing the raw lust in those words. Before I knew it...I was sliding to my knees in front of my own son...and with practiced ease unsnapping his jeans and lower his zipper. Slipping my hand inside...I wrapped my fingers around his pole, and slid what had to be nine inches of steel hard cock out into view. God it was magnificent.

      "Fuck...mommmmm" peter moaned. As my hot mouth literally engulfed his length. Feeling it slide along my hot tongue. I almost stopped then...as that tiniest part of my brain screamed through my lust...this is your SON dammit. That vanished the moment Peter wrapped his fingers into the tangles of my hair and shoved the rest of his thick cock into my throat. God, I loved it when a man took control.

      My spit dripped down the corner of my chin as Peter began to fuck my wanting mouth. His length bumping against the back of my throat, making me softly gag with every thrust. My hands fumbled as I tried to rip my shorts off, kneeling there. As I sucked every inch of his throbbing cock in. Fuck, he tasted good.

      Like a switch being thrown...Peter came to life. His cock driving into my throat. Grunting as his heavy balls slapped my chin. God yes...use me...I thought. Use your mommy slut. I could feel him, pulsing along my tongue...the suddenness overwhelming his young body.

      When he groaned down at me "Oh God...Mom...I'm going to cum" I attacked his thick cock with renewed vigor. My head almost snapped back at the force of his eruption. Hot, thick cream jetting down my throat...filling my aching belly. Followed immediately by a second thick blast...then a third.

      
        Knowing the young ability to recover, I kept sucking right through every spurt. Holding what cum I could inside my mouth, feeling the viscous liquid coat my tongue. "Mmmmmmmm" humming in delight.

      Rising to my feet I stared my own son straight in the eye, holding my mouth open. Letting him see his cream pooling on my tongue. Then, I made a show of swallowing every drop of his sweet juices. When his eyes glazed over completely, I knew I had him. Glancing down...I saw his cock, standing stiff, straight out from his body.

      Turning my back to him...I grabbed the bars of the elliptic and bent slightly at the waist. "Do it baby" I told him. "Fuck Mommy"

      Peter stepped up behind me...and I heard him softly growl as he did exactly what I wanted. Ramming his thick cock deep into my soaked cunt in one stroke.

      "Shhiiittttttttttttttttttttttttt" I screamed, as his thick pole tore into me. Stretching me open to his invading member.

      I felt my juices squelch out around his cock...oozing down my thighs as I stood there...taking my own sons cock deep inside me. As his cock pumped in and out of m tight pussy, I looked over my shoulder at his face.

      "Come on you Motherfucker" I almost wailed. "Fuck your Mommy...HARDER."

      Even I wasn't prepared for his reaction, as I saw Peters face contort into an almost animal grimace. The next drive in he slammed into my body. Almost lifting my body off my toes...impaling me on this thick rod. God damn could this boy FUCK.

      For almost twenty minutes...my son hammered me like a madman. Hard, deep thrusts that pushed against my spongy cervix. No love...no romance...just sheer raw fucking. Just what my body needed right there.

      "Oh God...Oh Fuck" I babbled "Yes...fuck me...take me...oh my fucking GOD"

      Like a hot bomb going off in the pit of my belly. I felt my orgasm roar through my ravaged body. I heard someone screaming, and realized...it was me.

      
        
      

      My eyes rolled back as stars exploded behind my lids. "Babyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" I screamed. As I felt my pussy juices gush out of my body...coating peter's length...splattering to the floor under my body.

      Unlike many men, who will stop when their woman creams...Peter kept at the merciless pace. As one roll across my tummy would end, another would follow right behind it. Wave after wave coursing through me My body convulsing as I held to the elliptic bars for dear life. Being pounded like I hadn't been in oh so long.

      I felt Peters cock twitch along the walls of my pussy. I didn't need to hear his cry to know what was about to happen. God did I want it.

      "Oh fuck...mommm" Peter roared behind me "Oh God...going to cummmm"

      "Yessssssssssssssssssss" I cried back at him. "In me...oh god in me...pleaseeeeee" I screamed.

      With a grunt...Peter lunged forward...burying his full length into my shattered body. I screamed again when the first blast of his molten seed bathed my walls.

      "AAAAhhhhhhhhggggghhhhhhhhhhhhh" my voice wailed. Three bombs went off all at once. One inside my head as stars exploded behind my clenched eyes. The second deep in my belly as I felt his hot cream jet against my cervix. The third in my pussy itself as his cock jerked over and over inside me.

      I had done it a few times before...and once again my body lost all control. It had been years...but the intensity of my orgasm shattered any will I had to stop it. My juices,, squirting out from between my thighs...soaking the floor between my spread feet.

      As my body still shook and trembled, my knees turned to jelly as my legs slowly gave way. Easing myself forward...I heard an obscene popping sound as peters dick slid out of me. Using the elliptic bars to ease myself to the floor, where I knelt in a puddle of our passion.

      Peter knelt behind me...his chest heaving against my back as his spent body rested against mine.

      "Oh God...Mom" he groaned. "What have I done."

      
        
      

      I turned my head and softly kissed my sons lips. "You just fucked the living shit out of your mother" I gasped back. "And DAMN were you good baby."

      A look of confusion and fear came over Peters face. "But Mom...I just all but raped you."

      I chuckled..."Can't rape the willing baby" I told him. My eyes locked to his. "And don't you dare think this is a one time thing. I want that cock a LOT more baby."

      "But...Dad..." he whispered.

      I smiled into his eyes. "Don't worry about Dad, baby. He is going to fucking LOVE it...when I tell him."

    
  
    
      Part 2

      Dan did get to hear the story of how I had the shit fucked out of me. It was two days later, on Friday. I had to wait for the right moment, the best presentation. I mean, come on, when you know it's going to drive your husband sex crazy when else would you tell him...when he's balls deep in your cunt pounding away.

      Jesus, I thought he was going to blow his load inside me when I told him how I had squirted all over the floor. "Fuck baby" he grunted at me. "He must have pounded your horny cunt good."

      "You... Have...no...idea." I grunted back at him, in time to his powerful strokes. "Best fucking Wednesday afternoon in a long time."

      "Wednesday?" Dan looked puzzled. "But you were home all day. How...who..."

      I wrapped my long legs around his ass...pulling him in tight...holding that thick cock deep inside me. "I know" whispering back up to him. "You should have smelled the workout room baby. It reeked of us."

      I watched my husband's eyes grow wide...as he slowly began to realize. "Peter..." he gasped. I could feel his cock throb inside me. Fuck, he was close...and so was I.

      
        
      

      I stared Dan straight in the eyes...my cunt pulsing around him. "Peter...our son...fucked his mommy GOOD", I rasped.

      "Oh fuck", my husband groaned. Then, his cock literally exploded inside me. I could feel his hot seed filling my belly, washing my walls.

      "That's it baby" I moaned up to him. "Cum in me...just like our son did". It felt like he was pumping a gallon of cum deep inside me.

      It was later in the evening, Dan was working in the garage on restoring his old '67 mustang. I was lounging on the couch, watching television. I could still feel his semen dripping out of me. Hearing the front door, I looked up and saw Mindy enter the house. The disgusted look on her face spoke volumes.

      "I take it the date didn't go well?" I asked as she passed behind the couch.

      Mindy gave a snort and came around...flopping into the chair off to the side. "You could say." She muttered sourly.

      I remained silent...letting it stew. "I mean Jesus...he wouldn't even...you know..." then she sighed, "nevermind".

      I leaned forward to face her. Her dark hair hung around her shoulders, I could see under her senior letter jacket the tight pullover she had on. 'I bet no bra either', I thought. My mind circled the frustrations I had felt, before her father. Before I finally let loose and went after what I really wanted. I had been 18, just out of high school. My first orgy had been an eye opener and a game changer for me.

      'Fuck it', I thought. Her brother had fucked the shit out of me two days ago. Her father had filled me with so damn much cum I was still leaking three hours later. Time to set aside the girl talk. Time to talk woman to woman.

      "Look Mindy" I cleared my throat. "Time to get this out in the open. And no filters...got it."

      When she nodded silently, I decided to let loose with both barrels. "What...he won't lick your pussy?"

      
        
      

      "MOM"! Mindy exclaimed.

      "What"? I laughed back. "So a girl likes a little pussy munching. Your point is?"

      "Jesus mom", I watched as she pulled off her jacket. Yep, no bra.

      "That wasn't all was it." I said. "What... did he have a pencil dick?" No reaction. "Or did he have a hair trigger." I watched the blush spread over her cheeks.

      "Fuck mom" Mindy gasped back.

      I laughed. "That's what it's about darling. Fucking. Not romance, not love. Can he blow your cork, before he blows his own."

      I watched as Mindy's eyes flashed. Got her, I thought. "This from the woman sitting here with the 'I just got fucked look', Jesus" her daughter retorted. "I mean, come on mom, I can smell him leaking out of you for God's sake."

      I laughed. "You bet little lady. And he fucked me raw" Then I saw it, or should I say 'them' her nipples were rock hard pressing like two pebbles out of her top.

      "T M I" Mindy tried to say, but I could hear it in her voice. See it in the sudden fidget. 'Oh My God", I thought.

      I shifted forward on the couch, my eyes locking to hers. "Either you are still horny as hell" I said. "Or the fact your father fucked me like a pro porno star. Has got your engine running. Which is it."

      Bingo, the flush that just rushed over Mindy's face was a dead giveaway. 'Holy Fuck', I thought. First Peter...now this. "If you lie to me" I told her, staring into her eyes. "I will ground you until graduation. Clear."

      "Mom...I can't..." Mindy stumbled.

      
        "Yes you can" I told her more softly. "Say it"

      "God mom...it drives me crazy." Shit, I swear her nipples swelled at the mere thought.

      "You want to fuck your father" I whispered to her.

      "Mom...oh God...I'm sorry...I mean..." Mindy stumbled

      I stood up and took her hand. "Come with me." I knew she was scared. Probably thinking I would freak out. In a way I was. But the soaked crotch of my sweat pants was the evidence of how 'freaked out' I was. I led her through the kitchen to the door leading to the garage. Then turned her to face me.

      "I want you, right now, to go out there. Tell your father you are home. Then I want you to hug him." I watched her eyes turn into saucers. "I don't mean a kiddie hug. I want you to mash those tits against him until you feel his pounding heart through them."

      I reached out, and tugged the bottom of her pullover. Drawing it even tighter over the swell of her breasts. Watching her nipples stand out tall and proud. "Now go, and when you are done, come to your bedroom. I'll be waiting."

      Ten minutes later, sitting in her computer chair, I watched my own daughter walk into her bedroom with a dazed look on her face. The flush in her cheeks told me everything. "Pretty big when it's hard...isn't it" I softly told her.

      Mindy literally shuddered at my words. "So fucking...big...Oh God...I want..."

      "How wet are you?" I interrupted her.

      Mindy finally turned and looked at me. If possible, her face got even redder. "Fucking soaked" she whispered.

      Since my glory days, I had never been adverse to enjoying a woman. Hell, Dan had fucked me raw while I carpet munched more times than I could count. "Show me" I commanded my own daughter.

      
        Without even an ounce of protest, Mindy stripped in front of me. Her eighteen year old breasts, standing firm and proud. Capped by two pink, very hard nipples. Between her thighs I glimpsed her shaved pussy. The glisten of her own moisture decorating her thighs.

      "Is that what you wanted to see?" Mindy asked hoarsely.

      "See yes", I told her. "Now...I want to hear it. Lay on that bed. Finger that wet pussy, and tell me what you want daddy to do to you."

      Right before my eyes, Mindy climbed on the bed. Her hand quickly slipping between her thighs, as I heard the wet squelch of her fingers. "Oh daddy...please...fuck me." She gasped.

      For the next ten minutes, I watched as my daughter finger fucked the hottest, wettest pussy I had seen in a long time. All the while, moaning how bad she wanted her father's cock in her.

      When I heard the door to the garage open, then close. I watched Mindy, she had reached a height she was beyond caring. 'Now', I thought. "Louder" I commanded her. "Tell me."

      "Please Daddy", Mindy babbled. "Take me...use me...make me your woman...oh God...fuck me daddy...fuck me...I need your cock...your cum..." All the while I heard Dan's footsteps coming up the stairs.

      When his shadow stopped at the open door, I looked up. His eyes were locked to Mindy as she feverishly fingered her dripping pussy. I stood and walked to the doorway. I had to use my hand to turn his head, to see into his eyes.

      "Strip", was the only word I said.

      "But..." Dan tried to mutter.

      "Now" I almost growled.

      Once he was done, standing in our daughters doorway stark naked. I reached down and softly patted that raging, ten inch monster. "She's all yours baby...have fun." Then I walked out of the room, down the hall, and into our bedroom.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 3

      Dan stood in his daughters' doorway and stared at his daughter withering on her bed, her fingers jammed between her trembling thighs. His mind was numb with the realization his beautiful wife had just patted his raging hard on, and given him the green light to fuck their daughter.

      "Daddy. Please" he heard his daughter begging. His attention was drawn to her face. A mask of love and lust etched in her eyes. "I need you...God I am so sorry", she sobbed.

      The parent in him immediately took over, and before he knew it he was sitting on the edge of her bed, his hand cupping her tear stained cheek. "Shhhhhh, baby" he murmured softly. "It's OK."

      He watched as her gaze shifted, her eyes widening as she stared at ten inches of raging hard cock meet only a foot from her face. Dan could feel his cock throb as her eyes locked to him. "God", she whispered. "So perfect." He stared as her hand slowly extended towards him.

      Dan could only sit and watch as her fingers lightly traced the length of his shaft. He shuddered at her touch. He could have moved away; should have, this was his daughter. Instead he sat stock still as a heat enveloped his entire body. "Mindy..." Dan groaned, as he felt her slim fingers wrap around his pole.

      His daughters hand slid up the engorged head...then slowly down to the base; tilting her fathers' cock towards her face. "Oh God, Daddy" she moaned up to him. "I want it...need it." Then, suddenly his daughter rolled onto her side, her hot mouth engulfing his cock.

      Dan didn't see her mouth descend on him, he felt it. Wet heat closing over his head, then pushing down his shaft. A flare exploded in his head as his eyes rolled back. "Ohhhh fuckkkk" he groaned. He felt his balls pinch. It took every ounce of self-control to keep from blowing his load down his daughters tight throat right there.

      His eyes slowly refocused to the sound of wet slurping as his daughters head bobbed on him. She tried to take more and more of him into her mouth, until he heard her softly gag on his cock head bumping against her throat.

      
        Dan stared down and watched as his daughter sucked. What she lacked in technique she more than made up for in fervor. She hummed happily as she tried to devour him, her own spit leaking out the corner of her mouth and running down her chin.

      'What a fucking SLUT!' was the only thought running through his mind. Then, he snapped. His wife had given him her permission, and this eighteen year old slut was sucking him like there was no tomorrow. Time to take this to the next level.

      "Noooo" his daughter moaned, as Dan pulled his throbbing cock from her mouth, dropping to his knees at the side of the bed. Grabbing her by the hips he yanked her body sideways on the bed, her legs dropping off the edge as her thighs opened up.

      "Dad", she gasped. "What are youu..." Then Dan buried his face into his daughters shaved cunt. Smearing her juices on his chin as he rammed his tongue deep inside her. "Dadddyyyyyyyyyyyy" his daughter screamed, as her hands wrapped in his hair, trying to jam his face harder between her thighs.

      The intensity she had built in fingering herself, the taste of her fathers' cock, now this. Everything came together in a single blazing light. Dan felt her hips lift straight off the bed, driving her pelvic bone into the bridge of his nose. "Ffffffuucccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" his daughter wailed.

      Dan tasted her nectar as it literally poured into his mouth, his lips sucking her throbbing clit in hard, his teeth nipping at it. His felt daughters' body convulsing in wave after wave of sheer pleasure.

      Mindy felt her world unraveling as her body erupted. No boy, no fingers, no TOY; could even match what her body was experiencing right now. As one orgasm began to subside, it was pushed aside by the next, rolling through her belly.

      As Dan felt his daughters' body collapse onto the bed, shaking and trembling, he slowly withdrew his mouth. She lay half paralyzed before him. Her eyes were burning with lust and desire.

      Mindy looked down and watched her father rising to his knees, as his thick cock lined up between her slick thighs. She reached for him but he was just inches from her arms. "Please...God please..." she begged, almost in tears again; this time in hungry need.

      "Please what" her father growled back. The head of his cock slapping her swollen lips, making her body jump. "Say it baby, tell daddy what you need."

      
        
      

      Mindy wrapped one leg around his waist, trying to pull her father into her, but he resisted. "Oh God...please daddy...fuck me." Her eyes looked over his shoulder. "Please..Mom..Tell him to fuck me."

      Dan's head snapped around, finding his wife standing stark naked behind them. Her fingers jammed tight into her own dripping cunt. "Do it" his wife told him, her voice low and guttural. "Fuck the little slut."

      Turning back to look down at his wanton daughter, Dan did as he was told. With one powerful lunge of his hips, he drove his ten inch cock deep into his daughters dripping hole. Dan clenched his ass cheeks tither, as he fought like hell from blowing his load again. He felt the velvet vise walls of his daughters' tight cunt gripping him. The tightest pussy he had felt in over two decades.

      For Mindy, her mind shifted from unraveling; to shattering. Finally, after years of wanting, needing; every fantasy she had ever had vanished in reality. Dan watched as his daughters eyes rolled back in her head, arching her back as her mouth hung open in a silent scream. She felt every inch of her fathers' cock stretching her like no man had ever done. Deeper, fuller, as her belly filled with him.

      Dan slid into the hilt inside his daughter, the room forgotten, his wife forgotten, as he stared down at his own daughter; impaled on his cock. He watched her eyes snap open...wide with wonder. "Oh God...Dadddyyyy...I'm going to..." She cried up at him.

      Dan barely got his hands around her slim waist before her entire body convulsed. Had he not been holding her, she would have bounced off his embedded cock, as it was he held her as she flopped on the bed under him. Not even his wife had come with such intensity.

      Dan stared down, captivated. "shitttttttttttttttttttttt" his daughter screamed, as her own drool once again dripped from the corner of her mouth. With her back arched, he could only watch as a thin stream of hot fluid shot out between them, splashing against his belly and groin.

      The sight tipped Dan; he felt every primal instinct in him ignited. Pulling back his hips, he slammed his thick pole deep into her. Feeling the engorged head bang against her cervix again and again. "Fuck...you...fuck...my...little...girl." he grunted between strokes.

      Mindy felt every stroke, her body surrendering willingly. This was no teenage boy working for first base. This a man, fucking the living SHIT out of her, and she loved every pounding, bruising stroke.

      
        "Fuck...me...fill...me...Fuck...me" his daughter chanted as his hips rammed into her like a sledge hammer. Her hands, gripping his arms, as her nails dug into his flesh to where he swore she would draw blood. He felt his cock begin to swell deep inside her.

      Mindy felt it to. Knowing what was coming. She stared into her fathers' eyes. "Do it daddy" she rasped. "Fill my cunt. Fuck yessss."

      "Oh fuck, baby" Dan moaned. "Gotta pull out...going to cum..."

      He felt his daughters legs coil around his waist, her heels drumming against his ass as she urged him on. Her hands refusing to let his body move as she gripped his arms. She was so close to her ultimate dream, she was dammed if she was going to let it get away.

      "Yessssssssssssssssssss" his daughter hissed. "Do it daddy...fucking CUM in me" she goaded him. "Breed me...give me your fucking babyyyyyyyyyy."

      Hearing his daughters words, Dan lost all control. Ramming his hips deep, he pressed the head of his cock against her cervix, right at the door to her fertile womb. He gave a primal roar as he felt his balls explode, his hot cream speeding up his long shaft, to burst from the tip; buried inside his daughters' cunt; bathing her fertile womb with it.

      "Daaddddyyyyyyyy" his daughter cried, feeling his balls empty into her.

      "Mindyyyyyyyyy" Dan matched her as he felt every hot drop of cum he had pump into his willing daughter, their bodies convulsing together on the bed.

      As his body lay sprawled over his daughter, gasping as he tried to catch his breath; Dan knew their tight little family, had turned the corner on debauchery, and the family friendly fun; had just started.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Father's Day Coupon Book

      Andre Delgado heard the small chime come from his computer. Turning to look at the second screen, he touched the email icon the tapped the inbound email from his daughter. Just like his daughter Sophia to send an email when she was no more than yards away from where he sat.

      Andre was one of those rare men who had the rugged looks that drew women like flies to a candle, yet refused to take advantage of it. In his youth he had played soccer and run track, and now in his forties he was still a regular at the local gym. His Greek heritage had given him the dark wavy hair and chiseled looks that most men would kill for. Yet, it was masking a bright mind that loved to solve puzzles, leading him into the computer and IT business.

      Andre let the hacking program he was running continue, as he turned to read his daughters email. Yes, he was a hacker, and a legal one. Right now he was breaking into the user files of an investment firm. Once he was done, he would send them a full report on how to beef up their security. In today's growing cyber age, Andre had found his skills in high demand.

      When he read the heading for happy fathers' day, Andre smiled to himself. So like Sophia to not only remember, but make a point of sending something to him. Andres' thoughts turned to the twenty-three year old beauty and love of his life. His daughter had inherited his Greek features, and then blended them with her mothers' Lebanese genes. The result was like watching a vogue model walk down a fashion runway.

      Like her father, Sophia knew the reaction her body caused in men. While she enjoyed a bit of teasing and flirting, something her farther attributed to her young age, she never used her physical charms to win her something she had not earned.

      Sitting on her father's lap for years, watching him work his magic at the keyboard, had fascinated the young woman. Now, completing high school and college with a degree in computer sciences, she had joined her fathers' consulting firm.

      Andre had added almost a 'wing' onto his ranch home when Sophia had joined him. His portion of the house was one leg on the L-shape, while Sophia maintained an almost separate world in her portion of the other leg.

      Andre had told his daughter it was for her privacy but he also knew something that lurked deep inside him, something he dared never let loose. The fact that every time she walked by him, he could feel that familiar stirring in his groin, and the thoughts that flowed into his mind; had motivated him to give her a separate home as much as anything.

      Andres' wife had died almost four years past. Her semi-annual trip home to see her family in Lebanon had led to heartbreak for the Delgado home. Usually Sophia went with her mother to see her grandparents, this time she had not been able due to illness.

      For the Delgado household it had been a blessing she had stayed home. The rocket that had been sent into the neighborhood where his wife's family lived had destroyed almost a full city block.

      In one instant Andre had lost his wife, and almost her entire family. He had spent almost two years swept with grief, had it not been for Sophia, he was sure he would have lost his mind.

      Shaking himself from the reverie, he focused back on his daughters email. Reading slowly he was stunned at the letter. Not the language, his daughter was an adult, Andre was no pure saint, at times in anger or frustration his own words were not the best. No, it was the content, the 'proposition' his daughter had sent that rocked his world.

      Daddy

      First and foremost, I want to tell you how very much I love you. You have made me the person I am and I am eternally grateful to you. For years, you have sacrificed yourself for this family. You have suffered loss and kept moving. You are a strong vibrant man who I am proud to call my father.

      You are also a man. A man, who has needs, wants and desires. You have put those needs on the back burner for far too long. You have buried yourself in your work while I watched you do without the company youu often need. So, I am sending you a special Fathers' Day Coupon Book.

      Please download it before you open it, I want you to hold them and read them or I know youu will never download them after you do.

      You now know the what, so let's discuss who. Don't be a humble fool and deny what we both know, that any woman out there would rip her panties off in three seconds to be in your bed.

      In fact, you are the subject of some rather lewd fantasies of a number of my friends, and have been for years. I know that both Emily and Gayle would love to ride your pony anytime you wanted.

      
        
      

      Believe me dad you have one hell of a pony, and no I'm not telling you how I know. It's time you took that thing out of pasture and started riding the trails again.

      So here is the deal. You pick the coupon, one per day. Write the name of who you want on it and I will make the contacts. If there is someone you know that's perfectly fine. I want her signature on the coupon and you give it back to me. No, I don't trust you to not fudge things.

      Just, for once, enjoy Daddy.

      Love Sophia

      Andre reached over and pulled the small papers off his printer where he had sent the attachment. He had specified a modified label print so was able to slowly leaf through the coupons one at a time.

      At first he had been amused by the descriptions. At first it was hot bubble bath, back massage, dinner. Then they started changing as he continued. Hot date came next, then full body massage followed by lap dance and striptease. He couldn't suppress the groan as he read some of the others. Blowjob, happy ending massage, position of choice; they began to get more and more sexual.

      Andre pictured Emily with her slim hot body sliding over his lap; he could feel his cock thicken just at the thought. Then, the image of Sophia's raven haired friend Gayle kneeling sucking on his cock like a Popsicle stick caused a surge in his groin.

      "Jesus" Andre murmured. Was his daughter serious? Had she really arranged for those two vixens to willingly take part in this? Then, the forbidden image hit home. The sight of his own daughter grinding her tight ass into his crotch as she swayed to some music, he felt his cock harden in record time.

      "Fuck no" he groaned to himself.

      He really needed to get laid, he thought. It had been well over a year since his last 'score'. While he knew he could walk into any bar in town and pick something up; to Andre that was the problem, it was a something not someone. For Andre there needed to be a connection or it was just physical.

      
        Then again he thought, if he didn't do something soon...he shuddered remembering three days ago when he had stood in his kitchen and watched his daughter sunning by the pool, and without a second thought had jerked himself to one of the largest orgasms he had ever had.

      First he had to test the waters, see if everything was real, or if his daughter was playing some kind of trick on him. He pulled one of the coupons out of the stack and swiftly wrote his daughters name on the piece of paper. Leaning over top his printer, he scanned the paper and sent it to his daughter, before he could change his mind.

      For Sophia, trying to find something for her dad for Father's Day had been the yearly challenge. Then she had seen the love coupons advertised online during one of her infected web page searches.

      She had quickly created her own version, not trusting some other site, and then screwed up her courage to send the letter to her father. She really didn't expect him to answer, and her mind was still circling over what to get him; when her email chimed and she saw her father respond.

      Opening the email she stared at the message with her mouth half open. Holy Shit, she thought; he actually did it. Staring back at her was a scanned copy of the love coupon,

      The coupon was for something she had actually thought up herself, it was the Home Cooked Dinner choice. Below the title her father had scrawled her name.

      Her stomach did a small flip as she realized her father wanted her to cook him a dinner. Settle down thought, she admonished herself; it's just a damn dinner.

      Sophia looked at her screen, seeing the search engine quietly going through IP addresses. Rising from her chair she walked from her small office to her bedroom. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and did a double take. Working from home was nice, but it meant she had not taken the time to really put any effort into her appearance, especially when she saw herself standing there in sweat pants and a loose sweatshirt. OK daddy, she thought, you want dinner; then its dinner time right now.

      Rummaging through her dresser and then her closet, she laid out her clothing selection; her hands taking what her subconscious directed, without even realizing. It wasn't until everything was laid out that she did a double take.

      Lying on her bed was a pale rose colored thong, beside a pair of form fitting jeans she knew hugged her hips and ass like a second skin. The light blue tank top had spaghetti straps that left her shoulders and upper body with plenty of exposed skin. In fact the low neck line plunged well beneath the curve of her breasts, showing of more cleavage that she normally did.

      As she stared at herself in the mirror after dressing, she could see the deep valley of her cleavage showing back. OK, let's add the finale she thought.

      For Andre, the request to his daughter had been forgotten as he plunged himself back into work. It wasn't until two hours later when his phone chimed with a text that it was brought back to him. The short text from Sophia told him "Dinner Is Served".

      When he stepped into the dining room, Andre wasn't sure which drew his attention more. The food spread out on the table, or the vision standing beside the chair. He watched as Sophia turn her back to him and pulled the chair out for him to sit in. Forget the food, Jesus look at that ass Andre thought. The fabric of her jeans clung to every curve as she moved; he followed the seam as it disappeared between her firm thighs.

      Numbly Andre walked to the chair and slowly lowered himself. Trying to distract himself he looked at the dish laid before him. Fresh vegetables on a single plate with tzatziki dip beside it and then the skewers of Souvlaki with just a hint of the grilling crispness showing on the meat. His daughter had gone all out preparing her father some of his favorite foods from home.

      Sophia slowly unfolded the cloth napkin, and leaned down to lay the cloth in her father's lap.

      "The meat looks delicious" Andre complimented his daughter.

      "Yes it does" Sophia whispered softly. As she laid the cloth on his lap, her fingers pressed lightly against the bulge in his slacks.

      Andre was stunned at his daughters touch, turning his head he opened his mouth to speak, but stooped dead as his eyes landed on her bent over his table setting. The tight tank top clung to the curves of her breasts, and his eyes locked on the globes of soft flesh that were only inches from his face. He saw two protrusions as her hard nipple pressed against the fabric. Jesus, she's not wearing a bra, he realized.

      "Fuck me" he whispered softly.

      "Enjoy your dinner daddy" Sophia traced a finger along his cheek. Her eyes locked with his.

      
        
      

      Leaning closer, her warm breath filled his ear. "Just so you know...about your other comment" she whispered. "Anytime daddy...anytime." Her voice filled his ear.

      Andre sat in shock as his daughter softly kissed his cheek and then exited the dining room, heading back to her own apartment. Holy God, he thought, did his daughter just proposition him. No, it couldn't be, he had to have misread her he decided.

      All the way through the meal, Andre felt his cock continue to throb between his thighs. It simply refused to go down as continual images of his daughter's tight ass and swollen nipples filled his mind again and again.

      Finally giving in, he hustled off to the bathroom where he disrobed and slipped into the shower. Standing under the warm spray his hand glided up and down the length of his cock. He tried to keep images of the honey blonde Emily or raven haired Gayle as he felt his cock throb. But it was the image of that luscious tight ass bent over the dining room table that caused his nuts to tighten up as he approached his release.

      "Sophia" he gasped as his cock jerked. He closed his eyes to the image as the first jet of hot cum erupted from his cock to splatter against the wall of the shower.

      Leaning against the shower wall he shuddered through his climax as feelings of both relief and revulsion swept through him. Dammit, he thought, tomorrow he needed to really take care of this issue or it was going to drive him insane.

      The next day as lunch approached, Sophia felt her heart skip a beat as her email chimed from her father. Opening the letter she felt a mixture of happiness, yet something else as she saw his scanned coupon.

      Andre had scrawled the name Emily below the coupon for lap dance, sending a tremor through Sophia. Her father had upped the ante of the present, but with Emily; she felt a sense of disappointment as she reached for her cell phone.

      Andre pulled back from his desk as he heard music coming from the hallway leading to his office. His first thought was that Sophia had walked over with her ITunes playing. Instead, a totally unexpected vision walked through the door of his office.

      
        He stared as Emily stood in the doorway for a moment, letting him take in the sight. Her honey blonde hair hung in waves to her shoulders as she smiled at him.

      "Hey Mr. D" she said as she glided into the room.

      Emily had cut off the lower half of a t shirt, so the edge hung just below the swell of her breasts. Her bare tanned belly glistened with some kind of oil as she moved. The tight jean shorts she wore clung to her ass like a glove, the frayed edges leaving wisps of threads along her firm thighs. When she bent and set the phone playing music on his desk, his eyes gravitated to the curve of her ass, he was shocked when he realized the cloth was so short, he could actually see the bottom crease of her ass.

      Emily, are you sure" he started to ask.

      The young girl turned and pressed her fingers to his lips. "Shhhh" she said softly. "You have no idea how sure I am Mr. D" she said in a throaty voice.

      As the next song came on the small device on the desk, Andre watched as the young girl turned her back to him, slowly gyrating her hips as her hands reached back to run over the curves of her ass.

      "You like my ass" her voice seemed to fill the room.

      "Yes" Andre gave a strangled reply. His eyes were locked to the young girl, as he felt his cock threaten to rip through his slacks as it filled with blood.

      The young girl stepped back and slowly lowered her ass until it rested in his lap. Slow circles drug the cheeks over the throbbing bulge as Andre couldn't hide the moan from the slight pressure.

      "You want to fuck my ass?" her voice was almost hypnotic to him.

      "God yes" Andre gasped back. His hands rested on her hips as she slowly slid up and down his turgid cock. The thick shaft sliding between her jeans covered cheeks.

      "Mmmmmm" Emily softly moaned. "I love a hard cock shoved up my tight little ass." She murmured.

      
        Andre felt like he could explode at any second, and then groaned as the young girl rose to her feet. He gripped the arms of his office chair as she turned to face him. His cock throbbed as she stretched her arms above her head, letting the short cloth of her cut t shirt rise until he caught the hint of the curve of her breasts. He watched as she reached down and slowly pulled the thin cloth over her head.

      "Oh God" he moaned as her firm young breasts slid into view.

      Swaying now to a second song, Emily slowly approached his chair. He legs straddled his as her breasts were only inches from his face.

      You like my tits don't you Mr. D" her voice husky with desire.

      "Fuck yes" Andre groaned.

      Emily reached out and put her hands at the back of his head, pulling him forward. "Suck them Mr. D" she whispered hoarsely.

      "Mmmmmm" was all Andre could groan as his mouth was filled with soft tit flesh. He sucked greedily at the hard nub in his mouth as he felt Emily start to gyrate on his lap.

      He swore he could feel her heat through her jeans and his slacks as she pressed herself down harder on his throbbing cock. He could feel his balls start to pinch with that familiar tightness as the young girl moaned and trembled against him.

      Andre had just started to reach for the young girl when a beep came from the phone resting on his desk. Before he could react, Emily slid from his lap and stood pouting in front of him.

      "That's four songs Mr. D, that's all we get" she sighed.

      Leaning down to pick up her discarded top, she turned and faced the handsome man. Leaning over so her firm breasts were again only inches from his face, she brought her lips to his ear.

      "Maybe next time you'll pick another coupon" she whispered. "One that will give us both a happy ending." She nipped at his ear as she rose to her feet.

      
        
      

      Stunned and horny beyond belief, Andre could only watch as the young girl picked up her phone and walked from the office. As he slowly rotated his chair back to his desk, he thought he caught a movement outside the office window. Sophia? He dismissed the thought, why would his daughter be watching them, he thought.

      Andre spent the next few hours trying to will his cock to go back down, until he finally gave in to the gnawing hunger. In the late afternoon, he sent his daughter a quick text.

      "Only one coupon per day" He asked.

      It took a few moments until the answer chimed on his phone.

      "One kind of coupon per day yes" his daughter answered. "You can use other coupons in the same day but only once per person." A second text told him.

      Andre quickly rifled through the small slips, he found the one he wanted. Scribbling a name he then slapped it on the scanner and hit send, firing off a text at the same time to his daughter.

      "Will that work?" he asked.

      Andre waited for the few seconds before he heard his phone chime again.

      "Yes." was the simple reply. It struck him as odd that the answer was almost curt, and what had taken so long to send a three letter text?

      Andre shoved the thoughts to the back of his mind as he settled back in his chair and tried to focus on work. At least now he was going to get some kind of relief.

      It was a little over an hour later he heard a soft voice come from the doorway behind him.

      "I hear someone wants a massage, a rather special one" a young woman said quietly.

      
        Andre turned to answer but could only sit and stare at the vision in the doorway. It was one that had burned in his mind numerous times this summer when Sophia would have her friends over to enjoy the pool.

      Her friend Gayle stood calmly in the door, her tanned skin glistening from the summer heat. The bright yellow bikini she wore barely covered the swell of her breasts, while the bottom triangle clung to her obvious camel toe with a tightness Andre felt in his own slacks.

      "Holy Christ" he whispered as he stared.

      "I hope you don't mind Mr. D" Gayle smiled. "I like oil, but I prefer it on my skin not my clothes." Her gaze shifted to the growing bulge in his pants. "I'll take that as a yes" she laughed lightly.

      "Why don't you change into your swimsuit and meet me by the pool" the young girl told him.

      As she disappeared into the hall, Andre rose out of his chair, reaching down to adjust the already steel hard cock in his pants. The frustration of being left hanging earlier in the day had left him with an almost permanent hard on.

      As he walked out through the dining room and towards the pool, he could see Gayle sitting on the edge of one of the loungers that had been laid flat. The young girl rose and patted the lounger.

      "Right here Mr. D." she told him.

      Andre wasn't worried about neighbors; the yard had an eight foot wooden fence surrounding it, guaranteeing privacy. He had put the fence up for his daughter and her friends after he had caught neighbors drooling over the hot young bodies in his backyard.

      The thought that his daughter might see them briefly crossed his mind, but then vanished again as he stretched out on the lounger. The touch of Gayle's hands on his skin sent both a relaxing tremor through his body and a throb through his cock as he thought of the happy ending that would fulfill his hunger.

      Gayle kneaded the broad shoulders of the man lying before her. She could feel her own suit bottoms damped as she finally got to touch the man of her dreams. As her hands ran up and down his muscular thighs, she leaned in and whispered in his ear.

      
        "You know Sophia is right Mr. D" he felt her hot breath on his skin. "I would do the horizontal with you any time." She told him.

      "I'm twice your age." Andre said as he glanced over his shoulder at the girl.

      "That means you have twice the experience of any boy my age" Gayle smiled.

      Andre groaned when her hand slid up between his thighs and cupped his balls through his swim trunks. He watched as Gayle sat up and reached behind her back for the knot to her swim top.

      "Besides" she said softly as the cloth slipped away to reveal her breasts. "Would you say no to these?" she asked with a grin.

      Andre stared as the firmest pair of 34C's he had ever seen filled his view. Her breasts literally stood straight out from her chest, capped with dark areoles and nipples that looked as hard as erasers.

      "Jesus no" he whispered.

      Silently Gayle stood, and then straddled the lounger at his knees. Slowly she dripped oil not onto his back, but over her jutting breasts. He could see them glisten as the oil clung to her firm mounds.

      Slowly Gayle leaned forward and rested her body against his back. Slowly, she slid her oil slick form up and down his back. Andre shuddered as he felt her obviously hard nipples dragging along his skin.

      "Oh fuck" Andre moaned as the sensations went straight to his groin. He could feel pre cum leaking from the tip of his cock and filling his swim trunks.

      "Oh I would Mr. D. I would fuck you in a heartbeat." Gayle's voice filled his ear. "But then so would half of Sophia's friends, and I bet over half their mothers" her soft voice said.

      "Oh my God" Andre gasped as her words sent a shockwave through his body.

      He almost groaned as the young girl rose from pressing down on him. She knelt beside the lounger, "time to turn over Mr. D." she told him.

      
        
      

      As Andre rolled over, his rampant cock tented the front of his swim trunk. He thought he caught the glimpse of a form in the patio door of Sophia's house, but his attention was drawn back by the young girl's voice.

      "Hmmm" Gayle said. "There's something wrong here. "Oh yes" she reached out and slender fingers gripped the waist band of his trunks. "These are in the way" she began tugging the cloth down.

      Andre raised his hips to let the girl slip the cloth free. He felt the head of his rigid cock catch in the top waistband, and then slap against his belly as the hard pole sprang free.

      "Jesus Christ" Gayle whispered in awe. "You're bigger than I even dreamed." Her hand slowly crept towards his pulsing cock. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to see this monster" her voice stunned him.

      "OH yessss" Andre moaned as he felt slender fingers wrap around his throbbing cock.

      "Fucking awesome" he heard Gayle whisper. "God how big is it?" she couldn't help but ask.

      "Ten inches" Andre couldn't stop the pride that filled his voice. The one thing life had granted him that he had always been proud of was the size of his cock. While some women had almost been frightened of his size; memories of his wife screaming out her pleasure every time he slammed into her filled his mind.

      "Fucking hell" the young girl whispered. "And so thick" she almost moaned as she tried to wrap her small hand around him.

      "Oh shit...yes" Andre grunted as the slender hand began to slide up and down his shaft.

      "You like that Mr. D." the young girl's voice dripped with lust. "You like me stroking your hard cock?"

      Andre arched his hips in time to the motion sending bolts through his heavy balls. His head rolled from side to side as the young thing kneeling beside him picked up her pace.

      
        "You know what I wish" she moaned. "God I wish you would pick blowjob. Damn would I like to taste this thing?"

      Andre could hear the slick slapping of her hand as it pumped up and down. His ass cheeks tightened as Gayle continued to drive him closer and closer to the edge.

      He tried to look down and watch as this vixen expertly jerked him off with her oil slick hand. Glancing off to the side again, he was sure now, there was a form in the patio door to Sophia's house. He focused on the image even as he felt his balls tighten.

      At first he thought she was simply standing and watching, and then he realized he could only see one hand at her side. Suddenly, he realized where her other hand was. Sophia had it jammed inside the waist of her sweat pants

      Andre watched as her elbow flexed and extended. Oh God, he thought. My daughter is masturbating while her friend jerks me off. The enormity of what was happening shot from his brain straight to his nuts as he felt the heat inside his balls hit boiling.

      "Oh fuck...going to...Oh Godddd" Andre moaned.

      "That's it Mr. D, cum for me." Gayle stared at his cock in awe. "Shoot that hot jizz for me" she almost begged.

      "FFFUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Andre roared as it felt like his brain short circuited.

      Gayle watched in almost rapture as the first thick rope of hot cream shot straight into the air, then land with a splatter on his belly. She felt his cock jerk again in her grip, and just as the second rope erupted she felt her own belly spasm in response.

      "Ohhh God, cumminnggg" she moaned; as she felt her own fluids gush out to soak her swimsuit bottom.

      Andre felt the second rope follow the first into the air. His eyes locked to the vision of his daughter in the patio door. She had braced one hand on the glass and he could see her whole body shake and convulse as her own orgasm tore through her.

      
        He didn't know which was hotter, the young thing convulsing while she knelt beside him, or the sight of his daughter exploding only yards from them. He only knew it drove his body insane as a third and then fourth smaller rope pumped out to coat the young girl's hand.

      "Holy mother of God" Andre gasped as his body collapsed back onto the lounger.

      "Damn you cum a lot Mr. D." Gayle croaked out.

      Andre watched as the girl brought her cream covered hand up and slowly licked a thick glob from her fingers.

      "Mmmmmmmm" Gayle shuddered. "God I love the taste of you" she moaned.

      Andre could only lay limp as the after-glow of his orgasm filled his body. He watched as Gayle bent down and retrieved her swimsuit top.

      "Next time do us both a favor" Gayle said as she tied her top back into place. "Pick position of choice Mr. D. I want you to mount me with that thing until I feel it in my throat while we both cum."

      Even as spent as he was, Andre felt the twitch of returning hardness at Gayle's words. He could only watch as she gathered the oil bottle and walked from the pool area. Turning towards his daughter's patio door, he was startled to see her face more clearly this time.

      There was a fire in her eyes Andre had never seen before. Lust...maybe he thought. More, he realized, it seemed as if she were almost jealous of what had just happened, and yet the whole thing had been her idea.

      Later in the evening, as Andre cleaned the dishes from his dinner, he leaned into the sink and felt that familiar pulse through his cock as he pressed against the edge of the counter. He had thought the adventure with Gayle out by the pool would be enough to satisfy his desires. Instead, he found it had only whetted his appetite.

      As he reflected on the day, a thought crossed his mind. Oh the lap dance had really gotten his engine running. While the happy ending massage from Gayle had been a tremendous turn on until he exploded like a firehose.

      
        What he couldn't understand; was why he was still horny after all that? Oh it had been enjoyable, he couldn't deny, but it also lacked intimacy. He realized that both times had been sexual, but not sex. Not that gut wrenching, rutting, sweating sex that a man and a woman shared together.

      Andre dried his hands and pulled his cellphone from his belt pouch and began punching in letters.

      "Question" he shot off to Sophia.

      "Shoot" came her quick reply.

      Taking a deep breath, he punched in his question for the young woman who had watched him orgasm, not just for his daughter.

      "Each coupon once a day, and each time a different person." He typed.

      "Right" glowed on his screen.

      "And if I want more, tonight?" he typed back.

      He smiled as he waited for the reply. Once again, it was a bit slower in coming that before.

      "Then you pick someone. You used my two." Sophia sent back.

      Without answering, Andre walked down the hall and settled into his chair at his computer. Scanning one of the other coupons, he blanked it out, and then began typing. Satisfied with his work he sent it to his printer. Gathering the printed new coupon, and three others, he carefully wrote the name on each. This time taking his time to make sure there would be no question as to his choice.

      Silently he slipped through the adjoining garage, and down the hall of his daughter's end of the house. He lined all three coupons on her desk beside her keyboard. This time they needed to be hand delivered, not emailed, he thought.

      Returning to his end he headed for his bedroom and sent off his final text.

      
        "On your desk." Was all he typed in.

      Sophia sat on her couch and read the last text. She wasn't sure what was wrong with her. This had been her idea for God's sake. She had wanted her father happy, and she knew everybody needed physical release now and then, Christ even she did.

      Her mind recoiled at the visions she had seen today. Seeing Emily doing that seductive dance had made her hot as hell. Then, when her friend had fed her tits to her father, an anger she couldn't recognize had erupted inside her.

      Then, watching Gayle out by the pool with him; God, just the sight of his massive cock had driven her hand inside her sweatpants. What her father had seen was her orgasming, what he hadn't known was the single word that had flowed out of her mouth even as the waves had coursed through her belly.

      She had repeatedly called her best friend a bitch. Not because she had given her father a hot hand job. That was part of the deal. She had suddenly realized it was because it was simply someone else doing the act, not her.

      Now, her father was, wanting more. What did she expect, she admonished herself. He's a vibrant handsome man still in his prime. Why wouldn't he want to bury his cock into some tight young thing?

      Sophia tried to hold her frustration and anger in check as she walked towards her office. My office, she thought. Why didn't he just email it like the last time?

      Sophia stood at the edge of her desk and stared down at the four slips of paper before her. Blowjob and then Taste of Heaven were the first two followed by Position of Choice; those three she recognized from her coupon book. It was the fourth one that caught her attention. Cum Inside, she had never made that one. She realized her father must have created a coupon of his own. Little bastard, she thought.

      Then, the name he had written. Oh my God, Sophia thought. He couldn't be serious; it had to be a mistake. With trembling hands she picked up her phone. Hesitantly, she type in a text for her father.

      "The name is wrong" Sophia's hand trembled when she hit the send.

      "No" instantly came back on her phone. Oh God, she almost moaned.

      
        
      

      Quietly she crossed through her house, then through the adjoining garage. Walking through her father's house, she passed by the door to his office. Standing at the half open door to the master bedroom, she hesitated.

      "Did he really mean...could she?" she asked herself.

      As she gripped the small papers in one hand, she slowly eased the door open; the rest of the room coming into view. First the foot of the bed, then...her eyes took in her fathers' feet and claves. Stepping into the room her eyes traveled up his muscular thighs, dear God was he...then she felt like her knees would buckle as her eyes locked on the hard cock standing tall only feet from her.

      Sophia looked up, locking eyes with her father. Her mouth opened, but she couldn't find the right words. God did her body respond; she could feel the rush of moisture that once again filled her sweatpants.

      "You can set the papers down, turn and leave." Andre spoke softly. "Or..." he left the word hanging.

      "God help me, I want the or." Sophia answered in a hoarse voice.

      "Then why are you still dressed" she could hear the passion in her fathers' voice.

      Sophia dropped the small slips to the bedroom floor and in one motion jerked her sweat top over her head. Andre watched as she quickly pulled her sweatpants down, stepping out of the cloth.

      The mix of her Greek and Lebanese heritage made a perfect blend in the figure that stood before him. Her dark eyes glittered with lust, surrounded by long waves of raven hair. Her slender frame accented by the curve of by the middle-eastern tan that made her skin like sun kissed bronze.

      His eyes took in her full 36C breasts which stood firm and proud, her chest rising and falling with her increasing breathing. The flare of her hips curved inward to a hidden valley just slightly covered by the dark curls of hair. She trimmed he realized, but like a true Greek woman refused to totally shave off the mark of being a woman.

      "Beautiful" Andre whispered as he took her in.

      
        Sophia was not idle either, her gaze swept over her father's strong biceps and across his broad chest lightly covered with just slightly graying hairs. Then down over the slight belly that age had given him, but days in the gym had kept hidden. Then, there it was. She almost moaned at the sight of ten inches of hard, fat cock lying across his belly.

      "Magnificent" Sophia whispered.

      "So, only one use per coupon?" her father asked with a smile.

      Sophia stepped to the foot of the bed, then on hands and knees crawled between her fathers' thighs. He watched as her firm breasts hardly swayed with her movement. Her nipples more than evident were rock hard.

      Sophia reached out and wrapped her hand around her fathers' cock, amazed her slender fingers could not even get around the full girth. She looked up into her father's eyes.

      "If you think this is only going to be once old man" she half growled. "Then think again."

      "You think you have what it takes to satisfy a man?" Andre stared back. "Then prove it little girl, suck your fathers' cock." His voice grated.

      Egged on by her father, Sophia leaned down, opening her mouth. Without a word she slammed her mouth over his thick rod, pulling him in deep. The silence of the room filled with the wet slurp of her tongue.

      "OH fuckkkk" Andre groaned as his daughter gagged slightly on his cock. He stared down at the obscene sight of his daughter bobbing her head up and down his shaft. He watched as barely over half of his throbbing cock slid in and out of her mouth.

      "What, too big for you little girl" Andre groaned at the sight.

      With a wet sucking noise Sophia pulled her mouth free, a string of her own saliva dripping from her chin.

      "It's a fucking monster" she gasped. "And I'm going to take the whole thing if I have to fucking choke to death doing it."

      
        
      

      Before Andre could even respond, Sophia's hot sucking mouth closed back over his cock. He could only watch as she forced her mouth further down his hard shaft.

      "Oh shit yessss, suck me baby" Andre moaned as raw pleasure coursed through him.

      While his little interlude with Gayle by the pool had been good, it paled compared to the woman kneeling between his thighs right now. With each downward thrust of her head, Sophia took more and more of his cock down her throat. He could hear her gag as she relaxed her throat muscles trying to take more.

      For Sophia the sheer scent and taste of her father was driving her body insane. Tears flooded her eyes as she rammed her mouth down harder and harder. She could feel her spit dribble out of her open mouth to coat his cock and balls.

      Andre stared in wonder as more and more of his cock disappeared inside this wonderful woman's sucking throat and mouth. Then, he felt it, as Sophia buried her nose in the curls of his pubic hair.

      "Fuckkkkkkkkkkkk Sophiaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" Andre moaned as he felt his entire cock bathed in her spit.

      Not since his wife had he been with a woman who could take his entire length down her throat. For Andre it was like returning to the heaven of his youth as his daughter devoured his cock.

      "ULlkk eeee" Sophia gurgled around her fathers' rod, feeling it pulse along the walls of her throat. "Ullkkk eeeeeeee" she moaned.

      At first Andre wasn't sure what she was trying to say, and then his hands lowered until his fingers tangled in her raven hair. He tilted her head back until he stared into his daughters' tear stained eyes.

      "You want me to fuck that pretty little mouth don't you" he hissed down at her.

      The fact her mouth was stuffed full of throbbing cock prevented the young girl from answering her father. Yet, the glow that lit her eyes was more than enough for Andre.

      
        The older man began to his hips as his cock drove in and out of Sophia's tight throat. Most of the time he tried to keep the last few inches back, but every now and then he would slam her face down hard into his groin, hearing her gag and choke, then gasp for breath when he jerked her mouth off his slick cock.

      "Oh God Daddy...daddy..." Sophia mewled as strings of her own spit coated her chin to drip on top his spasming belly.

      Andre could feel the familiar tightening in his balls; he knew if he kept this up he would dump a hot load straight down her sweet throat. No, his mind screamed. Not the first time, that he wanted to be deep inside her while he stared into her eyes.

      With an almost animal growl, Sophia felt her father pull her slender form off his magnificent cock. She moaned in disappointment as he all but manhandled her slight frame back onto the bed.

      "Time for coupon number two" she heard her father rumble between her thighs.

      She dimly tried to think what coupon two had been, and then a piercing scream filled the air as she felt his hot mouth close over her aching pussy. Her back arched as his face pressed between her thighs, her hands shooting down to grip the sides of his head as his talented mature tongue probed deep inside her.

      "Oh fuck...yes...yes..." Sophia babbled. Her mind almost blanked as her father swirled his tongue around her sensitive clit, and then drove it back inside her.

      Sophia had been with her share of men in her life, even a couple of women. She had experienced many a talented tongue licking and sucking at her sweet honey. But this, this stretched far beyond anything she knew. Her father was expertly devouring every inch of her gushing cunt and her body exploded in raw pleasure.

      "EAT MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" Sophia screamed as she felt a bomb go off in the pit of her belly.

      It was all the things she had read about in stories, but had thought was fantasy from some enraptured writer. She felt her toes curling as her feet dug into the bed, sparks started flashing behind eyes that rolled back in her head.

      
        "Da...Da..." she gurgled. Her hips lifted off the mattress of their own will as she felt her hot juices spray out to coat her fathers' face.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" Andre hummed, sending more vibrations through her abused cunt. His girl was a squirter, just like her mother, and he loved every drop as he drank deeply of her.

      "Oh fuck...to good...too goodddddd" Sophia moaned as her limp body collapsed back onto the bed. She could feel the electric bolts shoot through her belly as she weakly tried to push her fathers' head from between her quaking thighs.

      Andre rose up on his arms, sliding his weight up her jerking body. He stared down at his daughter just as he felt the swollen head of his cock lightly press against her swollen lips.

      "Open your eyes Sophia" her father softly called down to her. She blinked trying to refocus her hazed vision on the face above her.

      "Is this what you want?" he asked her in a strangely calm voice. "Say it now, or I will stop now." He told her.

      Sophia reached down and gripped the firm cheeks of his ass, weakly trying to pull him down into her.

      "Please" she almost sobbed. "Please daddy, take me, make me your woman." She begged her father.

      "Sophia" her father answered, choosing his words carefully. "If we do this, there are rules." He watched her stare up into his eyes.

      "There will be no other woman for me, do you understand." He locked eyes with his daughter. "There will be no other man for you." His voice caressed over her. "Forever we will be one, husband and wife in all but a piece of paper. Do you understand my darling?"

      Sophia looked at her father with love and lust blending inside her. "Take me...my husband" she whispered back.

      The next moment Sophia felt her entire being center between her thighs as her father lowered his weight down onto her. With an obscene sucking noise he spit her drenched lips and started sliding in inch by inch.

      
        "OH fuck...Oh God..." Sophia began to moan as four then six inches slid inside. Still her father dropped lower, driving even more cock into her stretched channel.

      "OH Christ...so biggggggg." Sophia groaned as another two inches sank deep inside her. She felt her walls stretching like no man had ever done, her father touching places she never even knew existed inside her belly. Dimly, she realized he still wasn't all the way inside.

      Andre slowly drew his hips back, feeling her cream coating along the length of his thick shaft. With a grunt he released his weight from his arms, dropping down onto her. He felt the entire length of his cock drive deep into his daughter's tight tunnel and then his pelvis grind down on hers as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

      "FFFUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Sophia screamed as she felt her belly literally explode with the massive invasion. "CUMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" she screamed again as her body convulsed under him. She felt her juices once again erupt from her body, spraying against his pinned pelvis, then drip down the crack of her ass to soak into the bed sheets.

      Even as she shuddered through the waves rolling through her belly, she her father begin to raise and lower his hips, driving his huge cock up into her again and again.

      "Fuck me...fuck me...oh God still cumming..." she chanted as her father began to pound down into her.

      Andre grunted with every stroke, trying to slam his cock deeper each time. He knew he needed to stretch her tight walls for her to fully accept the raw pleasure rolling through her. He could hear the light slap of his heavy balls against her ass, slick with her own juices.

      "You are now mine Sophia" his hot voice husked in her ear. "You belong only to me."

      Andre felt her slide her arms around to cling to his broad back. Her breath hot was and gasping against his cheek.

      "Yours...yours forever" his daughter gasped. Then he felt her sharp nails digging into the flesh of his back like talons. "If they touch you again" her voice hissed. "I will rip their tits off and shove them up their whore cunts" her voice almost dripped with venom in his ear.

      
        Andre had heard that kind of venom before in his younger years, from a woman long ago on his wedding night. Like her mother, Sophia was staking her claim to her man, and God help any woman who crossed that line.

      Andre powered himself up onto his arms, slipping free of his daughters embrace. He stared down at her with a crooked smile.

      "I am forgetting" he almost chuckled. "Coupon three." He said.

      "What..." Sophia's brain was fuzzy from her repeated orgasms, and the raw sensation of her father's wonderful cock still sliding slowly in and out of her belly.

      "Nooooooooooooo" Sophia moaned as her belly was enveloped by a sense of horrendous emptiness. She felt her father slip free of her clutching walls.

      She wasn't done yet, she dimly thought. Even as she moaned her frustration, she felt her father flex his biceps and effortlessly flip her over onto her belly under him. Large hands gripped her hips and pulled her ass into the air. Her eyes grew wide as she looked over her shoulder, suddenly realizing what he was doing.

      "Position of Choice" her father's husky voice echoed behind her.

      "AHHHGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Sophia screamed as she felt every inch of his cock slam deep into her from behind.

      His cock drove deeper...deeper...her mind swirled as he went beyond anything she could even imagine. Then, her head snapped back her mouth hanging open as she felt the fat head of his cock shove against the spongy surface of her cervix.

      "NNGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Sophia wailed as her body convulsed again. Dimly she felt her juices flowing out of her like a hot river, coating her thighs and soaking the sheets under her.

      For Andre this was what had been missing in his life since the loss of his wife. Passion and romance were well and good, at the right time. There was also a time for hard, rutting sex when the body needed it. He planned to enjoy every stroke while he could.

      
        Sophia felt like she had been transported to another existence. Her whole world revolved to the wonderful man kneeling behind her and that huge pole he relentlessly rammed home into her. She was stunned her slender body could take such a massive cock. With each thrust she felt him stretching her open more and more, until the sense of discomfort she had first felt at the thick invasion was replaced by raw pleasure.

      Dropping her head to the mattress, Sophia shoved her ass back at his invading cock, with her ass high in the air she felt him drive in even deeper. His ears were filled with the wet sounds of her cunt sucking on his shaft, while the smell of their sex hung in the air.

      She balled her fists into the sheet trying to find leverage as she shoved back at him, the slapping of skin on skin mixing with his grunts. Wave after wave continued to roll through her belly as it felt like she was having one orgasm after another. Never in her hottest fantasies had she ever dreamed sex could be this good.

      "Oh God yes...don't stop...fuck me...fuck me...fuck me..." Sophia babbled over and over. "Cumming...oh Jesus I can't stop" she gasped.

      "Time for coupon four baby" she heard her father rumble behind her.

      In her hazed mind she tried to recall the last slip of paper she had cast on the bedroom floor, what was it, something about cumming. Oh fuck, she thought, he's going to cum, and he is going to fill me with it, she realized.

      "Cum...cum in me please." She grunted back, not slowing her movements. "Fill my cunt...your cunt." She begged him.

      She heard her father grunting something as he slammed even harder against her, making the cheeks of her ass shake with the power of his thrusts. Her eyes opened wide when the words sank through her lust.

      "Sophia...are you...protected?" her fathers' voice finally drifted into her mind.

      "Noooooo" her voice hissed from where her face pressed into the sheets. "Cum in me daddy...please. Cum in your daughter, your lover, your WIFE" she screamed into the sheets.

      
        Sophia's eyes grew wide as saucers as she felt his cock; unbelievably it was thickening, expanding inside her belly. Jesus how much bigger does he get she wondered. Then it hit home as her father gave a primal roar behind her.

      "ASAARRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Andre roared as he slammed hard against his daughters' ass, his cock jerking as he buried himself clear into her depths.

      For this first time in her life, Sophia felt a man cumming inside her. The heat was spreading through her belly as she felt his hot seed explode to coat the sensitive walls of her pussy.

      "Oh God...feel it...Oh My God...Oh My God..." flowed out of her as she felt herself being filled with one, then two thick ropes.

      Andre felt his cock slowly start to deflate as the last of his seed filled his daughter's slender body. With a rumble, he eased his body back onto his heels, shuddering at the wet sucking sound of slowly pulling free of her clutching walls.

      Sophia stirred as her muscles ached to respond. Slowly turning her head, she looked back at her father behind her. She could feel the warm goo of his sperm oozing from between her lips. Considering his earlier explosion by the pool, she was amazed at how much cream he had pumped inside her.

      "If you ever stop doing that to me" she sighed contentedly. "I swear I will die" she smiled softly. "Now, I think it's time for sleep...in OUR bed."

      Andre shifted from the bed, and pulled the comforter up to rest it over his daughter's nude body; her eyes drifting shut in exhausted sleep, and then slipped under the cloth to join her as sleep pressed in on his mind.

      Just as Andre started to drift off, the soft whisper of Sophia's voice filled his ear.

      "You know I could have gotten pregnant" her soft voice sent a tremor through him.

      "I know" his voice trembled slightly. "You might not have too" he said.

      
        "That's true, it might not have" Sophia rested her small hand on her father's broad chest. "If it didn't...there's always tomorrow".

    
  
    
      Feminist Revolution

      I've always been proud that I was called a feminist; I was raised by a liberal woman who fought for women's equality in the 1960's; and I scratched and clawed my way up the corporate ladder through the 1990's to become a senior vice-president.

      I've worn a lot of political hats through the years; from my teen years when I fought for employment equality; to my middle adult when women battled for social equality. Now, in my early fifties I make sure everyone I work with knows to judge me on my abilities; not on my skirt.

      That doesn't mean I walk around in steel toed boots and flannel shirts; it means I have a steel heart and thick skin. I've raised my children to believe in the ability to choose their own destiny and their own identity.

      I've never in my life knelt to anyone, especially a man; which is why my current position is so unbelievable even to me. Here I am, kneeling in the middle of a suburban living room; while a man mounts me like an animal in heat. He's roaring what a whore I am; and all I can do is babble and whimper my agreement.

      My name is Andrea Bernard-Montgomery; yes I hyphen it. At fifty-two I had reached what I considered to be the peak of my professional and personal life. I was the senior vice-president of a bank; I had a Master's Degree in economics and finance; I was married to a civil engineer; and we lived in the upper middle class suburbs outside Denver.

      I've been called Andrea, mom; Ms. Bernard; and don't forget Ice Queen and Bitch to add the names behind my back. I really don't give a shit about the names; I did about the disrespect. In fact it was my frustration with that; that had started me to where I am now.

      While I didn't really care about the names, when the disrespect started to become the "talk" then it became a concern. I had spoken to Human resources about it, and frankly they were about as helpful as a text book; I had even spoken to Spencer my husband, his solution was to simply fire them. While that idea had appeal to me, I did admit that some of them were very skilled and I hated the idea of losing that talent for the office.

      
        It was my oldest son Andrew who surprised me. At twenty-five and a Master's in Psychology; he seemed to be the perfect choice to talk to about the growing situation. What he told me startled my ordered mind.

      "You need to loosen up mom" he said calmly. "It doesn't always have to be your way you know."

      "What if my way is the right way" I retorted.

      "Then yeah you need to push that" Andrew said calmly. "But had it occurred to you there is more than one way?" he asked.

      "What do you mean" I didn't totally understand.

      "Look" Andrew said with a sigh. "Say you and I are going to Colorado Springs." He was patient as he explained.

      "You take Interstate 25, but I take highway 83. We both get there, so what's the problem" his explanation made sense, but I saw a flaw.

      "My route is faster" I smiled back.

      "You're justifying yourself" Andrew shocked me. "There is nothing wrong with my route; you are justifying yours to make me use it."

      "I am not" I defended myself. "My route is better."

      "For YOU its better" Andrew corrected me. "Not for me; after all you are the one who pushes for individuality; and yet you now push for conformity. Your conformity" he drilled home.

      Dear God, he was right; I was horrified. Years of preaching against conformity, and here I was the enemy now enforcing it; it terrified me. Like all things in my life, my immediate solution was to attack the problem head on. I set a weekly appointment with Andrew so we could get this out in the open to be dealt with; and I started making a conscious effort to monitor how I was reacting to outside ideas.

      
        It didn't take long for me to realize I had become the one thing I had hated the most. During two separate meeting, solutions to a problem were proposed by others that were quite functional and I had the immediate desire to shoot down, because they were not MY idea.

      I spoke to Andrew about this during our session, even if they were informal. Andrew would come by the house and I made a point of leaving early on the Wednesday he had available. We would spend an hour or two chatting and doing something together.

      It was both therapeutic and enlightening to me. Andrew seemed to have the ability to see to the heart of an issue, but his approach was so unique it never entered my mind.

      "Its control mom, you always have to be in control" Andrew said that Wednesday.

      "So, how do I let others be in control" I asked "and still make sure there is safety and the job is done right?"

      Andrew looked down at the flowers we were planting in the back yard.

      "You're going to be short flowers" he said calmly.

      "I know" I sighed. "I will have to get more this weekend."

      "The nursery is only a half an hour away, let's go" he told me.

      I thought a moment, and then rose to my feet. "Let me change" I said.

      "No" Andrew stopped me in mid step. "You don't need to change to complete the objective" he stared at me.

      "But I'm not dressed" I complained.

      I was wearing a pair of jean shorts and a light blouse that had dirt smeared on it. The idea of being in public in such a state was something I would never do.

      
        "It's not your decision" Andrew just continued to stare at me. "Let's go."

      Oh God I realized, he was testing me. I swallowed hard and nodded. Silently I followed Andrew to the driveway and climbed into the passenger seat of his car. All through the drive I tugged at the hem of my shorts and brushed at my blouse.

      "You'll be fine" Andrew said calmly

      We wandered through the nursery, and in picking the flowers I soon forgot how I was dressed; just admiring the flowers. Flowers always had been an escape for me. With our choices selected, I stood in line with Andrew, suddenly very aware of my tight shorts and thin blouse. I caught a couple of men staring, and scowled at them.

      "You know" Andrew leaned down and said in a whisper. "You happen to have a nice body, they aren't groping you, let up" his voice was calm but strong.

      Back in the car, I looked at Andrew as he drove. How he had so calmly spoken of my physical appearance had surprised me. I thought I had taught them to look beyond that.

      "Don't you think...that was...inappropriate" I asked slowly.

      "What?" Andrew seemed actually surprised by my comment.

      "Your comment; about my body" I looked at him.

      "What, I could have said you have a great set of legs, or a great ass" his eyes never left the road.

      "Andrew" I gasped.

      "Two ways to say the same thing" he said back.

      "I'm your mother" I was shocked.

      
        "You're a woman" he said so matter of fact "A woman who spends three days a week at a fitness club, and works out at home." He glanced over at me. "A woman who eats right and takes care of herself." His eyes flitted over my body, sending a shiver through me.

      "Why all the work if you didn't want to be appreciated" he asked.

      I had to think about that, why do I take such pains in my appearance; and yet become angry when someone looks at me.

      "I'm not a slab of meat" I said angrily.

      "Yes you are" Andrew shot back.

      I opened my mouth to fight back, but he was quicker, cutting me off.

      "You're a mother, a wife, an executive" he said. "Mostly, you are a woman" he glanced at me again. "You are different things to different people" he could be so infuriatingly accurate at times.

      "What am I to you" I asked sullenly.

      "A mother" I sighed with relief. "And a hot fifty-two year old woman with great legs and a great ass" he suddenly added.

      I just sat in shock the rest of the ride home. For the next fifteen minutes I mulled over what Andrew had said; and after we had unloaded the flowers, I looked at him as he prepared to leave.

      "What you're saying" I said slowly. "Is that I've buried the woman inside everything else that I am."

      Andrew nodded, a smile coming to his face that I had realized a truth.

      "Now you are starting to understand" he said. "You ARE a woman; that's not a crime mom" he said.

      "So how do I let this woman out" I asked.

      
        
      

      "You let go, but to the right alpha male" he said without hesitation.

      I thought of his father, the loving husband; and mouse of the house. I almost burst out laughing.

      "I don't think your father quite fits that bill" I tried not to laugh.

      "That's an understatement" Andrew actually did laugh.

      "So how do I find..." then Andrew cut me off.

      Right there, standing in my kitchen; my twenty-five year old son; assumed command.

      "Give me your panties" he said calmly.

      "Andrew" I almost choked.

      "Andrea" he replied using my formal name.

      I just stared at him in silence, he couldn't be serious; and yet the look in his eyes. It only took a moment to realize he was waiting; waiting for me to make a move. Without a word I turned on my heels and marched from the kitchen. When I returned Andrew had not moved from the spot. Slowly I extended my hand, and dropped the small cloth into his palm, still warm from my body.

      "Now what" I asked with a tremor in my voice.

      "Now, you don't wear panties, until I bring these back" Andrew told me.

      "How long..." I stared into his eyes.

      "I'll be here Saturday" he told me.

      
        I nodded silently; I could not believe I was agreeing with this foolishness; and yet knowing Andrew was in total control, sent an unknown shiver down my spine.

      After he left, I stood in the kitchen, feeling the rough fabric of my jean shorts against my bare sex. I would need to be careful about my clothing choices I thought; shocking even myself that I was agreeing to this charade.

      For the next two days I was nearly panic stricken. The idea I was at the office, attending a meeting; or at the gym working out; not wearing panties; sent these shudders through me at odd times. I actually considered masturbating after my gym workout the tension was climbing so badly.

      For the first time in my life, I registered men looking at me. One of the clients at a meeting kept staring at my legs. I tend to wear skirts and a blouse as I find them more professional. I had the sudden urge to open my legs to him and let him see I wasn't wearing panties.

      At the gym on Friday one of the men working out kept leering at me; and no not looking, I mean leering; you could see the lust in his eyes. It was the first time I registered that effect on a man. By the end of the workout session I had deliberately bent over, letting my tight yoga pants form to the curve of my bare ass underneath. Sitting on the weight bench I had spread my legs extra wide; letting him stare at my camel toe in the tight cloth.

      That Saturday; Spencer, my husband, was upstairs in his office; and I was in the kitchen; when Andrew came through the front door. I watched him silently walk into the room, staring at him.

      "Are you wearing any" he asked without any preamble or greeting.

      "No" I almost choked out my reply.

      "Why" he asked me.

      "Because..." I thought carefully. "Because you told me not to" I admitted.

      "Are you wet" he asked.

      Oh my God, where was this going, I couldn't focus. I thought of my hidden sex in the Capri shorts I was wearing; and whether to be honest, or hide the woman I was.

      
        
      

      "Yes" I admitted softly.

      "Play with it" Andrew commanded me.

      I didn't even refuse, I just stared at my son as I slid my hand inside the waist band of my Capri's, and without hesitation, drove two fingers into my sopping hole.

      Unashamed, I stood at the sink, and fucked myself. Wet sloshing noises were matching the movement of my hand under the cloth of my shorts. I watched Andrew as my gut tightened; I wondered what effect this was having on him. He stepped closer, but I never stopped the plunging fingers.

      "Men watched you didn't they" his voice low and almost melodic.

      "Yes" I grunted as I drove my fingers deeper.

      "They wanted you...your body" Andrew pressed.

      "Yes" God my belly was tightening beyond belief.

      "What did they want to do to you" he pressed.

      "They wanted to...fuck me" I moaned as the passion built.

      "You controlled them Ms. Montgomery" his voice almost dripped. "Their hunger; their need; you controlled them" God my body started to tingle, something was happening.

      "What did you want" Andrew asked.

      "I wanted....I...oh God" I moaned as my orgasm tore through me.

      
        I ground the heel of my hand into my clit as my body convulsed. Sparks went off behind my eyes as my vision blurred. I could feel a flood of juices erupt from between my thighs and soak into the front of my shorts. I wasn't cumming, I was exploding.

      "Oh shit...oh shit..." I moaned as a second wave crashed over me.

      "This is called giving up control" Andrew's voice pierced my fog. "You controlled them, and now your body controls you."

      Andrew was right, I was standing in the middle of my kitchen, experiencing the most mind bending orgasm I could remember, and there wasn't a damned thing I could do to stop it.

      By the time the waves had eased down, my eyes fluttered back open. Andrew was gone; I was standing alone in the kitchen, my hand shoved down my shorts, my own hot cream dripping down my thighs. Like a whipped puppy I retreated to the bedroom, stripping clean I started the shower. But no amount of scrubbing could wash away two facts. One was that Andrew was right; I did feel the control, both at the meeting and the gym. The second was, after giving up control to my own body, I had just experienced the most mind bending orgasm of my life.

      For the next three days I analyzed my feelings and sensations from the weekend. I left the office heading to Andrews; since we now had a formal session every Wednesday; but I was still no closer to understanding. I understood the control, I had always been a woman in control; but what did giving up the control have to do with my current problems.

      When I arrived at Andrew's office, I was surprised he was already in the parking lot waiting for me. He gestured to the passenger seat of his car, so I grabbed my purse and slid into the seat. Andrew drove for about ten minutes before he finally spoke.

      "Your problem Andrea" God he was back to using my name "is that you have lost the focus of your own feminism."

      "What do you mean" I asked.

      "While feminism is about equality; you are more focused on control." He said.

      I nodded, this made sense. My need for control conflicted with the concept of equality for the sexes. So what was he planning now, I wondered.

      
        
      

      "What you need is balance" Andrew said as we sat at a red light. "Women have needs, and men have needs' he said.

      "Point made" I admitted. "So what now" I asked.

      "You're going to learn to answer HIS needs" Andrew said.

      It was then that he pulled into the parking lot of a small building. Oh my God, we were at an adult shop.

      "What are you doing" I hissed.

      "Andrea, you know how to be served" Andrew said as he stepped out of the car. "It's time you saw the other side of the coin."

      Even as I exited the car, I glanced around the parking lot, the last thing I needed was for someone even remotely related to the office seeing me here. I actually hustled across the parking lot and through the door, trying to avoid anyone possibly seeing me.

      Once inside, Andrew handed the man at the counter some bills, and picked up a basket of tokens. All the while this greasy man stared at my legs and chest like I was a slab of meat, it disgusted me.

      I silently followed Andrew to the back of the building; he walked unerringly into a dimly lit hallway with small doors on either side. He walked to the center of the hallway and gestured towards a door. My only thought was how my son even knew of this establishment. Places like this vilified women; he knew how much I hated them.

      I stepped into the small room and was immediately assailed by the smell of dried semen; it brought a taste of bile to my throat. I watched as Andrew set down the basket and fed a token into the machine. The screen lit up and I saw a brunette with huge breasts riding a very large cock.

      I suddenly realized Andrew wasn't watching the movie, but instead looking at the side walls. I turned, and was horrified to realize there was a large hole in the wall leading to the other booth; it was edged with duct tape and about the size of my head. I turned and sure enough behind me was another hole on the opposite wall that came from the other booth.

      
        
      

      "You can't be serious" I whispered.

      "The object of this lesson" Andrew was so calm it infuriated me. "Is for HIM to cum; and that Andrea, is up to you."

      My God, I didn't even give Spencer oral, I felt it so debased women; now Andrew expected me to perform oral sex on some total stranger. This was beyond outrageous.

      Then, before my eyes, a thick cock slid through the first hole. It was already semi hard and I could see the heavy balls through the gaping hole. I just stood mesmerized as the thing waved in the air.

      "He's waiting Andrea" Andrews's voice filled my ear. "Let's see if you've got what it takes to serve someone besides yourself" he egged me on.

      Bastard, I thought; if he thinks I can't do this; my pride scaled the ladder as I slowly knelt to the floor. My bare knees settled on the concrete as I faced that thick monster.

      Angry that someone would have the guts to question my abilities; I reached up and wrapped a hand around the base. I was shocked with the warmth against my palm, and I could feel it pulse with blood. In that moment, filled with righteous pride, I did the unthinkable; I called Andrews bluff.

      I opened my mouth and swallowed the engorged head. Instantly my tongue was coated in his musky taste; my nostrils flared at the smell of sex and sweat as I slid my lips down his shaft.

      I knew enough about porn and blowjobs, so I began to bob my head as my cheeks puffed out, sucking on this strange man's hardening cock. And it did get hard, God it got throbbing hard. But after almost five minutes, he still hadn't cum. I popped my aching mouth free and stroked the spit covered shaft.

      "Come on" I hissed.

      "It isn't about you Andrea" Andrew whispered in my ear. "It's him; you are here to pleasure him; to serve HIM."

      
        As my mouth slid back into place, his words echoed in my head. This time, I paid closer attention. Just as I felt the shaft throb, I sucked in deeper. I was rewarded with a groan from the other side of the wall.

      I reached up and cupped those heavy balls, massaging them; hearing this strange man grunt; tasting his pre cum as it coated my tongue. There was a strange sense of satisfaction when I felt that cock thicken even more in my mouth. I knew what was about to happen; my mouth sliding back up the shaft to clamp around the crowned head.

      I sucked, with all the power I had as I waited. When I felt the first jerk, and then hot thick cream flood the back of my throat, I swallowed. It was as if I were suddenly thirsty for something I had never had before.

      When the second blast filled my mouth, I held it this time. I swirled my tongue in the viscous salty fluid; relishing in the idea that by my skill, this man had given me this gift.

      I felt Andrew lift my one hand, I almost moaned in protest thinking he would make me leave, instead my hand wrapped around a second pulsing cock from the hole behind me.

      I pulled my mouth free from the first spent cock, feeling it starting to soften in my mouth. Not needing directions this time, I shuffled on my bare knees as I turned to face this new challenge.

      This time it was different; this time I paid attention from the start. I swirled my tongue, pursing my lips along the shaft. It took barely four minutes this time and I felt those balls pulse in my hand. With a soft moan I willingly accepted the fruits of my labors. I had done this, I had given such pleasure.

      Pulling my mouth away a second time, the pool of cum hot on my tongue; a small trickle leaking from the corner of my mouth and down my skin, I looked up at Andrew; and swallowed.

      "More" I gasped.

      And I got more, only this time it was shockingly different. I turned and just stared at the cock that hung through the first hole. It wasn't big, it was massive; as thick as my wrist; it shone in the dim flickering light of the screen; and it was black.

      I had never seen a black cock before in my life; I never watched such debased art as pornography; and until now I had never stepped beyond the marital vows.

      
        "God yes" I moaned as I shuffled back around. As I moved I felt the sudden sensation between my bare thighs.

      My thighs were slick with my own juices; and the thin cloth of my panties was drenched in my own pleasure. I knew half the stench in the small cubicle had to be my own sex now; and I didn't care. Here before me lay the ultimate challenge.

      I fit the huge bulb of the head in my mouth, sliding down barely a couple of inches before the massive dong almost made me gag. I wrapped both hands around the shaft; shocked to realize my fingers and thumbs never met it was so thick.

      There was a distinct taste; just as there had been the first two times. I registered it in my mind as I powered my head up and down. God my mouth was everywhere as I sucked and licked, pulling his balls into my hot mouth, then sucking on the fat head.

      It took longer because the thing was so massive, but suddenly I heard him above me.

      "Fucking white bitch" he grunted.

      The woman who had walked into this place would have been appalled at the name; but the woman now kneeling before that massive cock, exalted at the name. He was right, I was his white bitch; and I wanted nothing more than to make him cum. No, not let him cum; I wanted to give him such pleasure he would have no choice but to explode in my mouth.

      I felt that hard black cock jerk in my grip; and then the flood gates opened. Where the other two had cum; he flooded. Blast after blast poured into my throat and mouth; until I had to pull my mouth back it was so full of his hot seed.

      I watched the small hole expand again, and then a thick white stream spew out to bathe my face in him. I looked up at Andrew, seeing him watching me. I opened my mouth to show him the hot pool of cum inside. Then, as I swallowed, I looked down at the large lump in his slacks.

      Reaching up, I jerked his zipper down, shoving my hand into the fold of his slacks. Before he could protest I had his hard nine inches of cock free; and my head was moving.

      I heard the most obscene moan of pleasure as my mouth engulfed my sons throbbing cock. At first I thought it was Andrew; and then realized no, it was ME.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmhmmmm" I moaned around his cock.

      "Oh fuck...mom" Andrew grunted as I sucked him off.

      I wanted to not only show I could serve, but that I could serve him. As I felt his cock pulse in my grip, the tip throb against my throat; I knew I was about to receive the ultimate prize, my sons cum.

      I heard Andrew growl he was cumming above me, but I never slowed down. I felt his cock jerk, and I kept sucking. Even as his thick hot seed blasted into my mouth; I wanted more. In less than an hour I had become that which I thought I had so hated before. A fifty-two year old professional woman who was kneeling in dried cum in a sex shop, drinking my sons' hot cream.

      That thought didn't leave me when we exited the building. I walked back to Andrews' car more slowly; it really didn't matter at this point if anyone did see me. The fact they were there also meant they weren't exactly going to go public I realized. I never even took the time or effort to clean the dried cum from my own face as I slid into the passenger seat.

      The drive back to my car was more subdued; I don't think Andrew anticipated my actions where he was concerned; hell I hadn't anticipated any of my actions. What struck me as odd was the sense of fulfillment I actually had that I had properly pleased four men, including my son.

      I mentally compared the four, realizing that my previous preconceptions had been so wrong; a man cumming was a very personal thing. The volume, their thickness, and even the taste had been totally different for each one.

      Through all my so called feminism, I had been so focused on a woman's recognition and individuality; I had totally missed the other side of the coin. Andrew was right, what I had evolved into was a woman demanding to be served; while I had totally missed the satisfaction gained when you successfully serve another.

      For the next week, it was as if my base thought process had been changed; I found myself open to others ideas more; and willing to work things out. I was shocked when even my boss noticed the difference and complimented me on being such a great team player.

      I will admit my eyes fixated on the sizeable bulge in his slacks, and I wondered what it would be like to 'serve' him. The feminist revolution Andrew had initiated had extended far into my personal and sexual life. Poor Spencer didn't know what to make of his new wife. The first time I crawled onto the bed and gave him a blowjob, he all but came unglued.

      The strange thing was; it was with Spencer that one of the final pieces snapped into place. All the sessions and talks I had been having with Andrew, we had focused on how my need to be served, overshadowed the service itself; and my appreciation of it. I suddenly saw that in Spencer; it was like looking in a mirror. I had to admit, I didn't like what I saw.

      Had I been that callous to simply accept the service, and forgetting to acknowledge the server, I thought. The first time I gave Spencer a blowjob, I had struggled to even get him to respond, it had been such a shock. The second time I couldn't believe it when afterwards he simply rolled over and fell asleep.

      I don't know what I was expecting, but the reaction I got was not anywhere near the satisfaction of kneeling in that sordid sex shop. So that Saturday, on my own, I was back. I paid for the small basket of tokens, and slid into the same booth Andrew and I had been in. It took about ten minutes for the first cock to appear; and for the next hour I sucked off five men.

      They were all different shapes and sizes; each with a distinct scent and taste. Yet, they all ended the same; with moans of raw lust and satisfaction. By the time I left to return home, I had a belly full of hot cum; and the sense I had accomplished something; I had given pleasure. Of course the two massive orgasms I had fingered myself to in the process didn't hurt my feelings either.

      Back home, the rest of the day passed quietly, but there was still this strange ache in my belly; and it frustrated me I couldn't tag it down. It wasn't until Andrew sent me a text in the late afternoon that the final awareness came home.

      "You went to the shop" I read; it was more a statement than a question.

      "Yes" I sent back.

      "How many" Andrew challenged back.

      "Five" We were having our own intimate conversation.

      "Did you enjoy serving" he asked.

      
        
      

      "Not totally" I sent back; and I had stopped to think hard on that question.

      "Why" God that single word brought up so many of my own questions.

      I didn't answer right away, I thought carefully; what had been so different this time compared to the first time. Only one thing struck me as being that different. My heart beat in my chest as I typed out my reply.

      "None of them was yours" I hit the send.

      The answer was slower in coming, and I knew Andrew had to be feeling the same turmoil I was; and then my phone beeped.

      "My apartment, half an hour" Suddenly glowed on the small screen. "And skip the panties" suddenly followed it.

      "Only if you skip your underwear" my fingers trembled as I typed back.

      "You know I am going to fuck you" God my stomach did a somersault at the words.

      "Only if you cum inside me" I mashed my finger on the send button.

      I was halfway to my car when my phone beeped again.

      "Twenty minutes" I read.

      "Fifteen minutes" I sent back as I slid into the drivers' seat.

      God I couldn't get there fast enough. The fact I hadn't even told Spencer I had left flitted through my mind, but I didn't care. The fact I was about to cheat on my marriage vows was not even a thought. What did seep into my brain, was my acknowledgement I was about to drop to my knees, and happily service my sons' hard cock. By the time I got to the parking lot of his building, I was sitting in a puddle of hot pussy juices.

      
        
      

      Standing in the hallway in front of his apartment door, I slid my soaked panties down and bunched them in my fist. Tapping on the door, I waited. It had no more than opened and I was through and standing in his living room. When Andrew approached I reached out and placed the small wet cloth in his hand; and watched in wonder as he raised my panties to his nose and inhaled deeply.

      "Are you ready to..." that was all I heard and I was on my knees all but tearing his jeans open.

      I felt that sudden rush of satisfaction as his already steel hard cock fell out into my grip. This was a cock worthy of being served I realized.

      "Mom...oh fucckkkkk" Andrew moaned as I sucked the engorged head in. I sank deeper, my lips sliding down his shaft. Deeper until my nose bumped against his coarse pubic hair; taking a nasal breath in I relaxed my throat, and sucked harder.

      "HOLY FFFUUUCCKKKKK" Andrew roared as I deep throated his cock.

      I was an emancipated woman; I had just deep throated my son and I couldn't have been happier; my feminist revolution had completed full circle.

      "Mom...oh God mom..." Andrew groaned.

      I sucked deep, cupping his balls; I could sense every twitch and pulse against my tongue; I could hear his ragged breathing; sense his mounting pleasure. For the first time I was perfectly in tune with a man, and I was serving HIM; I wanted his cum; but only one thought held me back.

      Popping my mouth free, a strand of my own spit hanging from the purple head; I fisted that thick shaft as I stared up at him.

      "Can you cum more than once" I gasped between breathes.

      "With you...yes" Andrew growled down at me.

      There was a fire in his eyes that matched the heat in my belly as I literally slammed my mouth back onto him. I wanted his cum, I needed his cum. I heard him give a primal rumble, and his cock started to swell in my mouth. When the first hot blast painted the back of my throat; Andrea Bernard-Montgomery, the professional liberated career woman, did something she swore at age sixteen she would never do; I swallowed.

      I reveled in every thick salty drop; I wallowed in knowing I had served him well. I coaxed every drop I could out of those spasming balls; and took it straight down my throat. Andrew moaned and shook through his orgasm, as I drained him; and when his balls were finally empty; I pulled my mouth free.

      Staring up at him on my knees with blazing eyes; I reached behind and yanked down the zipper of my skirt. Wiggling my hips I slid the cloth over my bare ass to the floor. Dropping to my hands and knees I crawled out of the offending garment; and nude from the waist down I looked over my shoulder at Andrew.

      "Fuck me" I told him. I had served him, now it was his turn.

      Like a true alpha male, Andrew knelt behind me without a word. I watched as he lined that fat head up with my dripping hole; I braced myself; he was twice the size of his father; and I wanted every damned inch.

      In one stroke, Andrew slammed into me with a growl and I felt nine inches of thick cock drive deep into me. Every part of my body responded at once. My eyes rolled back, my hands clenched at the carpet; my toes curled in my high heels; and then my gut exploded.

      "OH MY FUCKING GGGGODDDD" I screamed.

      I felt hot juices spray out around his imbedded cock, dripping down my thighs and soaking into the carpet. I didn't care; I was complete, impaled; owned.

      "Perfect...fucking...whore" Andrew grunted. Every word punctuated by a slam from his hips against the cheeks of my ass.

      Like I said at the beginning, I had never in my wildest dreams imagined myself in this position; but I also knew he was right.

      "Yes baby...your whore" I moaned. "Fuck me...fuck your whore mother" I babbled.

      
        There is a saying you can be a lady in public and a whore in the bedroom; I didn't need a bedroom, just my son. Some might say being called a whore is wrong, but I realized then that at the right time, and the right place, every woman can be a whore for her man.

      "Fuck MEEEEEEEEEEEE" I wailed as Andrew powered into me.

      I could smell the sex; feel every blow as his cock drove deep. My belly was doing flip flops as a second wave rolled through me. Andrew was using me for his pleasure, I won't deny; but I was using him for mine at the same time. I slammed my ass back at him, driving him deeper; I felt every ripple along my walls as he fucked me. I was giving as well as I was getting; and it was utterly fantastic.

      "My back...please..." I whimpered.

      I wanted to be on my back, see is face; watch him as he surrendered to the pleasure. True to form, Andrew did a smooth transition as my body slid off his thick cock. I collapsed to the floor and rolled over; as Andrew gripped my thighs and lifted my legs. I didn't feel like a fifty-two year old mother; but a twenty year old virgin as that thick hard cock stretched me wide once again.

      "Oh God...Oh God" I could only moan as Andrew lowered his weight onto me.

      His hips rose and fell as our sweat soaked skin slapped together. I reached up and held the sides of his face, bringing his eyes to mine.

      "Cum in me; dear God cum inside" I husked.

      "Mom...could you..." Andrew started to ask.

      "Please" I whimpered. "Give it to me...I need...Oh God yes" I moaned as I finally felt it.

      Andrew slipped past the point of no return; I could see it in his glassy eyes; feel it as his weight drove him deep into my belly. God if he got any deeper I thought he would wind up in my womb.

      "I love you" I heard those three words barely whispered; and then heaven slammed home.

      
        I felt his cock jerk deep inside my belly; my legs came up to wrap around his waist; as my arms encircled his body, pulling him into me; deeper.

      "God yes" I moaned as the cannon of his cock fired it first blast; coating my walls.

      I actually felt him cum; something I had never experienced before. Oh I've felt the heat before with Spencer; but this was different. I FELT his sperm splash against my walls; I could feel that sense of fullness as my belly accepted his hot load.

      "Cum" I groaned.

      "Cumminggggg" Andrew softly moaned.

      When the second volley flooded into me, my body went haywire. My ass clenched and my hips bucked as the hugest orgasm of my life exploded out of nowhere.

      ""Gggg...GGGGODDDDD" I moaned as I convulsed.

      I knew my eggs were racing for his sperm; and I didn't care. I knew exactly the risks we were taking; and I didn't care. As my nails dug into his back, and my hells dug into his ass; I knew that while this was the first; it was never going to be the last time we coupled.

      "Holy shit" Andrew breathed out as his exhausted body pressed into mine.

      I felt a small twinge in my back from the hard floor, and was not so gently reminded that I really was a fifty-two year old woman. I slid my arms from his back and turned his face to meet mine again.

      "Next time, can we use the bed" I gave a crooked smile.

      "Next time" I could see surprise in Andrew's eyes.

      "Next time" I gave him my answer just as my lips softly pressed to his.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Filling In

      The accident had been bad, I mean really bad. The story I got, and how much was omitted I guess I'll never know; was that another driver was on their cellphone, they crossed the lanes and clipped the rear passenger corner of dad's SUV. Apparently at over seventy miles an hour, the basic reaction is that your car does this momentum turn which put Dad literally sitting sideways in the lane. The only thing that saved his life was that the other car that actually hit him, hit his passenger side. It didn't save that driver; and for that the guy on the cellphone got twenty years for vehicular manslaughter.

      Not that I didn't feel sorry for the other family, I did; but my main focus was on my father. When I walked into the hospital room all I saw was the ventilator tubing and all the wires coming out of him. I didn't know whether to cry or scream.

      Every day for over a month I stopped in; every time he just lay there. Mom never left his bedside; they brought her meals, I brought her clothes and what she needed. I swear she never let go of that hand the entire time.

      My parents had met just after high school; and as Dad said things just 'clicked'. They were great parents, I loved them both; and the devotion between them was more than evident. It was those small touches, and looks that let you know there was a real love living there.

      It hurt to watch mom just sit there, but I knew there was no way in hell she was leaving his side. She was there when he suddenly squeezed her hand and she cried as she stared into his eyes.

      Slowly, mom explained to him what had happened. It was strange just listening to her be so matter of fact as she explained the accident; and the extent of his injuries. Broken leg, fractured pelvis, collapsed lung; God the list went on. My Dad was US Army, two tours of Iraq; like the rock he had always been, he just lay there and listened.

      It took another week or so, before the doctors felt he was able to breathe without the machine. When they took the tube out, I wasn't surprised at his first word.

      "Kiss" he whispered softly. I watched as mom bent down and kissed those swollen and bruised lips.

      I tried over the following week, to get mom to go home and rest, she would have nothing to do with it. Like a devoted puppy she never left his side. I marveled at the love between them, never realizing how much more was behind it.

      
        
      

      On a Friday I had gotten out of classes and headed from the campus to the hospital. I was surprised when I walked in the room when I saw mom sitting in a chair by the window. To not see her at the bedside, something had changed. I could tell Dad was a bit angry, and mom wouldn't look at him.

      When Dad saw me come in the room, he looked over at mom. "Sylvia" he spoke one word.

      Mom instant rose from the chair and looked at him. Not a damn word was spoken, but something passed between them, mom bowed her head and without a sound walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. What the hell was going on?

      "Get my keys from my pants." Dad's voice sounded slightly winded.

      I went to the small closet by the sink where they store patient belongings and pulled the keys from his pants pocket. I walked back to his bed and started to hand the keys to him; but Dad shook his head no.

      "Show them to me" he said.

      One at a time I went through the key ring, holding up each key. Dad lay there silent. When I lifted the small gold key he raised his hand. I slid the single key from the ring and returned the others to his pants. When I stood beside his hospital bed he looked up at me.

      "In the playroom...closet" he said softly "Tomorrow...come alone." I watched as he closed his eyes. I knew the whole episode had taken a tremendous effort, which meant it was something very important to him.

      As I left him sleeping, mom slipped back into the room from the hall. I wondered if she had even eaten today as she softly kissed his cheek. Soft words were exchanged, I saw mom shake her head; but I could tell by the look in dad's eyes there was no changing his mind. Slowly mom walked over to where I stood by the door.

      "Home" was all she said softly.

      
        The entire ride home was almost surreal; mom sat silent the entire drive. I could tell something was bothering her, more than what had just happened, but she didn't seem ready to talk. I thought about telling her about the key, but the fact dad had made her leave the room made me hesitate.

      At home, mom made supper for the two of us; when we were done with the dishes she headed for her bedroom; and I knew she would be asleep in minutes, as exhausted as she had to be.

      I waited for a bit to make sure she wasn't coming back downstairs; then headed for the basement. Years ago Dad had converted the large open basement into what he called the playroom. It had a couch, a pool table; a flat screen television. All the electronics every teenage boy played was hooked to the damn thing. Since I had started college last year, I really hadn't visited the room much. Honestly, a lot of my teenage years had been spent in this room.

      The small closet off to the side was where they kept their liquor, one of the reasons for the lock. It was also where we would stash the game decks when we left on trips, no point in inviting robbery dad always felt.

      I used the small gold key and unlocked the door; I pulled the chain for the light and glanced around. There were boxes stacked along one side, and the other was a built in shelf for all their liquor. Whatever Dad had sent me to find had to be in one of the boxes. I pulled the first out and lifted the lid; God I thought we had gotten rid of all these old records in favor of CD's. The next box held some old photo albums; mostly from vacations and family get together I saw. It was the third box I pulled free that I hit the biggest surprise of my life.

      "Holy shit" I whispered.

      I drew out the fur lined hand cuffs and then the blindfold, and then came the small whip. There were two long leather straps and I wondered what they hooked them to; then it hit me. Turning I looked over the pool table behind me; there, mounted in the open beam above the table were two small rings.

      "Jesus Christ" I almost moaned as I pulled out the most massive black dick I had ever seen. The veins ran down the length of what had to be ten or twelve inches of fat rubber.

      No point in asking how they used this, I thought, as flecks of crusted white fell off the huge dong. I continued to pull out various toys and odds and ends; God damn they were kinky. Finally, I pulled out what I thought was a wadded velvet cloth, but it was wrapped around something. Unfolding the cloth I just knelt there and stared.

      
        
      

      In my hand was a small leather collar, the black a sharp contract to the silver studs encircling it; what caused a sudden rush of blood to my groin, was the name embossed in gold...Sylvia.

      "Mom" I whispered.

      I knelt in the playroom, so many thoughts rolling through my brain; mom the adoring wife, mom the loving partner, mom the submissive. It explained so much that I had passed over and taken for granted for over twenty years.

      The thousands of times it only took a look from my father and mom would be moving and somehow know exactly what he wanted; the same woman who sat at a hospital bedside, like a lost soul for over a month.

      I carefully replaced everything back into the box, slipping the wrapped collar into my pants pocket. Replacing the box I locked the door and headed to my room. I would like to say I was the dutiful son who changed, went to bed and went to sleep. Sorry to disappoint everyone. By then I had the most raging hardon of my life; I needed relief.

      I lay on my bed, holding that collar in one hand, while the other stroked my eight inch cock like a mad man trying to drill for oil. Visions floated through my mind; dad shoving that black dick up mom's tight pussy while he fucked her ass; mom handcuffed bent over the pool table while dad fucked her into submission. The worst was when I saw her kneeling on the pool table, arms stretched in the air; drool dripping from the corners of her mouth as a hard cock rammed down her throat; only it wasn't dad's cock, it was mine.

      I wasn't a virgin by any measure, and I have to admit I had been a bit dominant at times, but never to that extent. The mere thought made my balls boil, and I shot the biggest load of my fucking life all over my belly.

      The funny thing was, as sleep settled in my brain; I had the realization that mom didn't know. Dad had done this without telling her. Why? I knew I would be returning tomorrow, and hopefully I could get some answers.

      The next morning I figured head to the hospital early. Trying to catch dad at his strongest, I figured if I came in the morning he would be better rested. The thought paid off as I found him half sitting up finishing a small breakfast as I walked into his room.

      
        Silently I sat in the chair and waited while he finished, he glanced at me once and just nodded. As he set his small cup of coffee down, he looked over at me.

      "You brought it with you." It wasn't a question, more of a statement.

      "Yes." I said.

      "The doctors told me yesterday" he said calmly as if changing the subject was no problem. "That it's going to be at least four to six weeks before I get out of here."

      I nodded, he was leading up to something and I knew better than to interrupt. "That doesn't include how many months of rehab" he looked at me. Here it comes, I thought.

      "I'm going to run out of gas quick, so shut up and listen for a change" he muttered. "Tonight, call her to the living room, have her kneel, and put it on her." He instructed me.

      "And then what?" I asked.

      "Then you fuck the living shit out of her" Dad gave a weak laugh.

      "Do you know what you're saying?" I couldn't believe it myself.

      "Every damned word" Dad nodded. "Rick, I love her; but she needs direction. You've seen how lost she is." He sighed. "I need someone I trust, someone she loves."

      "Of course she loves me, she's my mother" I said.

      "Well, now she's your slut." Dad looked at me. "The most valuable slut in the world, and if you don't understand that, I'll rip your nuts off once I'm stronger. Understand junior" his voice deepened.

      "What about when you ARE stronger?" I pointed out.

      
        "We'll figure that out later" I could tell he was getting winded again. "Right now I need you Rick...SHE needs you." I could tell he was deadly serious about this.

      "I've never done this before" I admitted.

      "Then Google it, your generation lives on the damned computer" Dad told me.

      Fair enough, I could study up on it, try and learn the nuances. I looked over at my father, wrapped in IV lines and tubes; I wondered what it had taken for him to reach this decision.

      "You know I'll be fucking my mother...your wife." I told him.

      "No" dad panted slightly. "You'll be making love to her, and she deserves that. I hope you can understand." He rested back on the pillows and I knew the conversation was over.

      "I'll do my best dad" I said softly as he drifted into sleep.

      I had a lot to learn, and not a lot of time to learn it in; and boy did I learn. What I discovered opened a whole new world for me. Being a dominant/submissive couple was a choice; and involved a great deal of trust. I understood the concept of a safe word, but to realize that no matter what you were doing, if that safe word was used, you stopped.

      To realize my mother had almost an alter ego; this strong competent professional woman; who craved to be directed and molded surprised me. What hit me the most was when I understood that such a relationship was not only built on trust, but on a total mutual agreement by both parties; I will tell you, it opened my eyes to the strength of the bond that bound my parents together. It was the kind of bond that very few couples knew.

      I also quickly realized I needed to tread carefully. It was not my intent to replace my father; he would always be her supreme alpha male. No, I needed to fill in the gap she was experiencing right now; fulfill her needs without dominating her will.

      I finally decided that the best approach was a combination of being direct, as my father had suggested; but also subtle. This had to also be mom's choice. Mom had gone to see Dad that afternoon, and when she had returned she had wandered about the house; finally I couldn't take it anymore.

      
        
      

      "Go take a bath." I told her in the kitchen.

      "I need to get..." Mom started. I cut her off by stepping directly in front of her, staring into her eyes.

      "Go take a bath, that wasn't a question Sylvia" I said calmly.

      Mom stared back at me in shock for about twenty second, and then her eyes blinked. "I'm going to take a bath." She said softly.

      Without a word I watched her walk from the kitchen, OK first round went to me; time to start pressing. I gave her about fifteen minutes, and knowing she was in the tub I walked upstairs and into the bathroom.

      "Rick" mom gave a startled squeak. Her arms came up and covered her bared breasts; I have to tell you they looked damned good for a woman her age. They had nice fat nipples and firm swell to them as she pressed her arms into her chest.

      "When you're done, come to the living room." I instructed her. Not waiting for a reply, I turned on my heels and exited the bathroom.

      I waited another twenty minutes before I heard footsteps on the stairs. I watched silent as mom stepped into the living room. She was wrapped in her housecoat, and I wondered what she was wearing underneath, not that it mattered at this point.

      Mom froze and stared at me. Instead of being in my usual spot on the couch, I had deliberately picked my seat. She stared at me resting in dad's big easy chair.

      "Come here" I told her.

      "Rick..." her voice was hesitant.

      "I'm not repeating myself Sylvia" I lowered my voice.

      
        Mom stood there a moment and stared, then slowly, one step at a time she crossed the living room until she stood in front of me. I could see confusion in her eyes as I watched her; I needed to reinforce to her this was the new us.

      "Kneel" I said simply.

      Mom opened her mouth to speak, and then clamped her lips shut as if she thought better of that idea. Slowly she slid to her knees in front of me, staring up at me. I reached over and lifted the velvet cloth from the end stand; unwrapping the collar.

      "How did you..." her eyes grew wide. "Oh God, he didn't..." she whispered.

      I leaned forward and slid the leather around her slender neck. "You know what this means" I said softly as I clipped the collar in the back.

      "Yes" mom whispered.

      "Take your robe off" I leaned back in the chair.

      "Rick...we can't" Mom finally whispered a protest. I was ready this time.

      "Are you going to go against HIS wishes" I told her. "How else would I have known?" I watched her eyes grow as large as saucers as the truth hit home.

      "No" mom choked back. Her bond with dad was so strong that once she had realized this was what he had wanted, it became what she wanted.

      "The robe" I repeated.

      This time there was no hesitation as the buttons popped on the front of her robe, and then the cloth slid from her shoulders. God, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. Kneeling before me was a gorgeous mature woman in all her glory. Mom's breasts overflowed from the white lace bra; the cavern of cleavage between those globes deep enough to sink my cock into. I glanced down and saw a well-trimmed bush barely hidden behind thin white lace panties. God how had I never seen this creature before? I could feel my cock straining at my jeans as I took her in.

      
        
      

      "You're beautiful" I whispered.

      Mom looked up at my face startled; her eyes watched me for a moment. "Thank you" she whispered.

      I rose to my feet and stared down at her "How long has it been?" I asked.

      "Two months" mom's face dropped again.

      "How long is it normally?" I asked as I began to unsnap my jeans. I had thought to make her do it, but I wanted this to be one step at a time.

      "Two days" Good God I almost choked on her answer. The two of them fucked like rabbits right under my nose and I never knew.

      "What is your safe word?" I asked calmly.

      Once again her head lifted and she stared up at me; I could see the surprise in her eyes. A small smile crept to her lips. "Cantaloupes" she told me. "We both hate them."

      "Well that won't work" I chuckled. "I like cantaloupes." I watched her eyes widen as both my jeans and boxers dropped to the living room floor; my raging hard dick now staring her in the face.

      "OUR word" I said with an emphasis "Is Father. I think he would approve" I smiled.

      "Yes" mom whispered.

      "Good, now that we settled that issue" I looked down at her. "Suck my cock" I told her.

      It was like a catharsis had lifted from her. Her hands still rested on her knees as mom leaned in and literally swallowed my entire dick. She didn't suck it in; she fucking breathed it down her throat.

      "Holy fuuuckkkk" I groaned as her hot lips dragged back to the tip.

      
        
      

      I stood with my hands on my hips and watched as my mother devoured my cock. Spit glistened on the shaft as her head bobbed up and down. My balls slapped her chin as she drove her face onto me; God could this woman suck cock.

      Wet slurping filled the living room as mom serviced me like a pro; her tight lips pulled on my shaft, while she tried to suck the cum out of my boiling balls and into her mouth. I wasn't ready for this to end yet thought.

      "Suck my balls" I grunted.

      Instantly her mouth popped of my throbbing cock, I felt her slim fingers wrap around the thick shaft and begin to pump up and down. Wet heat enveloped my nuts as she pulled them into her mouth. I could feel her nose buried in my musky crotch as she licked and sucked at my full balls.

      I could feel my balls wanting to tighten, and I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. Reaching down I wrapped my fingers in her hair, then jerked her head off me; pulling her head back I stared down at her. Her face was flushed, her spit glistening on her chin and there was an almost feral hunger in her eyes.

      "Do you want it?" I growled down at her.

      "Yesssss" mom moaned.

      "Say it" I commanded her.

      "I want it" there was a small whimper to her voice.

      "You want what? Say it" I told her again.

      "Your cum" mom whimpered again.

      "Whose cum?" I was pushing her. This had to be her choice and I knew it.

      
        "My son's" mom gasped

      "Say it" I pushed harder.

      "I want...my son's...cum" Mom moaned. "Please Rick, I need your cum." That was it; her admission that this was by her choice.

      Without a word I pulled her head forward and rammed my cock back into her mouth. This time, unprepared, I heard her gag as my thick head bounced off the back of her throat. I didn't slow down; I pumped my pulsing cock into her hot mouth with a vengeance.

      "Take your son's cream" I husked "Just like your husband wants you to." I told her.

      "Mmmmmmm" mom groaned around my dick. I felt her body jerk in my grip but I was too far gone to register it.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as the first blast of my hot seed filled her mouth.

      I heard her gurgle on the thick liquid, and then the sound of her swallowing. That was followed by a second and then third blast as I emptied my balls down her throat.

      I've had blowjobs before, but I had never met a woman who could swallow every single drop of three thick wads without spilling even a spot; mom did it. Like a professional prostitute she drank every drop I could give her.

      Exhausted I released her head and sat back in dads' chair. "Holy fuck" I groaned.

      "Mmmmmmm" mom murmured.

      Rising to her feet I looked down at a large stain on the carpet where she had been kneeling. Somewhere during all of that, this vixen had pumped an entire pussy full of juice out and soaked the carpet.

      Mom looked down at me with a satisfied half smile. "Thank you" she whispered. For once it wasn't the face of my mother looking back at me; it was the face of a happy woman.

      
        
      

      "Go to bed mom" I gasped as I caught my breath.

      "Yes dear" mom smiled. She started to turn away and then looked at me. "I love you Rick" she whispered.

      "Mom" I called as she started to turn away again. "Tomorrow morning you will suck me dry again" she nodded her head. "Then, you will go see your husband and tell him everything." I could see shock in her eyes. "There will be no hiding." I told her.

      "Yes dear" mom said softly.

      It was such a different feeling waking in the morning to the sensation of hot lips sliding up and down my cock; looking down and watching moms' cheeks puff out as her head bobbed up and down on me.

      "That's it mom, suck out every drop" I said in a hoarse voice.

      "Mmmmmm" I heard her coo. I reached down and stroked her face; realizing I could get used to this.

      "Fuck you're good" I groaned as my balls tightened. "Take it mom" I grunted.

      That small praise I had uttered seemed to energize her and she increased her speed and suction, trying to pull my hot seed out. It didn't take long and I felt my nuts release; hot steaming wads of cream pumping down her hungry throat.

      As I watched her throat working to swallow my sticky cum, I had the urge to pull free and shove my still pulsing cock between her swollen wet lips; but now was not the time.

      As mom rose from the bed, I noticed something different. This time there was a small trickle of juice clinging to her chin. After last night's performance, I knew this had to be deliberate; there was no way she would let a single drop slip free. She's going to him with my mark on her, I realized.

      Mom's eyes shone as she looked down at me, she reached up and dipped a finger into the wetness on her face. "You do understand" she seemed a bit surprised.

      
        
      

      "Tell him everything" I said softly. "Hide nothing." I smiled at her.

      Mom nodded and headed for her bedroom to dress. I spent the morning lounging around the house; it was odd, I had in one day become used to having her there to serve me. Now, it seemed almost as if a part of me was missing. I began to understand my father a lot more that day. 'Lucky bastard' I whispered on more than one occasion.

      That afternoon I was surprised to find mom sitting quietly in the living room watching television when I crossed through. I hadn't heard the car and she hadn't announced her return. I started to ask how dad was, when I noticed under the edge of her blouse, the slender leather collar attached around her neck.

      I walked into the living room and sat in dads' chair, looking at her silently. Without a word mom rose and headed for the kitchen. She silently came back and set the chilled bottle of beer on the small table beside my chair, and then returned to the couch.

      A sense of immense power flowed through me; it took every bit of my will to reel it back in. This was not my woman, I thought. Oh she was mine for now, but ultimately she did not belong to me. Of course that didn't mean I couldn't take every advantage of the situation while it lasted.

      Rising from the chair I stepped over in front of her on the couch. Mom glanced up from her magazine straight at the bulge in my jeans. Setting it aside she reached up and began to unsnap my jeans. Before I could move she had them open and tugging them down to my knees; as my thick cock slipped free into the cool air of the room; hot lips wrapped around it.

      "God yes" I moaned as mom began to suck.

      It was different this time; her pace was more measured and slower. She wasn't out to drain me this time, no she was preparing me. For ten minutes mom built me to steel hardness, and held me there. My balls boiled but held as this master worked my dick. By the time I pulled her head back I was nearly coming unglued with need.

      "Kneel" I rasped out.

      
        Mom slipped from the couch and kneeled on the living room floor. I stepped behind her, and pressed my hand into her back, forcing her body forward. Catching herself with her hands, she knelt down without a sound on her hands and knees, watching me drop in behind her.

      I reached out and with a single jerk pulled her slacks over the curve of her ass, bring it and her panties to her knees. I could see the glisten on her thighs and knew she was more than ready for this.

      No preamble, no foreplay; I knelt behind her and drove my fat cock into her in one thrust. For a woman who had born a child, and who was now in her early forties; God damn she was tight.

      "Nuuhhhhhh" mom grunted as I pushed home.

      "Fucking tight" I whispered as I pushed deeper.

      "God yes Rick" mom moaned back as I finally sank to the hilt inside her. "I need this baby" she said softly.

      She needed this, God I had ached to do this for two days. All sense of restraint stripped away as I pulled back and slammed back in. Wet squelching filled the room, matching the sound of my hips slapping against the globes of her ass as I fucked my mother.

      I reached down and gripped a handful of her hair; pulling back I brought her up onto her knees, my lips pressed close to her ear. "Did you tell him?" I asked.

      "Yes" mom grunted as my hips pounded into her.

      I caught the faint whiff of something when she spoke. It hit me like a bomb. "You sucked him off" I stated.

      "God yes" mom grunted back.

      The idea she had crawled into dad's bed like some small child needing attention, and had sucked his balls dry while she described how her son had used her mouth; sent a bolt through me.

      
        "Oh God Ricckkkkkkkk" mom moaned as I pounded harder into her.

      I've fucked a lot of girls, but this was more than fucking; this was pure animal rutting. I grunted and swore as I pounded into her. I could feel hot juices coating my cock and drip down her thighs. Mom's eyes were rolled back, her mouth open as I hammered into her.

      "Cumminnnggg...oh my God...oh my God..." mom moaned.

      "Cum on your sons cock" my voice hissed in her ear.

      "Cummiinggg...son...so good..." mom babbled as she shook and trembled in my arms.

      I can't explain why, but it had been very important that she have the first orgasm. Feeling that hot cream splattered out around my pounding cock was deeply satisfying; to know I brought her the same pleasure she gave me.

      I shoved her body forward, splaying her out on the living room floor under me. As her walls rippled along my cock, I braced myself on my hand and toes; using my full body weight to slam down into her pinning her to the floor.

      "Oh God...fuck me...use me..." mom groaned with every stroke.

      Her tits were pressed into the floor, and the cheeks of her ass shook with every blow. I used every ounce of my weight and strength to slam relentlessly down onto her. I heard her give a soft keening sound as her body violently trembled under me.

      "Agaiiinnnnn" mom wailed as her walls tightened around me. I never slowed my pace.

      The first round had been for her, now it was my turn. I felt sweat drip off my body as I cut loose, pounding into her. I could feel those velvet walls sucking me in; my full balls slapping her ass with every stroke. I was driving so deep I had to nearly hitting her cervix, I thought.

      "Cum...please..." mom begged softly under me.

      
        "I can't hear you" I growled down at her.

      "Want...your cum...God please..." Mom gasped.

      "Have you been good?" I cajoled her.

      "Good girl...good momma...pleasssseeeeee" she cried softly.

      "Say it." I instructed her.

      "Please...cum in me...fill me with your seed." mom begged.

      It was like a bomb went off in my nuts. Here under me, was my loving mother; and the hottest fuck I had ever had. My eyes fogged over as my brain all but shut down.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMM" I roared as my balls released.

      "Yes...yes...yes..." mom softly chanted under me. "Feel IITTTTTTT" she screamed as the first scalding blast washed her walls.

      Mom's body literally flopped under me as her orgasm ripped through her; but I barely registered it as a second squeeze in my sac set another thick wad deep into her gripping cunt.

      God I must have dumped half a gallon of hot cum into her as my balls ached. She lay there quivering, taking every drop. By the time I was done I was a weak as a kitten as I pulled free and collapsed back against the couch.

      "Holy shit" I mumbled. This had been the most intense sex of my twenty some years.

      Mom turned her head and looked at me with a satisfied smile. "Thank you" she whispered. It was as if I had rewarded her with candy; instead of having just fucked the shit out of her.

      
        For the next two weeks I made a point of taking care of mom at least every other day. It wasn't that I couldn't have done it more; hell I could have fucked her twice a day if I had my way; but dad had reassured me that while she would submit it would make her sore and tired. Caring for her was paramount, and I soon discovered exactly what he meant.

      The doctors had said dad was making great progress, what did you expect from a man who made living life its own challenge. Mom and I were visiting on a Saturday afternoon; Dad had been up for a short walk and was resting in bed. He looked over at mom, and once again I watched that connection between the two of them.

      I envied the bond they had, I knew I could push further with mom; but it just didn't seem right. Mom silently rose from her chair and with a soft kiss of his cheek; she walked out of the room. Dad looked at me for a moment.

      "You're getting better every day" he said with a smile.

      "I'm trying" I said quietly.

      "Trying or not, I wanted to say thanks" Dad said. "Your mother and I needed you, and you stepped up; I'm proud of you."

      "Proud of me for fucking my mother" I gave a short sick laugh.

      "No, proud of you for taking care of your mother" Dad said quietly. "There's a difference Rick."

      "I know...thanks Dad" I said sullenly.

      "You want her, don't you." His voice was soft but clear.

      "Would you hate me if I said yes" I looked at him.

      "If you didn't say yes I would have beat the shit out of you." God he was so calm.

      "It doesn't matter; she belongs to you." I said honestly.

      
        
      

      "Yes she does" Dad said matter of fact. "There's something I want you to do this week." Dad started talking. I didn't know whether to have a raging hard on, or be shocked out of my skull when he was done.

      "You're serious?" I asked shocked.

      "Very" Dad looked at me. "It's always been her favorite and I think before I come home, you should give it to her."

      "I'm not sure" I said hesitant.

      "Your brain says that, if your dick got any harder it would rip your jeans" he nodded at my groin.

      "Asshole" I muttered.

      "Just send your mother in" he said with a laugh.

      "Are you going to tell her?" I was curious.

      "Hell no" Dad snorted. "No, there's something else she and I need to discuss" his face grew serious. "Something important, but we'll take care of it."

      I just nodded and stepped to the hospital room door. As I watched mom come into the room, that eager to please smile on her face as she headed straight for dad; I knew I could fill in for the old man...but I could never BE him.

      Maybe someday I'll get as lucky as he is, I thought wistfully.

      Back at home I went to the playroom and pulled out the box again. Carefully selecting the items I wanted, I thought everything thru in my mind. I wasn't built like dad; six foot two and a hundred and ninety pounds of muscle. At five foot ten and barely breaking one seventy I had to modify things a bit.

      
        The first was location, so I headed up to the master bedroom. The second would be how I would initiate things. Honestly, the idea didn't come to me until the last moment. Mom had finished the dishes and said she was taking a shower. I silently acknowledged her comment, and as she walked away, it clicked. This was my opportunity.

      Hurrying up the stairs I got the last of the items set out in the master bedroom, while I listened to the running water. I stripped and then waited, when I heard the water turn off, I stood at the door to the master bathroom. I eased the door open and watched through the crack as she stepped from the shower. Bending at the waist mom began to dry her hair; God that ass looked fantastic; too bad I was about to ruin it.

      Opening the door, I reached out and wrapped my arms around her waist.

      "Rick" mom gave a shocked squeal as I lifted her off the floor. It took some effort, but I carried her into the bedroom and threw her half wet body onto the large bed.

      "Rick...what are you..." The rest was an expulsion of breath as I landed on top of her straddling her chest.

      The move did exactly what I had hoped, first it knocked the wind out of her, second was it stunned her. For the few seconds she lay in shock; I reached up and wrapped the leather straps I had previously tied to the headboard around each wrist.

      Mom began to finally struggle as I twisted my body around. I had to capture each leg as I secured her ankles with the other two straps. All the while I heard her chattering.

      "Rick...you can't...I'm your mother...oh God...honey stop..." I honestly almost believed her; until I caught the scent filling the room; raw pheromones, the smell of a woman in heat. She had to be dripping wet as I had secured her to the bed.

      "What are you doing?" she asked with wide eyes.

      "What else" I half sneered. "I'm fucking my mother."

      Before she could move or answer, I lined my cock up between her spread thighs, and rammed home. One single stroke and my balls slapped against her ass; God it felt like a volcanic vise as I drove in.

      
        
      

      "AAAAHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGG" mom screamed as my cock ripped her open.

      I didn't hesitate this time, my hips started right away as I began to pound down into her trapped body.

      "Rick...Rickkk...Rickkkyyyyyyyyy" mom squealed.

      Her back arched and those magnificent breasts thrust straight into the air. Her eyes rolled back and a grimace washed across her face. Her legs and arms jerked at the leather straps as I hammered into her.

      Hot juices sprayed out to wash my belly as her body quaked through her first orgasm. I never let up, I pounded and pounded my hips slapping into her pelvis over and over. I gritted my teeth to keep from cumming, almost biting my tongue; not now, I needed to hold this together.

      For over ten minutes at least I ravaged my mother's abused cunt. It was the most violent I had ever been in my life, I was terrified I was going too far; but when I reached between mom's out stretched arms to slide my hand under the pillow, my face drew near hers.

      Dear God, I had never seen a face of pure rapture before that moment. The bed was soaked under her body with cunt cream and sweat; her tits were mashed against my chest as I stretched. Mom's eyes glowed as she stared at the ceiling, glazed with lust; her face flushed a crimson that ran down her neck. My face was near hers and I felt her head slightly lift. She nipped at my earlobe, and then a voice that dripped lust whispered in my ear.

      "Dear God I love you" her voice taut with passion.

      Latching onto my prize, I quickly pulled back, drawing my hips out. With every ounce of my strength I slammed my hips down, driving all of my cock deep inside her. I hope I was big enough, and then I felt it. That pressure as the tip of my cock pressed lightly against her cervix.

      Mom gurgled, her head arching back into the bed. I hear the leather straps snap as she jerked hard on them.

      "Ohhh...myyyyyy...GAAAWWWDDDDDDDDD" mom screamed.

      
        
      

      I felt the walls of her already tight cunt slam down on my cock. Planting my knees and hands I jerked back; the effect was to rip my cock free of her clutching pussy in one move.

      Mom's eyes popped open and a rabid look crossed her face. "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO" she screamed.

      Dad knew his little sub well; she did exactly what he claimed she would. Her ass shot straight up into the air as her back arched. The most pitiful keening filled the room, like some kind of wounded animal.

      I quickly shoved the pillow under her suspended ass, and then made my move. With my smaller size and less strength, I had to make some adjustments; but at this point everything literally fell into place just as dad had described.

      I reached forward and shoved...HARD. I looked down and watched as almost a foot of huge hard rubber dick slammed into her stretched hole. Mom's eyes turned into huge saucers as her entire gut was stretched wide open. I swore I could even see the bulge on her flat belly as that monster drove into her. Her mouth opened to scream, but the only thing that came out was a small trickle of spit that ran from the corner.

      Now was the moment, I shuffled forward, gripping my own cock in my other hand. Having positioned the pillow just right, I knelt there and waited. I gave my other hand a quick twist just to stimulate, watching mom's entire body quiver as that thick black cock twirled deep inside her gut.

      I looked up just in time to watch mom's eyes slowly roll back until only the white's showed. "Fuck" she grunted softly and it was like the wind went out of her sails as her body dropped back to the bed. I looked down between her spread thighs and watched in wonder as the fat head of my cock pressed against the tight ring of moms' ass, and then easily slid inside.

      I knew I wasn't huge, like I mentioned I'm about eight inches. But eight inches can feel like a telephone pole when it's shoved up your ass. Having experience with anal sex before I had greased my cock with a light sheen of baby oil. Between the oil and her own weight, I stared as inch by inch I slid into her tight rectum. God, I thought her cunt was tight; her sphincter gripped me so tight if I hadn't been gripping my cock I swear it would have bent my steel hard dick.

      Even as her exhausted body continued its journey down; her head rose from the bed and looked at me. Her eyes had suddenly refocused and she looked at me with wonder.

      
        
      

      "You're...in my ass...oh God Rick..." mom panted. "Did...did he...oh Jesus" she whispered as she sank completely onto me.

      "What do you think?" I asked, my wrist twisting again, driving that fat piece of rubber deep into her.

      I pulled my hips back and then slid back in, timing the movement to match that fat piece of rubber pushing deep; mom's eyes rolled back again as her body began to quake; both of her holes filled to capacity.

      "Tom...oh God Tom..." Mom gurgled. "I'll be good...I promise" mom whimpered.

      I watched in amazement as mom's shattered mind slipped back to dad. I envied my father more than any man on earth in that moment. To have the complete love and trust of a woman like this, it was something I had never imagined.

      My mind snapped back as I felt my balls begin to tighten, dad was right; you don't last long with your cock buried in a sweet tight ass. I released my cock and laid my hand across mom's belly, I could feel the muscles flexing as she mounted.

      "Please...Tom..." she whimpered; but I remained silent.

      "Can I...can I...please let me...cum." Mom barely whispered out.

      I tried to lower my voice to dad's deeper baritone; but I don't think it really mattered much; mom's mind was totally overwhelmed as her orgasm hung right on the cliff. "Cum for me baby" I told her.

      "Cumming...cumming for Tom." Mom groaned.

      Her entire body locked up, her thighs quivering against the straps. I could only kneel there and watch as a fountain of hot juice erupted from between our bodies, splashing halfway up my chest as mom's body surrendered.

      When the heat of that cream hit my skin, my balls erupted; sending thick wads of steaming cum deep into her belly. I don't even know if she was aware I was cumming; but it didn't matter. This was for her; dad had said this was how he had 'won' her; and he would remind her every now and then. I felt honored to be a part of their ritual, it brought me closer to the two of them than I had ever imagined.

      As my balls pulled up tight, the last of my seed dribbling into her ass; mom gave a deep sigh; and then collapsed onto the bed. Sliding my cock free I could see the thick ooze of cum that dripped from her ass and soaked the bed. I pulled the plastic dildo free; and then quietly undid the straps from her wrists and ankles. I lay her now limp body out on the bed and drew the sheet over her.

      "I love you" I whispered as I kissed her forehead.

      "Love you Tom" mom murmured.

      I have to say I had mixed feeling when we brought Dad home that Monday. As a son I couldn't have been happier, I even felt mom's tears of joy as she hugged me tight.

      "Thank you...for everything" she whispered in my ear.

      I did feel a bit like the third wheel for the next couple of weeks. I watched mom resume her daily routine; that silent communication, the love and adoration in her eyes. I had a new appreciation for their relationship.

      That Saturday I roused myself from bed about nine. I had just finished mowing the lawn and had been texting a couple of buddies about joining them in a quick game of pick-up. I went into the house to tell mom and dad I would be heading out, and almost went back out the back door again.

      "Rick" my father's voice drew me back. Shit I thought. With a sigh I trudged into the living room.

      "At least say hello" his deep baritone told me.

      I turned to the couch; "Hello Aunt Melanie" I sighed out.

      Aunt Melanie, mom's younger sister, I guess you would call her an oops child. My grandparents had a son and then a daughter; figuring everything was done, they were surprised when my grandmother popped up pregnant almost ten years later with Aunt Melanie. In a way she had grown up a spoiled only child, and there were times she still acted like it; hell most of the time.

      
        There was just something that always grated on me about the woman. It wasn't that she was butt face ugly or something; hell if anything she actually pretty easy on the eyes. She had shoulder length blonde hair and those same piercing blue eyes mom had. Her hips were curved in all the right places; oh maybe her boobs were a bit smaller than mom's, but believe me she had a killer ass.

      "Rick." That almost whiney voice came out of her; it took everything I had not to shudder.

      "I'm heading to the high school, going to shoot some hoops" I turned and spoke to Dad.

      "You can't even spend a Saturday with your injured father?" God that voice was killing me.

      "I spent every day for the last two months" I didn't even turn from facing Dad. "Besides mom is here, he'll be fine."

      ""Don't get sanctimonious on me Ricky" I hated when she called me Ricky. "Your mother waist on him hand and foot; she's his wife not his footpad for God's sake."

      Something snapped inside me; maybe the month of having mom; maybe just that better understanding of mom and dad; I'm not really sure. Dad saw it in my face, he opened his mouth to speak, but it was too late.

      I wheeled around and face my Aunt Melanie. "Listen...woman." I kept the other choice words to myself.

      "Don't you EVER call her a footpad, do you understand. "The fact you can't hold a husband is no damn reason to berate a loving couple like parents."

      I felt mom cringe beside me. The fact Aunt Melanie had been married and divorced twice added fuel to my comment, but it was supposed to be a forbidden subject in our house.

      "How DARE you..." Aunt Melanie rose from her seat on the couch.

      "Oh I dare all right" I stepped in front of her. "That's the problem Aunt Melanie; you've never met a Man. Those wimpy assed pussies you called husbands needed to deal with you; but they didn't have the guts." I stared into her saucer wide eyes.

      
        
      

      "You wouldn't..." her voice cracked.

      "Don't push me Melanie" I told her. In the heat of the moment the title of Aunt had suddenly vanished. This was man against woman, and I was damned if woman was going to win this time.

      "Or I'll push you to your knees and show you what a real man does" I growled into her face.

      "Rick" mom gasped beside me, but I wasn't even registering the presence of my parents. I never saw my father gesture at mom making her fall silent.

      "You little..." Aunt Melanie started in, her face flushed bright red.

      "I'm not little Melanie" I gave a wicked smile. "That's your problem; maybe eight inches shoved down your throat would shut you up." I hissed. "Now get off my back" I rumbled.

      I wheeled around and started to leave, but I heard it; an almost soft whisper behind me.

      "Yes sir." I heard Aunt Melanie's voice.

      I whipped back around and stared at her. This time really LOOKED at her. Her eyes were big and round; and the glitter in those crystal blue eyes reminded me...I froze. The flush on her face had spread. It now raced down her neck, with just a faint rose spreading across the open cleavage of her blouse.

      "What did you say?" I asked as I stepped back in front of her.

      Aunt Melanie's eyes locked to mine. Her mouth opened and I watched her lips move, but the words weren't coming out. Finally, in a small strangled voice she spoke.

      "Yes...sir" she whispered again.

      
        I glanced down at her pale yellow blouse, holy shit her nipples were rock hard and pressing through the fabric of her bra and blouse. I looked back into her eyes, she knew exactly where I had been looking, and now the flush in her cleavage was even deeper than before.

      Everything in the room vanished but her, I can't explain it. I didn't hear the television, I never saw my parents sitting on feet away. My whole focus was on this woman before me. I glanced at the floor in front of my feet, and then nodded at her.

      Slowly, Aunt Melanie sank to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving my face. I had the urge to say something, but I bit back the words. She was a grown woman, she knew. I stood there and waited as Aunt Melanie looked up. Hesitantly her hands came up, I never said a word as she slowly unsnapped my jeans and pulled down the zipper. I wanted to shove my cock down her throat so bad I almost reached down and ripped my jeans to my knees, but I waited. This needed to be her, somehow I understood that.

      "Oh God" I heard her moan when my rock hard eight inches finally sprang free. One slender hand came up and wrapped around my thick stalk.

      This time when she looked up at me, her eyes had changed. The blue was still there, but there was a new smoldering look, blended with a look I had never seen in a woman before; pure adoration.

      May I..." she asked softly.

      "Say it" I told her.

      "May I...suck it" Her voice trembled.

      "May you suck it...what" I pressed.

      "May I suck it...please" Aunt Melanie almost moaned.

      "No" I told her. God I had never seen a look of sheer want suddenly turn into sorrow so quickly. "Because I'm going to fuck your mouth" I quickly added.

      "Yessss" Melanie moaned.

      
        
      

      I reached down and gripped the sides of her head, wrapping my fingers in her hair. "I'm going to fuck your mouth until I dump my cum down your throat" I husked.

      "Ohhh Rick" Melanie moaned.

      That was the last coherent word she said as my hips drove forward, and my entire cock slid into her mouth. I heard her gag as my length hit the back of her throat, but I didn't stop. My brain was hazing over and I fought to keep my mind clear.

      Holy shit, I thought mom was good; Aunt Melanie put every Las Vegas stripper to shame. Her hands dropped limp to her sides as I held her head. Even gagging she pressed her face further on; spit dripping down her chin.

      I felt her nose bury in my pubic hair as her chin banged into my swinging balls. "Fuck yeaaahhhhh" I moaned as total suction covered my entire cock.

      "Uullkkkkkkkk" I heard her gag, but she didn't stop me.

      Oh my God every fiver and nerve in my cock went haywire. Her tight throat squeezed the head, her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip, her lips dragged along every inch; and I was being bathed in her warm saliva.

      I was so close I was about to scream; but something clicked in the back of my mind. My fingers tightened in her hair, and with every bit of my willpower I had left, I pulled her mouth free.

      "Oh God noooooo" Melanie whimpered. I bent down to my face only inches from her, holding her head in my hands, cradling her face I gently stroked her cheek.

      "Say it" I whispered one more time.

      "I want your cum, dear God I need your cum...please" she babbled back.

      "I own you, do you understand Melanie" I whispered. "From this moment on, you are mine and mine alone" I told her.

      
        
      

      "Yes, God yes" she moaned. "I'll do anything...let me please you" she choked out staring into my eyes.

      "Will you be a good girl" I gently kissed her lips.

      "I'll be good...I promise Rick" a single tear trickled down her cheek.

      "I love you" I whispered against her cheek.

      "I love you" Melanie moaned.

      I rose back up, only this time; I released my grip on her head and rested my hands on my hips. I stood there watching her, waiting. This time it would be all her. I felt those glorious lips slide back down me, that hot mouth envelope my cock.

      "Oh my God" I groaned. "Take my cum you perfect cocksucker" I told her.

      I just stood there and quivered as my nuts tried to melt off my body. Roaring filled my ears, my eyes squeezed shut, and the first blast of molten cream poured down her throat.

      Jesus Christ; I came and I came and I kept cumming; my balls actually hurt they spasmed so hard. Through it all Aunt Melanie sucked and slurped and swallowed every single drop.

      By the time she was done my cock was softening in her mouth and yet she seemed reluctant to release it. My brain finally started to clear; and with shock I realized we were standing in the middle of the living room; and my Aunt Melanie had just drained me completely; feet from my parents. I reached down and helped her stand on wobbly legs.

      "Your turn" I said softly. Her eyes widened in delight, and like an eager to please child she all but scrambled for the stairs. I didn't need to tell her, she knew we would be going to my bedroom.

      "Sorry" I said quietly, looking at my parents.

      
        "Don't be" my father's deep baritone answered. "Don't keep her waiting, she needs you" he smiled.

      I just nodded and took ahold of my still open jeans. I hadn't made four steps to the base of the stairs and I could feel my cock thickening in anticipation.

      "Congratulations...lucky bastard" my father's voice followed me.

      Turning I stared at what I considered one of the luckiest couples on the planet. "That makes two of us" I smiled back.

    
  
    
      Finding a Replacement

      Before I start things, there is something I need to say. My late husband Howard was the most loving and caring man I had ever met. If he wasn't, we would not have remained happily married for almost twenty-five years. He was my friend, my confidante, my lover; and he was also my Master.

      For those who don't understand the true meaning of being submissive; it's very hard to explain. I had grown up a conservative Jewish girl. Howard was four years my senior when we met through one of my father's law associates. I was a fresh high school graduate of eighteen, and he was a dashing doctor in the making at twenty-two.

      Six months later we were married and my life changed. Howard knew my needs and desires greater than anyone, even me. That is the true relationship between a sub and their Master. He never once abused me, and I never was made to do something that deep inside I did not wish to do; it was Howard who knew those deep desires.

      He gave me direction, love and life. That vanished when COVID claimed his life four months ago. Financially nothing changed; Howard had great life insurance, and we had spent two decades investing. He had also given me the confidence to start my own online business, which was doing fairly well with the COVID world.

      No, my loss was deeper than that. It was the loss of direction, almost a loss of purpose that struck deep into me. Howard was more than my husband; he was my life. In nearly twenty-five years we had built a home, a medical practice, an online business, and a family; all together. The idea of moving onward alone terrified me.

      
        Were it not for our two children I'm not sure where I would have been. Marcus, our oldest is twenty-two and works as an apprentice architect at a local firm. Our daughter Ruth is nineteen and in her senior year of high school.

      Marcus was the image of his father, physically. At almost six feet and over two hundred pounds, he could be an imposing figure; especially when he was flanked by his mother and sister.

      Howard often called us his two pixies; and for good reason. Both Ruth and I barely broke five feet; and I think I was the heavier at nearly a hundred and fifteen pounds. We both had long auburn hair that went half way down our backs; and as Howard called them; in the throes of passion, large brown doe eyes.

      Many were the times people confused us for sisters rather than mother and daughter. I made special efforts to eat right and stay in shape; not for vanity; but for my husband. He loved his pixie, and I did everything I could to give that to him.

      After Howard's death Ruth and Marcus spent more time at the house; I suspect as much for me as for themselves; but I wasn't one to argue. It was Marcus who apparently caught the first thought that something was different with mom.

      After four months without direction, I was apparently switching my submission towards my children. A fact I did subconsciously, because I was never aware of it. It was later that Marcus told me how we would be sitting on the patio and he would mention he was thirsty; and before he could move I was out of my chair fetching him a drink. Or how Ruth would mention she was chilled in the evening air and I would immediately run to get her a sweater.

      It was Marcus who first broached the subject of me dating; a topic I almost violently refused.

      "You need to find a companion mom" Marcus told me.

      "No one can replace your father" I replied sadly.

      "Why? Because no one can tell you what you need?" he looked at me.

      "Marcus, you are getting into dangerous territory" I said softly.

      
        We were in the kitchen preparing the dinner plates and pouring wine; Ruth was on her cell phone out on the patio. Marcus looked out the glass doors at his sister, and then stepped beside me.

      "You have beautiful breasts" his deep baritone caught me flat footed.

      "Marcus" I gasped.

      I couldn't help it; I instinctively looked down at my chest. I was wearing a pale pink blouse that was thin enough you could see the light tan bra underneath. Neither Ruth nor I have those huge breasts men seem to fawn over.

      We both sport a nice pair of 34 B's; and I had always been proud of the fact that even almost fifty years old and I had kept my firmness. I turned and looked at him; he wasn't looking at me as he focused on pouring the wine.

      "Go upstairs and take your bra off" he said without looking up from the glass he was filling.

      "I'm your mother; you shouldn't ask..." I started to say, but Marcus' baritone cut me off.

      "I didn't ask" he stopped pouring and turned to look at me. "I told you" he said calmly.

      I just stood there frozen as he set down the bottle, and without another word; he picked up the glasses and headed for the patio door. I trembled as I heard his words; he hadn't asked, he had told me.

      Something four months old, clicked deep inside me. I didn't have time to run up to the bedroom, so I stepped into the laundry room off the kitchen. Reaching behind my back I unsnapped my bra and pulled it through the sleeves of my blouse. As I tossed it into the laundry basket, I looked down.

      Dear God, I could actually see my dark areoles through the thin fabric. Before I could second guess myself, I stepped back into the kitchen and picked up the three plates.

      Walking out to the patio, I set Ruth's on the table in front of her. To this day I can't say why; but when I bent down to place his plate, I held for a moment in front of Marcus; letting him see down the opening of my blouse.

      
        
      

      "They're beautiful" he whispered softly.

      "Thank you" I said in a hushed voice; as a blush crept over my cheeks.

      Before I could move, Marcus reached out and gripped my wrist. "Thank you what?" He let the words hang in the air as he stared into my eyes.

      "Thank you...sir" I whispered in a hoarse voice.

      God I barely made it back to my chair. My knees threatened to buckle; my panties were soaked; and my nipples felt like twin diamonds pressed against my blouse.

      For the rest of the evening we chatted about Marcus and Ruth; through it all he said nothing more but I could see his eyes going to my blouse from time to time. I watched Ruth, to see if she was aware; but she gave no clue.

      By the end of the evening, I walked Marcus to the front door while Ruth retreated to her room to finish her studies. Marcus leaned down and I felt a warm kiss on my cheek.

      "Night sweetie" I said.

      "Night mom" he smiled gently. "I think I'll come by tomorrow and clean the pool" he told me.

      Clean the pool, why, we had someone doing that; I just stared at him. He turned to reach for the door knob, my mind whirling with confusion. Then, he turned and swept my feet out from under me.

      "You can skip the bra and the panties" he said softly.

      I looked into those piercing green eyes, and my heart skipped a beat. My entire body quivered as so many thoughts raced through my mind. But, only two words slipped out of my mouth.

      "Yes sir" I whispered.

      
        
      

      "Excellent" Marcus nodded.

      I watched a smile crease his face and I felt a familiar warmth blossom deep inside me. He was happy, I had made him happy.

      After he had left, I retreated to my own bedroom; and did something I hadn't done in ages. I masturbated; in a way no mother should. I pulled a toy from my closet I hadn't used in months; an eight inch long plastic phallus with a suction cup at the base. Starting a warm shower, I suctioned the fake cock to the wall.

      Standing under the warm spray, I lay my hands along my lower back, imagining powerful hands holding them there; and then rammed myself onto that fake dick.

      My ass slapped the wall through four tremendous orgasms as I saw Marcus taking me in ways only Howard had done. My juices flooded the shower floor as I pounded myself into submission for him. By the time I slipped my exhausted body into bed, my only yearning was that I didn't feel that hot seed filling my belly.

      The next day I couldn't focus; I wandered the house aimless; even Ruth saw it. She asked me what was wrong but I gave some nonsense answer about the heat; while standing in an air conditioned house.

      It was early afternoon when I went to my bedroom to change. Marcus would be arriving soon, and I needed to remove my panties and bra; strangely enough there was no question in my mind that I would do exactly what he told me too.

      There was no guilt, no remorse; only the thrill in my core that I was doing this for him. What I didn't know, and should have; was that what one sibling knew, so did the other. Apparently Marcus and Ruth had been talking about my behavior for a few weeks. When Marcus had told his sister his theory, she had originally scoffed.

      My bra move last night had shocked her; and instead of studying, she had spent the evening on the phone with her brother. The two of them began laying plans that would ultimately fill the void of my loving husband...with them.

      
        I had removed my panties and bra, slipping back into my jeans and blouse. I opened my bedroom door to head back downstairs, and all but collided with Ruth.

      "Oh "I gave out a surprised noise.

      Ruth stood silent in the doorway, looking at me. Because she stood right in the doorway I couldn't leave, and when she started advancing on me, it forced me to retreat back into the bedroom.

      "That won't do" she said as she looked me over again.

      "What do you mean?" I asked. I was confused, what was she talking about?

      "Stand there" Ruth said, and then stepped over to my closet.

      "Ruth I..." I started to ask.

      "Mother" her one word froze me. There was no hesitation, no second thought. It was a voice telling me, not asking. Like her brother had, she froze me to the spot.

      Pulling out a hanger she turned to me. "Change" she said the single word.

      I stared at the spaghetti strap tank top in her hand. Dear God no, I thought; my entire chest would be on display. The thing was pale blue, wafer thin; and tight. My chest wasn't huge, but even in that it would mold to my breasts.

      "Ruth, you can't..." I started to protest.

      "He can't appreciate them if he can't see them" she stated flatly.

      My eyes grew to saucers as I stared at her. Dear God, she knows. The thought they had been communicating never entered my brain; I simply thought I had been too obvious the other night. I knew I could refuse, but something inside me said how unhappy Ruth would be if I did.

      
        "Yes" I whispered as I reached for the top.

      Her hand instantly withdrew, pulling the top out of my reach. She cocked her head to one side and looked at me. Her large brown eyes were staring at me, as if she was waiting. My stomach did a flip as I looked into her eyes.

      "Yes dear" I whispered. Just like that the top was in my hand; and a smile spread across her face.

      I turned to my bed and set the top down, I heard Ruth rummage in my dresser drawers as I reached up and pulled the blouse off. I bent down and picked up the tank top from the bed.

      "He's right, they're beautiful" Ruth's soft voice surprised me.

      My fist instinct was to hide, this was my daughter. Instead, I slowly turned, holding the top in my hand; until my breasts came into her full view.

      "Thank you Miss" I said back softly.

      Ruth stepped closer, her fingers traveling over my cheek. Her eyes bored into mine, and I felt my body quiver.

      "You're beautiful, you're sexy, and you're hot" she told me. "Don't ever hide that again."

      "Yes Miss" I said in a hoarse voice.

      My skin burned at her touch, and I could feel juices leak between my lips at her touch. God what was happening to me? Howard had opened my world to so many things in two decades together. Yes, I had been with other men, and even a few women; but only when given permission, and never without his presence. The fact I would respond to a woman didn't surprise me, the fact it was my daughter shocked me to my core.

      Ruth laid a pair of shorts on the bed and smiled at me. Without a word she turned and left my bedroom. I stood there, looking down at a pair of denim cut off shorts that would highlight the curves of my ass. Dear God, she was showing me off I realized; and to her brother no less.

      
        Yet, any thought of resistance had long fled my mind or my body. I slipped the tight top on, adjusting it so it molded around my small breasts. Then slipping the shorts on, I pulled them up tight, so the crotch pressed into my swollen wet lips. It was going to be a long night, I thought.

      Dinner was once again on the patio. Winter would be here soon and we were enjoying the warm autumn air. Neither Ruth nor Marcus made a comment about my attire, but I could see the hungry look in his eyes. Ruth had chosen well, of course she had she knew, I thought.

      The feeling of a man looking at you with such hunger is a strange thing. It excites you, and yet gives you power. Being submissive is not all about surrender; it's about control. While he may control my body, I control his heart. While Howard used my body, there was no doubt in my mind who owned his heart; and he proved it every time he filled my body with his cock, and his seed.

      I looked at my son, and saw that same hunger, that same desire. I knew, given the chance; this man would own my body, until he filled me; and I would not stop him.

      After dinner I went into the kitchen to refill our wine glasses. It was Marcus who stepped up behind me as I stood at the counter. It was his hot voice that filled my ear.

      "I love the outfit" he husked.

      "Ruth picked it" I gasped as his hands slipped around my waist.

      "You have fantastic tits" he murmured.

      God, not breasts, they were tits; and right then they were his. His hands slid up and cupped my breasts; two large paws that enveloped both globes. I might as well have been naked as thin as my tank top was. I could feel the heat of his hands against my skin, and his thumbs strummed over my rock hard nipples.

      "Ohhhhhhhh" I couldn't suppress the moan as I stood there, letting hi maul me.

      His hips pressed into me from behind, and I could feel his hard cock against my ass cheeks. God he was huge, as my body shuddered. He pressed in, grinding my pelvis into the edge of the counter in front of me.

      
        "Oh my God" I groaned as my belly lit on fire.

      "I want to suck them" Marcus rumbled in my ear.

      I felt his weight ease up on me, and without even thinking, I turned in his grasp. Now facing him, I stared into his eyes as I reached down and pulled the hem of my tank top up to my neck.

      My breasts weren't exposed more than a moment and Marcus lowered his head; warm lips wrapping around my nipple. Four moths is a long time to go without when you are made love to almost every day; my body simply melted as he sucked the turgid nipple in.

      "God yessssss" I whimpered.

      Heat spread from my breast to my belly, and I could feel the knot growing. I heard the soft slurping and suckling as Marcus feasted on one breast and then the other.

      I watched in shock as Ruth walked into the kitchen, looked at us for a moment, her face lighting in a bright smile. She then refilled her wine glass, and walked back to the patio without a word. As the glass doors slid shut, my body exploded.

      "Cumming...oh God...yes...cumming..." I babbled as my body convulsed.

      God he hadn't even touched my pussy, and I was flooding my shorts with hot cream. I wanted to claw at his pants, I wanted his cock inside me; but he hadn't given me permission. Instead I whimpered and mewled as my orgasm rolled through me.

      Finally his head came up, releasing my aching nipple with a wet pop. I looked into his green eyes, and surrendered.

      "Please" I begged softly.

      "Not yet" he smiled. "When it's time." He told me.

      
        I wanted to scream it was time now; that I needed him. I needed his hard cock plowing into me, owning me. Instead, I did what I had been conditioned to do, I gave in.

      "Yes sir" I almost cried in frustration.

      "Don't worry" he reassured me. "When the time is right, I'm going to fuck every inch of you" his voice was deep and husky.

      "Oh God" I moaned; my mind swirling with images of him owning my entire body.

      Before I could react, his weight was gone. Marcus picked his wine glass up from the counter, and with that dazzling smile, walked out through the patio doors. I just stood there shaking like a leaf, as my soaked jean shorts clung to my aching lips. God, what was I becoming, my mind screamed at me.

      It took a bit to collect myself before I could head back to the patio, but neither Marcus nor Ruth said a word. The rest of the evening was raw frustration for me; I wanted to leap onto my son and give myself to him, and yet my daughter also kept tormenting me. When she spread her legs in my full view; I was stunned to realize that under her light summer dress were two glistening fat lips. First, she wasn't wearing panties, second she was shaved bald.

      By the time the evening ended, I was a mass of needy flesh. After Marcus finally left, I raced to my bedroom. I was literally dripping juices as I jammed my toy back onto my shower wall.

      I set the temperature and stripped, dropping my top and shorts on the floor, I couldn't wait to get into that warm water. I stepped under the spray, my body slick with water, and then turned my back to the wall. Bending at the waist I lined up to the thick plastic cock, wishing it was Marcus standing behind me instead.

      I reached back and spread my cheeks, opening myself to the thick fake cock. Just as I felt the fat head press against my lips, I looked up at the sound of the shower door sliding open.

      I stared stunned as a nude Ruth stepped into the warm spray. I could only watch helpless as she stepped over to me, resting her hands on my shoulders. Her large eyes captured mine, holding them; as my arms fell limp at my side.

      "Mine" she whispered in a lust filled voice.

      
        
      

      "Yours" I whimpered as I surrendered.

      With all her diminutive weight, Ruth shoved back on my shoulders. The effect rammed my ass back until it pressed into the cool tile wall. My mouth hung open as I felt my walls suddenly stretched wide. She had shoved every inch of that toy deep into me in one move.

      She eased up the pressure on my shoulders, and I slid my body forward; feeling the fake veins drag along my clit.

      "Oh fuckkkk" I moaned softly.

      "I don't mind if I do" Ruth gripped my shoulders.

      "Aaagghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" my wail echoed off the shower walls as Ruth slammed me back once again.

      Even as my belly felt that complete fullness, Ruth guided me forward and shoved me back; again and again she impaled me on that fake cock as if it were an extension of her.

      "You like that? Your daughter fucking you?" her hypnotic voice shredded my mind.

      "Fuck me...own me...yours..." I gurgled as my first orgasm tore through me.

      I could feel my hot juices running down my thighs, and yet Ruth never let up. My body continued to rock back and forth as she drove me onto that toy.

      "Cumming...oh God...cumming..." I moaned as a second orgasm rolled right on the heels of the first.

      Four months without real sex; and I was letting it all loose. By the time my third orgasm began to ebb I was a quaking mass of flesh and Ruth had total control. One of her hands now squeezed and kneaded my breast while the other guided my shoulder. She no longer needed to push me back as I eagerly took that plastic cock deeper and deeper.

      
        Suddenly, something was different; Ruth had bent me further over so my head was almost level with her waist. I stared at her fat swollen lips as she shoved my ass back against the wall.

      Stuffed full of my toy, she held me there. I watched as she shuffled closer; she couldn't want me too...and then her pussy covered my mouth.

      "Eat me" she growled.

      It wasn't a request; my beloved daughter; had just told me what to do; and I happily did it. I opened my mouth and sliced my tongue between her soaked lips. I tasted her thick cream as I probed inside her. She tangled her fingers in my long hair and ground her pelvis into my face.

      "Eat me my beautiful slut" I heard her voice above me and it sent a chill down my spine.

      I wanted to deny the reality; but I couldn't. My hips bucked as that buried toy triggered my fourth, and most mind bending orgasm I had ever felt.

      As Ruth's hot pussy cream filled my mouth, I heard the distant splatter of my own juices hitting the shower floor. I was squirting, gushing my acceptance even as my body drank her offering.

      I heard Ruth screaming her pleasure above me, as I tasted her cum; it was as if I had been brought back to life after four months of sleeping. To know that I was pleasing her to this degree sent my orgasm rolling through me in waves.

      My mind had already given in, accepting my fate. I had a new Master now, and she owned every fiber of my being. Like my Howard before her, I would follow this woman to hell and back.

      By the time Ruth staggered back, all I could do was ease forward until that cock slid free with an obscene sucking noise; and then ease my shattered body to the floor of the shower.

      I watched as Ruth moved towards the shower door; I felt an almost immediate emptiness that she was leaving. I was terrified I would lose her like I had lost Howard.

      "Ruth" my raspy voice was barely over a whisper.

      
        She turned and looked at me her hand on the shower door knob. I could see the after effect shock in her eyes at what had just happened, and the intensity of everything. I needed to reassure her that this was what I wanted.

      "Thank you Mistress" I whispered. "I love you" I felt my tears mix with the shower water on my face.

      Through all the confusion on her face, that bright smile spread across and I felt that warmth deep in my core again.

      "You serve well" she smiled.

      "I'm yours" I told my nineteen year old daughter.

      "Not totally" she gave that dazzling smile. "But we'll settle that later" and she was gone.

      My mind was still rattled from my orgasms; and my pussy ached from her constant pounding; so I barely registered her comment. After drying off, I slid my weary body between my sheets and slid into the most contented sleep I had experienced in months.

      For two days, Ruth owned every part of me. It was like I had been given a new lease and I wanted to prove my love for her. She had me eat her pussy for breakfast, until I drank her juices.

      She fucked my pussy with my own toy as she stared into my eyes; until I groaned her name as my orgasm shredded my entire being. And when she took my ass, it sent me to places I had almost forgotten. Only Howard had the rights to that hole; that was our agreement; and in giving it to Ruth, deep inside I conceded who she was, my new Master.

      By Saturday; I was sated and fucked in every way possible for two women. Her smiles; and contented sounds sent shivers through me. I felt her love each time she held me; and I felt I was home again.

      That Saturday she brought my life full circle, and she did it with a deck of cards. She had called me to the living room, where I found her sitting nude on the couch.

      "Strip" it only took that one word and I cast my clothing to the side. "Sit" she indicated the couch; where I sat following her instructions.

      
        
      

      "We're going to play a game" she smiled as she set the deck on the coffee table in front of us.

      "The rules are simple she began to shuffle the cards. "The high card wins. The winner gets to ask the loser a question."

      "But be careful" she looked into my eyes. "What you ask, you must also answer yourself." I just sat and stared, feeling my heart hammer in my chest.

      The first two cards I had a four and Ruth drew a queen. She looked at me for a moment.

      "Was Dad your only master?" she asked me.

      "Yes" I nodded. "He woke me and trained me" I said softly.

      Ruth nodded. "I've never had a master, and you're my first sub" she smiled.

      "You're doing perfect Mistress" I told her.

      Fate let me next draw a ten and Ruth a six. I stared at my daughter, and then asked the simplest of the questions in my mind.

      "Have you ever made love to a woman before" I asked her.

      "No" Ruth's face turned light red. "You were my first. I hope I..."

      I laid my hand on hers and gave it a gentle squeeze.

      "You were perfect darling." I told her. "You gave me exactly what I needed." I felt that warmth at her bright smile.

      I stared to reach for the cards when Ruth stopped me.

      
        
      

      "Your turn to answer" she stared into my eyes. God, I had forgotten I had to answer as well.

      "Yes" I answered honestly. I could see the surprise in her face so I felt I needed to explain.

      "When your father and I were together, we attended...parties" I gave a half smile.

      Ruth released my hand, and then turned over two cards for us. I could see her Ace and my nine and I waited. Turning towards me, she folded one leg under her and I watched as she slowly glided her fingers over her glistening lips.

      "Have you ever fucked other men" her voice was husky.

      "Yes" I admitted. "The same parties" I told her. "But only with your father's permission and never without him" I added.

      "God that's hot" Ruth almost moaned. I heard a wet squelch as her finger slid between her lips.

      "Have you and Marcus...." God the one question that burned in me and I couldn't form the words.

      "Say it" Ruth watched my face. I heard a louder squelch as she added a second finger between her thighs.

      "Have you and Marcus fucked?" I asked as my body shuddered.

      "Why don't you ask him?" she smiled as she tilted her head.

      I turned and looked over the back of the couch, and there he was. With a shock I realized this whole scene had been staged by the two of them to put me here totally nude for my son.

      Marcus stood in the entry to the living room watching us, even as I scrambled off the couch and around to face him he never said a word. The cards were forgotten as I stood in front of this man who had suddenly become the other half of my being.

      
        
      

      He reached down and popped the button on the front of his khaki shorts; and then in silence he waited. I slowly sank to my knees in front of him, my small hands reaching up to pull the zipper down and open the folds.

      My heart hammered in my chest as I tugged the cloth down over his hips so he could step free of them. Looking up again my vision centered on the massive bulge in his tight sports underwear. It was like looking at a thick tube of steak and my mouth watered.

      I tentatively reached for the waist of his underwear, watching his face. He gave that dazzling smile and nodded; eagerly I tugged the cloth free, watching his cock come into view.

      The first real cock since before Howard's death, and it was beautiful. The crowned head glistened with pre cum; and I could feel the heat on my palms as I wrapped both hands around the thick stalk.

      I inhaled his scent as I tugged him down, holding it straight out from his body. Shuffling forward on my knees I stared up into his eyes as I opened my mouth.

      "Yesssss" he gave a guttural moan as my hot mouth closed over the head.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" I moaned as his taste overwhelmed me.

      Afterwards he told me I was like a starved demon on his cock, I believe him. It had been so long and all I knew was this was where I wanted to be; on my knees, serving him.

      "Suck it my slut" Marcus groaned as I took him deep.

      I didn't suck, I devoured him. I slurped and licked; I gagged and choked as I tried to take every inch down my throat. I felt fingers curl in my hair as his hips started to move; my arms falling limp at my side as I let him take over.

      I was beyond myself as my son fucked my mouth like a madman. Spit dripped from the corner of my mouth, while hot juices dripped down my thighs; and I wanted more. God I wanted his sperm.

      
        "Oh fuck, so fucking good." Marcus moaned above me. It only encouraged me onward. "I'm going to cum, we need to..." he gasped as his hands started to pull free of my head.

      My hands shot up and gripped his wrists, holding his hands at the back of my head; and them I slammed my mouth and throat on him. Tears welled in my eyes as my nose bumped into his wiry pubic hair.

      I had taken all of him; every inch. As his cock pulsed, I offered him my throat.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" I hummed as the first cannon shot hit the back of my throat, and began to ooze down into my stomach.

      "FFFFUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I heard him roar his release above me.

      My entire body thrummed with joy, I had pleased him. I had given him the release he so badly needed. I pulled my mouth back and clamped my lips around the crowned head and waited.

      His second wave throbbed and filled my mouth with hot thick seed. I swirled my tongue reveling in the texture and taste. He was right; I was a slut, HIS slut.

      His hot cum filling my mouth, I could only grunt when he jerked my head back and off his cock. He stared down at me with burning eyes.

      "Show me" he husked.

      I knelt in front of him and opened my mouth wide, the pool of white cream coating my tongue.

      "Oh my fucking God" I heard Ruth's voice as she stood behind me.

      I swallowed, feeling his cream slip down my throat; as two hands gripped my shoulders and suddenly tugged me backwards. Before I realized it, I was laid out on the living room floor, my arms stretched above my head, my daughter gripping my wrists like a small pair of manacles.

      "Take me" I moaned as Marcus jerked my thighs open.

      
        
      

      "I give myself...to my son and daughter...take OHHHH SHHHITTTTTTTTTTT" I started to mumble, ending in a piercing scream.

      Marcus had slid between my spread thighs, and God help me, he was still steel hard even after having dumped his hot load down my throat. I felt the fat head of his cock at my drenched lips; and then he plowed every inch into me as his weight dropped down.

      Impaled, owned, taken...so many words...and they all meant the same thing. My eyes rolled back ad my back arched as a white heat filled my belly.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I wailed as Marcus began to slam down into me.

      It was such a familiar sensation, and yet new at the same time. This time there was two of them; Ruth stretching my arms above my head; holding me down. My back arched as my breasts mashed into Marcus' strong chest.

      Every thrust was deep and hard; driving me into the carpet; I felt the veins of his cock drag along my walls. I spread my legs as wide as I could, accepting him. I could feel my juices running down the crack of my ass to soak the carpet as waves rolled through my gut.

      "Fucking...tight...cunt..." Marcus grunted above me.

      Tight, how could I not be; he was HUGE inside me as he filled me to my limit. I could feel the head of his cock bumping my soft cervix; sending bolts through me.

      I felt Ruth lean over me, and a hot mouth wrapped around my breast as Marcus propped himself on his arms. I could hear the wet slap of his hips against mine as the most amazing sensation began to fill me.

      "Guuuhhaaaaaaaaa" I heard myself gurgle as a second orgasm blossomed, and crashed headlong into the first one still rolling through me.

      I flopped on the floor as Marcus continued to pound into my almost helpless body. I could feel my arms flail at my sides. Flail? Wait, wasn't Ruth holding...and then I could smell it. It filled my nostrils with the scent of a woman in heat.

      
        
      

      My eyes fluttered open and I watched Ruth straddle my head, I stared up into the glistening lips of her pussy. Without even being told, I opened my mouth and waited.

      "Oh fuck yessssssssssss" I heard Ruth moan as her wet heat covered my mouth.

      I extended my tongue and slid it between her lips, I could feel her sticky fluids cling to my tongue; the taste overwhelming me. She ground her pelvis down into my face as juices ran down my chin

      "Oh shit...Marcus..." I could dimly hear Ruth moan; her fleshy thighs wrapped around my head.

      I could feel her ass cheeks start to quiver, I knew she was close. I had never wanted anything as badly as I wanted my daughters hot cum at that moment. I opened my mouth further and pulled the throbbing bud of her clit inside; grazing it with my teeth.

      I felt Ruth's body give a violent jerk; hot cream gushed out to wash my entire face as she came. I heard Ruth try to scream as her orgasm slammed home.

      "Marcuss...I'm...mmmppffffffffffff" a wet slobbering ended her cry as her brothers lips plasters to hers.

      I could hear the almost wet slobber of their kiss, God it was so erotic. Suddenly, Marcus drove down hard and deep; God I thought he was going to split me in half. Rather than pull back, this time her held; buried inside me. I could feel his cock swell thicker

      "Moommmmmmmmmmmmmmm" Ruth screamed as her lips separated from Marcus; and a second orgasm tore through her.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I heard Marcus roar as scalding hot seed pumped into my belly.

      I was beyond words; floating; as I felt both my children cum on me and in me. I gave a soft whimper as pussy juice ejected out of my body over Marcus' cock. It was the most intense orgasm I had ever felt; I couldn't even move as the three of us quivered and shook through raw physical pleasure.

      
        By the time fresh air washed over my face; as Ruth lifted herself free; I could feel Marcus' hot cum leaving from my now gaping pussy. A fleeting image of Howard's smiling face passed before my eyes.

      "Thank you" I whispered softly.

      I had not found one replacement for my beloved husband; I had found two; and they were perfect.

    
  
    
      Finding the Grail

      
        I've tried writing this story more than a few times, and each time I get about half way and wind up throwing it away. I mean, how do you put into words feeling and emotions that you yourself don't understand. I mean I know what happened, I just can't always describe how or why. So I decided to take my mothers' advice, and yes she is usually right, and tried to just record the events as they occurred. I do have to admit, her way of describing them was very fitting. Something you the reader will understand as you travel down the path I tread these last few months.
      

      IN THE BEGINNING

      This story starts where it always starts; at the beginning. I am the youngest child of three, of loving parents; we come from a modern middle income family. Oh we have our disagreements, but overall we aren't any different than a million other households in America.

      My parents met in college; after my father entered trades as a welder before they were married. My oldest brother was born first, and yes he is his father's son, just like dad. A year later my middle sister was born, and you would have to label her as the wild child, if you could even put a label on her. A year and a half after I was born, as for me I admit I am a momma's boy. I've always been closer to mom, not because I am a nerd or wuss, but it was always more of a mental connection. We just tended to think a lot alike, and that gave a bond neither my brother nor sister had.

      About two years after I was born, there was a bad accident. Nobody died, but the explosion of the acetylene tanks my father was welding with leveled the building where he worked. The following OSHA safety inspection found numerous violations and my folks got a sizeable settlement.

      While money is nice, it doesn't replace the lost months Dad spent in the hospital, or more, the change. Dad spent months in the hospital, yes he nearly died. When he did recover, it was like he was reborn; and I mean that literally.

      
        
      

      He left welding and attended seminary, and is now a practicing minister. Honestly it's all I've ever known him to be; that strict evangelical figure that dominated my years growing up.

      By the time I had hit my senior year in high school, I couldn't wait to get out of the house and that presence. What kept me? That's easy to answer, it was mom. I always had the feeling if I left what would happen to her.

      My older brother was like a carbon copy of dad, in fact he was already in seminary and planned to help dad run the church when he graduated. My sister, oh my God, that girl gave my mother gray hairs. Twice I had to sneak her drunken ass back into the house while mom diverted dad's attention, and that was the simple things. Her screaming matches with dad were notorious, as were her miniskirts and thongs. Although I do admit she had a damn fine pair of legs.

      So now you know where things were when this journey started. It was a normal, or quasi-normal, religious home that just brimmed with craziness. Well, the craziness was about to get worse.

      THE FLESH IS WEAK

      Once I had discovered masturbation the switch had been flipped, shit I did it at least two or three times a day. I swore it was going to fall off from being jerked so much. Needless to say sex became a preoccupation of my every waking moment. Be real what eighteen year old male doesn't spend half his life thinking of food and the other half thinking of sex.

      I had a routine where I would get home from school and head to my room to "do my homework"; which of course required a relaxation session first. Ostensibly to help my concentration, or so I reasoned to myself.

      I remember the day exactly, it was a Tuesday. Mom always did laundry on Tuesday, but always in the morning while I was at school. The hormonal teenage brain rarely functions well, and when I threw my backpack onto my chair and headed for my bed to stretch out, the fact that there were still clothes on my floor, and my bed was not made; never entered my horny brain. My dick was hard from a full day of staring at teenage girl asses and was screaming for relief.

      What I didn't know was that the washing machine had been broken, and just repaired that morning. Mom was doing laundry, but was apparently in the process when I made my silent trip through the house.

      
        I was deep into a fantasy of getting a blowjob from this little blonde at school, my hand stroking my throbbing cock; I never even heard the door to my room open. Just as I felt my balls start to tighten in that delightful release, I heard this sharp intake of breath. My eyes popped open and I stared at my mother, standing just inside the doorway of the room.

      I could see her eyes locked to my cock even as I felt my orgasm trying to shrivel in my balls. Now, I'm no ten inch porn star, but I am a respectable eight inches, and fairly thick. Yeah, all guys do the comparison thing in the gym locker room, give me a break.

      "Mom" was all I could gasp as my cock began to pulse.

      "Sorry" my mom mumbled "I need your dirty clothes."

      Then, the strangest thing happened. Instead of stepping out, mom went about picking up my laundry from the floor and dropping them into her small basket. All the while I could see her glancing over at my still hard cock.

      Where I had been frozen in fear, I slowly thawed as my hand began to gently glide up and down. Where I had waited for the screaming about impurity and sin, instead I saw furtive glances at my hard dick. Could mom really be watching me jerk off?

      As if to shove the point home, mom turned and bent to pick a pair of discarded underwear. Instead of just dropping it into her basket and moving on, mom held that pose. There, feet from me my eyes were the globes of my mother's ass as her jeans stretched violin tight over them.

      That was it, my teenage brain shut off and I lost it right there. My eyes slowly rolled back as my body began to tremble.

      "Oh Goddddd" I moaned. My cock jerked in my grip and the first molten rope arched skyward and then splattered on my belly.

      I grunted again as a second and then third thick stream spewed out, leaving a puddle of white goo congealing on my stomach.

      "Oh" I faintly heard mom gasp. My eyes fluttered open to see mom now standing, her eyes riveted to my cock as the last of my load dribbled from the tip and slid down my shaft, coating my hand.

      
        
      

      "You might need this" mom said in a hushed whisper, as she handed me one of my dirty t-shirts from the laundry basket.

      Before I could utter any thanks, she turned and walked from the room. She didn't run, she didn't scream, nothing. She just silently walked out. All the while my numbed brain wondered what had happened.

      DON'T LOSE YOUR GRIP ON LOVE AND LOYALTY (PROVERBS 3)

      We never spoke of what happened that afternoon, at first it was if it had never occurred. The following week I came home from school, and realized mom was doing laundry as I walked through the house. Had she altered her routine to match mine?

      That time, when she silently walked into my room, I made no effort to stop or hide what I was doing. My fist kept pumping my throbbing dick as my mother stood in the center of the room watching.

      She made no pretense of picking up clothes, as she stood holding the small laundry basket, her eyes glued to my pulsing cock. I wasn't sure what was happening, and yes I was a mess of conflicting emotions, but believe me that didn't stop me. Having someone watch you jerk off is one of any guy's hottest fantasies, even if it is your mother.

      The third time she watched me I totally lost it. This time she was wearing her flowered sun dress, and I could see her slender legs and painted toes. Her breasts were pushing out against the thin fabric. It didn't take long to blow a massive load all over myself.

      "Oh mom" I gasped as my orgasm hit. Her eyes grew wide as what felt was a gallon of hot cum coated my body.

      Without a word, and not handing me a t-shirt this time, mom turned on her heels and left the room. I thought I had just fucked up royally, and that the fun was now over. Boy was I wrong.

      Through dinner and after mom seemed preoccupied, but never said a word. By nine that night Dad was in the study preparing his sermon, my sister in her room behind locked door doing God knew what.

      
        I had retreated to my room to play some video games, but needless to say teenage hormones once again took over. I had just stripped down and stretched out on my bed when there was a soft tap on my door.

      I threw my sheet over my nude body and told them to come in. I watched as mom slipped into the room, closing the door behind her. She stood hesitant by the door, and then sucking on her lower lips, she looked up at me.

      "What were you thinking of...last time?" she asked softly.

      "You" I said, not seeing any reason to hide the truth.

      "Why me?" she actually seemed surprised.

      She was wearing the same sundress and I let my eyes travel over her. The barely hidden swell of her breasts, the slight pooch of her belly, and the hint of firm thighs just under the hemline. I could feel my cock stirring under the sheet as I gazed at her.

      "Because I think you're hot" I told her.

      Mom had not missed the shift of my sheet as my cock thickened and hardened, her eyes were riveted to my groin. Slowly she eased down into my desk chair, facing me.

      "I've never seen a man..." she said hesitantly. "Show me." Her soft voice almost sounded pleading.

      I drew the sheet back until my now steel hard cock slid into view. I reached down and gripped the shaft holding it upright. A drop of pre cum oozed from the tip.

      "Oh my God" mom whispered. "I do that to you" she said in awe.

      "Yes you do" I honestly told her. "Now, you show me." I said.

      "What?" she asked confused. Then her eyes widened again. "Oh nooooo, that wouldn't be right." She gasped.

      
        
      

      "And this is?" I wagged my cock back and forth. "It may not be right, but fair is fair; I showed you." I encouraged her.

      I could see a lot of conflict cross moms' face, and then her hands reached down to the hem of her dress. I watched as it slid up inch by inch, revealing her creamy thighs. My hand began to stroke slowly as the cloth slid higher and higher. At the top of her thighs it stopped, and my hand stopped with it.

      "Don't stop...please." That pleading was back in her voice.

      "Higher" I told her, holding my hand still.

      I was shocked when she complied, pulling the hem the rest of the way to her waist. She wasn't wearing a hidden thong, but she wasn't wearing granny panties either. I would call them bikini style as they fit more like a swim suit bottom on her. The fabric pulled tight as my hand pumped away.

      "Oh God" I groaned as I felt the rising boil in my balls.

      "Do I make you want to...you know." She asked.

      "You mean cum?" I finished for her. She nodded silently.

      "You're going to make me cum very soon mom" I groaned.

      It was then the next amazing thing happened. Without a word mom slipped from the desk chair, her forward movement bringing her to her knees at the side of my bed in the small room.

      My body literally vibrated as mom reached out and wrapped her hand around my pulsing cock. Releasing my grip, I dropped my hands to my sides as mom took over slowly pumping my cock.

      "Show me" she whispered.

      "Unnngggggggggg" I groaned, now past words as my balls erupted.

      
        
      

      "Yesssssssss" mom hissed softly as my hot cream exploded from the tip and sprayed across my belly.

      By the time I had emptied every drop out of my balls; my belly was covered in hot seed. I could see a thick strand coating her painted fingers as she drew her hand away, but she made no effort to wipe any of my cum from her hand.

      "Before your father...changed" Mom stared at her cum covered hand as she spoke. "We used to do this, and so much more."

      With a sigh mom rose to her feet and turned to the door. I knew it was now or never so I spoke.

      "Mom wait" I said softly. She turned and faced me.

      "I'd love to return the favor" I told her.

      Mom studied my face silently for a moment. Then she spoke softly.

      "You mean that don't you" she seemed surprised.

      "Very much" I told her.

      Mom stood at the door and studied my face for a moment, I thought at first she was going to say something, and then she turned and left my room without a word. I just lay on my bed, but stunned and tremendously turned on by the fact my mother had just jacked me off. The image of her hand sliding up and down my cock now forever burned in my memory.

      DO UNTO OTHERS

      It was less than a week later that the next encounter came. It wasn't laundry day so I really wasn't expecting anything. There hadn't been anything interesting on television so I had headed off to bed early.

      
        Dad, as was his usual, was working on another sermon or something in the den, and mom had gone to take a shower; so I figured I had a little private time. I hadn't gotten the chance to jerk off after school, and my balls were beginning to ache with that familiar feeling.

      I had just slipped off my shirt and jeans and was standing in my underwear in the middle of my room when mom quietly slipped inside. This time there had been no knock, no indication she was coming.

      I opened my mouth to say something when I realized she must have just come from the shower. Her damp hair was combed and hung to her shoulders. Her body encased in a fluffy blue robe I watched her once again sit in my computer chair.

      Mom watched me with this expectant look on her face, but this time I wanted something a bit different. Rather than stretching out on my bed, I stepped closer to her in the small room. Standing in front of her, I lowered my boxers and kicked them free.

      Mom gave a small gasp as my hardening cock began to expand only inches from her face. With almost a reverence she reached out and wrapped one hand around my throbbing cock, she gave a small smile as she felt it twitch in her grip.

      "I really excite you." She whispered. I could only grunt in reply. "Why, you can't see anything." She slowly began to pump my dick.

      "I can...imagine." I almost moaned. This was such a new sensation I was still getting used to the idea my mother was jerking me off.

      I felt my knees want to buckle as mom's other hand reached up and tugged at the belt to her robe. I couldn't believe what she was doing as the two folds separated in front of my eyes. The expanse of skin flooded my vision as her breasts came into view.

      "Oh my God" I groaned, her breasts were fantastic.

      The twin globes stood proud on her chest, full and round. They looked so soft and my hands ached to reach down and touch them. I could see them rise and fall with her labored breathing as she smiled at the sensation of my cock stiffening even more in her grip.

      "Is that better?" she asked softly.

      
        
      

      "Fuck yes" I moaned. I realized then she was offering herself to me, the fair exchange I had mentioned before.

      I lowered a hand and cupped her soft flesh. I could feel her shudder at the touch and a soft sigh escaped her lips. She gave a little moan as my fingertips caressed her hard nipple.

      "It's been...so long" she looked up into my eyes.

      My God, how my father could just ignore such beauty, I wondered. Here she was in need, and if he wouldn't I was damned if I was going to be the same insensitive asshole.

      I pulled my hips back and slid my cock from mom's grip. She seemed startled as I kneeled on the floor at her feet. Reaching up I laid my hands on her knees and began to gently separate her legs.

      "You shouldn't...what are you..." she whispered. Then a low groan followed as my lips landed on her firm inner thighs.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God..." she moaned as I left a moist trail higher and higher along her thighs.

      "My turn" I said as I opened her thighs even further.

      Mom's eyes widened as the dark fur covering her pussy came into view, she knows what I am going to do, I thought. Glancing between her now spread thighs; I could see her swollen and glistening lips through the tangle of hair.

      My only exposure to a pussy had been in porn, and almost all of them shaved. There was something so primal and exciting seeing my mother in her natural wonder.

      "We can't...ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh" mom moaned.

      I had ignored her comment, and extending my tongue I dragged it up the length of her soaked gash. Her scent filled my nostrils, and her taste coated my tongue as I gripped her now quivering thighs.

      
        Finishing at her throbbing clit, I pulled my head back, staring into her fever filled eyes. I knew she wanted this, but she needed to admit it; to herself as much as me.

      "Should I stop?" I asked in a teasing voice.

      Mom reached down and tangled her fingers in my hair. An almost wild look filled her eyes as she tightened her grip.

      "God help me no" she panted back. Then she spewed more filth than I think I had ever heard her say in my entire life.

      "Eat your mothers' cunt baby" she half growled. "Eat me while I fucking cum all over your face." I felt her tug at the back of my head.

      In shock my mouth closed on her, my tongue driving through the mat of hair to spear between her lips. I heard a guttural moan as my mouth was flooded with hot juice. This was my first time actually being with a woman, oh I had watched a ton of porn; but doing it yourself was totally different.

      I sucked, licked slurped, and drank every drop I could. I wanted nothing more than to please this woman. I found her pulsing clit and pulled it into my mouth, sucking on the hard bud.

      Mom reached up one hand and grabbed the lapel of her robe, stuffing the soft cloth into her gaping mouth just in time to muffle the wail that rolled out of her.

      "Mmmppfffffffffffffffffffffffff" mom screamed into the soft cloth, as her other hand ground my face between her spasming thighs.

      A flood of hot cream pumped out into my mouth, and you could hear me swallow as my mother orgasmed on my tongue.

      "So good, oh God" mom moaned as she dropped the cloth away. One hand holding my head while the other cupped her breast, pinching her aching nipple.

      For some reason I didn't want once to be enough, I slid one hand off her thigh and deeper into the valley. Even as her body trembled and shook from the after-shocks of her first orgasm, I slid two fingers into her drenched hole.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck...fuck yes." Mom moaned. "Finger fuck me you motherfucker" mom groaned down at me.

      My face coated in her juices, I looked up at her face. It was bright red, and the veins on her neck stood out as her back began to arch in the chair.

      "Going to...how...oh shit" mom gasped. Quickly I lowered my mouth back down and engulfed her swollen lips. Then an animal gurgle came out of her mouth as my mouth flooded full once again.

      I can't tell you how good it felt to make my mother feel such pleasure, but it did. I held her spasming body and drank deeply of her as she roared through her orgasm.

      By the time mom eased back in the chair my entire face was covered, and hot juices dripped off my chin to my chest. Her hands tugged at the sides of my head and I slowly withdrew to stare into her eyes.

      "Do you know what you just did?" she asked still panting.

      "Yes I do." I said simply. I wasn't going to brag, but neither would I hide from the fact I had just given my mother two fantastic orgasms.

      Suddenly mom rose from the chair, pulling her robe tighter around her still trembling body. Still kneeling in front of the chair I watched her step around me and to the door of the room. She reached out and gripped the door knob.

      Looking back at me, she couldn't miss the tent in my boxers. She looked into my eyes, shock on her face.

      "You want to fuck me" she said.

      I couldn't see hiding what was more than evident. "Yes" I told her with total honesty.

      Before I could say another word, mom opened my bedroom door and slipped out. I stayed kneeling for a moment, the thought of jerking off in my mind. No, I wasn't going to jerk off. There would be nothing until my cock was buried between those thighs, I thought.

      
        REVELATIONS

      Mom and I got together twice more over the next two weeks. Each time they were more intense, but each time she finished her orgasm, she skirted quickly out of my room before I could say or do anything.

      To say I was frustrated was an understatement, but I bided my time. I knew that eventually something had to give. It did, but in a surprising way.

      Dad had a wedding one Saturday, and while mom usually helped the women's group with the meal, she was recovering from a cold the previous day. Dad agreed it might not be best to not infect the congregation and newlywed couple; so mom stayed home.

      I had settled into a chair on the deck with my IPad, thinking I would give mom some quiet to rest. Only a few minutes later the sliding door opened and mom came out with two glasses of ice tea.

      She was wearing that blue fluffy robe again, and I wondered if the being "sick" had been to be alone with me. I soon discovered I was right, but for a different reason.

      "We need to talk." Mom said as she settled in the chair beside mine.

      "OK" I nodded. "But don't ask me to stop, I couldn't even if I wanted to, and I don't want to." I told her.

      "Stop?" a look of surprise crossed mom's face. "God no baby" she said. "I've felt more alive this last month than I have in two decades." A smile crossed her face.

      "But...things are...escalating." She said hesitantly.

      I thought of the hot hand jobs she had given me, and the taste of her juices. I knew she was right; if things continued there was only one end to all of this. I sat silent waiting for her to continue.

      "There are some things you need to know" she said with a heavy sigh. "I don't know how much your sister or brother remembers" she took a sip of her tea.

      
        "But all of this" she waved her hand in the air. "Isn't how it once was. In fact it isn't even how it was supposed to be." She frowned.

      "What do you mean?" I asked confused.

      "Before the...accident." Mom said carefully. "When you father and I first married, things were...well just different."

      "What do you mean different" I was getting curious.

      "For one thing, your father could fuck like an animal." She turned and looked at me.

      I wasn't sure which I was more shocked at; the bluntness of my mother and her language, or the thought my father actually could fuck. I just stared at her in surprise.

      "How do you think we had three children barely a year apart?" mom half smiled back. "We fucked in the bedroom; in the living room; God even the shower. He was insatiable." She told me

      I was stunned; my father a fucking machine. My God that pious ass, were we talking about the same man? Then it hit me what mom had said.

      "The accident, it changed him?" I asked softly.

      "Yes" Mom sighed. "Overnight it suddenly became dirty. Every time I wanted sex to he spouted some bible verse then rolled over and went to sleep."

      "My God" I whispered.

      "After you get rejected enough, you just give up." She said sadly. "Over time I simply locked up those desires...those needs." She took a deep drink of her tea as I watched her.

      "Then, I caught...saw you." She looked over at me.

      
        "I was masturbating." I said simply.

      "Yes, you were masturbating." Mom stared at my groin. "That cock; that cum...God that cum." She almost moaned.

      "You woke up?" I suddenly understood.

      "With a vengeance" mom sighed back. "I went to my room and frigged myself to four orgasms after that. I thought I was going to pass out." Mom half smiled.

      "I have to ask" I looked at mom. "Why stay?" I was curious.

      Mom just turned her head and stared silently at me. It took me a moment, but the light finally came on in my head.

      "You stayed for us." I said in a hushed voice. "For your children" I said.

      "Yes. First it was your brother; and then your sister. Mostly, it was for you." She tried to give a wan smile. "We always were the closest." She admitted.

      I was stunned. The sacrifice she had made; to totally bury her own needs and wants; for her children, made all my trials seem so trivial.

      "Then, I saw you; and that magnificent cock." She continued. "You weren't a child anymore. You were a man, and God you wanted me." She looked into my eyes. "You wanted me as a woman, something I hadn't felt in a very long time." She said softly.

      "I do want you" I told her. "I want to feel you, taste you; be with you." I stared back at her.

      "Prove it" mom's voice was husky.

      I knew what she was asking. Without a word I unsnapped my jeans, raising my ass slightly from the chair, I slid my jeans and boxers over my hips. My cock caught on the edge of my jeans and slapped against my belly as I pushed them lower, finally kicking them free.

      
        
      

      I now sat on our deck with my mother, a raging hard eight inch cock doing most of the talking for me. Most of, but not all thank God.

      "How long..." mom started to ask then stopped.

      "Since you sat down" I told her honestly. "Does that answer your question about wanting you?" I couldn't help ask.

      Mom finally pulled her eyes away from my throbbing cock and looked into my eyes.

      "That woman is almost free" she said softly. "Can you handle her?" she asked.

      "I'll do my best" I said honestly. "I want to please her beyond her wildest dreams." My own voice was getting husky.

      "If that woman is set free..." mom hesitated and stared into my eyes. "The ministers' wife will vanish, possibly forever. Do you understand?" she said quietly.

      Mom moved her eyes from my cock to my face; I could see the lust glowing behind her eyes as she ran her eyes over my body each time. My cock twitched causing mom to gasp slightly at the movement.

      "Now or never baby" she whispered with a hoarse voice. "Tell me what you want."

      I thought carefully about her request. I knew what I wanted, but I didn't think the time was right. That part of her had been buried for so long was just coming back, and I wanted to take this a step at a time.

      "I want..." I stared into her eyes. "I want my mother to suck my cock."

      "Oh baby" mom moaned as she slid from her chair and onto her knees.

      
        Like some wanton slut I watched her crawl the short distance between our chairs. I opened my legs, allowing her to slide closer, her hand coming up to wrap around my dick.

      "Oh baby" mom whispered. "You don't know how long I've wanted to do this."

      I opened my mouth to tell her to go ahead, but only a groan came out as without warning her hot mouth descended over my cock. I looked down and watched in amazement as my mother gave me my first blowjob.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" mom moaned as her lips glided up and down my shaft.

      I shuddered as she swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip. I thought my balls were tight enough, but when her hand came up and cupped my full sac I thought I was going to blow right there.

      Her mouth suddenly slipped off me, her hand tightening into a ring around the base of my cock. I felt the pressure build in my glands, making my balls slowly settle back down.

      "Not yet" mom hissed with sheer lust. "I'll tell you when to cum, not before" I could see the fire glowing in her eyes.

      I couldn't believe the woman she had kept hidden inside. Every movement reeked of sex and lust. When she totally released my cock from her grip, I watched as her mouth sucked hard around my crown, and then slowly slid down until her nose was buried in my pubic hair. Fuck, she had just deep throated me, I realized.

      At the same time she reached up and pulled her robe free, and I could only stare as her totally nude body came into view. I tell you this, there is nothing like having a nude and horny woman kneel between your legs with your cock shoved down her throat.

      I couldn't stand it anymore. Reaching down I wrapped my fingers into her dark hair, holding her head still I began to arch my hips. I could hear the wet slurping as I began to fuck her hot mouth. I thought she might get mad, but instead she only hummed her approval of me taking command. The vibration went straight to my balls, sending my body into overload and shutting my brain down at the same instant.

      "Take it mom, suck that cock" I roared as my orgasm built. "I'm going to fucking cum." I told her

      
        
      

      I arched my hips up harder, driving deeper. I could hear her start to gag on my length, but she seemed to feed off the motion. I felt my balls slap against her spit covered chin. The sight of my cock buried down her throat was too much.

      "FFFUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as my balls exploded.

      I heard her choke as the first rope pumped deep into her throat so I pulled back slightly, letting the second thick wad flood her mouth. I watched the muscles in her throat working as she tried to swallow what had to be the biggest load of my life.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" mom cooed as she slid her mouth off my slowly deflating cock.

      I could only sit in my chair in wonder and watch as this woman who until recently had been the staid and dour mother I knew, reached up and used a finger to wipe up the string of cum that had dribbled from the corner of her mouth.

      "God you're delicious" mom sighed and then sucked her goo covered finger clean.

      "And you are..." I couldn't even say the word.

      "A slut?" mom asked with a smile, her eyes now shining bright.

      I had never seen her look so alive and vibrant as she did kneeling at my feet right then. It was then I saw the woman my father had fallen in love with and I pitied him. He couldn't remember this beautiful and sexy creature, and now she belonged to me.

      Mom rose to her feet in front of me, bending at the waist she cupped my chin and stared into my eyes. It took all my will power not to look down at those pendulous breasts swaying in front of me.

      "Better believe it baby" mom said firmly. "And you are about to find out just what kind of slut I was." I shuddered at her words.

      
        Mom released my chin, turning she bent and picked up her robe. I couldn't help but stare at the globes of her ass as they filled my sight. God I wanted to fuck her so badly, but she had managed to drain my balls to such a point I knew it was useless to even try.

      Turning back, mom smiled when she saw where my eyes had been. She wiggled her hips, shaking her firm ass for me.

      "When I was in college I worked as a waitress." She said. "You can't imagine the times I served people their dinner while your father's hot cum dripped down my thighs." Jesus she was driving me crazy.

      "Which reminds me" mom turned and looked hard at me. "When you fuck me; and you WILL fuck me" her voice dripped with lust.

      "There are two rules" she calmly pulled her robe back on. "One, there will be no condoms." I could only nod in response.

      "Rule two" she bent down her hot breath in my ear. "Don't you dare fucking pull out, understood."

      "Yes" I croaked back.

      HONOR YOUR MOTHER

      I swear over the next month I went about crazy. I wanted to fuck mom so bad it was about all I ever thought about. I held back though, I wanted it to be her decision. She had admitted that day on the deck that we would be together, but the time had to be right; for both of us not just me.

      Once, I asked mom about it. All she would say was she wanted it to be special, and a time when we would not be interrupted. I never questioned her; I figured she had something in mind.

      I won't say we were idle during that time. I dry humped her in the kitchen while dad worked in his study. Once she slipped into my room and sucked me dry while dad showered. It was like I had released years of wanton desires, and this amazing woman intended to make up for lost time.

      I realized just how devious my mother could be when Dad announced the annual bishopric meeting for the church. This was an event Mom and Dad had attended together every year and took them away for nearly a week. It was always a time I actually enjoyed having the house to myself.

      
        
      

      When Dad said he was planning on taking mom, she had calmly talked about the two rooms she would book at the hotel. My surprised father asked her why two and mom reminded him that he had promised my brother could attend since it would help his seminary training.

      Dad was fine with two rooms until mom showed him the price; I thought Dad was going to have a seizure. Oh the demoness sprang her trap right there, and the poor man never had a clue.

      By the time their little discussion had ended, Dad had firmly told her she would not be going, that my brother would go; and that was final. For anyone else hearing you would have sworn it was his decision, but the small smile on my mother's face as she "tearfully" walked by me told me otherwise. Dear God, she had just given us the house to ourselves for almost an entire week.

      The drive would take the two of them about ten hours, so we sadly waved them good-bye about ten that morning. After watching them drive away, mom and I entered the house. I heard the sound of the front door lock snapping and the dead bolt being set. I turned and faced my mother leaning against the front door.

      "Neither of us is leaving this house for the next six days." She said. "I want you to go upstairs and take a hot shower, and then come to the master bedroom." I nodded my agreement and started for the stairs.

      "From this moment on and for the next six days" mom's voice stopped me. "YOU are the man of this house. Do you understand?"

      I turned at looked at mom. Her eyes were bright but there was something there, I thought carefully for a moment. For the first time I think I really did understand. I straightened my shoulders and steadied my voice.

      "I am going to take a shower" I repeated, letting her know I heard her and did agree. "I expect you on that bed, waiting; and nude." I stared at her. "If you have any clothing on, I will rip it off of you. Do you understand?" I said.

      Mom's eyes widened and a smile spread across her face. I swear to God her nipples instantly hardened at my words. I knew she was going to answer as her lips parted, but instead I turned and mounted the stairs, I wanted the message clear I expected compliance.

      
        Washed and dried, I walked nude down to my parents' bedroom. For the next six days it was going to be my bedroom; and longer if I had anything to say about it.

      Stepping into the bedroom I was greeted by the sight of my mother kneeling in the center of the bed. Her body almost glistened in the light from the sun coming through the window. Then I saw her test, the bra she still wore. I thought something was different, and then realized she had actually changed. This wasn't the same bra she had on earlier. This was an older worn one. One you can afford to lose, I thought silently.

      Mom continued to kneel and watch as I crossed the room. When I stood at the side of the bed, mom lowered herself to her hands and knees and crawled to the edge, my hard cock only inches from her face.

      "Finally" she whispered.

      Without a word I reached down between us, gripping the tops of the cups of her bra. Her eyes grew wide as the muscles in my arms flexed, followed by a ripping sound. The two cups separated in my hands and I pulled the now destroyed garment free.

      "Welcome home...Man of the House" mom whispered.

      "Now I will honor my mother" I told her softly. "Suck my cock." I growled.

      Mom leaned forward on her hands and knees opening her mouth. In one move she engulfed my thick cock to half way. The heat that enveloped my groin was intoxicating; I reached down and gripped the sides of her face.

      Mom gave a mewling sound as I began to move my hips, slowly fucking her mouth. I felt the engorged head bump the back of her throat but kept going. I had been dreaming of this for over a month, and I was not going to be denied.

      "That's it mom, suck your son." I groaned.

      "Ullkkkkk" mom tried to talk as I shoved my cock down her throat.

      
        I felt my balls slap against her chin as I buried myself to the root. There was no question of who was in charge this time, as eight inches of hard meat stretched her throat over and over.

      I could hear her taking breaths through her nose, looking down I watched her own spit dribble from the corner of her mouth and down her chin. The sight was enough to make me want to blow my load down her throat right there, but I had other plans for my first hot load.

      With a swift jerk, I brought moms' head back, my cock coming free with an obscene pop. She mewled again as she tried to get at my spit covered dick; but instead I shoved her back hard enough to send her sprawling on the bed on her back.

      "My turn" I growled as I dropped onto the bed between her spread thighs.

      "ARRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Mom screamed as I slammed my mouth over her dipping pussy.

      "Baby...Oh God...yes...eat me." Mom babbled as I drove my tongue as deep as it would go.

      There was no finesse, no romance; this was pure animal lust and the best kind...incestuous as a son eats his mother's cunt. I could taste her fluids as they flowed like a river out of her and into my mouth.

      I opened my mouth and sucked her clit in deep, my teeth grazing the hard bud. I had to grip moms' hips as she squirmed and wiggled on the bed under me.

      "Oh shit...Oh God..." she kept gasping. "What are you doiinnggggggggggggg" she wailed.

      I gripped both her ass cheeks as her hips rose from the bed. Out of the corner of my eye I could see her toes curl as her orgasm peaked. I could feel her whole body start to vibrate, and then with a scream a fountain of hot juice sprayed across my face.

      "Motherfucking, goddamned...eat me you BASTARD" the obscenities poured out of her equal to the cream that coated my face; as the woman hidden inside her roared to life.

      As mom collapsed back onto the bed, her fists gripped handfuls of sheets. I could hear a soft whimper but couldn't make out the words. Pulling my mouth free, I slid up her now sweat soaked body. Her eyes were closed and her face suffused with a glow.

      
        
      

      "Say it." I whispered down to her.

      Mom's eyes fluttered open and she stared up into my face. She released her grip on the sheets and slid her hands down my back, until she now gripped a cheek of my ass in each hand.

      "Fuck me...please" she sounded like she was begging

      That was all I needed; I reached down and held my pulsing cock in one hand while I supported myself on the other. Aiming the engorged head for her swollen lips, I lowered my hips. Just as the tip touched her moistness, I looked into her eyes.

      "I love you" I whispered.

      "Prove it" mom whispered back.

      My cock head parted her lips like wet petals, as I slid the head inside accompanied by a soft wet sucking sound. I could feel her tight walls gripping my cock as I held still.

      "Oh Jesus" mom groaned as she stared into my face. "Slow baby" she gasped. "It's been two years."

      Two years since mom had had sex, holy shit, I thought. No wonder her walls felt like a velvet vise, she was back to being as tight as a virgin against my eight inches. With a grunt I pushed down, sliding a couple more inches into her.

      I watched as mom's eyes fluttered again, her mouth opening in a silent Oh as her body gave a small spasm under me. I could feel her nails dig lightly into my ass and then slowly eased up.

      "My God" mom breathed out a long sigh. "I just came, fuck that was good." A small smile crept on her face. "Fuck your mother good baby" she encouraged me more.

      With only half my cock inside her tight tunnel, I began to rock my hips, slowly sliding in and out of her now dripping pussy. With each forward motion I slipped more and more of my length inside her.

      
        "Oh shit" mom grunted as my pelvis came down on hers, my entire eight inches now buried to the hilt inside her. Her grip tightened on my ass, holding me in place.

      "Don't move" mom gasped.

      I could feel her hips grind in a slow circle under me, as her mound pressed against my pelvis. There were like rhythmic waves pulsing along her tight walls as my mother skewered herself on me.

      "Oh baby" mom moaned "I want...I'm going to..." Then I watched as her eyes slowly rolled back.

      "Nnnaahhhhhhhhhhhhh" Mom softly keened as her entire body jerked under me. She stopped moving as a swamp of fluids gushed out to soak my cock and balls, and then slowly run down the crack of her ass to drench the sheet under her.

      "Wow" Mom whispered, as her eyes refocused on my face. "Are you sure you're a virgin?" she asked.

      "I was until a moment ago" I smiled back. "Why?"

      "Because you have already made me cum twice" she told me. "Yet, you haven't even started fucking me."

      I pulled slowly back until just the head of my cock rested inside her. Hovering over her I locked eyes with her. I gave a silent thanks to hours of watching porn that I actually knew what to do.

      "Like this" I grunted; and then rammed my weight down hard.

      My cock sliced through her walls driving deep. Mom's legs shot out and then wrapped around my waist as her nails dug painfully into my ass cheeks. I felt another gush of warm fluids wash my belly as her third orgasm ripped through her unprepared body.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Mom screamed as she convulsed under me.

      My hips rose and fell as I pounded down into her with wild abandon. One advantage to youth was an almost unlimited energy supply. Wet slurping filled the room, as the scent of our sex hung heavy in the air.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me...fuck me..." mom chanted as I hammered into her. "Own me baby" she said. "I'm yours for the taking."

      I knew I wouldn't last long for my first round. Hell, I was surprised I had lasted this long. I could hear my balls slapping her cum soaked ass as I fucked into her with everything I had.

      "Oh My Fucking God" Mom's eyes grew huge. "Again...oh fuck...oh God..." Mom gasped.

      I watched as mom devolved into a quivering mass under me. Her body was continuously jerking and spasming. Her hands slid up my back to the sides of my face.

      "My son is making me cum so fucking hard" her gravely lust filled voice washed over my face.

      I felt her walls rippling along my shaft, trying to milk the boiling cum from my balls. As I watched mom orgasm a fourth time, my body simply gave into the sensations as my nuts started to tighten.

      "Rule number two." Mom gasped, her eyes locking to mine.

      I tried to keep looking into her eyes as my orgasm hit, honestly; but it wasn't going to happen. My eyes rolled back as my released cum exploded from my balls and shot the length of my cock.

      "Mooommmmmmmmmmm" I gave a primal roar as the first blast jetted out to wash her walls.

      I refocused on moms' face as best I could as my ass cheeks tightened and a second burst pumped out to flood her waiting pussy. I could see the look of wonder in her eyes.

      "Jesus" she moaned. "I can feel it, oh my God." She shuddered under me.

      By the time the last spasm of my cock hit, it had to be three or four hot ropes I had let loose inside her. I rocked back on my heels between her lewdly spread thighs, looking down between our joined bodies.

      
        The erotic sight of my cock buried inside her tight pussy was bad enough; but the additional image of white globs of cream that matted both our pubis hairs, as our mixed cream seeped from her sent a shiver down my spine.

      "I'm no longer a virgin." I looked down at her.

      "No, you're not" mom reached up and hand and ran her fingers down my chest. "Now my baby boy is man of the house." She said.

      As I slid my cock free of her clutching pussy, I was shocked to see it coated in slick goo. I was even more shocked to realize that after emptying my balls I was still rock hard. I wanted more of my mother, and I intended to have it.

      "Am I your man?" I asked as my mother stared riveted at my throbbing cock.

      "Forever baby" Mom whispered back.

      I reached down and began to roll mom onto her face on the sheets. Pulling up on her hips, she helped as she rose to her hands and knees on the bed. She looked over her shoulder at me as I positioned myself behind her. There was a fire in her eyes I had never seen before.

      "Are you going to mount me?" she hissed. "Fuck your mother like a bitch in heat?"

      I growled with lust as I dragged the swollen head of my cock along her cum soaked lips. I had never in my life heard my mother talk like this; it was as if the over a decade she had been denied came pouring out of her mouth.

      "I fucking love this position" mom moaned. "It's been too long; now fuck me like the whore I am. Every hole belongs to you now baby."

      Did she say every hole? I looked into her eyes and saw the raw lust smoldering there. She meant exactly that, I realized. Every hole was now mine to do with as I chose.

      I gripped a handful of ass in each hand, aiming my thick cock for her gaping opening. Her entire ass was covered in slick cream from when we had fucked before, making it hard to grip her, but also it made her skin glisten.

      
        
      

      My brain short circuited, and I let nature take over. With a deep grunt I slammed every inch I could into her drenched cunt, my hips slapping against her ass cheeks as I filled her with my cock.

      "FFFUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK" mom screamed as I stretched her deeper than she ever had before.

      Before she could recover from the assault on her pussy, I slid my hand across her slick ass cheek and rammed my thumb deep through her puckered ring.

      Mom's head snapped back as both her holes were stretched and filled. Spit dripped from the corner of her mouth as she gave this animal keening sound. I thought at first I had hurt her, but when she shoved back harder against my cock and thumb; I realized it wasn't pain that had brought this reaction.

      "Fuck...yes...good...both...God...nahhh...cumming...gaaahhhh" Mom babbled as her body convulsed against me.

      My thumb slid in and out of that tight ring, while my cock pounded into her hungry pussy. I felt a sudden gush of warm fluids bathe my cock as mom exploded onto me, not letting up I continued to pound into her wet squelching pussy as wave after wave rolled through her.

      I could feel my cock expanding for the second time, but I wanted more from her. Just as I started to hit critical, I slammed my hips into her soft ass cheeks, driving my thumb as deep as it would go into her tight ass.

      "OH...MY...GOD" mom gasped.

      A soft growl came from deep in her throat as her body suddenly heaved against me. I felt hot juices literally spray around my cock and balls as my mother squirted out her pleasure

      "Cuummiinnngggggg" I moaned as my cock jerked deep in her belly, spewing out a second hot load in one morning.

      
        We both trembled and shook as our joint orgasms bonded us as one. Finally, with a huge sigh, mom simply leaned forward and collapsed onto her pillow on the bed. My cock slid free with a wet squelch, my thick cum oozing down her supple thighs.

      I eased myself down onto the bed beside her as we both labored to catch our breath.

      "Fucking fantastic" mom whispered softly as sleep took her.

      I couldn't even find the words to agree with her as I cuddled next to her. We were both so sated that neither of us caught the shadow that pulled away from the bedroom door.

      A couple of hours later, I roused myself from the bed. I had a triple threat staring at me. My nude and sexy mother lying on the bed, a full bladder screaming at me, and my stomach growled its empty need.

      Padding down the hall I stood in the bathroom and emptied my bladder first. I pulled on my robe from the hook behind the door and headed for the stairs. My mind was so preoccupied with the utterly fantastic way mom and I had started our six days of freedom, I was halfway across the kitchen before I saw her.

      I stopped dead and stared at my sister sitting at the kitchen table eating reheated left-overs for lunch. I quietly resumed my path to the refrigerator, finding a Tupperware container of left over pasta. Popping it in the microwave, I stood silent while it reheated.

      "I hope you washed your hands." My sisters' soft voice broke my private thoughts.

      "Ummmm, yeah" was all I could answer

      I never heard the microwave beep as she stood and walked to the kitchen sink to deposit her plate. She turned and stared at me only a couple of feet from me.

      "Good, you know how mom hates it when you come to dinner dirty." Her emphasis on the word come sent a shiver down my spine.

      
        I had this sinking feeling in the pit of my gut. Mom and I had been in such a hurry to consummate the last few months, we had both totally forgotten about my sister. We had locked the door, thinking we had secured the house. Not realizing there was someone else who had a key.

      "How long have you...been home?" I asked.

      "Long enough big brother...long enough" there was a glint in her eyes as she spoke.

      "Look we just...I mean..." I stuttered.

      "Skip it" my sister stepped closer, I could smell her perfume. "I don't judge like dear old dad" she said softly. "Mom deserves better, and it looked like she found it."

      I was struggling to find words to explain when she leaned in, her hot breath in my ear.

      "Besides" she said as her soft voice wafted against my skin. "You really are a "big" brother."

      I was dumbfounded and could only watch as she turned and walked to the kitchen door. My eyes were glued to her tight ass encased in those high cut jean shorts my father hated so much. They showed off every curve of her cute ass.

      "Where are you going?" I asked in a strangled voice.

      "You had your fantasy fulfilled" my sister smiled. "Now it's my turn."

      "Oh Jesus" I murmured. "What are you going to do?" I asked her.

      "I'm going upstairs to suck my brothers cum out of my mothers' nasty cunt." She said in a calm voice as her fingers undid the snap on the front of her jean shorts.

      Even after my sister had walked out of the kitchen, I stood rooted to the spot. My food was forgotten as I grappled with what she had just said. She wouldn't really, would she? My mind reeled in shock.

      
        Finally gaining motor movement in my legs, I headed back up the stairs, my empty stomach totally forgotten in my haste. I hit the doorway to the master bedroom just in time to watch my sister drop her panties onto the pile of clothing at the foot of the bed.

      "Oh my God" I whispered as she slowly crawled onto the bed.

      My sister held up a finger to her lips to silence me, so I did what any male would do, I just stood there and watched as she crawled to my mothers' sleeping form. Mom has sprawled on her back, one leg bent at the knee, her large firm breasts rising and falling with her even breathing.

      My sister reached out and slowly straightened her bent leg, drawing it further out. I watched her reach out a hand and dip one finger into the glistening wetness between moms' thighs. She then brought that same finger up and slowly licked my dried cum into her mouth.

      This was going rapidly from heaven, to hell and then back to heaven again. I stared at my sisters' tight bare ass as she settled on her stomach between moms' thighs. She was like a younger version of our mother, I had to admit, and damn was she hot.

      "Mmmmm" mom moaned softly, I watched as she trembled. I was looking at the back of my sisters' head as I imagined her hot mouth descending on our mother's hot sex.

      I thought of saying something, waking mom, but the rising blood flow in my cock reigned, and instead I slipped further into the room and to the side. Now I could see as my sisters' face buried between my mothers' thighs. I thought what had happened earlier with mom was hot, damn this was scorching.

      My cock gave a huge surge as my sister extended her tongue and drew it up the full length of moms' snatch.

      "Oh baby" mom moaned. God she thought it was me, I realized.

      "Fuck yes, eat momma" my mother moaned. I could see my sister press her head between those thighs; I knew her tongue was now probing deeper.

      I watched as mom slid her hands along the sheets, she was going to hold her head. For a second I panicked, if her hands hit my sisters long dark curls, she would know it wasn't me. Suddenly my sisters' hands shot out and gripped moms' wrists, holding them down.

      
        
      

      "Not fair...of fuck that's good" mom murmured. "My clit...yes my clit baby." Mom groaned.

      Mom rocked her hips back and forth; damn my sister had to be fucking her with her tongue I thought. I could see her rock hard nipples capping her swaying breasts as her entire body got into the motion.

      "Oh God...oh shit." Mom moaned. "Baby, I going to cum; you're making mommy cum." She mewled.

      I couldn't take it anymore, reaching down I wrapped my hand around my steel hard shaft and began to stroke. What I was watching was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. As moms' orgasm began to hit the point of no return, I could see her belly muscles start to flex.

      As if she knew, my sister released her grip on both wrists and wrapped her arms around mom's quivering thighs, grinding her face in even harder.

      "Oh fucking yessssss" mom moaned.

      Mom's hands shot down and gripped my sister's head, fingers wrapping into her flowing dark curls. Her eyes snapped open as she instantly realized something was different.

      Mom raised her head and I could see the confusion in her eyes as she tried to process what was before her. Her daughter was stretched out between her thighs, lapping at her now flowing cunt with total abandon. While her son stood mere feet away stroking a raging hard dick.

      Then the freight train hit the station and I watched as mom rolled her eyes back, her head dropping back to the pillow. Her ass slowly rose from the bed, while her hands gripped fists full of hair, grinding her pelvis into her daughters face.

      "Cu...cuumm...CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" mom screamed, as her body began to convulse on the bed.

      "Mmmmmhmmmmm" My sister hummed, sending what had to be the last straw of vibrations through mom's pelvis.

      
        I watched as mom thrashed about on the bed, my sister desperately holding onto her thighs, as her orgasm ripped through her. Rising to her knees, my sister ground her face in harder; I could hear the slurping as she drank the mixed cream that was pouring out of mom's spasming cunt.

      I couldn't take it anymore. The sight of my sisters' tight ass sticking up in the air as she knelt between mom's soaked thighs was too much. I was listening to my mother gurgle her way through a mind blowing orgasm, as my sister noisily swallowed her hot cream; I quickly shed my robe and climbed onto the bed behind my sisters jutting ass.

      When I gripped my sister by the hips and lined my cock up with her dripping hole, she finally pulled her mouth away and looked over her shoulder at me. She had a look of fear and surprise written all over her face.

      "What are you doing?" she gasped.

      "I'm going to fuck my sisters' cunt" I rumbled.

      "No...you can't...I'm not... My sister tried to protest.

      I heard nothing as my engorged head slipped between her swollen lips, and then I began to ease in inch by inch. Knowing she wasn't as experienced as mom, I took my time sliding in. God was I glad I did, she was so fucking tight I wondered if she was a virgin, but I never hit a hymen as I seated myself fully into her.

      "Oh shit...oh God...noooo" my sister babbled. "Gay...I'm gay, I don't do guys..." my sister grunted as my full eight inches sank home.

      My ears registered her words, but my brain was in hormonal shutdown and didn't register a damn thing. I pulled back and then rammed my hips forward hard. I began to pump into her tight pussy with long powerful strokes.

      "Oh fuck...never had...oh my God..." My sister moaned, as I spent the next few minutes pounding into her.

      I could feel her back begin to arch as her ass started to push back against me. She may be denying it, but she was starting to get into being fucked.

      
        
      

      What couldn't be more than ten minutes into hammering into my sisters' pussy, she dropped her head down until it lay on my mother's soft belly. I could feel the river flowing out around my cock as she was in a constant orgasm, but I knew the big one was building as her walls ripped around me.

      "Oh God, I can't like this" she moaned. "But it's so fucking goooddddd" she moaned.

      "It's OK baby, let it go" my mother cooed as she reached down and stroked my sisters hair.

      "I can't...I've never had a man..." my sister gasped. "Oh God mom...here it comes" she raised her head and stared at mom.

      Knowing she was close gave me a sudden burst of energy. I pulled back and then slammed in as hard as I could; I swore I drove my cock so deep the tip bounced off her cervix.

      "ARRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" my sister screamed as I felt a sudden gush of fluids flood around my cock to run down her thighs.

      "Cumminngggggg...on a man's cock" my sister wailed as her body convulsed. She let her arms go again as her head landed on mom's belly with a wet smack.

      "Fuck" I grunted as her vise tight walls slammed down on my cock. I felt my balls fiving. "I'm going to cum." I panted.

      My mother raised my sisters' head and stared into her eyes. She spoke so softly I could barely hear her over the roaring in my ears as my orgasm barreled down on me.

      "Tell him where sweetie" my mother instructed. "Tell your brother, where you want his hot, and thick baby seed." God her perversion only sent me spiraling to the edge.

      My sister turned her head to look at me kneeling behind her, my cock pulsing along her walls as I began to lose control.

      "Do it" she hissed at me. "Fill me my loving brother, Do what no man ever has, pump that hot cum deep in my lesbian cunt."

      
        
      

      That was all it took; I totally blanked as my body erupted in raw lust. My sister wanted my cream as much as my mother did.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I roared in agreement.

      I watched my sisters eyes grow wide as my first fiery blast sprayed her walls. I knew she could feel my hot cum filling her belly as I pumped wad after wad deep inside her.

      "That's it...give it to me...give it to me." My sister chanted as I unloaded in her.

      By the time I had spent myself, I was totally exhausted. I had just fucked two of the hottest women I knew in the same morning. I was starved and exhausted. God was this going to be a long six days. Right then, I didn't really give a shit if my father and brother returned or not.

      The next five days seemed almost surreal. I don't even remember how many loads I dumped between my mother and my sister. The hottest was when I would pump my steaming cum deep into one mouth, and then they would share a hot kiss. I could see both their throats working as they shared my cream.

      The day before my father and brother were due home, the two of them became like demons. I woke to mom sucking my balls dry, and then fifteen minutes later I was pounding my sisters' wet cunt in the kitchen. The entire day was spent in a frenzy of sex, I think because we all figured get in what we could before the party came to a sudden stop.

      By the sixth day, my balls literally ached from being emptied so many times, and my cock was almost raw. It was almost a respite when dad finally came back. His curt greetings towards mom and us meant not a damn thing hand changed.

      By the third day of dad being home, I was beyond horny. When you've never had something you don't miss it. I had been having sex multiple times a day on a regular basis. I fucking missed it.

      I finally got desperate enough to approach dad about getting a job or him going to the church; I needed time alone with mom and sis, it was killing me.

      
        The short conversation was, as usual, totally one sided. He didn't see a reason for me to work and risk my studies, and he was working on his sermon. By the time I left his office, I was so disappointed and distracted, trying to figure out how to get at least one of them alone, I almost forgot to close his office door.

      Turning back I reached for the knob; I knew dad was very strict about his alone time when he was preparing his sermons. As I started to pull the door quietly closed, something struck me as odd; dad was just sitting in his chair, but not writing.

      I started to ask him if everything was all right, when I watched him reach down into his lap. I saw his elbow move from behind his back. What the hell, if I didn't know better I would swear the pious old goat was trying to rub one out.

      Suddenly dad reached for his cell phone. I pulled the door almost shut, where if he glanced behind him he wouldn't see me. I didn't catch all of his conversation, but I sure caught enough.

      "Need to see you..." I heard. "Balls hurt...hot load...tight ass..." were snippets that came to me.

      Holy shit, was my old man cheating on my mom? This I had to get proof of. If what I had overheard was true, and I could get something like hard evidence, I could make the fucker leave the three of us alone to have our fun. I figured threaten him with exposure and he was mine.

      I thought of telling mom at first, but stopped myself. No, this was something I needed to keep to myself; I needed proof before I brought anyone else in. If, by chance, I was wrong, I didn't want anyone else involved.

      After retreating to the living room, sure enough not more than fifteen minutes later Dad crossed through heading to the front door.

      "I'm going over to the church, I'll be back for dinner." He said gruffly.

      Right asshole, I thought. After you just told me you didn't need to go to the church. You're going to get your dick dipped aren't you, I thought.

      I waited for dad to start pulling out of the driveway, before I slipped out and jumped into my little focus. Following him was a piece of cake, fuck you can't miss a huge white van with a church logo painted on it.

      
        Yep, got you; I thought as dad headed away from the church instead of towards it. We drove for about twenty minutes, before I saw him pull into the parking lot of a small motel. Parking in front of one of the units, he stepped out of the van. Knocking on the door, I watched it open just enough to let him slip inside.

      Who was it; the choir leader or maybe the church secretary? I slipped from my car and checking the empty parking lot, slipped to the window of the unit he had gone into.

      I could see a small part in the curtain, but was afraid if I stuck my head up to the window they might see me, or worse, someone might see me out here and report me as a peeper.

      I slipped my cell phone out of my belt case, and turned on the camera. Holding it in my hand covering it, I slid my hand to the opening in the curtain through the window. Standing there with my back to the window, I pressed the capture button four or five times, hoping at least one of the shots would be clear enough to identify who he was with.

      Maybe it's one of the church council, that's why so far from the house, I thought as I pulled the camera back. I flipped the camera off and opened the gallery. It only took the first picture, I had actually gotten lucky and that first shot was clear as a bell.

      I didn't know whether to shit my pants, piss myself, choke or even scream. I couldn't believe what I was looking at. There in full picture glory was my father, kneeling on the motel bed, his cock shoved up the ass...of my...BROTHER!

      For five frames I watched as my brother's face contorted in pleasure as his father pounded his ass. Holy living FUCK! I fumbled with the cell phone, nearly dropping it, as I quickly flipped back to the camera.

      This time I hit the record button, and slid the camera back to the opening in the curtain. I tried to gauge the opening to the lens, and held the phone still for at least a couple of minutes.

      Knowing I could be pushing my luck, I pulled the phone back and flipped the recorder off. I hustled to my car. Throwing the phone in the passenger seat, I made a beeline for home. I needed to be there before dad got back.

      Finally back home, I headed straight to my room. Locking the door I hooked my phone up to my computer by USB, finding the file I downloaded it. Seeing it on a bigger screen would be much better, and it saved the images for future use.

      
        
      

      The view started with my dad's feet on the bed. Then, the camera shifted and there they were. Dad was hammering his hard cock up my brothers' ass like a mad man. This was not gentle loving, fuck this was hard core buggering.

      My brothers' mouth hung open as he clawed at the bed, I could see his stiff dick swinging under his body while dad gave it to him good. Suddenly my brother threw back his head and a torrent of cum spewed out of his swinging cock to soak the bed.

      At about the same time, Dad stiffened, and then jerked. I watched on the screen as thick white goo seeped out of my brothers' ass around my fathers' buried cock.

      When the scene finally quit, I looked down and was startled to see I had a raging hard on. I grabbed the mouse and first rewound the video to the start, and then I minimized the screen.

      I rose and stripped off my jeans and boxers, then unlocked and opened my bedroom door.

      "MOM!" I yelled out into the hall. "COME HERE" I called to her.

      Returning to my chair I smiled as I settled my now half nude body into position, adjusting the chair back slightly to accommodate my plan.

      "Baby, what did you...oh my God?" Mom gasped when she saw me sitting at my desk. "What are you doing?" she asked.

      "Get over here" I said.

      "Baby...we can't...your father..." mom tried to resist; even though her eyes were glued to my raging hard cock.

      "For once, I want you to do as you are told" I said to me. "Get over here" I repeated.

      Silently mom approached and then stepped into the gap between my chair and the screen. I turned her back to me so she was facing the screen, settling her between my spread legs.

      
        
      

      I reached out and slid my hands under the hem of the skirt mom was wearing. The one perk of dad wanting her to stay a "woman" was mom almost always wore skirts. With a quick yank, I brought her panties to below her knees.

      "Ohhh" mom moaned. "Baby, we really can't" she kept saying, as I maneuvered her into position.

      Still holding her hips, I pulled back gently, with my legs spread I pulled until her knees startled to buckle over mine, forcing her to lower down towards my lap.

      "We can't...everyone..." mom tried to protest. I lined her now bare pussy lips up with my engorged cock. I was not even listening as I lowered her further.

      "What are you...oh fuck..." mom groaned as my thick cock parted her lips and began to slide inside.

      "Oh God...so thick..." "Mom moaned as I continued to impale her on my throbbing cock.

      Finally I felt her firm ass settle onto my thighs, nestled against my full balls. I wrapped my arms around her body, my hands cupping both full breasts through her dress. I could feel her rock hard nipples through the cloth. Mom might have been saying no with her voice, but her body was screaming yes.

      "Take the mouse" I whispered in a hot voice into her ear. "Now open the viewer at the bottom." I watched the mouse slowly move with her trembling hand. "Now, click play."

      Just as mom hit play, I began to thrust my hips up from the chair, driving my cock even further into her soaked cavern.

      "Oh fuck!" mom gasped.

      I wasn't sure if it was from my cock suddenly stretching her more; or the image that appeared before her, of her husband shoving his hard cock up the ass of her son.

      "Oh God, it can't be" mom whispered; even as my thick cock slowly slid in and out of her. "God, he's fucking his own son."

      
        
      

      "I don't know mom" I murmured in her ear. "It looks like my big brother is doing a fair bit of fucking himself." I reached around her and manipulated the mouse, highlighting my brothers' face in a box, and then expanding the view.

      Releasing the mouse I dropped my hand between moms' spread thighs, my fingers dragging over her swollen clit.

      "Ohhhhh" mom moaned as I lightly pinched the hard bud.

      "Look at him mom" my voice filled her ear with hot breath. "Taking his daddy's hard cock up his tight little ass" I hissed. "While his mouth hangs open in screams, his spit dripping down his chin."

      "Oh fuck, that's so nasty." Mom groaned. I could feel her hips begin to rise and fall as she started to really get into the action.

      "Does he...does he...suck him." Mom grunted between thrusts.

      "Better than that." I whispered.

      I reached around with my other hand, not wanting to stop the ripple of pleasure my other fingers were giving her between her thighs.

      "Tell me...please" mom moaned. She was picking up speed now, her ass lightly slapping my thighs as she rode my cock.

      I manipulated the mouse again. I exited out of the close up of my brothers' face, this time drawing an edit box around dad's hard cock. Suddenly the screen was filled with the close-up image of dad's hard dick sliding in and out of the puckered ring of my brothers' tight ass.

      I matched dads' motions stroke for stroke as I pounded up into mom. Every stroke she watched she felt. It felt like an automated response; when dad froze in the film, so did mom. Her pussy shoved down on me hard as she quivered.

      
        "He can't...he wouldn't...his own son..." Mom grunted. Just that quick we both watched as a thick stream of white goo oozed out around dad's cock. He was pumping his sons' ass full of his seed.

      "Oh my God, he's cumming." Mom groaned. "Cumming in his sons' ass." Her voice grated.

      "Why not, I'm going to fill my mothers' cunt" I said in a husky voice

      I felt my cock jerk deep inside her quivering belly; I gripped her hips and held her tight to me as my cock fired my hot seed deep inside.

      "Nahhhhhhhhhhhhhhuughhhhhhhhh" Mom screamed as her body convulsed on my lap.

      I felt a gush of fluids bathe my cock as her tight walls slammed down on me. I could feel my balls emptying up into her clenching pussy; the sensation was the most erotic thing I could have felt.

      "Fuck...Fuck...FUCK!" Mom cried as she felt every blast of my baby making seed inside her. "Fuck your whore mother" Mom urged me on. "Just like your father fucked your sissy whore brother" She growled.

      I don't think I have ever cum as hard or as much as I did right then. She drained my balls completely, all the while soaking my chair in our mixed juices. By the time our orgasms had receded, we were both laying back into the chair; mom had her sweat slick back against my chest; while both of us fought to catch our breath.

      "Jesus Christ that was intense." My mother gasped.

      "Which part?" I asked her. "Feeling your youngest son cumming inside your pussy, or watching your oldest son getting buggered in the ass by his father?" I chuckled.

      "You are one nasty man." My mother laughed.

      "Oh I'm about to get a whole lot nastier." I told mom. When she turned and looked at me with that questioning gaze, I told her what I had thought.

      
        "Its simple mom" I smiled. "There is no way in HELL dad can afford to let even a single member of the congregation see what he was doing in that motel." I told her.

      "I'll give you that" mom replied. "What else are you thinking, I know you." She smiled back.

      "It's very simple; with that video and maybe one or two more for good measure." I started. "We make a deal with dear old dad." I said.

      "Oh My God" mom gasped, as the realization began to dawn on her.

      "Exactly" I smiled broadly. "Dad gets to keep buggering his sissy son, maybe even exchange blowjobs I don't care." I said. "In exchange I get my mother and my sisters' tight pussies."

      Mom sat on my lap, dripping my thick cum from between her thighs as she began to smile more and more.

      "We are going to be the hap...hap...happiest fucking religious family; in the whole fucking state." I laughed.

      "Ooohhhh, you ARE a nasty man." Mom leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. "And I fucking love it baby." She whispered in my ear.

    
  
    
      Going to The Beach

      This summer has just sucked, and I mean really sucked. Try being a just turned twenty-one year old permanently horny male living in San Clemente California. I hit my twenty-first birthday, got ready for every drunken beach party I could find and blam here was the pandemic.

      What does that mean? No parties, no booze and especially no pussy. Like I said, this summer has sucked. I mean California was a bit better than some states on their lockdown, but the beaches were all closed, and that was all that really mattered to me.

      
        Why the beaches? Come on dude, it's like a smorgasbord of tight toned and tanned bodies in the skimpiest bikini's you can legally get away with and not be nude. If I didn't get laid, I at least got a ton of jack off material to hold me over.

      So for the last month plus it's been me, my rosy fist and the internet. I would say there was mom, but Jesus man that's my MOM. I mean yeah a lot of my buddies would have loved to bed her, hell they even tried a few times; much to my laughter.

      It's pretty much been mom and me since middle school; which was when Dad decided that married and a family interfered with his prowling. You have caviar at home and you're not satisfied; what a dick. Needless to say I haven't heard much from him, and I would be surprised if the next time he called he told me he had the clap.

      Mom used to claim I was a lot like him, I mean I don't like pussy, I fucking love it. But, I got a grip when I hit high school; tried to make it with one girl at a time; but now I play the field and try to stay safe.

      Being stuck at home with mom hasn't been too bad, we get along pretty well; mom is pretty open minded and cool; and I try not to be a pain in her ass; even if it is a nice ass.

      Who am I? The name is Bart Weathers; yeah so sue me for the name; or just blame my mom. My grandparents are left over hippies in California that's why I live with my mom, Cheyenne Weathers.

      It was mid-morning Friday; I had already finished my online courses when mom hollered at me to help. When I got to the front door I almost shit. The poor Amazon guy had a dolly and what looked like a refrigerator in a box, trying to maneuver it through the door.

      "I want it downstairs" Mom was telling him.

      Downstairs, why there I wondered? That was the home gym, what the hell did she buy now, I thought. I helped get it down the stairs and sure enough into the gym room; in the process damn near getting squished twice.

      Once there, and while mom gave the guy a nice tip for the extra work; I got a chance to take a look. It was a Wolff Tanning bed, and one of the nicer ones on the market. Well, that answered where our stimulus money went, not that it would hurt us I thought. Thank God the thing was pretty much assembled, thus the huge box.

      
        
      

      I knew the thing wasn't for me, which meant only one thing, Mom was into tanning; something I had never thought about. While we got along great, we had always respected the others privacy, so it had never been a topic of discussion. I decided to give mom a hand setting the thing up, it let me ask the questions going through my head.

      Needless to say I wasn't the only one missing the beach; what struck me as odd was that I frequented almost every beach, and in all the years I never saw mom there.

      "I didn't know you were into tanning" I said nonchalantly.

      Instead of answering, mom turned towards me and popped the two top buttons of her blouse. Pulling it open three things hit me at the same time. The first was the expanse of bronzed skin; the second was the expanse of tit flesh; the third was a sudden loss of blood in the rest of my body as my cock went from flaccid to rock hard in like two seconds.

      "Fuck" I whispered.

      "Is that for the tan or the boobs" mom half laughed.

      "Both" I admitted.

      "Thanks" mom gave that half smile.

      Wait a second, my brain finally registered. I had just gotten a gander at my mothers' nearly exposed breasts, and not only wasn't she pissed, she thanked me; what the hell was that about I wondered.

      We got the thing together and set up at the far wall, I rearranged the weight equipment and bench for more room. Mom figured it was time for dinner, so enough for one night.

      The next day was Saturday, no online classes. I woke with my usual morning wood and at first thought about a wank off session to start the day. The last time had actually taken more work than I wanted, so I figured burn some calories and frustration in the gym.

      
        I was stretched out on the work bench doing some presses when mom came strolling in. She was wearing her white terry cloth bathrobe and carrying a spray bottle of oils.

      "I hope you don't mind, I have plans this afternoon, so I wanted to try this thing out." She told me.

      "Go for it" I said.

      I refocused on my weights as mom played with the controls. I swear it was an automatic response to turn my head when the robe came off with a rustle. I literally froze with the barbell resting against my chest.

      One thought went through my mind; never again would I chastise my friends for calling my mom a MILF; holy shit. Under that robe was a pale blue thong bikini, if you can call three triangles of cloth a bathing suit.

      When she stretched to open the bed the string of her thong slid between the cheeks of her ass, and God what an ass. It was firm and tight and bronzed a golden brown. She had to wear the same suit when she lay out at the beach I figured.

      When she turned to climb in my eyes filled with what had to be 36C firm globes. I swear to God if there was any sag to those babies I didn't see it. They bulged around the two triangles that strained to keep her nipples covered; for all the good it did as two bullets pressed against the pale blue cloth.

      This woman was forty, and she had a body that put most twenty year olds at the beach to shame; and add to that I swore every square inch of her was a perfect golden brown. Her skin was glistening with the oil as she sprayed herself.

      As mom settled onto the bed, she turned and looked right at me. There was a glint in her eyes and a smile on her lips.

      "You can breathe now" she said softly.

      "Sorry" I mumbled back in embarrassment.

      "Don't be, we like being looked at." Mom said.

      
        
      

      "You like...what?" I was confused.

      "We like being looked at" mom laughed. "Look you go to the beach to gawk at boobs and butts, we go to gawk at the pecs and packages" she said.

      "This isn't exactly the beach" I complained.

      "Why not" mom said. "Just think of this room as your new beach and look away."

      "Fuck" I whispered.

      "Do me a favor" mom said suddenly. "Take your shirt off, you wouldn't wear it at the beach."

      Setting the weights on the holder I sat up, mom was watching as I reached up and pulled my shirt over my head. I admit, I spend a fair amount of time in the gym, and it's paid off. I have usually found a defined chest can get you more pussy than a defined brain.

      I rose from the bench and walked over to the Nordic Track; but this time I moved it a bit before I sat down, making sure I was facing mom.

      "Mmmmm nice" she encouraged me.

      "Are you enjoying the beach?" I teased her.

      "Very" there was a different tone to her voice, and she made no pretense as she stared at my body.

      "How long are you here for?" I asked.

      "Long enough for you to take care of that issue by the looks of things" she smiled.

      I knew what she was seeing, I mean you can only hide eight inches of steel hard cock so much, and I was sure there was an obvious bulge in my shorts.

      
        
      

      "Just enjoying the view" I figured I could tease right back.

      "Enjoy away baby" mom sighed.

      For the next ten to fifteen minutes I slowly worked at the Nordic while mom tanned. When she rolled onto her stomach my eyes went back to that fantastic ass, again noticing no marks anywhere on it. I had the insane thought of burying my face between those cheeks until she screamed.

      Normally such a thought would make me sick to my stomach; but it was as if being here in this room, making believe we were at the beach it seemed acceptable somehow.

      By the time her session ended I was leaking pre cum into my shorts. When she slid off the table and picked up her robe, she walked over to where I sat. There was zero effort on her part to hide her body so I made no effort to hide my raging cock.

      "Time to call it" she sighed. "I think I'll come back to the beach Monday, how about you" her eyes smoldered as she looked at me.

      "Hell yeah" I grunted.

      Mom nodded and walked to the door, as I watched those bare globes sway from side to side; honestly her ass was so good it was almost indecent. At the door she turned and smiled back at me.

      "You better take care of that thing before it explodes" she giggled.

      "I plan to" I admitted. "You better take care of that" I nodded at the obvious wet spot in the small triangle between her thighs.

      "I plan to" mom all but husked. "Just don't mind the noise" and she was gone.

      True to her word, as I lay on my bed, my fist going a mile a minute on my throbbing cock; I heard her lust filled scream echo across the house. The sound waves hit my spine, and then traveled down to my balls. With a grunt I spewed a huge load all over my spasming gut.

      
        
      

      I should have been ashamed about what had just happened; but I wasn't. The fact mom was so chill about it surprised me, but put me at ease. It was also fun to envision the beach, which is what got my brain to overworking.

      Sunday, I knew mom would be working. She is an administrator at the local hospital, and right now the management was taking turns covering weekends with all this shit going on. Actually I was glad because it gave me the house to myself.

      I honestly was a bit proud of myself; I was pretty damned creative if you ask me. First I took all the covers off the dropped ceiling lights, and then brought in some spare lamps from one of the bedrooms; taking off the shades gave even more light. By that time the room was lit up like neon. I then brought in the garage space heater and tucked it in the corner. I shut the door and tested it, yep took about half an hour and it was damned near ninety in the room.

      I then rearranged the weight and workout equipment more towards the other end of the room. It kind of cramped it but I played Tetris and got it to work. With a chunk of the room now empty, I spread two beach towels on the floor and laid out two of the loungers from the backyard.

      I then mixed up some Sangria and put it to chill in the fridge. Everything set I handwrote a sign and hung it on the door. I know it all sounds like a lot of work, but I really do love my mom, and the fact we both missed going to the beach just made it such a perfect idea to me. Besides, like I had anything better to do with everything in the state closed.

      The next morning I set my cellphone alarm so I could beat mom getting up. By working Sunday, they had given her Monday off, so this was going to be perfect.

      I cranked the heat up in the room, and then waited. Sure enough here came mom wrapped in her terry cloth robe, only this time I was sitting on the basement stairs waiting. She gave me a strange look as she moved past me, and then stopped at the closed door. She stood and read the sign 'Weathers Beach-Members only' and cracked a huge smile.

      "I assume we are the only members" she laughed.

      "Better believe it" I laughed back. "You might want to take the robe off first" I suggested when she reached for the door knob.

      
        I wasn't disappointed when the cloth fell away. She was wearing a bright yellow thong bikini this time, and I swore the triangles of cloth were even smaller than the first one; her tits threatened to burst out of her top as she turned the door knob.

      "Oh my God" mom breathed when the blast of hot air hit her in the face.

      I followed her into the room carrying our drinks. As I set them on the small table between our loungers, mom looked around the room.

      "Oh My GOD" she almost yelled. "It's perfect sweetheart."

      Before I knew it she had thrown herself into my arms and was hugging me like a momma bear. God, if I didn't have a hardon when she took the robe off, having that nearly naked body pressed against me sent every ounce of blood to my cock.

      "Our personal beach" her hot breath touched my cheek.

      She pulled back a bit, and looked down over the mounds of her breasts at the loose gym shorts I was wearing.

      "Aren't you a bit over dressed for the beach" her teeth glittered as she smiled.

      "Uhhh yeah" I said.

      Pulling back a bit I struggled and finally pulled my shorts down. This would be the final test I figured. It was a little tough because the whole time mom all but clung to me, as if she deliberately was putting her hot skin against mine.

      Once my gym shorts dropped, mom looked down again. There is a lot of clothes you can hide a hard on it, but a skin tight black speedo is NOT one of them. These were my showing off to the girls trunks, I figured if mom could show skin then fair was fair.

      Her eyes locked onto the obvious eight inches of hard cock encased inside the latex suit.

      
        "Mmmmm I could get used to this" she smiled.

      "Drinks first or tan first" I tried to redirect her.

      "First a drink; then tan; and then more drinks" mom clapped her hands. "We have all day and our own private beach" she smiled.

      As mom stretched out on the lounge chair, I got my first full view of her tanned legs. Firm and supple thighs gave way to trim ankles and light pink painted toenails. Everything about her screamed I am woman come and get me.

      "So you like being watched" I took a sip of my drink.

      "Ummmhmmm" mom said swallowing her cool drink.

      "Come on baby" she looked at me. "We tan hard, we workout hard, we watch what we eat; and we buy the skimpiest bikini we can find" she waved a hand at her suit. "Reward...a raging hardon" she laughed.

      "Jesus" I was shocked at her sudden honestly.

      "OK...only one rule" she looked at me with mom eyes for a moment. "In here...at the beach...we are Bart and Cheyenne...deal?" She held out her glass.

      "Deal Cheyenne" I clinked glasses with her.

      "So what makes you harder, the tits or the tan" she blew me out of the water with her question.

      I had to think clearly, It was evident we were playing a form of truth or dare; and mom wanted no reservations. I took a deep breath.

      "Actually it's both" I told her. "It's how it blends. You can have too much tan or even too much tit" I took a sip. "If that makes sense" I looked at her.

      
        "It does" mom nodded. "I think a guy can have too many muscles, and even too much cock."

      I felt my cock lurch at her words. She looked down at the bulge in my trunks.

      "Now eight inches I would say, that's just perfect" she smiled.

      "You have a good measuring eye" I laughed.

      "Oh there's a better way to measure" she had a sultry smile. "Eight inches would just tickle the back of the throat" I damn near spit out my drink at her words.

      "So my turn" God help me this was degenerating. "I didn't see much tan lines"

      Mom nodded and set her drink of the table.

      "I usually tan nude" my cock swelled at her words. "I worried you weren't ready for that last time." She picked up the spray oil bottle. "Do you mind?" she handed me the bottle.

      I rose to my feet and watched as mom rose in front of me. She may have stood, but her bikini top seemed to be weighted; as she quickly pulled the tiny strings at the sides, the small cloth drifting to the floor.

      "Holy fuck" I choked as her breasts came into full view.

      "Do you like them?" she whispered as she faced me.

      Like them, they were fucking perfect. Curved, standing straight out from her chest; I could tell they were natural; and firmer than most twenty year old tits I had seen. How a forty year old woman packed those was beyond me. They were capped by two puffy nipples, and her areoles were darkened and dimpled as her nipples hardened in the room air.

      What drove me insane was that both globes had a fantastic even bronze tan to them, evidence she wasn't kidding when she said she tanned in the nude.

      
        A whole myriad of words came to mind to describe them, none of them repeatable. Mostly it was Lickable, suckable and fuckable; so instead I just stood there and gawked.

      "If you like them so much, then you better oil them" mom's voice had gotten husky.

      I sprayed a thin layer of oil over her chest, then setting down the bottle, cupped her breasts.

      "Mmmmmm" mom moaned as I gently squeezed the twin globes.

      God, here I was standing two feet from my ninety percent nude mother, holding her breasts; I don't know who was enjoying it more, me or her.

      "Sensitive" mom gasped as my thumbs grazed over her nipples.

      I reached down and picked up the spray bottle again, this time putting a liberal coating to as much of her body as I could. One hand continued to knead her firm breasts while my other hand swept over her upper chest and belly.

      I tried not to miss a single spot and when I looked down to make sure I had gotten all of that washboard belly, my upper hand moved and my palm drug across her nipple again.

      "Oh God" Mom grunted

      Her hands shot out and gripped the wrist of my lower hand and with a jerk she jammed my fist between her thighs. I watched her eyes squeeze shut as her body shook for a moment; and I felt a wet heat through her bikini bottoms against my hand.

      As her body settled down she pulled back, and without a word slid onto the tanning bed. Well, all the fun was over for now so I headed back to my seat. Stretching out I looked over at her, I had a perfect profile view of her jutting breasts as she soaked in the artificial sun.

      "You're still wearing your bottoms" I commented as I reached for my drink.

      "If I take them off, I'll finger myself." Mom's voice was almost raspy.

      
        
      

      I took a slow sip of my drink, sorting all the comments that whirled through my mind. She had said this was honest time, and to treat her like Cheyenne, so I answered with the first thought.

      "Am I objecting" I said calmer than I really was.

      Her head rolled slowly to the side and she looked over at me. For a moment I thought she was going to not answer, and then she upped the ante.

      "Take yours off first" she told me.

      I don't know what possessed me, maybe the idea of being at the beach had really settled in my brain. I raised my hips from the lounger and slid my speedo's to my knees, kicking them free. I stretched out, enjoying the warmth of the room on my skin. I could feel the drop of moisture on my belly as my cock leaked pre cum.

      I saw her hands reach down and pull at the strings of her thong, then her ass lift a bit as she pulled the tiny cloth free. Reaching over the edge of the tanning bed, she dropped the cloth on the floor. Her eyes never left my throbbing cock as her fingers glided back down her oil slick belly.

      "Nnnngggg" she gave a soft moan as I heard the squelch of fingers dipping into her soaked channel.

      I reached down and wrapped my hand around my raging cock. Slowly I began to stroke up and down while I stared at her.

      "Sorry...I have to" I told her.

      "Am I objecting" mom grunted back.

      "Do you masturbate at your nude beach" I asked.

      "Sometimes" mom panted as her fingers slid in and out.

      "Do you usually cum" I had to ask.

      
        
      

      "Sometimes" she grunted again.

      "Are you going to cum" she asked with a hunger in her eyes.

      "Like a fire hydrant" I admitted.

      "My body?" she asked the obvious.

      "Your body" I agreed.

      "Tell me what you're thinking" she whispered.

      "I can't..." I panted as my hand picked up speed.

      "Tell me" she insisted.

      "Mom..." I was losing control fast.

      "You like my tits baby" she changed tactics on me.

      "Yes" I panted as my nuts started to tighten.

      "You like this tanned tight body" she moaned.

      "Yesssss" oh my God my balls began to ache.

      "What do you want to do to this body" she pushed the final button.

      "I want to fuck you" I said in total honesty.

      
        Mom let out this soft keening sound as her head rolled back. Her back arched off the tanning bed slightly as her body stiffened and then began to quiver. I had seen girls have orgasms before, but this was so erotic it blew my mind; this tanned gorgeous woman was cumming, knowing she was being watched.

      "Cheyenne" I whispered in a hoarse voice.

      My cock pulsed and then erupted in my fist. I was stunned as an arc of thick white cream shot into the air, and then splattered down onto my thighs. Mom's head rolled to the side and she watched as my nuts spasmed again, a second thick rope following the first.

      "Cum for me Bart" she urged me on.

      Cum, hell I was fucking empting my balls as I lay there in the heat of the room, staring at her tanned body. I had to admit, the idea of pumping my jism into that tanned belly brought out a third rope of white cream; it was like I was possessed as my body shuddered violently.

      By the time I was finished mom had slid off the tanning bed. Exhausted I watched as she bent down and picked up her discarded bikini bottoms. She walked over to where I lay on the lounger and when she bent beside my chair to retrieve her top, it brought her face just above my thigh. I shivered as I felt her warm tongue swipe through the trail of sticky cum on my skin.

      "Mmmmm nice" she said in a low voice.

      That was it, I just watched her as she left the room, panting like a puppy, wearing my cooling cream. It was as if it had never happened, like some weird dream. For three days I wanted to talk to her about what was happening, but I never got the chance.

      Between her work and my online class schedule it was like we lived in the same house but passed each other only briefly. To say it was frustrating was an understatement. Friday evening I spent time studying and I could hear mom rummaging around the house.

      She never said what was going on, so I just left the topic. I figured she needed time. I was right, but oh so wrong. She did need time, but not for what I thought. That became clear Saturday morning when she woke me about nine in the morning.

      "I'm heading for the beach" she said so calmly. "Joining me?" she looked at me.

      
        
      

      "Are you sure?" this was entering dangerous territory and I knew it.

      "I've never been surer in my life" Mom said softly.

      I rummaged in my room and found my speedos; and then headed down to the basement. The door was closed and I stopped at the sign. Mom had taken a red pen and added in between the words Weathers and Beach. The word 'nude' glared back at me, and I realized mom hadn't upped the ante, she was saying all bets were off.

      I slid off my speedos and reached for the door knob. With a deep breath I opened the door, and stepped into an almost fantasy world. Mom had been hard at work herself. The lounge chairs were off to one side, and there was now a large beach towel spread out on the floor. She had positioned two lamps so they shone directly on the towel, almost as if the sun were beating down. The temperature in the room had been increased; she must have been running the space heater for some time because it had to be over ninety. There was soft Hawaiian music playing in the background as I stepped inside.

      A nude mom walked past me, her nails scratching along my chest.

      "Hey Bart" she said with a sultry smile.

      "Hey Cheyenne" I watched that firm ass sway as she headed for the towel.

      She picked up the spray bottle and walked over to the tanning bed. Like a rock, I just stood there and watched as she covered herself in glistening oil.

      "Why don't you stretch out with your drink" she waved at the towel. "While I run my session" she slid onto the table.

      As mom stretched out on the table, I stretched out on the towel. Thank God for carpeting, it made it much more comfortable that I thought it would be.

      "Bart" her voice drifted across the room. "You know what's going to happen" she asked.

      
        "Yeah" I said hesitantly.

      "Does it bother you?" she questioned.

      "Only if it bothers you" I answered.

      "Bother me" mom gave a short laugh. "Honey, if I get any wetter I would short out the tanning bed"

      "I take it that you enjoy being watched" I tried not to laugh.

      "Watched...a little" mom admitted. "I guess I'm a bit of a narcissist; I like being admired" she told me.

      "Don't we all" I sipped more of my drink, feeling more relaxed as I realized half the glass was now gone.

      "True" mom laughed. "But being honest, I'm not young; and having young men admire you on a beach does something for your female ego"

      "You're not ancient either" I countered.

      "I'm forty Bart" mom turned her head and looked at me. "I'm not some twenty years old with stiff boobs and a tight ass" she sighed.

      "Bullshit" I barked. "Believe me you have a better rack than most and an ass to die for" I said harshly.

      "That's what I mean" mom shuddered. "Knowing you really think that; see that..." she paused.

      "I work hard to stay fit, and when I started tanning at the beach; and men started staring..." she just gazed at me.

      "It made you horny" I finished off my drink. I knew I had a buzz and it was loosening my tongue.

      
        "As hell" mom laughed. "I remember an eighteen year old who kept staring at me, his girlfriend almost ripped his nuts off" she laughed out loud.

      "Then the beaches closed" I said flatly.

      "Yes, the beaches closed" mom nodded. "It took away my tanning, which I figured the tanning bed would solve."

      "But it also took away the admirers" she turned on her side facing me.

      My eyes focused on those firm tits, tracing the curve and then down her body over her flared hip. I could feel my cock hardening in my lap, but I never made a move to hide it.

      "To be wanted...desired..." she said as she stared at my crotch.

      She slowly sat up on the edge of the bed, letting her legs hang off the side, sitting facing me. She eased her legs open just enough I caught a glimpse of those puffy shaved lips.

      "When you made this beach, it came back" she said softly. "The hungry eyes, like now; and the hard cock, like now" she stared at my now rock hard dick as it stretched up my belly.

      "Did you fuck them?" I asked staring into her eyes. God the drink had really hit me I thought.

      "Sometimes yes" she looked at me. "Does that bother you?" she asked.

      "No" and I was being honest. "You're not owned by me" I told her.

      Mom slid off the edge of the tanning bed and slowly walked towards me lying on the towel on my back. She stepped up, straddling my thighs to where when I looked up I was staring between her spread thighs. I could see the glisten of oil on her skin, and a thin trickle of juices on her inner thighs. She wasn't kidding, she was soaked.

      "Do you want to own me Bart" her voice was husky.

      
        "Don't tempt me Cheyenne" was all I could say.

      "What do you see; tell me" she choked out.

      "I see a set of tits I want to suck on" I admitted. "A tanned tight body I want pressed under me"

      "Oh God yes" mom moaned as she cupped her breasts. "Do you like my pussy baby" she asked. "Do you like Cheyne's' soaking wet cunt" as her language was devolving again I realized.

      "It looks delicious" I told her.

      "You say the sweetest things" mom moaned.

      I just lay there waiting, knowing this was going to end in the most beautiful way as mom began to kneel straddling me. Supple thighs wrapped on each side of my head as she faced towards my head. Her hands reached down and her fingers wrapped in my hair.

      "Time to enjoy our day at the beach" she husked.

      I reached up and gripped those tanned firm ass cheeks, one in each hand. Before she could set her balance, I jerked her body down. I heard her breath whoosh out with surprise, and then a deep groan as her pelvis ground into my face. Juices and oil combined to coat my face; her musky scent filling my nostrils.

      ""Unnngggg" her primal groan echoed in the room.

      I stiffened my tongue and jammed it up into her, splitting her lips and probing deep. Hot juices covered my taste buds; that tart thick cream seeping into my mouth.

      "Oh God...oh shit...baby" mom grunted above me.

      Her fingers curled in my hair, her nails scraping my scalp as she rode my mouth. I knew she was wound as tight as a drum, and I wanted to take the edge off so she could enjoy. I opened my mouth further and pulled the pearl of her clit inside.

      
        
      

      I admit the position was unique to me, I was usually stretched out between girl's legs when I gave oral; but I adjusted and focused on breathing through my nose as she ground down harder.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God..." mom chanted.

      Her body began to rock, and I could feel her thighs quiver against my face.

      Suddenly she lifted slightly, and literally twirled in place; this time when she settled down she was facing towards my feet.

      "I need..." I partially heard as her dripping pussy descended once again.

      She needed, I tried to think; and then it hit. A hot wetness engulfed the head of my cock, and I felt tight lips begin to slide down my shaft. A lot of women don't like giving head, but then a lot of guys aren't into pussy munching. Me I love the taste of a good pussy; and it was more than evident mom loved sucking cock when my entire length slid into her throat.

      "Mmmmgggggg" was all I got out as she drew back.

      Her lips pursed, and the most incredible suction pulled the length of my cock; I thought she was going to pull the boiling cum right out of my balls. Her head began to bob with a ferocity I didn't know she had, I attacked her dripping hole even as I felt the boiling quickly reaching critical.

      I was trying to focus on her, but was losing the battle very quickly. The heat had sweat dripping down my face as my head dropped back to the floor. My ass started to lift to meet her mouth as my balls pulsed.

      "Mom...oh God..." I moaned.

      Just as I felt I was going to lose it, a tight ring of fingers clamped around the base of my cock. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum; but it was like my sperm hit a stone wall as her mouth came free. I had never experienced orgasm denial before; holy shit was it mind bending.

      "Mom" I gurgled as my balls began to ache

      
        
      

      "Who's sucking you" she hissed back at me.

      "Mom" I groaned back.

      "Say it baby, tell me who" Mom's voice reverberated in my brain as my balls screamed for relief.

      "My mom...my mom is sucking my cock" I groaned.

      That tight ring around the base suddenly released and I don't know which won the race. The hot mouth that slammed down over my cock; or the exploding cum that erupted like a burst volcano.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKK" I screamed as hot cream poured out of my balls.

      I heard mom swallow as the first thick wad hit the back of her throat. I reached up and gripped those firm ass cheeks, and yanked her lower body down; my mouth sucking in her throbbing clit, nipping it with me teeth.

      "Barrrmmmffffffff" Mom tried to cry out; cut off as a second rope literally blasted down her throat.

      A sudden gush of hot fluids washed over my face as her thighs clamped around my head. I felt her body quiver as her orgasm tore through her. I had never wanted a woman as badly as I wanted her right then.

      With a thrust of my hips and twisting my body violently I all but threw her off as my cock popped free of her mouth with an obscene plop. I heard mom give a squeal as she sprawled out on the towel on her back.

      I could still taste her on my tongue and lips as I moved between her thighs. Reaching down I gripped under her knees, lifting her legs and opening them. I didn't even need to aim, I had just blown a load and my steel hard cock was pressing against her fat lips.

      "Oh God baby; we can't...we shouldn't..." Mom started to babble.

      
        She may have thought oral was enough; hell I was just getting started. She may have had a sudden attack of morals; but the only moral issue I had was being inside her...NOW. With a grunt I pushed forward on my knees.

      "Baby we...ooohhhhhh...shhhiitttttttttttttttt" Mom moaned as eight inches of hard meat sank into her sopping hole.

      "God you're fucking tight" I moaned as her walls wrapped around my dick.

      "Been...awhile...oh fuck" mom gasped back.

      "Then let's loosen things up" I half growled.

      I pulled back until just the crowned head was inside, and with a wet slurp rammed back home. I felt my balls slap her ass as mom let out a piercing scream.

      "Awwww FFUUCKKKKK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS" mom wailed under me.

      By the third stroke, every shred of resistance had crumbled. Mom pulled her legs free and wrapped them around my waist, her supple tanned thighs gripping me. Her hands came up and nails dug into my pectorals as I pounded down into her.

      "Give it to me baby; give me all you've got" Mom husked up at me.

      I did exactly what she told me to; I put everything I had into it. I mean I all but hammered her ass to the floor as the heat of the lights bore down on my back like the noon sun.

      I watched those tanned globes sway and bounce on her chest, leaning down I sucked one diamond hard nipple into my mouth. Her hands slid around and gripped my biceps as she pulled her head up, her hot breath in my ear.

      "That's it...God yes fuck me...oh My God" Mom panted. "Show everyone on this beach how you fuck your momma so good baby."

      
        It was like her words lit a bonfire in my groin, I picked up the pace, throwing my entire weight into every thrust. Popping her nipple loose I stared into mom's eyes.

      "I'm going to fill you" I told her. "Right here in front of everyone; your son is going to cum deep inside you." I egged her on.

      "Not...protected" mom grunted between strokes.

      "Tell me to stop" I said it, but I knew she was well beyond that.

      "No...God please" mom all but mewled. "Don't stop...so close...oh God" she begged.

      I watched her eyes grow in wonder as her orgasm barreled down on her, and there was nothing she could do to stop it as I pounded her dripping pussy.

      "Cum mom" I told her. "They're watching you cum on your son's cock".

      That pretty much did it right there. I watched her face transform into raw lust, as her body convulsed under me, her hips driving up to slam her pelvis into mine.

      "Watching...son's cock...I'm going...going..." mom croaked out.

      "BAAARRTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" mom screamed as hot cream splashed against my belly.

      Mom really was a squirter when she cut loose, it felt like I was taking a shower in hot pussy cream as she drenched me a second time. I felt the most incredible thing as a hot velvet vise clamped around my cock, the walls rippling and pulsing; every sensation went straight to my balls and set off my own explosion.

      "Mom I moaned; it was the only word I could get out.

      It was like my body seized rigid; I actually felt the hot cream leave my balls, travel down my shaft, and erupt from the tip. I admit, I had never cum as hard as I did right then, inside my mother.

      
        "Oh Jesus...so wrong...so good" mom whispered.

      Her legs relaxed and slid from around my waist, her tanned thighs opening wide accepting my load as she lowered them to the blanket. I felt her body quiver under me as a second gush of hot fluids soaked my pubic hair and dripped down my balls.

      She was right; what we were doing was legally and morally wrong; but it had never felt this good; even as a second thick rope filled her belly.

    
  
    
      Have My Cake and Eat it Too

      I was forty-five years old; I had a twenty year old son, a twenty-one year old daughter, and a twenty-two year old marriage. I had a house in the suburbs and a good paying job as a nurse at a nearby hospital. I had friends and family; I even had the proverbial dog. The one thing I didn't have; was sex.

      Until a little less than a year ago; that never bothered me. Right now, it was driving every fiber in my body crazy. Why, you would ask? One simple word...menopause.

      It started just after my forty-fourth birthday; and honestly when I first realized menopause was hitting; I was relieved. It meant no more periods, no more sanitary napkins; all the tortures that went with being a 'woman.'

      What I didn't realize was that as one thing left, another would come in to fill that vacuum. That thing was my sex drive. God, by the time I passed my forty-fifth birthday I was coming unglued.

      I had hastily visited a sex shop; yes one far enough from my house I hoped no one would know me. I had bought a vibrator, a dildo, and even a wand. What started as a once a week occurrence, rapidly became a daily ritual where right after work I would abuse my body until I was a sweating mass of flesh on my bed.

      MY husband was pleasantly surprised at the sharp increase in out sex life. The only problem was that while he hadn't changed...I had. The very thing that had caused me to fall in love with him was now driving me insane.

      
        Tom was an incurable romantic. He would send flowers, buy frilly night gowns. During sex he would kiss my entire body and make the sweetest love any woman could ever dream of.

      The reality was that my 'dreams' were of being ravaged and taken. To be pounded into submission while I screamed for more. That; was just not his forte. God bless the man, he tried; but there wasn't an aggressive bone in the poor mans' body.

      On one occasion I gave him a demonstration. He lay beside me on the bed and watched, first fascinated and then almost horrified as I shoved a nine inch dildo into myself like a steam hammer.

      When I had finished, he had gently whispered how he could never use me like that, it wasn't in him. I loved him terribly, and told him it was all right.

      "Faye" he had told me. "Maybe...you need...someone else" he had suggested.

      I came unhinged that he would suggest I sleep with another man. To violate my vows, for mere physical pleasure, was beyond my thought. I was shocked that he would even suggest such a thing.

      Afterwards, I had dismissed the entire event as another failed attempt. I continued to climb in my drive, and my fevered dreams stayed hidden, even from Tom.

      Apparently the episode had left more of an impression on my loving husband, than I had thought.

      Two Weeks before my Birthday- Opening Salvo

      I was standing with my back to the kitchen, rinsing my coffee cup at the sink when the whirlwind blew through.

      "I'm late" I heard Dewey behind me

      I watched amused as Dewey rushed about the room, grabbing a package of pop tarts, then a can of soda from the refrigerator.

      
        My head snapped up as this huge form pressed into me from behind. I felt his hot breath on my neck as I felt...oh my God. Long and hard his cock jammed between the cheeks of my ass, I swore I felt it throb.

      "Love you" he whispered behind me. Jesus, did he just grind into my ass?

      I could only stand there stunned as the delightful sensations suddenly vanished. I felt this swelling ache between my thighs, and was shocked to realize I could feel moisture seep down my thighs.

      "I need to run" my husband said softly. "Are you OK" he asked.

      "I need...a shower" I gasped. I felt this ball of heat deep in my belly.

      My husband had to have witnessed it, but he didn't say a word as he left the house. I still had an hour yet, and horridly ascended the stairs to the bedroom.

      Alone in the house, I ignored the shower and rummaged in my night stand, pulling out the long thick dildo my husband had seen prior. It took less than five minutes to be nude from the waist down, stretched out on my bed, and nine inches of plastic cock rammed up into me; before my mind melted in a huge orgasm.

      I was shocked and ashamed at the same time. The image of that solid tube of cock, and the sensation of two hundred pounds of muscle pinning me to the sink; I hadn't exploded like that in ages.

      I actually went to work feeling the first measure of physical satisfaction in almost a year of tortured menopause. By the time I returned home early in the afternoon, the hunger and ache had returned.

      I had kicked off my shoes and hung up my light jacket; and was heading down the hallway to the bedroom. Time for my friend again, I sighed.

      Suddenly the bathroom door opened and I froze to the spot. I stared as six feet of lean, toned man walked out wrapped in a towel. I stared at those chiseled muscles as a sudden flush erupted. What the hell was he doing home?

      
        I watched stunned as he saw me standing there, then calmly walked towards me. I couldn't help it as my eyes dropped down to the biggest damned bulge I had ever seen.

      "Oh God" I whispered; I wasn't even able to tear my eyes away in my fevered state.

      "Dew...Dewey" I tried to say; as once again six feet of muscle pressed into me. This time my back was to the wall, and where he pressed was even more sensitive than my ass had been this morning.

      "Like what you see" his hot voice filled my ear. I felt that tube press against my belly, God he was rock hard. "Keep staring like that and I'll have to take my towel off" he chuckled.

      God, how could he be so confident, the little shit. The hell of it was I couldn't deny I had been staring; any more than I could deny the soaking flood that was filling my panties as he swiveled his hips, grinding that monster into my belly.

      Desperately I slipped past him and made fast tracks to the bedroom. Closing the door behind me, I felt the relative safety of my room. I hadn't even chastised him for his behavior, I couldn't even form words.

      In the few feet it took me to get from the door to my bed, I had shed my nurse's uniform. Sliding onto the bed I unsnapped my bra and all but threw it to the floor. My entire body was on fire from my own son, I wanted to cry; but I needed relief even more.

      Rummaging in my bedside stand I pulled my vibrator out, then quickly cast it back in, instead pulling out what I had lovingly labeled 'Big Boy'; my eight inch, thick dildo.

      Lying back on my bed, I pulled my soaked panties free, picking up that thick rubber cock, I didn't even give myself foreplay; I just rammed the damn thing home.

      "Fuck" I grunted as cool plastic stretched my walls. God I wanted to feel this full from a warm throbbing cock.

      Usually I would spend a half hour or more fucking myself after work. Today, I could feel my body climbing like a rocket. I closed my eyes as I gripped my toy, pumping in and out; trying to conjure an image of Tom, ramming his cock into my wonton pussy.

      
        I was almost there when the unthinkable happened. My images of Tom began to waver, replaced by another image; of a thick hard cock encased in a towel. I remembered it pressing into my belly, throbbing with need.

      "Oh Jesus" I moaned, unable to cast out the image. The towel slowly faded in my mind, replaced by a thick...hard cock; the cock of my son.

      "Dewey" I gasped as my gut wrenched.

      Whether I had been louder than I thought, or if it had been his choice; I never knew. At that moment, holding my dildo in both hands; jamming it into me as hard and fast as I could; I turned my head to watch my bedroom door slowly ease open.

      I wanted to scream, I wanted to stop; but I couldn't as the image of Dewey standing in my doorway appeared. I thought at first I was hallucinating, when I realized he was standing there nude.

      God; that cock, he was fucking huge. He had to be at least nine inches of solid meat. And I mean solid, he wasn't standing out proud. He stood there so hard his cock was pointing straight up.

      "Take a good look mom" Dewey told me.

      Good look, my eyes were riveted to him. Only one thought lived in my fevered brain. What it would feel like to have that monster shoved up me right now. That was it, I lost it right there.

      "SHHHIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" I screamed as my body exploded.

      My hands continued to furiously pound that soaked toy in and out while my ass bounced on the bed. I could feel the fountain of my juices as they poured out of me, coating my hands.

      My eyes rolled back and my mouth hung open as wave after wave pulsed through me. This was the biggest orgasm I could recall in a very, very long time. As my body collapsed in exhaustion onto the bed, I glanced at the now open door; he was gone.

      I pulled the thick toy from my clenching hole, and dropped it on the bed beside me. I was still shaking, both from the intensity of my orgasm, and from the realization my son had just watched me cum.

      
        
      

      What frightened me the most; was the dark thought that lingered in my mind. If he had approached me, what would I have done? Would I have let him fuck me?

      Later that night, after the house had grown quiet and dark; I slipped into bed next to my husband. I had debated for hours if I should say anything, and if I did, how much. I realized that hiding it would be an admission of wrong doing; I needed to say something.

      "Tom" I whispered; seeing if he was awake.

      "Mmmmm" was his sleepy reply.

      "I wanted to tell you...when I got home...Dewey was home" I hesitated.

      "Mmmmm" came back in the darkness.

      "He...uh he came out of the shower..." I whispered.

      "OK" Tom finally formed words.

      "He...well he...he pressed me against the wall" I didn't know how else to say it. What do you say; your son jammed his cock in your belly?

      There was a moment of silence, then a BIG shock. "Was he big" Tom said back softly.

      "Jesus...Tom" I couldn't believe his question.

      "Answer the question Fay" he told me.

      In the darkness, I could still feel that steel tube press into me. "He was huge" I choked out with a shudder.

      "What did you do" Tom asked me.

      
        
      

      "I...I went to the bedroom" I couldn't say it.

      "And" he prodded.

      "Tom..." I begged softly.

      "And" his voice was firmer.

      "Oh God" I moaned softly. "I masturbated" I finally admitted.

      "How hard did you cum" Holy shit, why was he asking?

      I wanted to see his face, but the room was totally dark. What was he thinking, why was he asking this?

      "Christ Tom" I said. "I was in our bedroom, our private bedroom" I was a bit flustered. "I was...well...you know; and he opened the damned door."

      Tom rolled over in the darkness I could feel his breath, his face was so close. "Say it Faye" he spoke softly. "How hard did you cum?"

      "He was...nude" I gasped.

      God, my body was coming alive again as I remembered. I could feel wetness seeping between my thighs as I lay next to my husband.

      "And you kept going didn't you" his hot breath washed over my face.

      "Yes" I was ashamed at my admission. I felt fingers gently caress my cheek.

      "How hard did you cum baby" Tom asked gently.

      
        
      

      "I couldn't stop...I'm so sorry." I moaned.

      "I don't expect you too, now answer the question" God he was driving me crazy.

      "Hard...OK" I felt a gush of warm fluids at my response.

      "How hard did you cum" God he just kept pushing.

      "Like a fucking whore in heat...satisfied" I spat back.

      "Actually...yes" His lips softly touched mine.

      I lay there stunned, what was going on; where was my conservative loving husband. I couldn't even answer as he rolled back to his other side, and in moments I heard his soft breathing.

      Three Days before My Birthday-Losing Battle

      For the next ten days, it felt like I was under constant assault. If it wasn't bad enough my hormones had gone through the roof on their own; Dewey drove them through the atmosphere.

      Twice I had come home from work, only to encounter Dewey coming out of the shower. I knew damn well he was staging it, but I couldn't prove it.

      To make matters worse, there was no towel. I mean God, you couldn't hide that thing under a towel anyway, but watching him calmly walk by in the hallway, that cock swinging back and forth; I thought I had pissed in my panties the fluids were gushing so much.

      I did make sure I locked my bedroom door when I got my 'friends' out. I didn't want a repeat of that first time. Not that the sight didn't send me plummeting over the orgasmic cliff; it was more because I didn't trust myself staring at that rampant hard dick.

      My birthday was this Friday, and Tom would only say he had a special evening planned. I figured a quiet night of dinner for us, and then a romp in the hay.

      
        
      

      Tom had said very little, and every time I mentioned something about Dewey, he would just smile and claim "the boy has hormones too." It was totally infuriating at how calm the two of them were about this.

      Tuesday morning I had risen with Tom to get ready for another day of work. I was already dressed in my nurse's uniform. The hospital I worked at liked the traditional skirt, white hose, and white shoes. I thought it was archaic, but let's be honest, they paid well.

      I was standing just behind the kitchen island, getting myself a cup of coffee when Tom walked in and sat at the kitchen table. I brought the coffee cup I had poured to him, and retreated to get myself another.

      I was surprised when Dewey came walking into the kitchen; the boy never was up before 9am. Boy, God he was wearing just a loose pair of boxers, and I tried not to stare at that well defined six pack as he walked across the kitchen.

      "Morning Dad" he called out to my husband.

      I watched silently as he came behind the kitchen island where I was standing, and poured a cup of coffee. Slipping up behind me, my head snapped up as I felt nine inches of hard cock suddenly press into the crevice of my ass.

      "Morning sexy" he breathed in my ear.

      Wild eyed I looked over at Tom, who was sitting at the table oblivious, looking at his IPad. I turned and looked back at Dewey who hadn't moved an inch. God, I could feel that piece of meat pulse against my cheeks through my skirt.

      "Dewey, you can't..." my words died in my throat as I felt his free hand slip beneath the counter and come to rest on my hip.

      "I can't what; appreciate a sexy woman" his baritone voice held me.

      "You shouldn't say such things" I whispered. "I'm your mother" I set the coffee cup on the counter and tried to turn and face him.

      
        
      

      It was no use, at six foot he towered over me, and he had me beat by a hundred pounds in weight. I felt his body press me against the counter edge, as he ground that monster into my ass.

      "Why not, you always say to tell the truth" His voice was hot on my neck.

      "Dewey...please" I tried not to whimper. "I'm not...hot; I'm your mother."

      "To bad" Dewey softly chuckled. "You may be my mom; but you're also one hot piece of ass" his words seared into my brain.

      Dear God, he saw me as a sex object; a toy to play with. The dark realization that this strapping man behind me; wanted me. It sent a shiver down my spine and a gush of fluids that threatened to soak through my hose.

      "Dewey...don't" I looked over at my still oblivious husband.

      "Don't what" his voice rumbled in my ear. "Don't tell you that you've got a set of tits any man would love to suck on."

      I barely contained the groan as a fresh gush filled my panties. He was driving my hormones into orbit as he spoke.

      "Or that I have over nine inches of hard cock I'd love to shove up your cunt" he was hypnotic. "Until you scream my name as you cum on it" he whispered.

      "Oh Jesus" I couldn't stop the soft moan.

      I stared at Tom, as my mind raced. I needed to get away, run and hide; before I totally lost control of things. Then, I grunted softly as that hand on my hip shifted. It slid around the cheek of my ass, then along my nylon covered thigh.

      Oh fuck, it was sliding higher; I wanted to scream stop. Instead I stared at my husband Tom, as my sons hand slid under my skirt, hidden under the kitchen counter.

      
        
      

      Just as his fingers came in contact with my soaked panties, Tom turned and looked at me. He smiled as a shudder went through my body. I felt those fat fingers drag across my inflamed lips until they found that hard pearl hidden under the cloth.

      "Unnghhh" I groaned as he began to grind into the sensitive bud.

      "You need...to stop...oh fuck" I softly moaned.

      My words were hollow as my hips hunched on their own, driving my pelvis into his hand. God, his fingers were grinding so hard into me, I thought he would tear a hole in my nylons.

      I couldn't help it, my belly started to flex as those fat fingers abused my swollen pussy and clit. I began to shake as I climbed rapidly. I wanted to yell out my pleasure, but instead stood there silent.

      "Oh God Dewey" I moaned as his fingers picked up speed.

      He was now pinching and pulling on my clit through my panties, sending bolts of pleasure to my belly. I was standing ten feet from my husband, my son frigging my pussy, and I was about to have a mind bending orgasm.

      "Oh God...oh God..." I tried to not scream.

      "That's it mom...cum for your son" Dewey commanded my body.

      True to his command, my body answered as a bomb went off in my gut. Gripping the counter top, I grunted as cream pumped out of me. My low moan loud enough that Tom looked up at me, and I saw that same smile.

      Watch me Tom, I whispered to myself. Watch your son make your wife cum.; I thought. I felt like my legs would buckle as slow waves broke over me. It was only through Dewey's strength as he braced me against the counter that held me in place.

      As my body settled down, and I began to regain control of my muscles, his hand slid free from under my skirt.

      
        
      

      "Nice one mom" his voice sang in my ear.

      "Motherfucker" I softly hissed back.

      "I wish mom...I wish" his soft voice filled my ear.

      "Have a good day at work" Dewey cheerfully said, slipping from behind the counter.

      I stood there quivering as I watched him walk from the kitchen. God, he was an arrogant bastard, I thought, that thought sending another flex through my belly.

      "I have to run, have a good day" I was startled back by Tom's words as he now stood opposite of me across the kitchen island.

      "I love you Faye" he whispered softly, then leaned across the counter and gave me a gentle kiss.

      "Love...you..." I said, still catching my breath.

      "You know" my husband stopped at the kitchen door. He turned and smiled at me again. "You should have sucked him off for that, it's only fair."

      My eyes flew wide as Tom stepped from the kitchen. Jesus Christ; he KNEW. He knew his son had just fingered me; he knew I had exploded on my sons' hand. What the hell was going on?

      The Day before My Birthday-Captured

      Thursday afternoon, I pulled into the driveway and shut off the car. I immediately noticed no other cars were home. Thank God, Dewey must be at work. I hurried into the house, slipping off my shoes at the door. I was already undoing my nurse's uniform as I headed down the hall and into my bedroom.

      The last two days had been pure hormonal hell. Tom had claimed exhaustion the night of my encounter with Dewey at breakfast. By the next night I was shoving my dildo into my sopping pussy, while I mauled my ass with the vibrator. When Tom fell asleep moments after coming to bed, I wanted to shake him and scream my frustration.

      All day images of Dewey's throbbing huge cock filled my hormone fevered brain. It got so bad that I had slipped into a bathroom stall and fingered myself to an orgasm during lunch. The problem was; all it had done was throw gasoline on my hormones.

      I crawled nude onto the bed, clutching the dildo. I propped the pillows against the headboard and eased back. Watching, I spread my legs and brought the cool rubber toy to me.

      "Motherfucker" I whispered; then rammed the damned thing home with a vengeance.

      Within moments I was dripping juices like Niagara Falls, holding that fake cock with both hands, jamming it so deep I wanted to hit my cervix.

      "Fuck me...fuck mommy baby." I moaned; as the total perversion took hold.

      With no one home, I took the slightly slower route up the orgasmic mountain, hoping that by prolonging it, it would be more intense, more satisfying.

      Wet slurping filled the bedroom, and the stench of my sex hung in the air as I pounded my swollen cunt raw. There was no finesse left in me, just raw hunger.

      I could feel the knot growing in my belly. I envisioned that throbbing hunk of meat; the veins pulsing. God I wanted that thing to fuck me. I wondered what it would taste like, just a small lick.

      The memory of my husband, actually telling me I should have sucked off our son; it only served to make the knot in my gut tighter. I couldn't, I thought, he was my son...he was... Hearing a floorboard creak I looked up, my eyes widening at the figure of Dewey standing in the doorway.

      Was it a fevered hormonal dream? "Dewey" I gasped.

      I looked down his chiseled body, to his fist, wrapped around that gorgeous cock; slowly pumping along the length. I should have been frozen in fear instead the sound of wet sucking from between my thighs, matched the slapping of skin ten feet from me.

      
        When he moved, I knew then he was real. This was no fevered imagination, as I stared at that hard pulsing cock growing closer. Silently he stepped across the bedroom until he stood at the side of the bed.

      I never spoke a word as my hands kept pumping that hunk of rubber between my thighs. Without making a sound, Dewey reached down and wrapped his fingers in my hair. He began pulling me over to him, closer and closer.

      I inhaled deeply, smelling his musk; a gush of fluids soaking my hands as that cock got close to my face. When my face was only an inch from that engorged purple head, I knew what he wanted.

      'It's only fair' I could hear the echo in my mind; as my mouth opened to accept him.

      Hot and thick, it stretched my cheeks; my jaw opening wider and wider as his length slid in. My tongue was coated with precum, and I could hear him moan as my hot mouth enveloped him.

      Fuck he was big; he was barely half way in when the head bumped the back of my throat. I knew this was so horribly wrong, and yet my body lit on fire.

      "Nnnghhh" I groaned as Dewey pushed deeper.

      I felt his fingers tighten in my hair, and then his hips gave a shove. I was stunned as he drove that fat cock deep into my throat.

      "Gllllkkkkkk" I choked as the head slipped past my gullet and into my throat.

      When he pulled back, my nostrils flared as I tried to breath, spit running down my chin as his cock slid back. My hands were jamming that dildo as deep as it could go, while my son pumped his hard cock in and out of my mouth.

      I wasn't doing this, Dewey was in total command, and he knew it. He held my head tight and fucked my hungry mouth like some animal. My ears heard the intermittent chocking and soft gagging as his thick cock filled my throat over and over.

      
        Tears trickled down my cheeks as I fought to breathe. There was a few times I swore I was going to black out from lack of oxygen. Dewey seemed to sense those moments, and he would back off, letting me wheeze and cough as I drew in critical air.

      "Ullggg...uulkkkk" I kept gagging. "Gugg ummmm" I tried to beg him to cum.

      Dewey never let up; he drove that cock into my mouth, while I hammered my cunt with that fake dick. My eyes began to roll back as I felt my belly begin to give way. I was pulled back as I felt his cock swelling in my tight throat.

      I glanced up, seeing raw lust radiate from his eyes as he watched me. He wasn't even speaking as I felt his cock swell. God I wanted to taste him right then. Dewey had other ideas, as he literally ripped his cock from my gasping mouth.

      As a wad of drool dripped from my slack jaw, my ragged breathing making my tits rise and fall; Dewey tightening his grip in my hair. I had heard of facials and cum bathes before; this was a first for me.

      The first jet of hot thick cook erupted without a warning; as he painted my face. It spewed out slime that cling to my eyebrows and cheeks, searing my skin with its heat.

      The next jet poured more hot cum from my neck to my tits. Dripping and oozing over my flushed skin as my son used me as a personal cum rag.

      I never even felt the third blast as the most powerful orgasm my mind could recall; shredded through me. I locked every muscle in my body as a spray of pussy cream erupted from between my thighs.

      "Fuuuuunnnggggg" I groaned as my body shook and trembled.

      Dewey released his hold on my hair, and my body splayed back on the pillows. I stared at him with glassy eyes as convulsions tore through me. God I felt like I couldn't stop cumming.

      "De...De..." I mumbled; unable to form coherent words.

      As my conscious mind slowly returned; I realized I was once again lying on my bed nude...and alone. I was covered in obscene hot seed from face to belly, and the sheets under my ass were drenched in my juice.

      
        
      

      As my body slowly vibrated down; I weakly raised a hand and scooped a wad of that goo onto my finger. Like some wanton animal I sucked the slime from my finger, tasting his tangy sauce.

      The biggest shock as I lay there gasping and trembling; was the realization that for the first time in I couldn't tell you how long; that deep rooted hunger and need, was satisfied.

      I had spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning up; it took a warm shower to rinse all the sticky goo from my body; but my mind sang with a clarity I hadn't felt in a long time.

      Later, as I set Tom's plate on the dining table in front of him; he reached out and took my hand.

      "You look happy tonight" he said softly.

      "Tom...I..." I felt shame that it was that obvious.

      "Shhhhh" Tom said, squeezing my hand. "I'm glad sweetheart" he smiled.

      Glad...glad your son had fucked my mouth? Glad your son had covered me in hot cum like a street whore? Glad your wife had violated her wedding vows because she couldn't control her raging sex drive?

      I was in turmoil because on one hand I was as close to satisfied as I had been in a year; and totally confused as to why my husband seemed totally fine with why.

      "By the way" Tom said as he arranged his plate. "In case I forget or don't get the chance...Happy Birthday."

      Don't get the chance? What was happening? I looked at him in surprise. I could tell by the look on his face I wouldn't get any more information so I didn't push.

      My Birthday-Capitulation

      
        The next morning I rose to the smell of coffee coming from downstairs. I headed down and padded into the kitchen. I had taken the day off, wanting to just relax and pamper myself. I wanted to be ready for the special evening Tom had planned.

      I was startled to find the kitchen empty. Tom was already gone from the bed when I got up, and I knew from the silence he hadn't been in the shower.

      Instead of his usual presence at the small kitchen table, I found a single rose siting in his place. There was a small note lying under it.

      'I love you more than life. It's time for you to live' I read in my husband's usual flourish.

      Time for me to live; what... I turned as soft footsteps entered the kitchen. Instead of Tom, I stood feet from my towering son. Other than those loose boxers, he was totally nude.

      "Dewey" I mumbled; pulling the folds of my robe tighter.

      I could feel the tremor in my body at memories of yesterday. I couldn't let him know how it had affected me. Silently he took a step towards me, I backed up a step. Like two dancers we moved across the kitchen.

      "Dewey" I gasped; when I felt my ass press against the kitchen island. He had me trapped, and before I could move that powerful body pinned me back.

      "What...what are you doing" I tried to ask as his body pressed against mine. God, I could feel the heat rising between my thighs again.

      "Happy forty-fifth birthday mom" he rasped at me.

      "Thank you" I whispered back. Oh God, his thick cock was pressed into my belly, and I could feel it hardening against me. I had to get away.

      "You have no idea how fucking hot you are, do you" Dewey almost hissed.

      
        "You can't..." I tried to stop him.

      I was stunned when he simply reached up, and opened the top of my robe. I had worn a light teddy, thinking to entice Tom to a little fun before he headed to the office. I could feel the cool air of the kitchen wash over my nearly exposed breasts.

      "God they're so fucking perfect" Dewey sighed as he stared at my exposed breasts.

      "Dewey, you can't...Oh God" my sentence broke into a moan as a huge maw reached up and covered one breast.

      I reached up to his shoulders to try and push him back, but I was trembling so badly I had no strength. I was captivated as he lowered his head, his lips parting.

      "Oh shit" I gasped as a hot mouth closed over one nipple. "Oh baby" I moaned as he sucked the diamond bud in, then nipped at it with his teeth.

      I began to shake violently as he attacked my breasts like a starved man. He left a glistening trail of warm spit from one aching breast to the other. I tilted my head back, arching my back to meet his mouth as a tremor shot through me.

      Jesus, my son was mauling my tits; sucking on my sensitive nipples; and I just had the hottest mini orgasm as I stood there. I could feel the trickle of warm fluids down my bare thighs. Oh God, I realized; I had anticipated Tom, I wasn't wearing panties.

      "Dewey...we have to...stop...your father..." I struggled to get out.

      "Oh yeah" Dewey suddenly chuckled.

      I felt the robe slip off my shoulders, and I was helpless to stop it from falling from my body.

      "Dad wanted me to tell you" my eyes grew wider as he reached down to the waistband of his boxers. "Happy Birthday...and he hopes you enjoy your present" I stared mesmerized as his boxers slid down.

      
        My present, I didn't understand, and then over nine inches of raging cock slid into view; and the thought vanished from my fevered brain. I felt a flood of cream drip between my thighs, much more and I would be dripping to the floor.

      "Unnghhh" I grunted, as two powerful arms lifted me like I was a feather, depositing me on the kitchen island.

      Comprehension slowly began to dawn on me. My hormonal fevers, my raging sex drive, Tom's reluctance to be aggressive. His seeming passiveness while his son all but raped me one morning in the kitchen.

      "You wouldn't..." I stared at Dewey, aghast at the suggestion.

      Slowly he knelt on the kitchen floor in front of me. His large hands gripped my knees and with a swift jerk, spread my legs wide. I was so wide open I thought my hips would pop.

      "You want to be" Dewey growled as he leered at my gaping pussy. Then that hot sucking mouth that had lavished such attention on my breasts, slammed over my dripping hole.

      "Dewey, Oh baby no" I gasped as his nose ground into my mound. "You can't, I'm you're..." I tried to protest, as my hands pushed against those powerful shoulders.

      "Mothheerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" I wailed as the assault hit.

      Tom was all right at giving oral sex, let's be honest it wasn't his favorite but he did it because I loved it. This, Oh my God, this was a man feasting on me. I felt his searing tongue jam through my swollen lips and probe deep. I felt him swirl around inside scooping up fluids. I felt my clit sucked and tugged on at the same time.

      My brain was screaming no; but the expert attack of my twenty year old son; reduced me to melted butter in moments. My heels drummed on the cabinets, while my nails dug into his broad shoulders.

      "Oh fuck...Oh Dewey..."NNNNAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed as every hormone inside me let loose.

      
        Dewey became the epitome of what I had begged Tom for. He didn't make love, he fucking ATE me. His tongue rammed in and out of my sopping pussy; while he slurped and sucked at my sweet honey. His lips locked onto my clit, sucking and tugging with obscene sounds. When he bit down on that bud I lost it.

      "Fuuckkkkk...I'm Cummminnggggggggggggg" my voice echoed across the kitchen; even as sparks went off behind my clenched eyes.

      My whole body jerked, as my ass bounced on the counter. I could feel my juices spray out to coat Dewey's face as I lost control. Where Tom would ease back, let that sweet ache linger, Dewey simply kept going.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck...so good...oh my God" I babbled like a mad woman as my body erupted.

      Dewey just continued to feast on my swamp as I pumped a river out. I felt a second wave roll in right behind the first, good God I was going to cum again.

      "Gahhhh...Dewwww...of fuck Deweyyyyy" I wailed as my second orgasm tore through me.

      My hands clawed at his shoulders as he reached around and cupped the cheeks of my quivering ass. In the midst of raw pleasure I felt him latch onto my clit and pull roughly, tugging the bud straight out. That's it, my shattered mind dimly thought, use your mother. The thought was obscene and oh so wrong; but God the orgasm was intense and oh so good.

      "No...no...don't stop..." I begged as his face came free.

      I had been heading towards a third orgasm, as his tongue and mouth released me. Dewey rose to stand between my lewdly spread thighs. I marveled at all the wetness that coated his face. God, that was me, I realized.

      "What did you call me...last time" his voice was hoarse. "A motherfucker" he grated.

      I stared in a fever of confusion into his burning eyes. I had called him what...when? I realized he meant when he had force fed me that beautiful cock and opened my mouth to respond. Because I had been looking at his cum drenched face, I hadn't seen what he was doing down below.

      
        I didn't need to see because I FELT it. His hips drove forward; and every inch of his huge cock drilled straight into me. Like a spear it went deeper and deeper, stretching my walls beyond belief until I thought he would ram into my gut.

      I opened my mouth to scream again, but my body roared past that. All that came out was a gurgling noise as that third orgasm came home. My walls clenched around him, my belly did a flip, and I felt my juices coat his cock and balls as I poured out.

      "I'm...a...mother...fucker" Dewey grunted between deep powerful strokes.

      "Fuck me...fuck your mother...fuck...your...MOTHER..." I panted with each thrust.

      I held onto his shoulders for dear life as his hips pummeled into my. The sound of skin slapping on ski was filling the kitchen; and you couldn't miss the heavy scent of raw sex in the air.

      I am ashamed to admit all thoughts of Tom were burned away as this young man used my body. He squeezed my ass, mauled my tits. His teeth nipped my neck; and through it all he fucked me like a man possessed.

      My entire body had turned into a mass of quivering flesh when my fourth orgasm roared through me. With every wave in my belly, I felt that thick cock pound into my cunt. He never missed a stroke as he fucked me right through my climax.

      I could feel a fifth orgasm building; I was stunned at how this young man was playing my body like a violin. Where had he learned to do this? I dimly wondered.

      I felt his forehead press to mine, and my eyes fluttered open to stare into his burning gaze. "I'm going to cum" his hot breath wafted over my lips.

      "I'm not pulling out" His voice was demanding. "I'm going to fill my mothers' tight cunt with my seed" He didn't ask, he was telling me what was going to happen.

      I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders, pulling his body against mine as my breasts mashed against his chest. I had given in as I opened my body to accept his hot load.

      
        I sat on my kitchen counter, and stared into my sons' eyes as I felt that huge piece of meat expand even more deep inside me. It was so tight inside me I actually felt it pulse along my walls; and then I felt it.

      Some women claimed they could feel a man cum inside them, I never had. It wasn't that I was insensitive or unaware when Tom would cum; it was simply not the right circumstances. I decided in that moment, it was a combination of his size, and my tightness.

      Dewey was stretching me to the limit he was buried so deep. When that first jet of cum splashed against my walls my eyes fluttered but stayed locked to my son.

      I opened my mouth to speak, when a second searing blast spewed inside. All I got out was a sudden expulsion of breath as that lingering fifth orgasm, slammed home in my gut. My belly flexed, and I felt the shock of hot juices spraying out to soak his belly and then mine.

      The two of us just panted and grunted as our bodies shook together. Sweat slick skin slid along the other. As Dewey slowly began to withdraw from me I couldn't help myself. I looked down and watched that thick tube slide out with a wet slurp. God it was totally coated with my white cream as it hung there still half hard.

      Looking between my own thighs, I stared in amazement as a thick glob of semen oozed out of my gaping pussy. I couldn't believe I had just had sex with my son, and the load he had pumped into me. I slid off the kitchen island onto wobbly legs. God but he had given it to me good. Bending down, I retrieved my robe.

      I turned to Dewey, who stood calmly by the island, his semi flaccid cock dripping a combination of our juices unto the kitchen floor. I couldn't find the words to describe what I felt, so I half stumbled out of the kitchen, and retreated to the upstairs master bathroom. Dropping the robe on the floor, I started the water and slipped into the warm spray.

      I spent the next half hour or so trying to scrub the shame from my body. I kept trying to tell myself I had no choice, but I knew better. The sick part was that for the first time in a year, I didn't have that insatiable hunger; Dewey had fucked it right out of me.

      I was just finishing my shower, still in turmoil of what to say. How could I tell Tom, how would I face my son? As I reached for the shower knobs, I was startled when the sliding door to the shower stall opened, and Dewey slid in behind me.

      
        "Dewey, what are you...ummmmpppffff" my words ended in a muffle as his lips ground against mine.

      His tongue jammed into my mouth as his six foot frame drove me back against the shower wall. I could feel his cock, once again steel hard, pressing into my belly.

      "We can't do this" I tried to say when he finally released my mouth.

      Dewey simply ignored my voice, his hands gripping my wet shoulders; he spun my petite body around. I slid on the shower floor, my hands coming out to instinctively brace myself on the tiled wall.

      "Baby we can't..." I gasped. A large paw pressed against my upper back, forcing my body to bend; my ass jutting out behind me.

      "No...no...no." I chanted as he stepped up behind me. "We can't..." the rest was a primal scream.

      "FUCKING HELLLLLLLLL" I heard my voice echo off the shower wall.

      Dewey's hips rammed forward; that engorged head spearing between my lips as nine inches of hard cock rammed into me from behind. Unlike the kitchen, I was bent over, totally exposed for maximum depth, and fuck did he hit it.

      I felt like I was being split in half by a log as he filled my tight hole. Pulling back he slammed back in; his balls slapping my dripping cunt as his hips made the cheeks of my ass bounce with every impact.

      I gritted my teeth as I shoved my ass back; that's right fuck me you bastard I thought. Warm water cascaded over our bodies as Dewey hammered into me. Our grunting and primal growls were the only sound now in the shower.

      I thought the kitchen had been savage, this bordered on brutal as I was impaled on his cock meat again and again. I knew I had to be pumping out a gallon of pussy juice, but it was masked by the running water.

      Dewey leaned over my back, his hands sliding from my hips up my slick body. Those huge paws wrapped around my swinging tits, and began to knead the soft flesh. Fuck, he was using every inch of me and I could feel my hormonally charged body responding. Finally, I just couldn't contain it any longer.

      "That's it baby, fuck your momma" I hissed. "Come on, do it harder baby." I moaned.

      One hand left my breast, fingers wrapping in my wet hair. Dewey jerked my body upright; and at the same moment slammed his hips forward. The power of his thrust drove my body against the cool tile of the shower wall.

      "AARRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed as he pounded up into me.

      The leverage of his height was lifting me off my feet with every stroke. Dimly I realized he had me pinned to the wall, hanging in the air suspended on nine inches of hard cock. MY toes started to curl, as my nails scratched along the tiles.

      "Oh fuck yes...fuck me Dewey...don't stop" I whimpered. "Make me cum...make me cum..." I babbled.

      The rocket exploded in my belly, as hot jets of cum spewed up into me. At the same moment I felt juices spray out and splatter against the shower wall. As darkness seeped into my mind, I was stunned to realize, we had just both cum at the exact same moment.

      When my eyes slowly opened later, I found myself stretched out on my bed, the comforter pulled over my nude body. I shifted under the cover, feeling warmth ooze out from my sore pussy, to join the already dried crust between my thighs.

      Glancing at the clock I was startled to realize I had been asleep for almost four hours. Dewey had totally exhausted my body in his attacks. Not that I was complaining. As I rose out of the bed, I was even more surprised to realize that quaking hunger was only a dim rumble in my gut.

      I threw on my robe, not bothering with a nightgown, and padded down the stairs to the kitchen. When I entered the kitchen, I stopped in my tracks. Tom was standing at the island, pouring coffee into a thermos. His container only inches from the half dried puddle of cum Dewey and I had left behind this morning.

      "Tom" I gasped; suddenly feeling exposed under my robe.

      
        "Hey baby" my husband chirped. "I'm just grabbing some coffee for the golf course."

      "Coffee...golf...I thought." I stuttered. "It's my..." I hesitated.

      Tom slowly screwed the lid onto the thermos, and then stood without turning around. His eyes stared down at the drying pool next to his hand.

      Dear God, I thought, what do I say?

      "Faye" Tom spoke softly, turning to face me. "I love you more than life" he sighed. "That I couldn't be what you needed hurt...a lot." I was stunned into silence.

      "Happy Birthday my love" he smiled gently.

      It was at that moment; Dewey chose to walk right past us and to the refrigerator. I was numbed to realize he was totally nude, that flaccid monster swinging between his thighs.

      "Hey dad" he called out.

      "Hey Dewey" my husband replied; as if the act was an everyday occurrence.

      I was totally confused; how could he have not seen, how could he be so damn calm. Then I slowly turned to my loving husband, my half open robe forgotten.

      I watched his eyes drift down my body, there was no hiding the crusted cum that clung to my thighs, or my swollen nipples that jutted straight out. Tom never said a word as Dewey stepped behind me; his eyes resting on mine.

      I was frozen as I felt the hem of my robe slowly rising; dear God here...now. I could only stare mutely as Dewey edged my body closer to the kitchen table. Tom watched silent as I was bent forward until my palms rested flat on the table.

      I couldn't deny the growing heat and wetness in my belly that this young stallion wanted to use me again.

      
        
      

      "Tom" I gasped as I felt a thick tube slide between my thighs.

      "No marks, remember" Tom looked at our son.

      "No marks" Dewey repeated.

      "Oh my God" I whispered.

      "Happy birthday sweetie" Tom said softly.

      I never saw him leave the kitchen; my eyes rolling back as that huge fuck stick slid up into me from behind. I was free, free to enjoy; as hands gripped my hips.

      "FUCK MEEEE" I screamed as Dewey bottomed out in me; never hearing the front door close.

      It was my birthday; time to have my cake and eat it too.

    
  
    
      Home Repairs

    
  
    
      Part 1

      Great Bend Kansas isn't a big city; just your normal Midwestern town. About an hour outside Wichita it's surrounded by wheat fields and farms. MY folks had moved here when Dad took a job with a law firm in Whatcha. They said they didn't want to raise a family in the big city; if you consider a single daughter to be a family.

      I didn't mind being an only child, but I knew mom and Dad had always wanted more kids. Unfortunately, Mother Nature had more to say about it when mom was diagnosed with uterine fibroids during the pregnancy. Because I was occupying her womb for nine months, there wasn't much they could do until after the birth; and by then the safest thing was a hysterectomy.

      
        Mother Nature can be rather cruel at times; and others a blessing. She took mom's uterus, and gave me 36E boobs; what can I say. MY current boyfriend Rick loved to smother his face in them while he shoved his six inch dick into me.

      Let's be real, Mother Nature can be generous; but on the whole most guys out there range around five to six inches. By the time I was twenty I had my share of boyfriends; and no I hadn't been a virgin since I was sixteen. Only once had I been with a guy who was over seven inches; so settling for six wasn't too bad in my view.

      Great Bend sits in what we call tornado alley; and once again Mother Nature reared her ugly head. All three of us were just happy to be alive but standing in our driveway the morning after an F3 barreled through, wasn't a pretty sight.

      One whole wall was missing on the side of the house, and part of the roof just hung over the gaping hole. The yard was littered with stuff; some of it was ours and some of probably our neighbors. I wandered across the grass and retrieved the stuffed bear my parents had given me at ten.

      "Could have been worse" my father muttered.

      "No shit" I said as I gazed into the gaping hole to what was left of my bedroom.

      "The insurance will cover it" dad sighed. "The contractor says it will be at least a month for repairs." He added.

      "So it's a hotel until then?" I asked as I stepped back over to the driveway.

      "I guess" Dad said sadly.

      "What?" I asked looking at them.

      "The insurance company and the contractor say the rest of the house is loveable" Dad grunted. "They won't pay for a hotel."

      Like I said, Dad is a lawyer; he makes good money, let's be real damned good money. But, my folks had struggled early on and made where they were by not pissing away money. I had inherited that same sense of frugalness.

      
        
      

      "Then it's the couch for me" I said simply.

      "Honey no..." Mom started to say.

      "I'm not having you blow five grand on a hotel when the couch works fine" I said flatly. "I would be at the house all day anyway, it's just for sleeping."

      Dad turned and looked at me; there was a strange look in his eyes; almost like fear.

      "Your mother had a suggestion." He said slowly.

      "Oh?" I looked over at mom.

      "I work nights at the hospital, and your dad is in the office during the day." Mom told me. "At any given time half of that queen bed is empty." She smiled.

      I looked at dad and a queasy feeling hit my belly. A twenty year old female in bed with her forty-five year old father; God help me, I thought.

      "Let's try the couch first" I said. "We'll go from there."

      "It's your call honey" Mom said. "It just seemed like an awful waste of bed space."

      I saw a look of relief wash over dad's face, and then it was gone. But I didn't miss the quick glance down at the mound that hung from the front of my slight frame. Did he just check me out? I shuddered.

      We spent the rest of the day starting to pick up. First it was the yard, and then the rest of the house. It stretched into two then three and then four days as we tried to return the house to as much as normal as possible. The contractors couldn't work on a bedroom full of debris, so a lot of my time was spent boxing my things and moving them to the garage.

      
        By the fifth day the contractors came through and evaluated the actual damage and gave Dad an estimate. Mother Nature took a strange twist as two pimply faced boys followed their father around the house. Fuck, I couldn't even get carpenter hunks to fix my room.

      By the end of the week my back ached and my tits hurt. Not just from the cleaning. Let's face it, a lot of women will tell you sex is just part of normal life; while at twenty, I LIKE sex. I like spreading my legs and having Rick pound away at me as I squirt all over him. Yep, I'm a squirter; what can I say Mother Nature gifted me.

      Mom could tell my back was hurting; and while part of it was my hormones, she had her mind set. As she prepared for work that evening, she cornered me in the living room.

      "You'll be sleeping in the bed tonight." She said calmly.

      "I'm fine mom" I tried to dissuade her.

      "Nonsense" she cut me off. "Your back is killing you and I won't have it affect your school." She stared at me.

      "But dad..." I tried to say.

      "I've already discussed it with your father." There was a tone of finality in her voice.

      I sighed in surrender; but had to admit a soft bed would feel good for a change. I hugged mom good night and headed back for the living room. The rest of the evening neither Dad nor I spoke about the new sleeping arrangement, it was as if it was a taboo subject. At his usual ten Dad headed off to bed. He had to be in the office at eight in the morning; my classes at Uni didn't start until nine-thirty so I usually stayed up later.

      When my movie ended at eleven I headed to the bathroom to get ready for bed. I stood staring into the mirror trying to decide what my next move was. Some people sleep in flannel jammies, others in their underwear. Me, I'm what you would call a buffer; I love the silky feel of sheets against my naked body. I was also about to slide into bed with my father so nudity was out.

      I pulled an outsize t-shirt over my body and kept my panties on and padded into the dark bedroom. I could hear Dad's soft snoring on his side of the bed as I slid under the sheets. As I settled onto the soft mattress almost sighing in relief, I realized my second problem. Usually this was when I would jill off my needy pussy; I mean come on a week without sex; only a eunuch would do that.

      The problem was I was only a foot or two from my sleeping father. I sighed with frustration; dammit I should have done it in the bathroom before I came to bed. I tried to clear the thoughts from my head, and honestly between the soft mattress and the soothing sound of my father behind me; I was asleep before I knew it.

      I woke about three in the morning; I could feel the pressure on my bladder; and it took me a moment to orient myself. I started to shift to slide out of bed and head to the bathroom, but I couldn't move.

      With horror I realized sometime during the night, Dad had turned over to his other side and closed the gap between us. He had one arm draped over my side, which didn't bother me; it was the fact there was a large paw holding my right breast. Now don't get me wrong, it was NOT intentional; but my tits are very sensitive, and when Rick plays with those puppies, my body can go haywire.

      I reached down and gently tried to pry his hand from my now aching tit. I felt him shift, I thought his hand would withdraw, instead he readjusted his grip and this time kneaded my soft breast.

      "Oh God" I softly gasped.

      I shivered as an electric current shot from my breast to my gut. Be real; twenty years old, horny as hell, and a guy gropes your tit. I don't give a shit if he is your dad; tell me you wouldn't get wet.

      I did, and more than just wet. I felt a swamp ooze out of my pussy and coat my clenched thighs. Fuck, I was wearing panties; it had never occurred to me and the damp cloth clung to my lips.

      "Mmmm Anna" I heard dad softly moan behind me.

      I froze on the spot. Who the hell was Anna? My mother's name was Diane; was my dad fucking another woman? I was so shocked I didn't fight when he pulled my body back.

      Two things hit at once; one was Anna was ME; that was my name. The second was the fat sausage that suddenly pressed into the crack of my ass from behind.

      
        All thoughts of the bathroom vanished as I felt Dad press into me. He was fucking HUGE, I realized. The thick shaft of his cock pressed the fabric of my panties into the crease of my ass literally filling the gap to overflowing he was so thick.

      I shivered as I felt the swollen bulb of his cockhead press into the warm skin of my lower back. My eyes popped fully open in the dark as it hit me. His bare cock, Jesus Christ my dad was nude.

      Then a second thought rattled through my still sleep hazed brain. Oh my God, if his shaft was in my ass crack...and his head was above the elastic band of my panties. I almost groaned thinking how fucking big he had to be to accomplish that.

      God I envy you mom, I thought softly. Suddenly my belly ached again as my bladder reminded me what my original goal had been. I gently slid forward, feeling his arm now slip from around me; I rose from the bed and padded into the bathroom.

      Sitting on the toilet, listening to the soft trickle, I looked down at myself. Dear God my nipples were rock hard, and I could see the glisten between my thighs. As I wiped, I reached down to pull my panties back up, then hesitated. Would I dare?

      I pulled the cloth free and dropped them into the laundry basket. After all, he had moaned my name, I reasoned. I slid under the covers to find Dad now stretched out on his back, and I could hear his even breathing.

      Have you ever had that war in your brain; where the stupidest logic is the one that seems to make the most sense? That was me at that moment. I figured since he had groped me first, fair was only fair.

      I slid my hand under the duvet, feeling the warm skin of his side against my fingers. I traced along his body slowly, until the crested at his hip. I held my breath as I gently slid my hand up and over his hip, my fingers teasing along his pubic hair. It didn't take long to find that monster, shit he was so big a blind woman could have found it.

      I shuddered as I realized I couldn't even wrap my fingers around it, and the fact that I had a grip on my father's cock. My hand gripped his shaft as I was stunned to find I couldn't feel either his balls or the head. How fucking big IS he? My numbed mind wondered.

      
        Hearing him moan, I pulled my hand away and rolled over. God what was I doing? I was just fondling my father is what I was doing; and swamping my pussy in the process. After a few moments I finally drifted back to a fit full sleep, my dreams filled with image of this huge dick just ravaging me.

      For three nights I was tortured, and yet I eagerly came back for more. When I awoke to him gently kneading my thigh, only inches from my soaked pussy, I almost lost it. I couldn't take it anymore.

      Saturday I called Rick and told him I was coming to his dorm room, I didn't give a damn if his roomie was there or not. I wasn't in the room more than thirty seconds and clothes started flying everywhere. I lunged at him, shoving him back on the bed.

      "Fuck me" growled at him.

      What should have been an hour or more of gut wrenching, rutting sex; turned into less than twenty minutes of 'uh uh, I'm done'. I wanted to scream out my frustration. When I got home that afternoon, I sat and sulked on the couch, dammit I didn't even have a room I could hide in.

      "Everything all right sweetie?" my mom asked from her easy chair.

      God, I had been so wrapped in myself I hadn't even seen her sitting there. What was wrong with me?

      "Yeah" I grunted back.

      "I thought you were with Rick" she set down the television remote.

      "I was." God I sounded like a bitch.

      "Not quite the session you wanted?" Mom gave a soft chuckle.

      "Mom" I almost shouted. "And nowhere near" I grumbled.

      "Do you need to use the bedroom?" I could see a faint smile on her face.

      
        "Jesus mom" I couldn't believe her.

      "Honey, we are both adults. If you need some...relaxation...I understand." Mom seemed so damned calm.

      The bad part was that Rick's little twenty minute jaunt had only managed to stir the fire between my thighs all the more. Where I had once felt fortunate to have a boyfriend with a six inch dick, there was no way it could compare with... I shook my head, trying to clear that thought.

      "Should I ask what's got you so worked up?" Mom's voice was softer.

      "I wouldn't" I muttered back.

      I know it may sound silly, but my parents had always prided themselves that we were always open and honest about everything. Just the thought of lying to my mother tore at me; but how do you tell her that your father, her husband, and his enormous cock were driving you insane.

      "He is rather large" her voice broke through my thoughts.

      "What?" I looked up at her, and saw her just sitting there staring at me.

      "I said" she spoke in a calm clear voice. "He is rather large."

      "Mom" I tried not to moan.

      "Was he against your ass?" her voice pushed into me.

      "Oh Jesus" I whispered as I shuddered.

      "Did he squeeze your tits baby?" Mom leaned forward, her eyes never leaving me. "He loves big tits you know." She told me.

      "Oh God mom" I couldn't stop my moan this time.

      
        
      

      Mom rose from her chair and came over to sit by me on the couch. God, I couldn't stop trembling. She reached out and took my hand, holding it gently in hers.

      "There is two things I want you to do." Mom said softly.

      I just stared at her. She seemed to know everything; yet there wasn't an ounce of anger or venom in her.

      "First I want you to go up to the bedroom and relieve yourself." Mom smiled at me. "In fact use my friend in my night stand; it's for when your father isn't...available." I almost choked.

      "Second, after dinner; come upstairs." She gently squeezed my hand. "I think there is something you might want to hear...or maybe see."

      I sat stunned as she returned to her seat and calmly picked up the television remote. She looked up at me.

      "Go on" she smiled again.

      I wandered up the stairs and into the master bedroom. I knew in my heart that mom knew everything. God, how could you be so calm about another woman lusting for your husband.

      With shaking hands, I opened the small drawer on her nightstand. In awe I pulled out what had to be the biggest dildo I had ever seen. Jesus, this thing had to be nine or ten inches long; and it was so realistic, with veins running down the shaft.

      Curious where mom had gotten such a toy, I turned it over and looked at the base. Clone-a-willy; what the hell was that, I wondered; then it hit me like a load of bricks. I was standing there, holding a replica of my father's cock.

      I stared at it in wonder; fuck was he really that big? Was this the monster that kept poking into my ass every night? A sudden gush of hot fluids filled my panties as I realized mom had just given me permission to use this thing. God, I couldn't get my jeans and panties off fast enough.

      
        I stretched out on the bed and gripped the thick base with both hands. Spreading my legs wide, I placed the engorged head at my entrance; and then did what I had been dreaming of for three days. I rammed that fake dick straight up my cunt.

      "Ohhhhh fuckkkkk" I groaned as my walls stretched around the rubber.

      I looked down between my thighs panting; Christ barely half of it was inside me and I already felt stuffed. Pulling it back, seeing my juices glisten on the silicone; I jammed it in again.

      "All of it" I groaned. "Give it to me daddy" I moaned as I began to work my dripping pussy.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" I grunted as the thing sank deeper and deeper.

      Wet squishing sounds filled the bedroom as I pounded myself raw trying to shove that whole thing up inside me. I wasn't going to stop until every inch was buried in me.

      "Fuck me daddy...fuck me..." I moaned as I went still deeper.

      Fuck I had never had a dick this deep before. It was hitting nerve endings I never knew I had. My hips hunched up and down as I pumped harder; I felt possessed as I fucked myself on my father's cock.

      "So close...oh fuck..." I groaned as I shoved harder still.

      Then it hit, and it hit HARD. Just as I felt those cool rubber balls slap against my up turned ass, I felt the most amazing thing as the head of that thing pressed against my cervix. The two sensations collided deep inside my gut.

      "Dadddddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" I screamed as my body exploded.

      I watched as a fountain of cream spewed out of me in an arc and splattered to the bed. You would have thought I was emptying my bladder right then, but the spasms along the walls of my pussy told me what was happening.

      
        In a fog I dropped back onto the soaked bed. Fake cock or not, that had been the most intense orgasm on my young life; God what would having the real thing do to me; I thought in a haze.

      It took less than ten minutes to unleash what three days had built; and then it took twenty minutes just to clean the mess. I had changed the sheets and slipped on my panties and jeans before I wandered down the stairs.

      I eased down onto the couch as mom looked over at me. She had a strange twinkle in her eyes as she watched me closely.

      "Feel better?" she asked.

      "Yes" I barely whispered.

      "It's not the same though...is it?" she asked me.

      "What" I jerked my head up and looked at her.

      Mom rose from the couch and handed me the remote. There was this strange smile on her face.

      "It's still not the real thing" she whispered.

      I could only shudder as mom walked away and into the kitchen. I listened to her starting dinner, and reached for the remote; time to get my mind to other things, I figured.

      It didn't help after dad got home either. Every time he walked by my eyes gravitated to his crotch; and I thought of the size of that toy. Jesus, to hold that thing; to feel it plowing into you; I was growing in anxiety again.

      By the time we were in the living room, I swear my panties had never been more drenched. I didn't know what mom was up to; but after that fun workout earlier; I didn't want to miss it.

      
        I helped clear the table, and washed the dishes. By the time I was done and headed back to the living room, I was surprised to find myself alone. Mom had mentioned coming upstairs, but where was dad?

      When I reached the top of the stairs, I could hear voices coming from the master bedroom. Thinking mom wanted to talk with me, I walked down the hallway. Then I heard her voice come through the half open door.

      I got halfway down the hall when the voices became clear enough to understand. I froze rooted to the spot.

      "That's it...fuck me." I heard mom's guttural moan.

      "Oh shit...baby" I heard dad.

      God they couldn't be, not right now. Is this what mom wanted, for me to hear or see them fucking. I turned to head back downstairs, when mom's next words froze me again.

      "Come on baby...fuck your little girl." I heard her whine.

      "Diane..." I heard dad gasp.

      "I know you want it" mom's voice dripped with lust. "You want to shove that fat daddy dick up your daughter's tight pussy."

      I heard a low growl from dad and then mom again.

      "That's it...come on daddy...fuck me daddy..." he voice was hoarse as she tried to mime me.

      "Oh God...Anna" I heard Dad moan

      Suddenly there wasn't enough cloth in my panties to contain the tidal wave that pulsed out of me. I slipped closer to their door, leaning against the wall as I listened.

      
        "Yes, that's it; fuck me harder daddy" I heard mom whimper.

      God her voice was so close to mine it was uncanny. My jeans were unsnapped before I even realized it, and one hand dove straight down to my swollen lips. Even the hot masturbation session earlier couldn't relieve the heat building inside me.

      "Oh baby...I can't..." I heard dad give this obscene groan.

      "Fill your daughter's tight little pussy" mom moaned. "Give me that daddy seed" I heard her beg.

      I eased along the wall; it was driving me over the edge. I peeked just around the corner of the half open door. The sight before me was like something straight out of an old man's porn video.

      Dad towered over her even on his knees. Mom was kneeling on her hands and knees on the bed, rocking her ass back to meet his slamming hips; I could see her ass cheeks shake with every impact. Her back was arched in raw pleasure; her dirty blonde hair put up into a pony tail with a speckled scrunchie.

      Jesus, we had the same hair color; and God I thought that was even one of my scrunches' in her hair; I was like watching my father fucking me before my eyes. Dad had her pony tail wrapped in one hand as he pulled her head back, his other gripping her hip as his skin slapped into her.

      I don't know if it was deliberate, but they were positioned perfectly sideways on the bed, giving me a clear view of that massive cock as it slid in an out. Fuck, it was even bigger than I had imagined; and it glistened with mom's juices every time he pulled back.

      Mom turned her head and I froze again as she stared right at me. I stood there, two fingers buried in my dripping pussy as I watched my father pound her; or me God I couldn't think straight.

      "Fuck your Anna" Mom moaned. "Come on daddy give it to me" again that voice came out.

      I could see the sultriest smile come across mom's lips as she locked eyes with me. She knew I was watching, and it turned her on. Jesus Christ I had never met this woman rutting before me.

      It only got more obscene the longer I watched; Dad released her hair and gripped her by the hips; pounding everything he had into her.

      
        "Fuck...fuck...FUCCKKKK" mom howled as Dad fucked her like a pile driver.

      "Going to...Anna...can't..." I heard Dad moan.

      "Oh God yes...yesssss..." I watched mom's eyes roll back.

      "Annnaaaaaaaa" Dad moaned.

      I saw his body shudder; and then mom tilted forward, dropping her head to the sheet. The move pulled dad's massive cock out of her gripping pussy about halfway; I rammed three fingers up myself as I saw that thick shaft pulsing.

      "Thank you daddy" mom sighed softly.

      I started to turn and leave, when mom made the hottest move I had ever seen. She eased forward more, until inch by inch Dad's huge dick slid free. When his swollen head slipped free, I watched a gush of white cream ooze out of mom's still gaping hole and drip to the bed.

      I knew I couldn't stay much longer. My body screamed for release but I couldn't risk it. Turning on my heels I beat a fast path back to the living room. God, I wanted to stretch out on the couch and shove that clone a dick so far up me I screamed for Dad.

      But I didn't dare, I wasn't sure how long it would take mom and dad to redress and come down those stairs. The sick part was, it took over fifteen minutes, Christ I could have fingered out three orgasms by then.

      When mom and Dad came back into the living room, mom was already dressed for work. I had to fight the urge to stare at the bulge I knew packed his jeans as dad sat in his chair.

      I needed to get my mind off sex. I headed up to the bedroom, figuring I could try and get some study time in. It was about an hour later I heard a soft tap on the bedroom door.

      "Hey" mom said as she stepped inside.

      
        "Hey" I replied. God she suddenly looked so different to me now.

      "I'm heading off to work" mom said the obvious.

      "OK" it was all I could manage.

      My eyes were glued to her breasts in her uniform, those same breasts that had been swaying freely as dad pounded into his 'daughter'.

      Mom bent down and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek; she hadn't done that since I was a little girl.

      "Have a good night" mom said softly in my ear.

      "Thanks" I barely choked out.

      Mom stopped at the door and looked back at me; she had that same sultry look on her face.

      "I won't tell you to be good" she said. "Just don't wear out my toy" she smiled. "Or him" and then she was gone.

      After she left, I reached over and pulled that massive dong from her beside stand. I sat and stared at it for a few moments. It would be so easy to just lay back and let "daddy" satisfy me. I could hear mom's words from earlier in my head as I sat there. She was right, it was huge, but it wasn't the real thing.

      I slid the plastic dick back into the stand and closed the drawer. No, I thought firmly. Next time, it wouldn't be a fake dick. It might not be tonight, or even tomorrow night; but the next time I fucked, it would be that massive cock filling my pussy.

      For the next week I thought I was going to come unglued. I slept with no panties, shortened my night shirts; and every night woke with my tits being mauled while that huge dick pressed into my ass.

      
        It got so bad I wanted to just ram my ass back and impale myself on that thing. I knew what mom and dad did was a roleplay fantasy; and I also know if he woke up buried to the hilt in me he would freak out.

      The fact I wanted it was only half of it, he had to want it to. While play was fun, reality was a whole different ballgame. You were talking about incest here, and while my moral fiber had few qualms, for dad it was different.

      Poor Rick had no idea what hit him. He went from frenzied pussy to no sex overnight. I wanted sex, and badly, but not with him. I was doing everything I could to entice dad; wearing skimpier clothes, snuggling at night. None of it seemed to have any effect.

      Yet, at the same time he seemed to be getting more and more agitated.

      By the end of the second week of repairs, I knew we were running out of time. They guys may be pimple faced morons, but they were actually doing a good job of fixing the house. I figured that at best I had a week left.

      I was at wits end on what more I could do; when Dad snapped at me about my choice of clothing. The tight halter I was wearing showcased my large chest, with my hard nipples pointing the way. The pants and shorts had given way to just wearing panties around the house.

      "Jesus Christ Anna, put some clothes on" Dad snapped at me in the living room.

      I was stunned. I just sat and stared at him. I didn't think he had even noticed, but apparently he had.

      "You're fucking killing me" he muttered as he stomped off for a shower.

      "What the hell?" I looked over at mom.

      She gave a tinkling laugh and that sultry look came over her face. What was she up too?

      "That, is a man who hasn't been laid in five days" mom chuckled.

      
        "Oh my God; mom you didn't..." I was shocked.

      "I most certainly did" mom laughed rising from her chair. "If he wants sex...it won't be with me." Her dark eyes bore into mine.

      "Mom" I gasped.

      "Time to get ready for work." Mom headed for the stairs.

      Mom went up and changed while my mind swirled. Christ she had totally cut him off for five days now. I couldn't imagine what going five days without sex was like, and then I suddenly realized I could; I had been doing to waiting for him.

      When mom came downstairs dressed for work, I watched her getting ready. She came over and again kissed me softly on the cheek.

      "Night sweetie" she said softly.

      "Night mom" I told her.

      "Oh, by the way" mom straightened up. "It's been awfully warm in the bedroom...for some reason...you might need to skip that heavy night shirt" I could see that sultry look back again.

      I sat stunned as she walked out the front door. Had my mother just invited me to sleep nude with my father? I wanted it, there was no question, but I had never been given a blessing to fuck another woman's husband before.

      I didn't see dad the rest of the night, I figured he must have showered and then headed to bed. When I entered the bedroom a bit after ten, I could hear his soft breathing in the dark. I slipped out of my clothes and then reached for my night shirt. My hand froze as I stood there. Slowly turning, I slipped under the covers; feeling the soft sheets against my bare skin.

      It wasn't even midnight when I was awoken by the gentle kneading on my breast. I couldn't hide the soft moan when he gently pinched my hard nipple.

      
        "Daddyyyy" I moaned softly.

      "Oh Anna" I heard his deep voice behind me.

      I felt the bed shift as he moved, pressing up against me. God could he get any harder, I thought; as that massive pole pressed into my ass. I shivered as I felt warm pre-cum ooze from the tip onto my skin.

      Beyond redemption, I stepped into the abyss. I reached up and took his large hand in mine. Gently I guided it lower, sliding it across my soft belly. I sighed as the tips of his fingers dipped into the soft curls of my pubis hair. I held still and waited; and then his hand moved.

      "Yesssss" I moaned softly as his fingers slipped lower.

      God even asleep he was perfect. His first three fingers splayed out and slid over my sex. The outer two pinching lightly at my swollen lips, while the middle finger found the sensitive bud of my clit.

      "Oh fuck daddy" I moaned as my hips bucked.

      "Anna?" I heard again.

      This time the voice was different and I knew he was waking up. I had to move quickly or I would lose this chance. Reaching down I gripped his wrist, holding his hand over my now heated sex.

      "Don't stop...please" I whimpered in the same tone mom had used.

      "Anna, we should..." Dad started to say.

      I didn't want to hear it; I wanted HIM. I ground my firm ass back against his throbbing cock, feeling it jump at the contact.

      "Please daddy...I need...you need..." moaned back.

      
        "Anna" he whispered my name; and then slid a fat finger between my lips.

      "Oh fuck yes" I grunted as sparks went off behind my eyes.

      I felt his fat cock slide up and down the crease of my ass as his finger began to pump into me. God this felt so good, but I wanted more, I wanted HIM.

      I lifted one leg and draped it over his thigh. This opened my sex to his probing fingers and I felt a second fat digit plow into me, stretching me open.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted at the invasion.

      My mind swirled with lust to the point I wanted to scream. I could feel my belly start to flex as my walls gripped his finger. I wasn't far off from losing it, and I was damned if my first orgasm with him would be like this.

      I reached above my head and gripped the sheets. I slid my body up the bed, feeling that fat cock slide lower in the crease of my ass. God, I had slid clear up and it still wasn't enough.

      With a soft grunt, I pulled on the sheet again. Dad hadn't slowed his fingers, and my nerves were reaching the breaking point.

      "Baby, what are you doing?" his hot voice against my neck.

      Just then my body slid into position. I felt the swollen head of his cock slip between my thighs, and press against my sodden lips. Even in the dark I could feel how big he was.

      No, I suddenly thought. Not in the dark. I reached out my hand, slapping the end table until I hit the base of the touch lamp. The bedroom was washed in a soft yellow glow as the light came on.

      "Anna?" Dad's puzzled voice came from behind me.

      I turned my head, cranking my neck until I saw his rugged face. I stared into his eyes seeing a mixture of lust and fear in them.

      
        
      

      "I want to see my father's face when he fucks me" I husked back at him. "Do it daddy, fuck your little Anna" I mimicked mom's voice.

      Dad never made a sound, but he stared back into my eyes as his hips moved. In one motion that huge cockhead plowed into me, and about three inches of his fat dick stretched me wide.

      "OH MY GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I screamed.

      He may have been silent; but there was no way in hell I could just lay there and take a telephone pole up my pussy. I started stretching...and stretching...and stretching. I clawed at the sheets and gurgled as my father split me in half. How the fuck did mom take this ting all the way?

      Suddenly the sensation was gone as dad pulled free.

      "NOOOOOOOOOOOOO" I screamed again.

      "Baby I don't want..." that was as far as he got.

      Literally furious he had pulled out, I flipped onto my back. Reaching over I dug my nails into his bicep and jerked on his body. Dad was so caught off guard he gave a grunt as his body rolled on top of me.

      "Fuck me daddy" I hissed into his ear. "FUCK YOUR DAUGTER" I shouted.

      Dad rose up on his arms, and I just stared between our bodies and watched in stunned silence as ten inches of cock can thick cock rammed up into me. All of it, every fucking inch plowed into my body.

      I opened my mouth, I wanted to scream but no sound came out. I wanted to shout, but my voice was gone. All that came out was a primal growl and little girl whimper as I exploded.

      I felt my body lose control as I almost seized under him, my arms released him and flopped at my sides, while my thighs drummed against his hips. Hot pussy cream shot out in a stream, washing his belly and groin. The sheer size of his cock was forcing every drop out of my tight pussy.

      
        Pain seared my brain at the same moment pure pleasure tore through my gut. I was ruined, and I knew it; there would never be another man like the one above me now; he owned me.

      I just lay under him and took it as he pulled that cock back, the thick shaft scrapping my walls, dragging along my clit. With a grunt he slammed back down into me; and my voice returned.

      "DADDDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" I wailed.

      Had there been anyone else in the house, there would have been no mistake what was happening.

      "Fuckmefuckmefuckme" I babbled as he pounded down into me.

      I couldn't stop my second orgasm any more than you could stop breathing. I slammed into me as that cock bounced off my cervix. Fuck was he deep.

      "Cumming again...oh fuckkkkk" I moaned. "Cumming on daddyyyyy" I cried out.

      The words seemed to only fuel him, as Dad picked up the pace even more. God how could a man fuck like this, I dimly thought. He was a damned machine.

      Juices poured out my pussy like Niagara Falls, soaking the bed; I didn't care. My pussy burned with every stroke as he hammered me; I didn't care. My entire world focused down onto that massive dick as I felt it throb inside me.

      I looked up at his face as his hips powered up and down. His eyes were glassy and his lips pulled back into a feral snarl. Not like this, I wanted him with me. I wanted him to KNOW he was cumming inside his daughter.

      I reached up and dug my nails into his bare chest. I watched his eyes flicker, and then come back to me. I smiled up at him.

      "That's it Daddy, cum in your little girl." I whispered to him.

      "Anna...we can't..." dad panted.

      
        
      

      I didn't use the voice mom used. Instead I tried something different. In the sweet little girl voice I had always used on my father; whenever I needed money or a gift; I raised my head and whispered in his ear.

      "Please daddy" I saw his eyes grow wide. "Pleaseeeeeeee" I whined.

      "Oh fuck...Anna" his body shuddered.

      "Yesssssssssssssss" I hissed as I felt his cock jerk deep in my belly.

      "Cum...cum...cum..." I chanted as my body erupted for I couldn't remember how many times.

      For two hours straight, my father fucked the living shit out of me. We did it missionary, and then he hammered me from behind while I howled like a bitch in heat. When he raised my legs up to his shoulders and plowed that massive dick halfway to my throat, I gurgled on my own spit while I came.

      By the time we were done, the bed was soaked in sweat and cum. Three hot loads of jizz leaked from my abused pussy. Even as I drifted into an exhausted sleep, I reached down and smeared that wonderful fluid all over my body.

      I woke the next morning to a hand resting on my shoulder. Blinking my eyes open to the daylight streaming in the window, I was startled to see mom sitting next to me on the edge of the bed.

      I turned to look at her, and as I did the sheets drifted down my nude body. There was no mistaking the dried cum that still caked my tits; even the room still reeked of sex.

      "Have fun?" Mom smiled.

      "Oh God" I groaned.

      Every muscle in my body ached...except one. My pussy was literally raw from the pounding it had taken the night before. Like it or not, it would take a couple of days to get that part of me back to working order.

      
        
      

      "It takes a bit of getting used to" mom chuckled softly.

      I could only nod in agreement as I rested on the pillow. I stared up at mom, seeing she was still smiling. It just didn't make sense; I had just fucked her husband.

      "Mom" I asked hesitantly. "I have to ask..." I stopped.

      "You want to know why" mom said softly.

      "Yeah...I mean you don't have to..." I looked up at her.

      "A fair question" Mom nodded. "Two reasons actually" mom stood and began to undress from her uniform.

      "The first is that I could keep up with him when I was thirty" she laughed. "Honey I'm almost fifty and it isn't so easy now."

      "I can see why" I said.

      My eyes were drawn to those same breasts I had seen that first night. Mom was making no move to hide her self; after all it was just us girls.

      "His appetite hasn't changed" mom slowly pulled her white slacks down. "If anything it's gotten stronger. If he is going to fuck anyone other than me...it's going to be you." She smiled.

      "Besides, she said tossing her slacks away. "He's dreamed about since you were eighteen" she laughed softly.

      "Jesus" I gasped.

      Mom settled onto the edge of the bed again. I couldn't help my eyes as they followed the contour of her full hips and down her thighs. Dressed in only a small thong and white hose, she actually looked pretty damned sexy.

      
        
      

      "The second reason" I asked, trying to divert my attention.

      "Mind if I ask a question first?" mom asked.

      I could feel her fingers tracing the dried cum along my belly and up to the swell of my breasts.

      "Sure" I tried not to gasp at her soft touch.

      "Are you on birth control?" he words caught me off guard.

      "Ummm yeah, I mean I wouldn't want..." I stuttered.

      I was having a hard time focusing as her fingers traced along the curve of my breast, dipping into the crusted pools.

      "Go off them." Mom whispered.

      "What?" I gasped as her fingers traced over a hardening nipple.

      "Your father always wanted another child, and I can't..." her voice trailed off.

      I felt a slow burn deep in my gut at what she was asking. Let me father...get me pregnant. I shuddered.

      "Hot isn't it" I suddenly felt her breath on my skin.

      "Mom" I moaned.

      I felt her tongue slowly drag across my skin, Jesus she was licking Dad's dried cum from my skin. The same cum that oozed from between my thighs; the same cum that could get me...

      
        "Oh God" I moaned as two soft lips capture my nipple.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      Over the next week so much changed for me, it was hard to grasp everything. Mom, unfazed as ever, seemed to take everything in stride. Rick, that was a different story, needless to say things didn't go well.

      Dad had taken over; there was no other way to put it. I mean three days in a row my father pounded me into the sheets. Once he understood this was really what I wanted, it was like I had let an animal free of its cage.

      Honestly there is nothing wrong with Rick, and somewhere out there is a woman who will have a tremendous husband; it just wasn't going to be me. Over the weekend I went over to Rick's; and of course he noticed I wasn't as aggressive as the last time. In his words, I didn't seem 'needy.' I didn't have the heart to tell him I already had all I could need...at home.

      I don't know if dad just stretched me so fully, or if it was a mindset; when Rick slid his hard cock into me I almost asked him if he really all the way in. The worst was when we were done; I lay there on his bed, totally unsatisfied with his dried cum on my belly. Worse, there was this knot in my belly; and it took me a bit to realize what it was. I had cheated.

      The thought that having sex with another man would make me feel this way, shocked me. I couldn't be falling in love with my father? That just didn't happen. It was mom of all people, who brought the light home for me.

      When I got home that night, I felt dirty; almost ashamed. I headed straight for the shower and spent almost an hour scrubbing myself clean. I was stretched out on the bed trying to focus on my studies when mom tapped on the door.

      "Heading for work?" I asked looking up.

      Mom came into the room and quietly sat on the edge of the bed next to me. I could tell she had something on her mind so I just waited; after twenty years I was used to this.

      "What happened?" Mom asked softly.

      
        
      

      "Nothing" I hung my head down.

      "Bullshit Anna" my mother said. "You don't scrub yourself raw and then hide in the bedroom for nothing."

      Mom began to softly stroke my hair, God she could be so loving and yet the kinkiest damn woman I ever met. I looked up into her eyes, and God helped me I spilled my guts right there.

      "I broke up with Rick." I said softly.

      Mom just nodded silently, she was going to make me say it all.

      "We...we had sex" I said.

      "Ahhhh" mom smiled down at me. "You had sex, you didn't make love."

      There was a knowing look in her eyes, God how did she always have the answer before I did; sometimes it drove me crazy.

      "We had sex." I said in a cracked voice.

      "Are you in love with him?" her question caught me off guard.

      "I can't be...I shouldn't be..." I stuttered back. "He's my father" I sighed.

      "He's also a man" she still wore that smile. "Now answer the question." She insisted.

      "Yes" it was all I could choke out.

      Mom leaned down and softly kissed me on the cheek; shit she was doing that a lot lately.

      
        "Do something for me...tonight" she said softly.

      Before I could even speak I knew I would agree, I just turned on my side and looked into mom's eyes waiting.

      "When he goes to bed tonight, I want you to join him." Mom directed. "Then I want you to look your father in the eyes; and tell him to make love to you." She told me.

      "Hasn't he been doing that?" I asked.

      "No" mom shook her head. "He's been fucking you sweetie." She smiled. "I think you will be surprised." Once again that smile crossed her lips.

      "Mom" I don't know what possessed me to even ask the question. "Would you like...to join?" I said softly.

      Mom kissed my cheek again, her warm breath right next to my ear when she spoke. Her words made my eyes wide with shock, and caused a sudden gush to fill my panties.

      "Oh I will sweetie" she husked. "And when I do, I am going to suck every drop of him out of you."

      "Jesus Christ" I couldn't stop the soft moan.

      "You aren't the only one with fantasies" her voice all but hummed in my ear.

      I grunted softly when a delicate hand gripped one of my huge breasts, her fingers teasing my now rock hard nipple. I felt a second gush of fluids and I wondered what was happening to our house.

      Suddenly those lips and that hand were gone, and I almost groaned in disappointment. Mom sat up and looked down at me, the smile was replaced by her serious expression so I waited.

      "Have you thought about our discussion before?" she asked.

      
        I looked at her confused for a moment, and then the light went on in my head. I pulled myself up and rose from the bed, padding quietly into the bathroom. Returning, I held out my hand to mom and placed the small packet of pills in her hand.

      "Throw them away" I said softly.

      You would have thought mom had just gotten her favorite Christmas present as a broad smile spread across her face. She balled her fist and crumpled the small packet.

      "With pleasure" she told me. "Are you going to tell him?" she asked.

      I had to think about that for a moment. Should I tell him? Would it change our relationship?

      "No, I think I'll...surprise him" I couldn't hide my smile.

      "Minx" my mother smiled back. "Time for work, have a...fun night" she kissed my cheek again.

      The rest of the evening could have compared to any suburban home. I spent time studying and dad watched the news. We had lasagna for supper; not only can the man cook in the bedroom he can cook in the kitchen.

      We had just finished watching a movie on the television when dad commented he was heading for bed. Without saying a word, I turned off the television, checked over the house and headed up the stairs.

      I knew he had just gotten into bed, I could see the surprised look on his face as I headed for the bathroom.

      "Tired already sweetie?" he asked.

      "No, not really" at least I was honest.

      "Then why..." His question died as he watched me walk out of the bathroom totally nude.

      
        I could see his gaze fastened on my large breasts as I walked to the bed. My nipples were rock hard in anticipation, and they swayed heavily from side to side with each step.

      He just stared as I slipped under the sheets next to him. I thought about turning off the light, but decided I wanted to see him. Propping myself on one elbow I looked down at his face, God I could get lost in those eyes.

      "Daddy" I whispered.

      "Baby..." he almost choked out.

      "Make love to me...please" I told him softly.

      What happened next absolutely stunned me, mom had been right. Dad's head lifted from his pillow and his lips met mine. I've kissed, a LOT; I've even kissed dad before. That was always in the heat of coupling, that hungry and needy kissing. This, oh my God, I had never been kissed like this.

      Soft lips enveloped mine; his breath flowed into my mouth, followed by his warm tongue. He explored every corner of my mouth and then he gently sucked my tongue into his hot mouth. I could taste him, smell his aftershave; it was like we were kissing for the very first time.

      My hands slid over his chest, while he wrapped me in his arms. Slowly he eased me onto my back on the bed; God I was his, totally his in that moment. When his mouth parted from mine, I felt them begin to trail down my neck.

      "God I love you" I whispered.

      God his mouth and lips were everywhere, and it seemed like all at once; my shoulders, my collarbone, across the tops of my heaving breasts. I wanted him to devour me, and yet I didn't want this to end. My nails scraped up his strong back as his lips worked lower on my trembling body.

      I arched my back, offering my breasts to him; but he passed them by. Every nerve ending in my body had lit on fire from this man.

      "Oh Goddddd" I moaned as his hot tongue swirled in my navel.

      
        
      

      As he kissed his way slowly back up, he scooted closer. Fuck I could feel that hard telephone pole press into my thigh. I reached one hand up holding the back of his head, trying to guide his hot mouth.

      "Please...oh God...please..." I whimpered.

      The answer to my plea came when hot lips wrapped around one aching nipple. Pleasure ignited in my breast and flowed down deep into my belly. I stared at the ceiling with wide eyes as I felt that knot hit in my gut. How could I? Oh God I was really going to... Then it hit.

      "Fuckkkk" I gasped as my cunt tightened.

      I felt the swamp flow out from between my thighs. Dear God he was making me cum just from my breasts. I gripped the back of his head as one wave rolled outward.

      "Cumming" was all I could gasp.

      Dad licked and sucked while I trembled and quivered. In the heat of pleasure I felt his lips begin to drift lower, crossing my flexing belly; my soon to be fertile belly.

      When I felt his hot breath between my thighs, my brain ignited. I arched my ass off the bed, trying to press into his mouth, but he pulled back, teasing. That hot tongue slid up one soaked lip and then down the other, never touching the hard aching bud of my clit.

      I felt the walls of my pussy contract with my last orgasm, and then his hot tongue slide between my lips.

      "Oh fuck...oh Dad" I grunted.

      He was slow and methodical, not the hurried oral sex I had gotten before from Rick. This was a real man, taking his time and enjoying. I couldn't lay still, my legs flexed and I withered on the bed as my father feasted on me.

      
        He would tease my clit with the tip of his tongue and then slide it back in. He would suck my fat lips into his mouth, and then slide his wet tongue from the crease of my ass to my clit.

      I felt like I was losing my mind; he brought me to the edge, and kept me just hanging there; teasing, tormenting. I could hear the wet slurps, the sound of his swallowing the river of juice that was pouring out of me.

      I raised my head and stared down between my bent legs, at the sight of my father, his face covered in my glistening juices, his eyes staring up at me.

      "Please...I need...oh God daddy...so close..." I babbled.

      I didn't topple off that cliff, I was shoved; with enough force to send my body flying. How he managed it I am not sure; but four separate sensations slammed into my body at the same instant.

      One big paw slid up my belly, gripping the meat of my 36E breast, a finger and thumb pinching my nipple sending a shock into me. His mouth opened and his lips sucked my pulsing clit in deep. I felt my eyes roll back as a fat thick finger slowly slid into my dripping hole, filling me inch by inch.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" he hummed; the final straw.

      The vibration sent a current straight into my womb. As my ass shot off the bed I willingly jumped off the cliff for this man.

      "DADDDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" I screamed at the top of my lungs.

      I had never, and I mean NEVER had an orgasm as intense as what ripped through me then. My juices sprayed out, coating his entire face, drenching his hair as it shot up in an arc. My legs shot straight out as my ass bounced down on the bed, then flexed again as I jammed my pelvis up into his face.

      "Da...da...ooohhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I gurgled.

      I had lost control of my entire body, even my voice as waves rolled through me. I was still twitching and shaking as I felt his body slide up mine. My hard nipples dragged across his chest as he settled on top of me. He was poised up on his arms, looking down at me.

      
        
      

      My eyes tried to focus on his face; all I could see were his eyes; filled with lust...and love. I spread my legs wider, offering myself to him.

      "I love you Anna" he said in a hoarse voice.

      I opened my mouth to answer, but couldn't. In that moment his hips pushed down, and the engorged head of his popped inside me with a wet sucking sound. How do you even put words to the most glorious sensation of your life? One inch...then three inches...then five inches...then seven inches. Dear God it kept going...and going...and going.

      My eyes rolled back again as more hot cream pumped out of my steaming core. He hadn't even started fucking me and I had cum twice already. I felt him pull back, and the slam home inside me.

      "Yes" I grunted as his pelvis slammed into mine.

      I know I had literally just stopped my birth control pills, but there is something about the mental process; the knowledge that he was fucking into my fertile pussy.

      There were no frenzied animal strokes in his lovemaking; only slow powerful deep strokes that scraped ever centimeter in my pussy. I tried to refocus my eyes, and found myself looking up into dads' as she stared down at me. My legs came up and wrapped around his waist, locking my heels in his lower back, there was no way I wanted him to pull out now.

      For once I wanted my partner to feel the same pleasure I was; I gripped the back of his neck and used it like a fulcrum, pulling my head and upper body up slightly. Dipping my head down, I sucked in a hard nipple, smelling hi sweat and body as my lips touched his skin.

      God I couldn't believe what was happening; it started as a slow tingle in my groin. I felt my walls start to tighten around him as a pressure built in my belly. I was going to cum; but it was different, it was this long slow build that let me feel every stroke, every move of his body.

      Dropping back to the bed I locked eyes with him. MY hips matched his in a wet slapping rhythm. The room was filled with the smell of our sex, the sound of our harsh breathing broken by soft grunts.

      "I'm going to cum" I gasped in wonder.

      
        
      

      "Cum for me Anna" I heard dad husk down at me.

      I knew that logically he couldn't impregnate me this soon; but I wanted it; God did I want it. Just as I hit my crest, I said the unmentionable.

      "Cum in me dad" I whispered softly to him. "Give me your baby"

      I saw his eyes glass over, his whole body shuddering. That thick coke can buried inside me jerked and this incredible heat began to fill me. Together we quivered and shook through our joined orgasm.

      I had never cum like this, staring into their eyes, actually feeling it and seeing it happen. I had always been in this fever of need when it happened, the culmination of my hunger. Tonight it was more than hunger; it was want...not need.

      For a moment my eyes fogged over and my head swam with darkness, I felt the power of my orgasm threaten to black me out, fuck it was intense. Only two words came out of my mouth.

      "Yes daddy" I moaned.

      As his body slowly lowered onto mine, I unraveled from around him. Our labored breathing the only sound, we cuddled in the bed, still joined as one. As sleep drifted over my mind, I felt the complete exhaustion of my body, and could feel the sense of warm completion inside me.

      "I love you dad" I whispered to him.

      The next thing I literally knew was a growing tightness in my gut, I was about to explode; and as I roused from sleep I felt that hot mouth between my thighs. Sleep started to clear from my mind as I edged closer; it was then I realized something was different. Dad was laying full length beside me. How could he...?

      "Fuck yes" I moaned softly as my belly lurched.

      I turned my head and found myself staring into dad's eyes as he watched me. I was still in my post sleep haze as I tried to logic this out. If dad was beside me; then who was between my thighs?

      
        
      

      "Oh shit" I groaned as that tongue expertly teased my clit.

      Instinctively I reached down, and found myself wrapping my fingers in long curls of hair. Realization dawned on me who was between my lewdly spread thighs just as that knot released deep inside.

      "Oh my God mom" I gasped, staring into dads' face.

      A smile slowly crept onto his lips; and it was the last thing I saw for the next thirty seconds as my body erupted. My eyes rolled back and the walls of my pussy pulsed.

      "NnnnnnnnggggggaaaaaAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I wailed in a crescendo.

      Thick cream pulsed out from between my swollen lips as that suction attacked me. God it seemed like it would go on forever as obscene sucking and swallowing noises drifted up from between my thighs.

      True to her word, my staid, Middle American mother; was sucking her husbands' cum from the depths of my hole. God I was in heaven.

      I had never been with a woman before; honestly I had never even considered the idea before. I knew about being lesbian or even bi-sexual; it had just never been something I was interested in; I loved cock too much.

      Hate to tell you guys, Rick had been good; and Dad had been fucking awesome. But nothing could hold a candle to another woman's lips as she ravaged my pussy. I gurgled, I begged; I moaned and I screamed as mom devoured every drop I had.

      As I collapsed back on the bed, I saw mom lift her head from between my jelly filled thighs; stretching out on the bed between dad and I. The dumbest thought once again passed through my teenage brain. Mom had encouraged me to get pregnant, how was I going to do that if she had swallowed all his seed?

      "No fair" I said in a hoarse voice. "You took it all." I complained.

      
        Mom chuckled, her eyes lit with an unholy fire I had never seen before. She turned her slick face towards dad.

      "There is plenty more where that came from" mom chuckled.

      "Fuck her" mom's voice dropped low as she stared at dad. "Plant that seed" there was no question she was deadly serious.

      The bed shifted as dad slid over mom's body, coming to rest on top of me. I looked at mom and then up at my father. I could sense hesitation in his moves.

      "Give it to me daddy" I almost whined.

      I spread my legs to show him how badly I wanted this. Like nothing I had ever wanted before. I felt him shift, adjusting his position; suddenly that fat head was pressed against my still dripping lips. At least I didn't need to worry about lubrication; mom had taken care of that.

      "Oh fuck" I muttered when that huge fat head popped inside me.

      "Anna... you..." Dad grunted above me.

      "I went off them...yesterday..." I panted.

      God damn just having the head in me was like a gigantic tease I reached up one hand and dug my nails into his strong pecs. I stared into his wondering eyes.

      "I can't...yet" I gave him a sultry smile.

      God it was like I had flipped a switch. The powerful gentle lover of last night vanished as an almost feral look came into his eyes. I tried to brace my body; but I have news there is no way to brace for ten inches of cock.

      And that was what slammed home into me, in one single stroke. Ten glorious inches of my father's cock split me in half and plowed deep into my belly. It was like a harmonic trio sang in the bedroom.

      
        
      

      "Ghaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" I screamed as my pussy opened wide to his onslaught.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I heard dad moan as my tight walls gripped him as he slid into my soaked pussy.

      "Yesssssssssssssssss" I heard mom hiss beside me as she watched her husband fuck her daughter.

      "Fuck me daddy...fuck me..." I bellowed

      "So...fucking...tight..." I could hear him grunt as he began slow even strokes.

      "Fuck her...come on baby FUCK HER..." I heard a hard slap as mom's hand came down on his ass.

      Like slapping a wild horse, Dad's hips picked up speed. I could feel that fat crowned head when he drew back, and then his pelvis would slam down onto me. The force drove my ass down into the bed, and then I would bounce back up as he slid back. My heavy tits wobbled and shook as he pounded into me.

      "Oh God...Oh God...Oh God..." I babble with every thrust.

      The fire in my belly was raging, and I knew with total certainty I was about to explode. My legs began to quiver and shake as I clawed at the bed sheets.

      ""Going...oh my God...I'm going to cummmmmmmm" I moaned.

      My eyes snapped open as a hand suddenly gripped my swinging tit, squeezing the soft flesh. How breath filled my ear.

      "Are you going to cum on my husbands' cock?" God the sheer lust that dripped from my mother's voice was incredible.

      "Yes...yes...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed back at her.

      
        
      

      My heels dug into the bed and I rammed my hips straight up. Dad was just beginning his downward movement when I pushed. I have cum from dad a number of times; but even I was shocked when our bodies slammed together. Deep was not even the word for what hit me.

      I could feel my pussy lips burn as they stretched, and this fat bulbous head jammed into my cervix. All I could do was grunt in amazement as I lost control of my entire body. I began to flop under my father as hot cream squirted out to cover his belly and groin.

      Delicate fingers laced into mine, and I turned to stare at my mother as my entire belly flexed and another wave passed through me. Mom was watching me intently as my pussy cream coated her husband's cock with a white froth. I knew what she wanted; I could see the hunger, the need, in her eyes.

      Clenching my hand in mom's grip, I turned to look up at my father. His face dripped with sweat and I could see the love and lust staring down at me.

      "Give it to me daddy" I whispered so my mother could hear. "Fill me with your seed." I told him.

      "Anna" dad gasped; he was ours now, I smiled.

      I looked at mom; she nodded her head with that sultry smile. I lifted my head just enough to press my massive tits into his chest, and then whispered hotly in his ear.

      "Do it daddy, impregnate me." I husked.

      I knew it was too soon after stopping my birth control pills, but dad didn't know that. The bull roar that came out of dad made my ears ring. His entire weight slammed down on me as my tits were crushed against him; Jesus his cock went deep. My eyes opened, my mouth hung open; but no sound came out. Dad slammed in deep, pressed the tip against my spongy cervix; spasmed; and promptly filled me with hot jizz.

      I couldn't even move as dad pumped wad after wad into me; not just because he was pressed against me, but my mother had slammed a hot mouth over my nipple and was sucking like a fluid starved animal.

      
        Rick was gone; every man I had ever slept with was gone in that moment. All I wanted was right here in this bed with me. Well, all but one thing; and hopefully it wouldn't take more than a month or so for THAT little prize.

      Epilogue

      I leaned against the office desk and surveyed the room. Along one wall was a large built in bookcase that held dad's law library; the office desk was oak and had that new wood smell.

      "Nice office dad" I smiled.

      The pimple boys and their dad had done a great job. The wall and roof were fixed, everything was carpeted and painted. Mom and dad had used the insurance check to buy new furniture, of course not quite the furniture that had been here before.

      We didn't need the bed anymore; I had 'other' sleeping arrangements now. I watched as mom walked around the room slowly.

      "Of course we'll need to shuffle a bit" she mused.

      "For what" dad asked confused.

      "For the crib of course" mom huffed. "God men" and she rolled her eyes.

      "That reminds me" I husked.

      I slid up onto the edge of the desk and startled slowly letting my legs drift apart. Like a trapped animal dad stared between my spreading thighs.

      "Why don't you christen your new desk" I stared at him.

      Both of them walked over, dad standing just between my spread knees. Mom reached down and began to unsnap and unzip his jeans. She tugged the cloth down and I watched as that monster sprang free.

      
        
      

      "You heard her" Mom rasped at dad.

      Without a fight in him, dad slipped between my thighs, and began to push into me. I shuddered as I stretched to fit him. Fuck, I would never get tired of this I thought.

      He stopped with his cock just short of his usual. It really wasn't totally his fault. At three months my belly had begun to swell, and God my tits were fucking HUGE.

      "God yesssssssss" I moaned as he filled me.

      "Oh shittt" Dad moaned as my slightly looser walls closed around him.

      "Fuck the little slut" Mom rasped. "Fuck your pregnant daughter" her lips close to his ear.

      "Oh God Diane" Dad grunted as his hips began to move.

      "Look who's...talking" I panted. "After my daddy fills me, my mommy is going to suck me dry" I grated.

      "Dam right I am" mom's voice was filled with lust.

      I felt my belly twitch as I watched mom and dad kissing as his thick cock slowly ploughed into my pregnant belly.

    
  
    
      I Didn't Know

      I really didn't know; I swear to God. You can't blame a guy if he doesn't know, right? Oh it felt a bit different, and it was hotter than our usual I admit. But it had been a long shift, I was brain dead; horny as hell, and at almost fifty things don't click like they did when I was twenty-five.

      Just to lay some ground work, my name is Charles "Chuck" Manners. Life has been pretty decent to old Chuck. I started as a fast food fry cook in high school; and now at forty-eight I own three franchises. I learned to save, spend well, and pay attention to detail. You can skip that last one; it was my lack of attention to detail that got me into this.

      Right now life sucks; we barely made it through the shutdowns for COVID, and now; like every other small business, I can't find decent workers to save my soul. That was how I wound up closing at one of the franchises tonight.

      We had closed things up at midnight, and by the time I got the registers cleared and everything done, hell it was after one am by the time I dragged my ass home. Half awake I slid into bed; and got my first surprise. There next to me was a warm body.

      I was surprised because my wife Louise was at her mother's house, and had been the last couple of days. She wasn't due back until late tomorrow. At seventy-four, a smoker, and over-weight; you can put the diagnosis list on my mother-in-law. Diabetes, high blood pressure, cardiac; you name it.

      She had renal failure and apparently things got the better of her; again. So Louise, the dutiful daughter had gone to help care for her.

      The comparison between Louise and I are pretty minimal; we have a lot of the same likes; we have a lot of the same personality. There is only one area we tend to disagree; sex life. You say sex to me; I would answer with Let's GO baby. Say that to my wife, and her answer would probably be; again, we just did it this week.

      As two mature adults, we've learned to compromise. After almost twenty-five years we've kind of gotten it figured out. Louise lets me screw her senseless a few more times a month than she probably wants; and a few times a month I back off and jerk one off to a bit of internet porn. Like I said, we've worked things out.

      Honestly, my work schedule lately has sucked; and I haven't had much alone time. Having Louise home a day early didn't hurt my libido one damn bit. I could feel my half awake cock thicken at the opportunity for a little something on her return. I rolled onto my side and wrapped my arm around her warm body.

      All right then; let's stop right here for a moment. We all know where I am at this point in the story. There is one thing I need to explain; and that is; there was something at this point I DIDN'T know.

      This is what was told to me...much later.

      
        
      

      Our wonderful daughter Kay; twenty-four, mother of our two year old grandson; had been in a fight with her husband. Or should I say another fight with her husband. It seemed to be something the two did rather frequently.

      Interestingly enough; the fight was something her mother and I had spent years working out; their sex life. Apparently Kay and her husband had the same problem; only in reverse. Kay wanted to jump her husband's sausage every day; while he wanted to play hide the wiener, in his shorts.

      Apparently the two had gotten into a knock down drag out about Kay believing twenty year olds should like to fuck; while he told her she was acting like a slut. BINGO...bad move junior.

      That comment put our daughter in our kitchen, crying on her cell phone to her mother. Louise had told her to just spend the night at our house, and then try to work things out with a cool head tomorrow.

      You got it; that warm body I had just wrapped my arm around; was NOT Louise. Oh they're built about the same. They are both about five-six; around a hundred and forty pounds. They both have those soft 36 C breasts; at least the one in the palm of my hand was nice and soft.

      Now, I know you'll ask why the hell she was in my bed. Simple, when her mother offered; she no longer had a room. Look, she's twenty-four; has a home and a child; that meant dad got his office. Kay had tried sleeping on the couch, and apparently by eleven decided to hell with that and headed for our bedroom. She told me later that she planned on waking up when I came to bed and telling me; a little late now.

      You see, as I cupped that soft breast in my hand, I could feel the nipple harden in the palm of my hand. Oh yeah, green light I thought. I slid closer, snuggling my seven inches into the crack of her ass.

      I was a bit caught off guard when she started to grind her ass back at me with a soft moan. Louise wasn't usually one to initiate anything; but who was I to argue.

      I reached down and found the hem of the nightshirt at her waist. Kay didn't bring anything with her, so had put on one of her mothers' night shirts. See, can you blame a guy for not knowing.

      
        When I cupped that full breast, what I didn't register; was that a twenty-four year old breast is one hell of a lot firmer than a forty-eight year old one. What I DID register, was the rapidly hardening nipple that now scratched my palm; and all I wanted was to suck on that puppy.

      When I slid my hand under her nightshirt, and up to cup her breast, it also slid the hem up to her hip; at least on the one side of her body. The effect was that one cheek of her ass was now exposed; and I felt that warm flesh against my cock as she gently pressed back against me.

      Like I said, Louise was never one to initiate much when it came to sex, so I was used to making most of the moves. I shifted closer on my side, and felt my now thick cock slip between the cheeks of her ass.

      "Mmmmm" I heard a soft moan as my cock slid into position.

      Afraid she would wake up and find some reason to stop the fun; I released her breast and slid my hand down over her hip under the covers. I admired her hips as my hand slid lower; it was nice to know all that yoga was paying off, I thought.

      Yeah, yeah; I was brain dead. You also have to remember, both of them were mothers; and they had very similar forms; those full wider hips only a mother has. What I didn't register, was the firmer thigh that my hand slid over. All I felt was soft warm skin that was in my way.

      I gently pushed her thigh forward, feeling her knee flex at the same time.

      "Unnnn" I heard the soft moan as I bent her leg.

      Oh yeah, the perfect position. A naked from the waist down woman, on her side, one leg bent. That meant only one thing, her pussy was now open. I focused on shifting just slightly lower in the bed behind her; more concerned about my position, than the firm thigh I was once again gripping.

      Feeling my cock suddenly slip from the crack of her ass, I knew I was now home free. I tilted back a bit and slid my hand between our bodies, searching for my now throbbing cock.

      I was once against surprised when my hand slid along Louise's inner thigh, Jesus she was wet, I thought. Well, it had been over a week I thought. Maybe she actually missed it, I smiled in the dark.

      
        Tilting my cock forward I felt the head nestle into the curls of her hair, and then press against her lips. I swore I could feel her moisture coat my cock head; but at this point frankly I was operating on auto pilot.

      "Yesssssssssssssss" I heard a soft exhalation. That was my green light once again.

      I pushed my hips forward; feeling the fat head of my cock slide home. God her walls clamped around me like a velvet vise; she was tight tonight; it must be because we waited so long.

      "Fuck" I grunted softly; as half my cock sank into her. Christ I could feel her wet heat wrap around me.

      "Oh my God" a guttural moan echoed in the dark.

      Her hand slid back, gripping my hip under the sheets. I felt long nails dig into my skin as she pulled me into her. Long nails; when did Louise? And then the thought vanished as I sank to the root inside her.

      "Nggghhhhhhh" I heard her soft moan.

      I slid my hand up her belly, gripping her breast, thumbing her nipple. I felt her back arch, offering me the firm globe. My hips started moving as I pumped in and out.

      "Oh shit...oh God..." I heard her raspy voice.

      I used my feet to kick the covers down; there was no use hiding now; it was evident she was awake. I gripped her tit harder, my hips picking up speed as my hips slapped her ass.

      "Fuck yes...oh Godddd" I heard her moan.

      I felt a hot gush of fluids swamp my cock as her body trembled against me. Had she just had an orgasm? I could feel my balls tighten, Christ she was really getting into this, I thought.

      "Top...please" I heard her softly whimper.

      
        
      

      Who was I to argue, this had to be one of the hottest sessions in years. And no my brain never really registered otherwise. I pulled my hips back, and with an obscene slurp my cock slid free.

      Still gripping her breast, I rolled her onto her back in the dark, and slid my body over hers. Rising up on my arms for leverage, I felt my steel hard cock press against her now soaked lips.

      "Please..." I heard her soft whimper again and my brain fried.

      In one stroke, I shoved every inch into her. Once again her tight walls gripped me; I could feel the ripple with every stroke as my hips rose and fell.

      "Don't...stop..." I heard her begging.

      Stop, I was about to lose it; there was no way in hell I could stop now. I heard her give soft grunts as I drove down into her; hot fluids seeping out around my cock.

      Her hands gripped my biceps, and I felt those same long nails dig into my arms. I filed away the thought to ask her when she had gotten a manicure; instead my hips began moving faster and harder.

      The sound of wet skin slapping together filled the room. I couldn't remember the last time Louise has been this responsive. It was driving my balls insane.

      "Cum in me...please...I need this..." she whispered up at me.

      Alarm bells went off in my head. This was not Louise, or my normal Louise; she never spoke that way.

      Then two firm thighs came up and wrapped around my waist, trapping me as she locked her ankles at my low back.

      "Cummminngggggggggggg" she keened under me.

      All the alarm bells were drowned out by my primal roar as my balls exploded.

      
        
      

      "AWWWW FUUUCCCKKKKK" I roared

      "Yesss...gimmie...gimmie..." she cooed under me.

      I thought I would never stop cumming. The first thick wad painted her walls; and the second thick wad washed her cervix I was so deep. I shook, spasmed, vibrated; you name it; as I emptied my balls into her.

      By the time my orgasm began to recede, my arms were shaking and my breathing came in raspy gasps. I eased myself to the side; feeling my deflating cock slide free. I gently collapsed onto the bed beside her; totally exhausted; but more satisfied than I had been in a long time.

      "Thank you" I heard a voice I knew wasn't Louise whisper.

      But it was far too late as my eyes slid shut and sleep wrapped my brain. I don't remember anything from my orgasm; until my eyes opened the next morning.

      I was lying on my left side, facing the edge of the bed. I slowly rolled over in bed, and stared across the pillows...at Kay. Wait...Kay...how? When did Kay come into...and my brain woke up; the firmer breast, tighter pussy; that supple thigh and those long nails.

      "Oh my God" I whispered in shock.

      Kay's eyes fluttered open at the sound of my voice. I could only stare as a small smile played across her lips.

      "You; are fucking awesome" she whispered.

      "Honey...did we...oh God..." I mumbled.

      "You better believe it" her smile broadened. "And it was the best I've had in over a year" she sighed.

      "Oh shit" I groaned.

      
        
      

      "Oh shittttt" I suddenly echoed as a hand wrapped around my cock under the sheets.

      "Does this big boy have another round" Kay asked softly.

      "Oh God Kay we can't..." I stumbled out; even as my cock thickened in her grip.

      "Too late" she hissed. "We already have" she told me.

      "It was an accident, I didn't know" I grunted; God I was losing the battle rapidly.

      "I'll agree with that" Kay's voice was husky with desire. "But it won't be an accident this time".

      Her head literally vanished as she slid under the sheets. I needed to move, I needed to get out of the bed before....and then a warm wet mouth surrounded my cock.

      "Oh Jesus" I gasped as the last of my resistance crumbled.

      It had been at least two years or more since my last blowjob. It was enough to keep sex on an even keel; asking a woman not interested in sex that much to slobber on your cock, or swallows your load; just forget it.

      Kay was not slowing down; God her lips slid down my shaft; I felt her incredible suction and my entire body felt like it was going to melt. Sex for the sake of sex; nothing more; it was primal. This was infidelity, this was incest; and this was mind bending as my toes began to curl. I knew I wouldn't last long, it was like I was a virgin and a professional hooker was sucking my balls through my dick.

      "Oh shit...Kay..." I grunted. I squirmed as my cock throbbed and thickened.

      Suddenly that fantastic mouth was gone; and Kay's head popped out from under the sheets. Raw lust burned in her eyes as she stared at me.

      "Do you want to cum daddy?" she rasped at me.

      
        
      

      "Yes" I surrendered.

      One firm thigh swung over me as Kay straddled my body; her slender hand reaching down and gripping my spit covered cock.

      "Then fill me daddy" she moaned.

      I wanted to scream as an incredible tight heat slid down my cock. She was slick wet and promptly took every inch I had up inside her in one lunge. Having grown accustomed to Louise's inactivity; her actions had so totally caught me off guard all I could do was lay on my back, claw at the bed sheets; and gurgle my surrender as hot pussy cream coated my cock.

      "Come on daddy, fuck me" Kay laughed as she began bouncing up and down on my cock.

      The last time I had sex with someone this animated was over ten years ago when Louise had gotten drunk at a Christmas party; and she had regretted it the next morning when I wanted to repeat it.

      There was no hesitation or regret as I felt Kay's tight walls swallow my cock over and over. What I did feel was the hot juices from her quivering body that leaked down my cock and soaked my pubic hairs.

      Last night I honestly had not known; but now, I knew. God I knew, and I went for it with everything I had. I reached up and captured those bouncing firm tits, molding them to my palms.

      "Oh fuck yesssssssssssss" Kay moaned.

      I dug my ass down in the bed and waited. Just when she hit her peak height and started downward; I arched my back and shoved my hips straight up. For an old man my timing was perfect as our bodies slammed together.

      I felt the jolt from my pelvis through my entire body; while Kay's eyes popped open as wide as saucers. Her hands slapped down on my chest and nails dug into my skin.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKK" Kay screamed as her body convulsed.

      
        
      

      I felt hot juices gush out to coat my cock and drip down to my balls. I drew back and rammed up one more time, just as her walls rippled along me.

      Kay just gurgled and heaved as a fresh wash of juices bathed my groin. Her nails dug in until I thought she was going to draw blood as I watched my daughter cum on my cock.

      "So...good..." Kay gasped as she looked down at me. "I always have to do the work; you surprised me" she gave me a crooked grin.

      "I know the feeling" I grunted as I rocked my hips against her slow gyrations.

      "You know what I miss?" her eyes sparkled. "I haven't been fucked doggy since...ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Kay squealed.

      Having two mounds full of tit flesh, and being under her; I gave a huge heave and all but threw her off my waist. I almost laughed at the shocked look on her face as my cock ripped free with a wet popping noise.

      I scrambled to my knees on the bed, reaching down to grip her waist. Like her mother she had those delightful love handles that came from child bearing; and I loved them.

      Gripping her soft flesh I pulled up, bringing her ass up into the air. Kay used her arms to try and quickly lever herself onto her hands and knees, looking over her shoulder at me.

      "Brian won't...ohhh Godddddddddddddd" Kay moaned as I sank back home.

      "Neither does your mother" I groaned as my entire length sank into her from behind. I almost screamed from sheer pleasure as my hips slapped against her full ass.

      "Fuck yes, mount me daddy" Kay mewled as I slowly drew back.

      Growling with lust I gripped her flesh and jerked her body into me as I drove back in. Molten heat swallowed my cock as I rammed in; Kay's eyes glassed over as my hips slapped her ass again and again.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me...really fuck me..." she moaned.

      I slid my hands over her hips, and gripped the fleshy globes of her ass. I leaned forward, my sweat slick chest sliding along her back.

      "I thought you were fucking me" I said in a teasing voice.

      Kay just gave a low growl, her fingers digging into the sheets. When I went to thrust forward the next time; she caught me off guard with my own maneuver. Her ass suddenly jammed back as I drove in, sending my cock to the root deep inside her.

      My teeth shook with the impact, and Kay's heavy tits swung under her as skin slapped skin. My hands dug into her ass as I held on; the entire length of my dick encased in hot velvet.

      "Oh Christ" Kay grunted when I went deeper than ever.

      "Shitttttttttt" I moaned as my balls began to tighten.

      Kay had to feel my cock starting to swell inside her as my nuts heated up. I felt sweat drip off my face onto her ass as my orgasm barreled down on me.

      "Kay...I'm going to cum" I warned her.

      "It's about time" she moaned. "Fill me daddy" she said.

      "I can't hold" I groaned. "Are you...oh fuck, Kay" I gasped as she rocked forward and back on my cock.

      "Just...fucking...fill me" she all but screamed between strokes.

      I just knelt there, literally not moving; as I fucked my daughter. She was pulling forward, gripping the sheets; and then impaling herself on my cock over and over. There is something about feeling a tight pussy, walls ripping up and down your cock; and you're not doing a damned thing.

      
        
      

      "Kaayyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" I roared as my nuts released.

      "Yesssssssssssssssssss" I heard her hiss as the first scalding rope of thick cum pumped into her.

      She never stopped moving as a second and then third rope pulsed into her. Christ I dumped so much cum into her, it was leaking out around my cock and dribbling down her thighs.

      We both gave a contented sigh as our bodies finally separated. The sound of wet sucking as my cock slid from her cum filled pussy. Kay toppled to her side on the bed while I literally collapsed back in exhaustion. I had not been so thoroughly fucked in over twenty years; and I'm not as young as I used to be; my body was totally drained.

      What I did know, was that was the best sex I had experienced in decades; and it blazed in my brain I had just cheated on Louise, with our daughter. Then exhausted sleep captured my mind as I stretched out on the bed.

      When I awoke it was close to noon and the room reeked of sex. I looked at the clock and realized my wife was due home in only a few hours. Scrambling off the bed I stripped off the sheets and comforter. Throwing them into the washing machine, I headed for the shower where I tried to scrub off the smell and the shame.

      By the time Louise came through the door, I had dinner cooking; and the house returned to normal. We ate and she talked about her mother; all the while guilt ravaged my mind. I had thought about confessing when I saw her; but hearing her concern over her mother, I didn't want to add issues right then.

      Except waiting soon became two weeks; and by then trying to bring up the subject would have begged the question why I hadn't told her sooner. Silence became the rule as far as my guilty conscience was concerned.

      What I did do was avoid Kay, like the plague. She had come over to the house twice since her mothers' return; and both times I found something to do elsewhere. Whether Kay felt the same level of guilt or not, I didn't know; I was terrified of being in the same room with her, knowing it would only take seconds and I would be sporting a massive hard on.

      What I should have known; was my daughter was not patient, and my wife was not stupid. Apparently Kay's growing frustration matched my avoidance behavior; and Louise put two and two together.

      
        
      

      After a three hour, woman to woman conversation; filled with tears and begging for forgiveness; my world turned inside out. I was at work on Friday when the text came through from Louise.

      "Going out to eat, dress nice" was all she said.

      I spent the day wondering what the occasion was, but wasn't going to argue. Taking her out to eat at a fancy restaurant would help slave my conscience I figured.

      Except that when I got home, I walked into the house to the smell of baking chicken; and Louise at the stove. I stepped to the kitchen door and watched as she carefully peeled potatoes.

      "I thought we were going out to eat" I said.

      "No, I never said that" Louise set down the potato and knife. "You are going out to eat" she walked over to me.

      "Uhhh, OK" I was now totally confused.

      Louise stared into my face for a moment. "Do you know how much I love you?" she said softly.

      "I love you too honey" and I meant every word.

      "You do, I can see it" she smiled and reaching up caressed my cheek. "Now go get changed." She told me.

      Before I could ask anything, Louise had turned and was walking back to the sink. It was evident the conversation was now over. Thoroughly confused I headed for the bedroom and began to get dressed.

      Slipping on a nice dress shirt and fresh jeans; I headed back to the kitchen. Louise turned and looked at me, and frowned.

      "This is formal, go change" she said. "Don't waste time" she called after me.

      
        
      

      This time, in a sport jacket, tie and dress pants I headed out of the bedroom. Just as I was coming down the stairs, I heard the front door bell. I heard Louise at the door as I hit the bottom of the stairs. Rounding the corner I froze.

      Standing at the door was Brian and Kay. While that wasn't unusual; Brian was dressed casual in a flannel shirt and jeans; Kay was a different story.

      She was wearing a tight black dress that molded to her body; the fabric hugged every curve of her breasts; and the twin pebbles pressing out were mute evidence she was not wearing a bra. Those legs, oh God what legs. Her hem ended at mid thigh, and the tanned expanse of skin filled my eyes straight down to her open toed heels.

      It took three seconds to go from flaccid to chub as I stared at her. I looked from Brian to Louise to Kay, trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

      "That smells delicious Louise" Brian broke the silence. "What can I do to help" he smiled.

      "Do you like peeling potatoes" Louise laughed.

      "I'm not the best but I'm game" Brian laughed back.

      I just stood in shock and watched as the pair walked into the kitchen. I slowly turned and looked at Kay, who was staring at me.

      "This is their idea" she said softly.

      "What...why?" I was completely muddled at this point.

      "Do you need me to spell it out?" she gave a weak smile. I was mute with shock. Kay stepped closer, her voice dropping to a low husk.

      "I want you to fuck me so bad I could scream" she rasped. "My husband would rather have a quiet chicken dinner" she smiled for the first time. "My mother wants a quiet night in front of the television" Kay continued "while my father is standing here with a raging hard on."

      
        
      

      My pea sized brain finally clicked; in amazement I turned and looked into the kitchen. Brian was standing at the sink laughing as he struggled to peel a potato; a task I found totally boring. Louise was at the stove wearing an oven mitt to check the chicken. She looked up at me and I saw the warmest; and most loving smile cross her face; and then she nodded.

      I turned back to Kay, who had remained silent watching me. Her eyes sparkled at the shock and surprise on my face.

      "It's up to you Daddy" she said softly. "Do YOU want this?"

      "More than you'll ever know" I said softly.

      "Last time you could claim you didn't know" Kay smiled. "You won't be able to this time."

      I let my eyes travel over her body as I thought about her comment. She was right; this was now past the point of denial. When my eyes came back to hers, I could feel my cock throb in my pants. My blood depleted brain said the only thing that came to mind.

      "Are you wearing panties" I asked in a husky voice.

      "No" she whispered with a smile.

      "Good, you won't need them" I held out my arm for her.

      How we made it all the way to the restaurant without me attacking her is beyond me; my one stark memory was holding her chair for her and watching her dress mold to the cheeks of her firm ass as she sat.

      "Enjoying the view" she asked as I stood there staring.

      "It would be better if you were naked" I leaned down and whispered in her ear.

      
        I felt her shudder as I rose back up, her eyes smoldered as I walked around and sat in my chair. We waited for the waitress to come and take out order; I made sure we had full glasses of wine to take the edge off things. By half way through our wine, I figured it was time to get some questions answered.

      "So explain to me how we wound up here?" I looked at Kay and took a sip of my wine.

      "It's my fault really" Kay sighed. "Want me to start at the beginning?" Kay asked; I just nodded.

      That was when I learned about Kay and Brian and their argument; and how she wound up in my bed when I got home. What confused me was why she hadn't said anything.

      "I was horny as hell; and half asleep" she admitted. "At first I thought I was home and you were Brian; and no offense" she smiled "you have a damn nice cock" she whispered.

      "I thought you were your mother" I told Kay. "You're both built alike, although you are a bit firmer" I smiled.

      "Gee thanks so I'm built like a forty year old woman" Kay laughed.

      "You know what I mean" I laughed back.

      "Any way" Kay took a hefty swig of her wine. "After having decent sex for the first time in forever; when you avoided me...I got a little pissy." She looked over her glass at me.

      "I was terrified of you" I said softly. "I had cheated on my wife, with my own daughter; and I had loved every second of it" I conceded.

      "Well, mom isn't as stupid as you think" Kay nodded. "She put two and two together."

      "Oh shit" I choked out.

      "Yeah" Kay nodded. "She cornered me; and before I knew it I spilled my guts." She sighed. "Then she asked me the question that started this" she waved at the table.

      
        
      

      We had to stop as our food arrived, I wanted to know what question but this wasn't the time. After the waitress left again, I looked at Kay.

      "What question?" I asked her.

      "She asked me how many times you came." She said softly.

      I just sat there in shock, had Louise really asked that?

      "When I told her twice, she said you could do it three or four times" she looked at me. "Is that true?"

      That confirmed it, Louise knew in our younger days I was damn near a machine when it came to sex. That had always been her biggest complaint; she would cum and then be done. I would just keep going and going.

      "At one time...yes" I answered honestly. "It's been awhile" I gave a weak smile.

      "Let's find out" Kay husked.

      I just watched as she slid from her chair and disappeared under the table. The long flowing white table cloths hung to the floor, so her body was totally hidden as I sat there.

      "What are you...?" I was interrupted when slender hand pulled my zipper down and began to fish my hardening cock from my pants.

      "I've always wanted to do this" Kay whispered from under the table.

      "Oh my God" I gasped as her hot mouth enveloped my cock.

      You could barely hear the soft slurping as Kay began to bob her head up and down my cock; I gripped my fork and sat frozen as my daughter gave me a mind bending blowjob in the middle of a restaurant.

      
        
      

      Popping her mouth off my pulsing cock, she stroked the spit slick shaft. "Order more wine" she husked under the table.

      "Baby...you're...oh fuck" I grunted as she squeezed my cock tight.

      "Order more wine now daddy" she hissed under the table.

      As that hot mouth slammed back over my cock, I raised my hand for the waitress. By the time she approached I could feel my nuts starting to tighten; Kay was bobbing furiously as the waitress stood by our table.

      "I'd like a wine refill" I tried to keep my voice level.

      "For both sir?" the waitress asked.

      "Yes...please" I tried not to grunt.

      "Is the lady returning?" the waitress asked as she poured both glasses.

      "Yes, she's cumming any second" I couldn't help the comment as my cock throbbed and my balls ignited.

      "I hope you're enjoying this evening" the waitress finished pouring.

      "Very much" I almost gasped as Kay's mouth slid down my full length, I could feel the tightness of her throat on my swollen head.

      "Enjoy your meal" the waitress said as she stepped away.

      "We...are" I softly moaned as the first thick rope of cum pulsed down Kay's throat.

      
        I just sat there shuddering as Kay vacuumed a second thick wad down her throat; by the time she was finished she had tucked my cock back into my slacks and zipped me close. I watched as she slid back out and into her chair; a small trickle of cream at one corner of her mouth.

      I pointed at the corner and Kay used a finger to scoop the slime up and sucked it off into her mouth.

      "I think I had dessert early" she smiled.

      "I don't believe this just happened" I rasped.

      "What that I sucked you off in a restaurant, or that you just came like a fire hydrant" she smiled.

      "Jesus Christ" I whispered.

      "I've wanted to do that for a long time" Kay sighed. "It just isn't in Brian" she shook her head.

      "Or your mother" I admitted.

      "Exactly" Kay looked up at me. "That's why she apparently talked to Brian; and the two of them came up with this idea."

      "So you meant it when you said this was their idea" I was shocked.

      "Mom came up with it" Kay nodded "but Brian agreed." She looked at me. "I love Brian, but I NEED this" she said softly.

      I thought carefully about that last statement. I loved Louise, terribly, but I admitted to myself that totally abandoned sex was something I had always craved. I set down my napkin and rose from my chair.

      "I think dinner is over" I extended my hand to Kay.

      "Where are we going" I could see the concern in her eyes.

      
        
      

      "Upstairs to our room" I said calmly.

      "You have a room?" she looked at me. "I didn't bring a change..." she was saying.

      "You won't need it" I reassured her.

      We made it as far as the elevators before I just couldn't take it anymore. When the doors slid shut, I pinned Kay against the wall of the elevator, staring into her eyes my hand slid under the short hem of her dress. True to her word my fingers encountered no covering cloth as they slid between her wet lips and deep into her channel.

      "Fuck" Kay grunted as I impaled her on my fingers.

      For five floor I fucked her hard and deep on my fingers. Wet squelching filled the small space of the elevator. I shoved my hand up hard, bringing her to her toes as I ground against her clit.

      "Oh shit...going...daddy..." she gasped.

      "Give it to me" I rumbled in her ear.

      Kay gave a soft keening as her body shuddered; I felt a gush of warm fluids wash over my hand and drip to the elevator floor between her feet. As the doors slid open I pulled my soaked fingers free. We stumbled out into the hall and I looked back at the puddle Kay had left on the elevator floor.

      We found the hotel room door and I use the card Louise had given me to open the door. Inside I barely got the light switch on and Kay was all over me.

      "Fuck me daddy" she growled as she pulled at my tie and shirt. "I want you to fuck me until I can't walk. Every hole is yours, use me." She rambled as my shirt came undone and she worked on my pants.

      I reached around her back and jerked the zipper down on her dress. Pulling it off her arms and down her body; I was pleasantly surprised to find I had been right. Other than the dress, Kay was totally nude; no bra and no panties.

      
        
      

      "Someone is into easy access" I chuckled.

      "Someone is NOT" Kay growled as she tried to tug my slacks and boxers down. "Get out of these clothes" she hissed.

      I finished stripping as Kay walked over to the side of the bed. Now nude I walked over, my steel hard cock standing straight out and leading the way. Kay reached up and placed one hand on my chest, staring into my eyes.

      "Who am I?" she asked clearly.

      "My daughter Kay" I knew what she wanted to make clear.

      "What are we going to do" her voice husky as her eyes glowed.

      "Fuck" I said simply.

      "I don't want you to make love to me" Kay nodded. "I want you to fuck me" she said. "And I want you to KNOW." She rumbled.

      I reached up and gripped her shoulders, smiling; and then shoved her back against the bed. With a squeal Kay fell back sprawled across the bed; I climbed after her, reaching down to grip her ankles. I lifted her legs up and out, spreading those firm full thighs wide. The soaked lips of her pussy opened like petals of a flower, inviting me.

      I shuffled on my knees until I was between her thighs, and looked down at her; her full breasts on display, capped by diamond hard nipples. I was so fucking hard I didn't even need to aim my cock as the fat head pointed straight at her opening.

      "Hang on baby" I told her; and drove my full weight forward.

      "AHHHHHH SHHHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Kay screamed as the engorged head of my cock spread her open; and my thick cock slid into to the root in one thrust.

      
        
      

      My pelvis slammed into hers as my balls slapped her upturned ass; I felt her thighs quiver against me as I drew back. Without warning I slammed back in balls deep. Kay's hands shot up and nails dug into my arms as I began pumping in and out.

      "Fuckkkk Yessssssssssssssss" Kay moaned as I began to hammer her pussy.

      I've made love to my wife for years; this was not making love. This was pure animal rutting as I released her legs and braced my arms on the bed on either side of her. Kay wrapped her thighs and legs around my waist, locking her ankles at my low back.

      "Fuck me...fuck me...oh God yes..." Kay babbled as her hips matched mine.

      I could feel my balls tingle as we fell into a rhythm. I knew I wouldn't last long; but it didn't matter. I wanted to find out if my wife had been right; could I still do it. So, instead of slowing I picked up the pace even more.

      Wet skin slapping resounded in the room as I hammered down into Kay with everything I had. Her wide eyes were staring up at me.

      "Don't stop...don't stop..." she whimpered as her body began to quake.

      "I'm not" I told her. "I'm going to cum in you"

      "Oh shit...oh God...how..." Kay's eyes glazed over as I kept going.

      "Like...this..." I grunted.

      I never slowed my pace, even as I felt my balls pulse and my cock jerk inside her belly. Kay's eyes blazed as she felt heat fill her belly. I pulled back, slammed home and pulsed more cum into her eager womb.

      "GHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" Kay wailed as her body convulsed under me.

      
        I felt hot cream gush out to coat my cock and balls as her ass drove up, grinding her pelvis into me. Through every ripple of her belly, I kept fucking; trying to prolong her orgasm. I shifted my angle so the shaft of my cock slid over her throbbing clit, watching her eyes grow wider as her orgasm intensified.

      "FUCCKKINGGG HELLLLLLLLLLLLLL" Kay screamed.

      I felt pussy juice spray out and wash my belly as she squirted her release all over me. THIS was what I was after; total release.

      "YEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I roared as my balls contracted again. I felt every squirt as my hot seed spewed into her.

      It was a stroke for stroke exchange; every pull back more of her cream ran down her thighs, while every thrust in sent a pulse through my cock. I could finally feel the flow from my aching balls slow, but my cock was still as hard as a steel post.

      "Oh my God...oh my God..." Kay moaned as her body collapsed back onto the bed.

      "That's two" I rumbled down at her as I slid my still hard cock free with a wet sucking noise.

      "Nnnggggggggggggg" Kay moaned as I reached down and rolled her over onto her face.

      I admit, my back ached and I was probably going to regret this with every ache tomorrow; but I felt possessed as I pulled Kay's firm fleshy ass into the air. Gripping her cheeks in each hand I spread and watched as a glob of my cum oozed from her pussy.

      "How about I mount this tight cunt" I growled; and then slammed home again.

      "DAAADDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Kay screamed as I stretched her open.

      "Oh fuck yes" I groaned as my hips slapped her ass. "God I needed this" I told her.

      
        Kay was beyond responding; her eyes had rolled back as her nails clawed at the bed sheets. She gave a guttural gurgling sound as hot juices flowed down the thighs like a river, soaking the bed.

      I was lost, and yet I knew this time exactly what I was doing. I gripped the soft flesh of her hips and began to literally pound into her. The sound of skin slapping echoed across the hotel room every time my hips met the cheeks of her ass.

      "Oh My God who are you" Kay moaned as I hammered into her dripping pussy. "Where have you been all my life...oh fuckkkkk" Kay mewled.

      Sweat dripped off my chest and onto her ass as I watched those globes jiggle. I was possessed as my hands slid around her waist and gripped those firm cheeks, spreading them wide. My vision was filled by the sight of my fat cock sliding in and out, coated in her white froth. Then, I saw it; that tight ring winking at me.

      I coated my finger in the slime between her thighs, and before she could react popped my index finger through that tight ring and down to the second knuckle. Kay's back arched as I invaded her tight ass, her head snapping up and swiveling around to look at me.

      "You're...in my ass...Brian won't...oh fuck..." She gasped back at me as our eyes locked.

      I felt her slam back into me and then hold me buried inside her gripping walls. God, she actually began to tremble and vibrate as her orgasm slammed home. I felt a hot velvet vise ripple around my cock and I lost it.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I roared as for the third time my cock jerked deep inside her pussy.

      "Daa...DAAA...GHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" Kay screamed as her body took my scalding seed again.

      I thought one or the other of us was going to black out, if not both; it was so intense. Neither of us could form words as I poured what was left in my balls into my daughter. I couldn't remember an orgasm this intense; and I suspected neither could Kay. By the time we both collapsed on the bed, we were gasping to catch our breath and both shaking from the intensity.

      "God Damn" Kay whispered.

      
        
      

      "Holy shit" I echoed her.

      "If you don't do this to me once a month, I will go crazy" I heard Kay's muffled voice from her pillow.

      We were both sprawled out on the cum and sweat soaked bed, but I don't think either of us really cared. I knew we had the room until tomorrow and I had no intention of leaving until I had her again. I leaned over the edge of the bed and dug at my pants, pulling my cell phone from its holder.

      "What are you doing?" Kay's voice sounded exhausted.

      "Texting your mother we won't be home tonight." I replied.

      "I think she knows" Kay gave a soft laugh as she turned her head to face me.

      I was about to respond when I realized the text icon was already blinking. Hitting the icon I was surprised to see a text from Louise. I opened the text to find what had to be a selfie Louise had taken. She was sitting on the couch and Brian was stretched out on his side, his head resting in her lap; he looked to be sound asleep.

      "Aww look at them" Kay gave a little laugh. "He looks comfy" she said.

      "Kay" I said in a choked voice.

      "What" my daughter looked at me puzzled.

      The thing was; I had seen something Kay missed. I was staring at Brian, resting on his mother-in-laws lap, and he was shirtless. Add to that the view behind his head was of the creamy expanse of Louise tummy; and the only way that would happen, was if they were....

      "They're naked" I turned and looked at Kay.

      "WHAT!" Kay's hand shot out for the phone, taking it from my grip.

      
        "Holy shit" Kay murmured as she stared at the photo on the phone.

      Of course, that could have come from the shock of seeing her husband and mother nude together; or from the fact I had slid down the bed, and buried my face between her cum drenched thighs.

    
  
    
      I Like Hyde

    
  
    
      Part 1

      I never really bought into the multiple personality gigs. Yeah, I've read the book The Three Faces of Eve, and know all about Eve White and Eve Black. But then it was just a book, a person is a person; you can't 'hide' different people inside someone. It's what I've always believed, until this summer. These last few weeks have been a real eye opener for me, if it hadn't been for dad I swear I would have lost my mind.

      My name is Tanner; Tanner Sutton to be exact. I am twenty and a sophomore at state, major in biology and chemistry. That's right, the nerd guy. Suck it up, by the time I am forty I will be making three times a jocks pay, and probably his fucking boss.

      I had decided to spend the summer at home with my folks, rather than staying on campus and working like I had last summer. Besides, it was my kid sisters eighteenth birthday this summer, I had to be around to poke fun at her.

      Myra wasn't your drop dead beauty, but she was no slouch either. She was about five foot five with raven hair and piercing dark eyes. Her tits were a firm 36C and her waist was 32 inches. Yeah OK, so I sniffed the panties and checked the bras, so sue me. What brother doesn't perv after his sister at some time?

      Just like when doesn't a guy perv over his own mother, at least when you have one like mine. Every guy in the neighborhood hung out at our house, hoping for a glimpse of mom wearing her tight jean shorts and tube tops.

      My mom used to drive me hormone crazy at times. At times she wore just the normal jeans and loose blouses, and then other times she wore shit that would give a corpse a hard on.

      Give a 15 or 16 year old guy two sets of 36C's bouncing around the house in bikini tops, and you are damn straight he would be sniffing some panties while he wanked the chicken.

      
        
      

      Well, back to this summer. I had been home a couple of weeks, and we had a pretty great party for Myra. I spent some time hanging with my old high school friends, but mostly studying and playing on the computer.

      I kept noticing that Dad seemed increasingly anxious, until one Friday evening, he knocked on my door.

      "Hey Tanner" my Dad asked, I could see he was nervous.

      "Hey Dad, you need something?" I asked, figuring break the ice.

      "Actually yes" my Dad seemed pretty serious, so I shut down my game and gave him my full attention.

      "You know your mom goes out tonight" he turned and looked over his shoulder.

      "Yeah, it's her bridge night" I replied.

      "Bridge?" my father snorted. "The only thing she is going to bridge..." He stopped himself. Then with a deep sight looked me in the eyes and continued. "Look, I can't be in two places at once, I need your help."

      "Just tell me what you need Dad" I could tell he was serious, that something was wrong.

      "I need you to stay with..." he cleared his throat, "stay with Tyra tonight" he said.

      "OK...stay with Tyra...got it" I said slowly. "One question dad" I stared back. "Who the hell is Tyra?"

      Dad stood silent for a moment. "Tyra...is your sister." He said softly.

      "You mean Myra" I laughed at his mispronouncing her name.

      
        "No Tanner" my Dad answered. "Myra isn't...home...tonight, Tyra is. That's the problem."

      On one hand I thought Dad was pulling some kind of joke, but I could tell from the strained look on his face, he was deadly serious.

      "What the hell is going on dad?" I asked softly.

      Rather than answer, my father motioned for me to follow him. We left my room and quietly headed down the hallway. When we reached Myra's door, he held his fingers to his lips, then slowly turned the knob.

      The door eased open enough so I could finally see inside. What I saw made me almost shit in my pants on the spot. Standing in the middle of the room was Myra, but at the same time, it wasn't.

      Her raven hair fell about her shoulders in waves yet Myra never wore anything but a tight ponytail. There was streaking of blonde in the ends, highlighting the dark strands. I could see her face in the mirror as she admired herself. Her make up done to perfection, with that hot sultry look in her expression. Those eyes screamed fuck me ten miles away.

      If that wasn't bad enough, she was wearing a skin tight black tank top, the spaghetti straps showing her bare arms. Her belly was taut and bare when the cloth ended just below the curve of her breasts. Her breasts, oh my god, they were almost bursting from the tight cloth, and I could tell by the pencil nub protrusions she wasn't wearing a bra.

      Complementing the tank top was a skin tight leather black mini skirt that hugged her hips, the curve of her ass jutting behind her. No bra...I wondered if she was wearing panties...then shook my head to clear it.

      Dad closed the door and I followed him back to my room. "What the fuck is that?" I asked in a hoarse voice.

      "That, Tanner" my father said. "Is Tyra, and she is on the hunt tonight."

      "Jesus Christ" I breathed. "She looked like a slut or hooker" I said.

      
        "She IS a slut" my father half laughed. "Tyra is the very whore and slut, your sister Myra would never imagine being." He said.

      "Holy shit" was all I could answer.

      "If you're wondering" my father stared into my eyes. "No, she isn't wearing panties. Want to know why?" he asked.

      "Why" I croaked out.

      "In Tyra's words" my father said. "When a dick comes knocking, I want my door wide open."

      "Fucking hell" I whispered.

      For the next ten minutes, Dad explained how the women in our "family" had a chemical imbalance that drove their sexual hormones to a feverish peak after puberty. To rationalize their hunger and need, many would evolve an alter-ego, to satisfy their hunger and not feel responsible.

      "OK, so not every woman has it?" I asked.

      "No, not every female in the family" my father said softly. "But many do yes."

      "When they are like this" my father cleared his throat. "They take risks, put themselves into situations that could be...dangerous." He added.

      "No SHIT" I exclaimed. "From what you said 'Tyra' is on the hunt for cock and doesn't give a damn where she finds it." I exploded.

      "Exactly my point" my father said. "I need you to follow her, be with her. Make sure she stays safe."

      "OK, now I am confused" I shook my head. "Why do you need me, just follow her yourself." I said.

      My father shook his head. "I can't...I can't be in two places at once" he sighed heavily.

      
        
      

      "Two places..." I stared at dad. "You mean mom?" I asked in a strangled voice.

      My father nodded. "Mona is getting ready to go out right now."

      Mona, my mothers' name was Emma. Was dad saying she had the same chemical issues, even after all these years of marriage? Holy shit, I thought.

      Once again my father motioned me into the hall, this time walking the other way to the door to his own bedroom. Slowly turning the knob he eased the door open.

      Peering inside, I felt my cock harden at the sight before me. Mom was standing stark naked by the bed, slipping on a sheer pair of crotchless pink panties. The shorts and paper thin blouse lying on the bed would have put a twenty year old to shame.

      My eyes locked to her tight ass, and then swiveled over her swaying tits as she bent forward. Fuck she could fill that outfit nice I thought. Bastard! I chastised myself; this is your MOTHER for God's sake.

      By the time we had reached the safety of my room, my hard cock was evident in my jeans. I knew dad could see it, but the chub sporting in his own jeans showed he was feeling the same thing.

      "OK, got it Dad" I said. "You stay with Mona, I will glue to Tyra." It felt so strange using those names for my mother and sister. Yet, I had to admit it was like there was a different woman living in those two bodies right now.

      My father nodded as I reached for my car keys. I figured I could tail her and stay with her, like she would notice. Once she got her piece of meat, make sure she got home safe. Then, I felt my father rest his hand on my shoulder.

      "There is one thing you need to know Tanner" he said softly. I turned and faced him. "They are both hunting...for cock. They want it, they NEED it." He emphasized the words.

      "Let's be real" Dad chuckled. "Mona and Tyra can be a bit...overwhelming" I almost laughed back, I bet, I thought. "They won't come home, until they have been fucked raw." He stated without emotion.

      
        
      

      Dad stared into my eyes. "If they don't find it Tanner...it needs to be given to them...do you understand?" he asked quietly.

      Given to them? My eyes grew wider as I looked back at my father.

      "You mean...Myra and me...you want me to fuck her." I almost choked.

      "Actually, she will be fucking you" Dad half smiled. "Besides, she is a pretty hot fuck."

      I almost doubled over. "Oh shit...you and Myra...holy fuck dad." I gasped.

      "I had to get her to come home somehow" Dad smiled again. "If it makes you feel any better" Dad slapped me on the shoulder. "Next time, you can follow Mona."

      Mona...mom...I groaned as the image of her nude body bent over in the bedroom, swam in front of my eyes. God would I fuck that in a heartbeat, I thought.

      Two hours later and I sat dismal in the night club Myra had gone to. I had already passed on two offers from drunken chicks I knew I could have banged in the parking lot. It was the first time in my young life I was in a night club and not getting laid. Dad had been right, this patrol duty sucked.

      Then again, Myra/Tyra wasn't having much luck either. She had already pissed off two other women when she all but crawled over their dates. A third guy I think she scared the living shit out of when she unzipped him right at the bar. I had to admit, she really was a purebred slut in action.

      I walked over to the bar, to order another drink, leaning on the counter waiting for the bartender to see me.

      "Hey stud" I heard a sultry voice over my shoulder. "Buy a girl a drink?" I turned and stared into the eyes of my sister, but not my sister.

      As Tyra, she had no idea who I was, only a guy with a cock right now.

      
        I figured, what the hell, might as well play along. When the bartender came by I ordered.

      "Rum and coke" I told him. "Sex on the beach for the lady" I added, remembering Myra's favorite drink.

      Tyra arched an eyebrow at me. "How did you know stud?" her voice literally dripped sex.

      "Sexy drink for a sexy lady" I gave her my most disarming smile.

      "Mmmmm" she hummed. "I think I'm going to like you stud." She smiled.

      "I won't say what I'd do to you" I whispered in her ear, then turned and led the way back to my table.

      I have to say, the next half hour to hour was a little on the weird side. She looked like my sister Myra; she even had some of the same mannerisms of Myra. Yet, at the same time, she wasn't Myra at all. While her voice sounded somewhat the same, there was a husky quality to it I had never heard from my sister.

      She kept shoving her tits at me, her hard nipples almost tearing through the tight black crop top. All the while her hand never left my thigh, only inches from my by now throbbing hard erection.

      Dad had said if she didn't find anyone, I had to do the job myself. Somehow I had inserted myself through my own damn curiosity, and now I was stuck. Could I really fuck my own sister? My eyes locked to her bouncing breasts, and with a throb in my groin, I knew my answer. I wasn't sure how to even bring up the subject, but Myra, as aggressive Tyra, solved the problem for me.

      "You like my tits don't you stud?" her sultry voice filled my head.

      "What's not to like?" I smiled back.

      My sister smiled, I could see a glint in her eyes that was new to me.

      "So...are you a boy...or a man?" she asked me.

      
        "There's a difference?" I asked back. I needed to know where she was going with this.

      "Oh hell yes" Myra/Tyra barked. "A boy asks for what he wants" her eyes locked to mine. "A man...takes it."

      Ahhh, so that was her game, I realized. I reached up one hand, and right in the middle of the club cupped one breast through her tight crop top, squeezing the firm flesh while I rolled her nipple under my thumb.

      Her hand shot up my thigh and gripped my hard cock through my jeans. "Oh fuck yes" she whispered. "We need to blow this place" she whispered. "Or better yet...we need somewhere I can blow THIS" and she squeezed my pulsing cock.

      Not having many choices, like I was going to take her home. I stood and led her out to the parking lot to my parked car. Silently I opened the back door and stood and waited.

      Myra/Tyra tuned and sat on the edge of the backseat, her legs outside the car as she sat in the doorway. Swiftly her hands came up and unsnapped my jeans, yanking them to my knees as my cock sprang free in the cool evening air.

      "Nice cock" was the only thing my sister said, and then she literally engulfed me to the root.

      Holy fuck, could my sister suck cock. Her teeth grazed in just the right spots, her tongue swirling over every sensitive area. Spit ran down her chin as she hammered her own face onto my dick. I reached down and gripped her raven hair, as my hips took over, pumping every inch into her throat.

      I could hear her gag every now and then, but she took every thrust and wanted more. I could feel my nuts wanting to tighten, god I didn't want to cum this way. I jerked her had back by her dark hair, staring down. Her eyes almost glowed with lust, foaming saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth.

      "That's it stud...fuck my mouth" she gasped

      Without a word, I shoved her onto her back into the backseat of the car, dropping to my knees on the pavement. I raised her legs up and split them open, her tight mini skirt riding up her hips, exposing her already wet pussy.

      
        
      

      I could smell her sex as my face rammed between her thighs, jamming my tongue deep into her. God she tasted good, I thought.

      "OH fuck yeahhhhhhhhhhhh" my sister moaned. "Eat me, take that cunt stud" she rasped.

      I now knew, everything dad had said, had to be true. Myra would have been mortified if she knew how she was behaving right now. This wasn't Myra, my mousy little sister. This was Tyra, a hot piece of ass that wanted a good pounding.

      I latched onto her hard clit, and yanked on it with my teeth, pulling it tight. I felt her ass jerk under the stimulation.

      "Arrgggggggggggggghhhhhhh" Tyra cried from the backseat. "Eat my cunt, suck me, oh fuck own me stud." She babbled.

      I couldn't stand it, I needed inside her, and now. I slid up her body quickly, my jeans still around my ankles. I stared into my sisters strange eyes.

      "Take it bitch" I mumbled. Then I rammed every inch of my cock deep into her.

      "FFFUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Tyra wailed. Her legs came up and wrapped around my waist, while her nails raked down my arms.

      "Fuck me you bastard" Myra/Tyra screamed. "Fuck your bitch stud." She ranted.

      I couldn't believe I had it in me, as my hips hammered down into my own sister with every ounce of strength I had. My hips slapping her thighs as I fucked her hard and deep. The car was rocking with the power of my blows.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" Myra/Tyra babbled under me. "Harder baby...fuck me HARDER" she demanded.

      My sister reached down and yanked her crop top above her swaying breasts, exposing all of her to me. "Suck my tits stud...come on suck them" she grated up at me.

      
        
      

      I lowered my head and pulled her tit flesh into my mouth. Sucking and chewing on her aching nipple at the same time. I could feel her body shaking under me as I drove into her deeper and harder, her arms wrapped around me.

      "Cumminnnggg" Tyra wailed under me. "OH fuck don't stop stud" she begged. "Make your bitch cummmmmmmmmmmmmm" she screamed, her whole body convulsing under me.

      I could feel her hot juices squirting out to cover my cock, then run down and puddle on the seat. Thank god I had leather, I thought. This would be a bitch to get out of cloth seats.

      I once again could feel my balls starting to pinch. I knew I wouldn't last long this time. The realization I was buried balls deep in my own sister, bareback, woke me up. I needed to cum, but where, I couldn't risk impregnating her. I didn't know if she was on the pill or not.

      Then it hit me, Tyra wants to be fucked; then I'll fuck her. Levering myself up on my arms as best I could in the confines of the back seat, I pulled my hips further back, yanking my cock from her dripping hole. I saw my sister's eyes pop open and she opened her mouth to say something, but before she could, I lowered my hips and drove forward again.

      "SHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Myra/Tyra screamed; as the engorged head drove through her tight ring, and half my cock buried itself into her tight ass.

      "God YESSSSSSSSSSSSS" Tyra screamed. "Fuck my ass stud...OWN my ass you bastard" she cried out.

      I pulled back, and then rammed my entire length up her tight ass. God, it felt like a volcanic fire was gripping my hard dick.

      "You like having your ass fucked bitch?" I looked down at my wanton sister.

      "Fuck my ass...own my ass stud" my sister gasped. "Every hole is yours babbbyyyyyy" she moaned.

      Propping one arm across the back of the front seat, I looked down at my sister. She had passed into an almost animalistic realm; her eyes were rolled back, a grimace on her face as she roared to her own orgasm.

      
        I reached down and poised my hand in front of her dripping cunt. "Every hole" I grated, then rammed two fingers up into her.

      "Ungh...ghaaa...fuck...cum...cumm...CUMMMMMM" my sister finally screamed. Her body was flopping on the seat under me. I felt a spray of hot cream erupt around my buried fingers, and wash my lower belly as Myra/Tyra literally ejaculated her orgasm.

      "Fuck yes" was all I could grunt, as my cock jerked deep in her bowels, the first rope of my thick cum washing her deep inside. I could feel my body shudder as I started to empty into her tight ass.

      "Nuughhhhhhhhh" Myra/Tyra moaned, as she felt my seed being deposited into her bowels. "That's it stud" she gasped. "Give me every fucking drop." She commanded.

      Exhausted, I rocked back as my softening cock slid from her tight ring. I looked down and was stunned at the sight. Her entire groin and thighs were coated with her own fluids, while a thick glob of my own cum oozed out of her ass.

      In shock, I felt her slide out from under me like a professional. Standing beside the car she straightened her crop top and smoothed out her mini skirt. She made no effort to clean the slime that now ran down her thighs.

      "Thanks stud" my sister said in her strange voice. "That was one hell of a fuck"

      Before I could even reply, my sister tuned on her high heels and walked towards her own car. I scrambled to get dressed again, and pulled out of the club parking lot, trailing behind her taillights, as I watched her head unerringly for home.

      I was a bit surprised to see dad's car already in the driveway as I pulled in. Mom must have been quicker than Myra, I thought. Inside I found dad sitting in his chair watching the late night show.

      "I take it you had to fill in" my dad looked at my worn out expression.

      "I have only one thing to say" I sighed, easing my tired body onto the couch. "Holy...fuck."

      "I warned you" my father laughed. "Bit of a demon isn't she." He said.

      
        
      

      "That is an understatement" I half laughed. "I take it mom was more successful?" I asked.

      "She wore out two guys in less than forty minutes" my father laughed.

      "Two?" I said surprised. "Jesus Christ."

      "You think your sister is bad" Dad leaned over and handed me a cold beer. "Try a woman who has better than thirty years to perfect her craft."

      "Oh my God" I whispered. I took a drink of the offered beer as my mind tried to wrap around that thought.

      "Exactly" my father laughed again. "Son, your mother could suck an orgasm out of two dead men."

      He leaned forward and took the beer from my hand, taking a drink. Then he looked me straight in the eyes.

      "And next time" he said softly. "She's yours to watch junior."

    
  
    
      Part 2

      Over the next two and a half weeks or so, I spent time trying to research everything I could about personality disorders. Most of what I found basically said what Dad had already told me. That they originated when someone developed a behavior, or had a mental trauma they didn't want to face. I could buy into that I guess. For mom and Myra, that meant their sexual craving was what caused the creation of their alter ego.

      The question that stumped me was why the huge surge in their libido. The only answers evenly remotely made sense had to do with testosterone and estrogen levels. Dad had said their 'episodes' occurred once every three or four weeks, which would tie into their cycles.

      If that was true, we were due for another round almost any day. If what I had read was correct, just when a woman gets ready to ovulate, her ovaries release a blast of testosterone, which is why sex during ovulation was so intense for so many women.

      
        Sure as shit, Wednesday of week three the phone rang, it was dad. "It's show time junior" my dad told me. "Get your ass over here."

      As I pulled into the driveway Myra/Tyra was already getting into her car, dad was standing beside his with his keys in hand.

      "Thank God" dad said. "I didn't want to leave until you could watch Mona" he said.

      It sounded weird to hear him call my mother by a different name, but by this time I was beginning to make the mental adjustments.

      "Get going Dad" I said, as I headed for the front door. "I'll wait for mom."

      I watched as Dad pulled out of the driveway and then headed after my sister. All I could think of was good luck old man. Then, I turned back to the house almost bowled over as mom came through the front door.

      I thought last time her outfit was to kill, god this time she out did herself. She had on a tight pair of jean shorts, frayed at the legs, each cheek hanging out the back just begging to be groped. She had on an almost sheer blouse that was tied in a knot just below her swaying breasts; the amount of cleavage she was showing would wake a corpse.

      As she headed for her car, I turned on my heels and back tracked to mine. As we headed down the road, I wondered what tonight was going to be like.

      Unlike my sister, mom headed for the edge of town pulling into the parking lot of a dive dance bar. I noticed the run down motel sitting right next to it, bet they rent by the fucking hour, I thought.

      When I entered the dark building, I had to stop and let my eyes adjust to the dim light. The first thing I noticed, was this wasn't you average dive bar. The three poles up on the dance floor gave that away quickly.

      Jesus, a strip bar; I thought. No wonder mom got two guys last time. This had to be a prime hunting ground for her. I headed for the bar and got a beer, then looked around for mom. She wasn't hard to find, she was sitting at a table with a guy already, and they were close to the stage. I slipped into a booth and just sat quietly drinking, watching. I figured maybe tonight mom would take care of business herself, I would be off the hook.

      
        
      

      It wasn't thirty minutes, and mom rose from her chair. She leaned down and whispered in the guy's ear, then headed for the back of the bar. I watched her slip into the ladies room. The guy slowly rose from his chair and headed after her.

      I waited another ten minutes, and then headed to the back myself. I wanted to make sure mom was safe; dad was right, you didn't know what kind of sleaze you would find in this place.

      As I slipped into the women's bathroom, the sound of slurping came clearly from the second stall.

      "Come on baby...fuck my mouth." I heard a woman's voice. I knew it was mom, but like Myra there was a husky quality to it.

      I realized the elevated testosterone not only drove their libido, but it altered their voices, making them deeper like a man. That answered a lot of questions right there.

      I started to head back out, figuring let mom have her fun; when I heard her again.

      "Come on, don't be a pussy" mom sounded angry. "FUCK my mouth"

      Like Myra, her heightened libido demanded that she be man handled, mauled. It seemed like she didn't pick the right buy this time. I slipped out and back to my table. It wasn't five minutes and mom came striding out of the bathroom, a look of disgust on her face. Oh fuck, this doesn't bode well, I thought.

      Sure enough, as if she were more desperate, mom made a move on a guy sitting at the table next to hers. Only this time, the woman sitting there was having nothing of it. I listened as the two started in on a heated argument. Time to intervene, I thought.

      "Hey Mona...good to see you" I called as I brought my beer over to her table.

      Mom's head swiveled around and she stared at me. Her eyes traveled over my body, and for a moment I felt like she was looking at a piece of prime meat.

      "Good to see you" my mom husked back. "Whoever the hell you are." She said.

      
        
      

      I slid into the chair and looked at her. "Tyra said I should drop by and say hi". I only hoped that somehow, the mother daughter connection might still hold.

      The couple was quickly forgotten as a gleam came to my mother's eyes. She swiveled around and eased back into her own chair, staring at me.

      "Oh did she" mom almost drawled. "Did you take care of little Tyra" my mother leaned over the table, letting her blouse drift open. I could see the dark areoles through the thin cloth, and the creamy flesh of her breasts now on display.

      "It was hard...at first" I emphasized my words, staring into her eyes. "But I left her full...and dripping."

      "I think you're full of shit little man" my mother husked.

      I rose from my chair and leaned over my mother, my mouth right beside her ear. If she was everything dad said, this was going to take a bit of pushing.

      "Oh, I'm full of it...bitch" I hissed in her ear, watching her eyes grow. "But it isn't shit I am full of." I turned and looked back at her. "If you've got the mouth for it, why don't we just retry your little episode in the stall?"

      Not waiting for an answer, I walked to the back of the club again, and slipped inside the ladies room. I headed for the second stall; the exact one mom had been in before. I unbuckled my pants and lowered my zipper, waiting.

      About five minutes passed, before the bathroom door opened and closed. Sure enough, the stall door opened and my hot as hell mother slipped inside.

      "You have some nerve..." she started. I placed my hands on her shoulders, and shoved down hard, driving her to her knees.

      "Shut up and suck bitch" I almost growled. She opened her mouth to say something; I have no idea what, because right then I shoved all eight inches of my hard cock down her throat.

      
        "Ullkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I heard my own mother choke on my cock. God this was like a dream come true.

      I pumped my hips, my hands gripping her short cropped hair, as my cock fucked in and out of her hot mouth. No slouch herself, mom reached up and gripped the cheeks of my ass, pulling my hips even harder into her face. Her eyes started to tear over as she sucked on my dick like a fucking hoover vacuum. Jesus, Myra had nothing on my mother when it came to sucking cock. Dad was right; this was a pro in action.

      I pulled my cock free, and watched as my mother, flushed faced, gasped for breath, as her own spit dripped from her chin to the bathroom floor.

      "Fuck baby, don't stop" mom gasped. "Fucking use me you bastard" she said.

      I pumped my hips again as I rammed my throbbing cock back down her throat. God was she hot; I could feel my nuts boiling already.

      "You want my cum bitch?" I panted down at her.

      "Unnnnn" was all my mother could answer as I fucked her gaping mouth. I could see the pleading in her bright eyes.

      I pulled my cock free and started stroking my spit covered shaft, my cock pointing at my mother's face.

      "Open that mouth baby" I told her, and watched as my mother knelt on a sleazy bathroom stall, her tongue extended, mouth wide open, begging for my hot cum.

      "Oh God yes, baby" my mother moaned. "Give it to me, feed me baby" she gasped.

      I grunted as I felt my balls tighten more. God damn was this hot shit, I thought. Then, I felt my balls reach critical as my seed sped up my shaft.

      "Take it, oh fuck" I grunted. The first blast came arching out to splatter across her lips and into her mouth.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" my mother hummed, as my hot seed filled her open mouth.

      A second pulse and I watched as my thick cum splattered across her cheeks and fill her hungry mouth. She was kneeling, holding her mouth open, so I could see the hot cream pooling on her tongue.

      She rose to her feet and stared into my eyes, then, with a great show, swallowed every drop in her mouth, licking her lips clean. I could see two globs of my hot cum still clinging to her cheeks.

      "Fuck you taste good" my mother whispered. She looked down at my still semi hard cock in my grip between us. "I hope you have more in those balls baby" she whispered hoarsely.

      Thinking quickly, I shoved my cock back into my jeans, and then opened the stall door. I looked back at my mother, still covered in my cream.

      "Why don't you come next door, and we'll find out if you can handle a real man" I told her.

      By the time we had reached the lobby of the run down motel next door, mom had semi cleaned herself up, the remains of my cream still clung to a couple of places on her face. Neither she nor the pimply faced clerk seemed to even notice.

      The guy had taken one look at me, and then mom; told me thirty bucks and shoved an old fashioned room key at me. He didn't even ask me to sign the registry. Pretty fancy place, I thought.

      I opened the door to room 16 and slipped into the darkness, mom quickly followed. I had barely closed the room door when mom was pressing herself against my back in the darkness.

      "I want that cock again" her voice was hoarse with lust.

      "Horny thing aren't you" I chuckled. I guided her back until the back of her legs hit the edge of the bed; she sat back on the hard mattress with a soft thump.

      
        Mom started to reach for the snap on my jeans, but I slapped her hand away, keeping control of the encounter. I undid my jeans, tugging them down and stepping out of them. I stood in front of her, my thick cock only inches in front of her face.

      "Fuck" mom kissed. "Let mommy take care of that thing baby" she whispered.

      I almost lost it at her comment. I looked down at her face; there was no recognition of who I was. That explained dad's comment that Mona hunted as a cougar, she liked younger men, the idea of being mommy.

      I reached down and gripped the sides of her head. "Suck it...mom" I whispered. I pushed my hips forward as her mouth enveloped the swollen head.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" mom moaned. I shoved deeper down her throat. "Unnghhhh" she groaned. My hips began to pick up speed, as I fucked her hot mouth for a second time in thirty minutes.

      "Uullkkk...Gahllll" mom choked around my hard cock with each stroke. I watched a wad of her own spit foam at the corner of her mouth and then dribble down her chin. Fuck could she suck a cock, my hips pounded in.

      I reached down, and yanked at the knot under her breasts, watching her tits swing into full view as the cloth parted. Her nipples were dark brown and standing like two hard nubs, her full breasts swaying as her mouth fucked my cock.

      I knew she would suck another load out of me right there, but I wanted more. I reached down to pull her off my cock, when I felt my phone vibrate at my waist. Pulling it out, I opened the text from dad. I could see the photo of his hard cock sliding into my sister in a hot doggy position. The caption "filling in" was below the photo.

      I aimed my phone and snapped a quick photo of my cock buried in mom's throat and sent it back with the note "two hot bitches". Now, it was time for me to really take control.

      With a shove, I pulled mom off my throbbing rod, and shoved her back on the bed. Her legs still dangled over the edge as I knelt between her spread thighs. I reached up and jerked her tight shorts down, watching the small button fly off and across the room.

      
        "Fuuckkkkkk" mom groaned at my aggression. "Take me baby...own your momma." She slipped into the cougar role quickly.

      I spread her knees wife, watching the folds of her wet pussy open, the pink interior shining with her ready juices. As I shoved my face between her thighs, I opened my mouth wide, sucking in both her labia and her clit in one motion; trying to suck her entire pussy off of her pelvis.

      "Gawwwwdddddddddddddddddddddddddd" my mother screamed, as I tasted her for the first time.

      I devoured her sweet pussy, savoring the flavor as she dripped into my mouth. My nostrils were swamped with the hot scent of her sex as she ground her hips up against my mouth.

      "Eat me...oh fuck yes..." she chanted. "Make me cum baby" she groaned.

      I had every intention of it, as I now sucked her pulsing clit deeper into my mouth, nipping at the bud with my teeth.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit..." my mothers' hips bounced on the bed as she built higher.

      I slid one hand up between her thighs, and just as I bit down on her hard clit, I rammed two fingers up her tight tunnel. I could feel the walls ripple as they gripped my invading fingers.

      "Awwwwfffuuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" mom screamed, as her hips spasmed on the bed. Her hands shot down and gripped the back of my head, trying to grind my face in even deeper into her pussy.

      ."God DAMN that was good" my mother sighed lying on the bed.

      I pulled my head from between her quivering thighs, and stood at the edge of the bed. She raised her head and looked at me with a glint in her eyes I had never seen before. God this was one hungry woman, I thought.

      "If you're half as good with that dick as you are with that mouth" my mother said breathlessly, "this is going to be one hell of a fuck baby. She said.

      
        "Why don't we find out" I looked down at her, stripping my clothes off as she watched.

      As my clothes fell in a heap on the motel room floor by the bed, my mother scooted back onto the bed, bending her knees; she opened herself to me in invitation.

      "Come on baby, fuck this mature cunt" my mother almost growled at me.

      I crawled onto the bed, and over her body, settling between her full thighs.

      "I love mature cunt" I stared into her eyes.

      "Oh baby" mom cooed. "You like the idea of fucking someone old enough to be your momma" she smiled a wicked grin.

      "I like the idea of fucking my mom" I whispered, not breaking eye contact.

      With a grunt, I drove my pelvis down as hard as I could. The head of my fat cock unerringly driving between her swollen lips, spearing her open. Driving every inch I had deep into her belly in one single stroke.

      "ARRGHHHHHHHHHHHHH...FUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" my mother screamed as I impaled her on my dick. Her eyes rolled back as her legs shot up and around my waist, her ankles locking behind my low back.

      Staying up on my arms above her, I used the leverage to power down hard into her quaking body. My balls slapping her up turned ass with every thrust.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit...fuck me...fuck momma" she moaned between thrusts.

      I could feel her hot juices pouring out around my cock, flooding the bed under her ass. It was like wave after wave rolled through her body. I hammered down even harder, watcher her big breasts sway and shake on her chest as I fucked down into her.

      
        "Oh Christ...don't stop" she started begging. "Going to cum...oh fuck...again...can't stop..." Her entire body convulsed under me as her orgasm tore through her again.

      "CUMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" my mother screamed. "FUCK ME...FUCK MOMMAAAAAAAAAA" she wailed.

      I continued to just pound her through every wave, as her body exploded. The sound of wet squelching filled the room as I fucked harder into her, the smell of raw sex hanging heavy in the air.

      "Oh my God...the best...oh fuck...the best..." my mother babbled.

      "You think that's the best..." I leaned down and hissed in her ear.

      Viscously I ripped my cock from her gaping cunt. Before she could even catch her breath I reached down and flipped her face down on the soaked mattress. I reached down and gripped her hips, with a hard yank I brought her ass into the air.

      "Oh God yesssss" she moaned into the sheets. "Fucking mount me" she moaned, wiggling her thick ass at me.

      I accepted her invitation, and slid behind her...jamming my cock balls deep back into her cunt. She wasn't as tight as Myra had been, but god damn could she fuck.

      "Hot...fucking...bitch" I grunted down at her with every stroke. If this was what made her happy, I gave her everything I had.

      "Oh Jesus" she moaned. "Don't ever stop baby...whoever you are...God don't ever stop fucking meeeeeeeeeee" she cried into the sheets.

      I couldn't stop myself, the logic in my lust hazed brain had gone haywire, the fact I was fucking my own mother like some crazed animal just resonated through my core. I reached down and took a fist full of my mothers' short cropped hair, pulling back.

      "I am your loving son" I hissed in my mother's ear. "You are having your hot cunt pounded by your SON" I rasped at her.

      
        
      

      "My son is fucking me...oh God" mom moaned as her body began to vibrate. "Make your momma cum...make your momma cum..." she gurgled, shoving her ass harder back against me.

      Her hand reached out and gripped the headboard of the bed, as it banged against the hotel wall, giving her more leverage to force her ass back against my hips.

      My hips slammed into her ass, watching those pillows of flesh shake with my blows. My sweat was dripping off my chest onto her bare back as I rode her. I felt the walls of her pussy ripple, and then clamp down on my shaft as convulsions ravaged her body.

      "Oh my fucking GODDDDDDDDDD" mom screamed, as I felt her cream spraying out under her, drenching her thighs and soaking into the bed sheets.

      ""I'm coming again...oh shit...oh fuck..." she kept moaning as I continued to pound my cock into her soaked hole.

      Her head swiveled and she looked at me over her shoulder. Her hair was matted to her forehead with sweat, and her eyes almost glowed as I continued to fuck into her.

      "Fucking Christ" mom gasped. "Three times, and you haven't cum yet." She said in wonder.

      ""Is that what you want?" I stared into her eyes. "You want your son's hot cream?" I grated.

      "OH fuck yessssssssssss" she grated. "Fill my hot momma cunt with your seed baby"

      "Beg for it...bitch" I huffed back between strokes. "Tell me how bad you want my thick...hot...cum."

      "Ohhh you bastard" my mother groaned, as her eyes glazed over. "Please...cum in me...Jesus please, fill me baby".

      There is something about hearing your own mother, even if she wasn't my mother at that moment mentally, begging for my thick cum. With a huge lunge, I drove my cock deeper into her, holding as my hips pressed into the pillows of her ass. Her eyes grew wider as she felt my shaft throb and then swell inside her tunnel.

      
        
      

      "Oh yeah baby" my mother grunted. "Cum in my cunt" she groaned.

      Leaning forward, she slid half way down my cock, and then shoved her hips back even harder. I drove so deep I swore I could feel my engorged cock head pressing against the spongy surface of her cervix.

      Just as I felt my cock swelling, stretching her tight walls, I reared back my arm, my hand slapping across her ass cheek; leaving a red streak across her ass as I slapped her.

      "MOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" I roared as the first rope of thick cum blasted from the tip of my cock to wash her cervix.

      "OH Jesus...Oh God..." my mother moaned as her whole body vibrated. "I feel it...Oh My GODDDDDDD" she started to wail.

      My mother's head snapped up, her mouth hanging open, I saw her spit seep from the corner as a blood curdling scream echoed through the small dingy hotel room.

      "TANNERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR" I swore her scream must have carried for half a mile.

      I felt my cock jerk as a second rope pumped out of my draining balls, my bodies response to hearing her scream my name as she exploded. Dad had said she didn't know anyone in her Mona persona...somehow; even now she had made some kind of connection.

      Before I could think more on it, I felt her body go limp under me, sliding forward to collapse onto her face on the sweat and cum soaked bed. Her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath.

      The wet sucking sound of my cock sliding free, I looked down and watched as my untouched cock, dripping our mixed juices, jerked one more time; sending the last of my seed spraying across her quivering ass cheeks.

      I could hear her moaning and mumbling incoherently, as I crawled off the bed retrieving my jeans and shirt. Quickly dressing, since I didn't know how long she would take to recover, I figured it would be best if I was not in sight. I didn't know if the 'connection' I had just heard was temporary or not.

      
        Sitting in the parking lot with our juices soaking into my boxers, I watched as my mother exited the hotel room and headed towards her car. She seemed a bit unsteady on her feet, but seemed otherwise able to drive. I followed closely behind, making sure she was safe. I waited until she had left her car and entered the house, before I pulled into the driveway and parked.

      I sat in my car for a moment, trying to rationalize what had just happened. Jesus, I had just all but raped my own mother. What the hell do I say to dad? How was my night...oh great I just fucked the shit out of mom?

      As I entered the living room, I found dad once again sitting in the semi darkness. This time instead of cold beers, he had a glass of whiskey at his side, and another on the coffee table.

      "I figured you could use that." He said with a gesture at the glass.

      "Dad...I'm sorry..." I tried to say as I eased down onto the couch.

      "For what?" dad seemed genuinely puzzled. "For giving your mother what she wants...and needs?"

      "I didn't mean to...I mean...Jesus we just...I just..." I couldn't even find the words right then.

      "You just fucked the living shit out of her son...kudo's" then he smiled.

      "You're not pissed at me?" I asked shocked.

      "Pissed at what?" my father laughed. "That you were fucking your mother while I pounded your sister's hot pussy?"

      "Holy fuck" I shuddered at the image of dad and Myra going at it.

      I took a swallow of my drink, feeling the burn down my throat as my father leaned forward in his chair.

      
        "Look" he said with a sigh. "Myra...or Tyra...I can handle." He shook his head. "She's intense, but nowhere near what your mother is. The last time I fucked your mother like that, I thought I was going to have a fucking heart attack."

      I almost laughed at his remark. "She does put her daughter to shame, I'll give you that" I said with a smile.

      "I'm not thirty anymore" Dad sighed again. "That woman needs a young powerhouse when she hits these times...honestly, I can't keep it up."

      I looked up at dad with a shocking thought. "You planned this, you wanted this to happen you goat" I choked out.

      "Planned no...hoped yes" Dad answered as he eased back in his chair.

      I watched as he leaned back in his chair and ran his hand across his forehead. Something was bothering him; he always had the same mannerisms when something was eating at him.

      "What is it dad?" I asked. "What happened?"

      "I don't know, maybe I'm just over thinking things" he sighed.

      "Come on dad, out with it" I told him. "You won't sleep until you do, and I think we've both gone well past the stage of hiding things."

      "It was strange, different tonight with your sister" Dad looked over at me. "There were a couple of times, she looked right at me, and I swear she knew who I was."

      "Did she stop fucking you?" I asked in a hushed voice.

      "NO, she didn't" he said. "In fact, I thought she got even worse at those times."

      "Was she cumming when it happened?" I had to ask.

      
        "Yes, it was." My father looked up surprised. "How did you know?"

      "You may not believe this." I sighed back. "When mom was orgasming tonight, I think it was her third or fourth round" I said absently, hearing my father chuckle. "Anyway, just as it hit...she screamed my name."

      "So, she knew your name" my father scoffed. "She can remember things you tell her, even when Mona."

      "I'd buy into that dad" I said looking up at him. "Except that I never told Mona my name.", I said.

    
  
    
      Part 3

      For almost the next month, Tanner scoured the internet for every piece of information he could find on multiple personality disorders. There was some evidence that showed total disassociation, and some that showed shared memories. He wondered if his mother had somehow shared a memory of their night together.

      There seemed to be no common thread in all the articles he read though. Very little was actually known about what he had learned was actually called Disassociated Identity Disorder. Yet, through it all, there kept coming, a nagging memory, a thought he couldn't quite put his finger on.

      The symptoms and behavior seemed to fill a wide range, but there was one common thought. It was usually initiated by some kind of trauma or series of events. While his father clung to the higher sex drive, that seemed to be a bit weak to Tanner.

      It was a Friday evening when his cellphone beeped and looking he saw it was from his father. His mother had been on the prowl a little over a week ago, and his father had seemed content to handle her on his own. This time, once again, they both seemed to be heading out and Tanner was being called in to help.

      "Both prowling" the short text read. "Mom heading out following her"

      Tanner quickly headed out and drove the short distance to his parents' house. Just as he was coming to the house he watched his sister start her car and back out of the driveway. Following her, he wondered how they both seemed to cycle through at the same time.

      
        The thought slipped away as Myra pulled into the parking lot of a small bar. Tanner parked a few slots from her and waited. As she left her car and headed for the front door, Tanner swore she glanced back at his car, but couldn't be sure in the dark. He waited about five or ten minutes, giving her the time to find a potential target, before he stepped out of his car and headed inside.

      Tanner glanced around the room not seeing his sister at any booth or table. He was tempted to roam for her, but decided to wait this time. He slid onto a bar stool and ordered a drink. The young bartender smiled at him, he cursed himself. Were it any other night he would make a move on the hot little number, but he couldn't be distracted in case Myra needed him.

      "Hey stud, look who's here" a throaty voice filled his ear as he was just raising his glass for another sip.

      Tanner turned and stared into his sisters' eyes, he could see raw lust smoldering in her look and it sent a shiver down his spine. His eyes drifted downward and then widened, not sure but what she wore this time put her tank and skirt from the other night to shame. The one piece dress was so short Tanner thought he could almost see her bare mound under the edge. While the top was simply a narrow band of cloth that ran up from her waist, over one breast as the cloth barely his the rock hard nipple poking against it, up around her neck, then back down over the other breast to her waist again.

      "Holy fuck" Tanner couldn't help but whisper, as his vision filled with the twin globes of his sisters tits.

      "You like my tits, don't you baby." His sister's throaty voice brought his eyes back up to hers.

      "OH Jesus" Tanner almost moaned at the sight.

      "I told you before big boy" Myra/Tyra slipped closer, her leg pressing between his thighs. "If you want something, be a man and take it baby." Her throaty voice vibrated in his mind.

      Before he could second guess, Tanner reached out with both hands gripping his sisters' full tits, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pinched her nipples between his index finger and thumb.

      "Fuck yeahhhh" Myra/Tyra moaned, shoving her chest forward into Tanner's grip.

      
        Tanner almost gasped when his sister reached down and gripped his hardening cock through his jeans. "This gun reloaded from last time cowboy" she growled.

      Using her tits he pulled his sister in closer, his face only inches from hers. His eyes bored into hers as his cock thickened in her small grip.

      "Reloaded and ready to fire" Tanner grunted. "And I don't fire blanks." He said.

      "Good man" Myra/Tyra breathed onto his face. She leaned in her hot breath a whisper in his ear. "First I want you to ride me like a pony, and fill my tight little ass." Tanner shuddered. "Then, when that dick is pumping into my tight cunt...I just might have a little secret for you."

      "Oh fuck" Tanner groaned.

      "Not yet baby, but we will." His sister patted his cock and turned away.

      Tanner watched as her tight ass swayed in her dress, weaving among the tables to the back of the bar. She stopped at a small door and stared back at him, then slipped inside. The fact she knew exactly where she was going proved to tanner she had been here before. The thought flitted through his mind that she had just walked past two tables with available men, why pick him. Then, led by his throbbing cock he shoved the thought back and followed across the room to the small door.

      Opening and slipping inside, he was plunged into semi darkness. He stood just inside a small storeroom, lit by a single bare bulb hanging from a chain in the ceiling. He stared as Myra/Tyra crossed the few steps to him, almost like some animal on the prowl.

      "I want that fuck stick...NOW" his sister half growled. Her hand came reaching out to grip the waistband of his jeans.

      Even as she slid to her knees on the dirty floor in front of him, tanner could feel her expert fingers undoing his jeans, and then jerk both his jeans and boxers to his knees.

      "Oh my fucking Goddddd" Tanner moaned. His cock no more than sprang free, and his sister slammed her hot mouth down onto him. He could hear her softly gag as she buried her nose in his pubic hair.

      
        "Mmmmmmm" his sister moaned, tasting his cock.

      "OH yeah...suck it bitch", Tanner groaned as he looked down to watch his sister.

      He could only watch in wonder as his sister pulled her mouth free, and then landed a wad of her own spit onto his swollen head, her hand stroking his now slick cock.

      "Am I your bitch baby" she moaned up at him. "Am I your whorrmmmmmppppphhh"

      Tanner reached down and curled his hands in his sisters raven hair, then jammed his hips forward, driving his cock deep into her tight throat.

      "I didn't say talk" he grunted. "I said SUCK." He pumped harder...his hips beginning to fuck into her hot mouth.

      Wet sucking noises filled the small room as Tanner fucked his sister wanting mouth. He could hear her gag and choke as he drove his entire length as deep as he could into her throat. Tears well in her eyes as his cock pummeled her face. At first he thought he might be hurting her, but when her hands came up to grip his ass, pulling him in even harder, he knew she loved it as much as he was.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" Tanner grunted. "Going to fucking cum" he gasped.

      "NO" his sister almost screamed, as she jerked her mouth off his cock. She knelt gasping for breath as her own spit dripped off her chin to the dirty floor.

      Tanner watched as she scrambled to her feet, bending over stack of boxes with her back to him. She looked over her shoulder with a fire in her eyes.

      "My ass" she gasped back to him. "You promised my ass you bastard" she moaned.

      Tanner stepped up behind his sister, gripping the hem of her mini dress. Jerking the cloth over her hips, his eyes fell on her juice slick thighs and pouty lips. Yeah, no panties again, he mused. The lust haze gripping his mind as he stared at the winking tight ring of her ass.

      
        Holding his spit slick cock in his hand, he aimed the engorged head for that tight ring. Shoving his hips forward, he rammed every inch he had deep into his sisters' bowels.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKK" Myra/Tyra almost screamed. Her head dropped as her forehead banged against the cardboard box she leaned on. The weight of Tanner's lunge was driving her against the stack.

      "Tight...fucking...ass" Tanner grunted as he began thrust his cock into her.

      "Your ass...oh shit" his sister cried out. "That's it...ungghhhhhh...fuck my whore ass baby" she told him.

      Wet smacking now filled the small space, as Tanner's hips bounced off her cheeks. His heavy balls were slapping against her dripping pussy. He reached around his sister and gripped her swaying tits, squeezing them until he thought he would pull them off.

      The mixture of burning and pleasure ripped through Myra/Tyra as Tanner ravaged her ass.

      "Fuck me...fuck my ass...use your whore...use me" she babbled.

      "Oh shit gonna cum" Tanner grunted, feeling his balls starting to tighten.

      "God yes...do it...do it..." Myra/Tyra chanted. "Fill my ass baby...cum in my ass then fuck my cunt you bastard" she growled.

      Hearing his sister talking like a two dollar slut pitched Tanner over the edge. He felt a pinch in his balls, and then a stream of hot cum erupt from the tip deep in his sisters' ass.

      "AARRRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Tanner roared, as his cock jerked, the first rope scalding the walls of her bowels.

      "Yes...yes...oh GODDDDDDDDDDDDD" his sister moaned as her body shuddered through her own mini orgasm. "My pussy...please...pussy" she softly mewled under him.

      
        Feeling his cock jerking the last of his load out, Tanner reared him hips back, his cock coming free of her ass with a loud pop. He felt her knees start to buckle under her own weight, quickly flexing his knees, he drove his fat cock straight back up.

      "UNNGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Myra/Tyra groaned as her body was filled with throbbing, cum slick cock. Her head rolled from side to side as guttural animal sounds came from her lips.

      "You like that bitch" Tanner growled over her shoulder. His powerful thrusts were making the stack of boxes shake, threatening to collapse under the pair.

      "So good...so good" his sister moaned under him. "Best fuck...oh don't stop..." she gasped

      "Stop, baby I am going to fill your hot cunt" Tanner grunted.

      His sister turned and looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes were blazing with sheer lust. She began to slam her ass back into him, driving his cock even deeper as her walls flexed around.

      "Are you going to cum baby?" his sister whispered to him. "Are you going to fill my tight little pussy?"

      Tanner could feel his balls tightening again; his mind was going crazy as he felt one of the biggest orgasms of his life building.

      "My...little...secret..." His sister grunted as she slammed back against him. She shoved back even harder burying him to the root inside her, and then held still, staring into his eyes.

      "I'm not on the pill" his sister gasped, as she felt his cock start to flex inside her.

      Tanner's eyes grew wide at her words. Not on the pill? Unprotected, his cock buried in her, oh fuck. Then nature did the rest as he felt his balls literally erupt as his orgasm tore through him.

      "Fuckinnggggg HELLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL" Tanner roared as the first thick rope of cum blasted into his sisters' unprotected cunt.

      
        "Yesssssssssssssss" his sister moaned, her eyes rolling back as she felt him unloading inside her. "Cumming...cumming on my brothers cock" her body shuddering as she collapsed onto the stack of boxes.

      Even in the haze of his orgasm, Tanner heard her words. She knew! At the same time he could no more stop than a lone man on the beach could stop the waves from crashing in.

      The fact this was his sister, and she knew who he was, only intensified his orgasm. As he felt a second thick rope spray out of his cock to bathe her cervix with him, he looked down at her in wonder.

      Finally, exhausted, he pulled his softening cock from the grip of her pussy, an obscene sucking noise filling the room as he came free. He stared at his sister draped over the boxes, cum oozing from her ass, while his most recent load dripped from between her gaping pussy lips.

      He could tell from her even breathing she had apparently passed out from the intensity of her own orgasm. He struggled to get his jeans back up and snapped. Stumbling from the small room and then out the bar, he started his car. He couldn't go to his parents, what would he say to his father. Instead, he headed for his apartment, his mind in turmoil. Myra knew; she had known it was him fucking her the whole time.

      For the next week, Tanner struggled with what to say to his father, or his mother and sister. He suspected that something strange had been going on, now he knew it was. Whether the episodes were real for his mother or not, he began to suspect. Having no proof, he wasn't sure how to approach the subject.

      The whole situation came to a head when his cell phone rang on Thursday. He looked and saw his father's number. Hesitant he answered, wondering how much his sister might have said to his folks.

      "Hey Dad" Tanner answered.

      "Hey bud" his fathers' exhausted voice came through the phone. "Sorry to have to call, I'm not sure what the hell is going on." He said.

      "What do you mean dad?" Tanner asked.

      "Same damn week and your mothers' upstairs getting dressed" his father sighed.

      
        
      

      "Already?" was all tanner could answer. In his mind he wondered how much if anything Myra might have said to her mother.

      "Honestly Tanner, I don't have it in me tonight." His father said. "Can you get over here?" he asked.

      "Dad, I don't think..." Tanner tried to interject.

      "Look son, I'm sorry" he father cut him off. "I'm not that young, you have a shit load more stamina than me." Tanner opened his mouth when his father ended the conversation. "Just head over here and wait in your car, I'm heading to bed, make sure she gets home safe OK."

      Tanner sat and held the silent phone. Reaching for his keys he wondered how to handle things this time. Myra was aware, was his mother? As he drove over towards his parents' house, he figure since they both seemed so hungry, just maybe the full frontal approach was the best.

      Tanner pulled into the driveway, and turned off his car. Silently he slipped through the front door, cutting through the kitchen he headed for the garage. Silently Tanner waited, leaning against the hood of his mothers' car.

      He tried to think of the best approach to test his theory when his mother came out the small door leading to the kitchen. Holy fucking shit, he thought as he watched her slowly descend the few stairs. He thought the last time she was out her outfit was slutty, this time she even outdid herself. In place of a blouse she wore a tight almost sheer black sports bray made of Lycra. The tight material stretched across her full breasts clinging to every curve while her large nipples and dark areoles were clearly evident through the thin material.

      His mother wore another pair of shorts, but unlike the denim ones from last time, these were made of a latex that clung to the curves of her ass and molded along her swollen pussy in a bold camel toes. Complimenting everything was a set of black stiletto heels that could only be called fuck me heels.

      To Tanner her whole outfit screamed I am a whore, come fuck me. Watching her breasts wobble as she descended the stairs sent a huge rush of blood to his dormant cock, causing a painful swelling in his jeans. He tried to ignore the swelling as he stepped to beside his mother, touching her lightly on the shoulder.

      
        Tanner was a bit surprised when his mother didn't react to the contact. He had thought maybe catching her unawares might crack through any game she might be playing. He watched her blindly rummage through her small bag for her car keys, not even looking at her hands.

      Maybe he had been wrong, he thought. Maybe this wasn't some kind of charade. But then, why did Myra moan about her brother as if she knew it had been him. He tried to think back, knowing he might only have moments before his mother found her keys.

      Mona had said it was her brother just before she passed out, he was thinking. It was her brothers' cock she was...OMG Tanner thought. Could it be the orgasm, the intensity, he suddenly thought.

      If it's the intensity, Tanner let his eyes roam over his mothers' almost nude body; then I'll give her fucking intensity he thought.

      Tanner moved to behind his mother, just as she pulled her keys from the bag. Wrapping one arm around her he clapped a hand over her mouth, his other hand slapping against her, knocking her keys to the garage floor. He used the weight of his body to drive her against the side of the car, pinning her there.

      "Mmmppffffffff" his mother gave a startled cry, as her tits mashed against the cool glass of the driver's window. Her eyes grew wide as she felt a hard cock press into the groove of her ass through her shorts.

      "So the slut's going hunting is she?" Tanners' voice filled her ear.

      "Nnngghhhhh" his mother tried to struggle against him, but his weight kept her pinned against the car.

      "Well to late bitch, you're mine" his voice rasped.

      Tanner brought his hand up cupping a pinned breast, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he ground his hard cock against his mothers' ass. He heard her half moan as he kneaded the firm pillow of her breast, and when her ass gave a small shove back at him, he knew he had her.

      Releasing her tender breast, Tanner reached back and undid his jeans, worming them down over his hips as his thick cock sprang free. He knew he had to go all out if he wanted to peak his mother's intensity.

      
        
      

      Without giving her a chance to react, Tanner quickly pivoted his mother around to face him both hands going to her shoulders and shoving her to her knees on the garage floor.

      "Who are...ullkkkkkkk" his mother gagged, as Tanner literally shoved the entire length of his cock into her mouth.

      "MY mother the whore wants cock" Tanner grunted. "Then suck MINE."

      Tanner began to pump his hips as his cock slid in and out between her lips. His balls slapped her chin as he drove in deeper, hearing her gag with every thrust. His hands tangled in her hair, holding her head tight to his groin as he fucked her hot mouth. At first his mother knelt in almost submission, her hands limp at her sides as he pounded into her face; then he felt her arms raising, until her hands gripped the cheeks of his ass, her nails digging in as she pulled him even tighter to her.

      "Oh yeahhhh" Tanner moaned. "Suck my cock mom, be a good slut." He gasped.

      "Unnnghhhhhhh" he watched his mothers' eyes roll back at his words.

      Just the thought that he was standing here in his parents garage, mere feet from his father, while he fucked his mothers' face, was driving Tanner closer and closer.

      "Oh fuck...suck it...suck my cock mom..." Tanner grunted. "Drink my fucking cum bitch" he rasped down at her.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" he heard his mother groaning, he could feel her nails digging further into his ass as she pulled him in even tighter, literally driving her face onto his throbbing cock.

      "FUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Tanner roared as he felt his balls pinch. "Take it moommmmm" he moaned as his cock jerked inside his mother's sucking mouth.

      He could hear his mother choke and gag as first one thick rope and then a second sprayed down her gullet to fill her belly. He watched as a thick glob oozed out the corner of her mouth and slowly ran down her chin.

      
        Pulling his cock free he listened to his mother gasping to catch her breath, as a final burst of hot cream coated her face and hair. God, she looked like the perfect slut kneeling in front of him.

      Tanner reached down and lifted his mother off the garage floor, laying her out on her back on the hood of her car. Reaching down he gripped the waist of her latex shorts and jerked the tight cloth over her hips and down her trembling legs, dropping it to the floor.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." his mother could only gasp, still catching her breath from the intense mouth fuck she had just received.

      As he pulled the tight material free, Tanner was shocked to watch the juices from her dripping cunt splatter onto the cool metal. His mother was fucking soaked, and he had to taste that hot cream. He knelt down and rammed his face between her full thighs, driving his tongue deep into her.

      "Shhhitttttttttttttttttttt" his mother screamed as she spread her thighs further apart.

      "Oh fuck...eat me you bastard" his mother moaned. "Whoever...oh god yessssssss" she wailed as Tanner ravaged her clit with first his tongue and then his lips.

      "Motherfuckerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" she wailed as her hips arched off the hood of the car, her body vibrating as her first orgasm roared through her.

      Tanner knew from her reaction he was beginning to get to her. Sliding one hand between her thighs he captured her throbbing clit between his lips, sucking on it; as he rammed two fingers up her drenched cunt.

      "OH fuck, YESSSSSSSS" his mother wailed again. Finger me...eat me...oh babyyyyyyyyyy...againnnnnnnnnnnnn" her voice reaching a pitch as one orgasm rolled into another.

      Tanner felt her hot juices spraying out to coat his face and pour into his sucking mouth. He drank deeply of her sweet juices as he continued his assault on her clit.

      "Oh God cumminnngggggggggg" his mother moaned. Her fists banged on the metal hood as her feet drummed against Tanner's back.

      "Please...need cock...oh God...need cock..." his mother began to babble.

      
        Tanner pulled his mother free and rose to his feet between her lewdly spread thighs. As he felt her hot cream dripping from his chin, he gripped his hard cock and pressed just the tip against her engorged lips.

      "You want this cock slut? Is that what you want?" tanner cajoled his mother.

      Her hands shot up and gripped his biceps, trying desperately to pull him into her, but he held back.

      "Please...don't tease...oh fuck meeeee" his mother begged.

      Tanner leaned down and looked into his mother's glazed eyes. "Who mom...who do you want to fuck you" his hoarse voice whispered. "Say it mom" he said.

      For a moment, he watched as the haze seemed to clear a bit, and dark eyes stared up at him in wonder.

      "Fuck me Tanner" his mother barely whispered. "Fuck your slut mother." She said softly. Then he watched the haze return as her nails dug into his arm. "NOW" she growled up at him.

      Tanner grunted as he drove his hips forward with a viscous shove, the full length of his eight inch cock sinking to the hilt. His pelvis ground against her pulsing slit as he buried himself into her.

      "AAAhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" his mother moaned as she felt him fill her. "So good...oh God so good" she moaned up to him.

      He had been so close, but his mother had spent years in her haze, it would take a lot more than it had with Myra. The wet squelching of his cock pounding into his mother filled the garage with an echo

      Tanner reached out and gripped his mothers' ankles, pulling her legs both up and out, spreading her thighs wide on the car hood. He put more leverage into his thrusts, driving his whole weight down onto her. Her head rocked from side to side as her heavy breasts swayed with each stroke, trapped inside her tight top.

      He dropped her ankles onto his shoulders and reached out, jerking the tight cloth over her swaying tits, filling her hands with the globes of flesh he began to knead.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me harder...harder..." his mother babbled. Tanner could only comply as his hips slammed against her bare ass cheeks. He drove his hips down as hard as he could while feeling a spongy resistance against the tip of his cock.

      "Nnnnnggggggggggggggg" she moaned, driving her hips off the cool metal. "So deep...so fucking DEEPPPPPPPPP" she wailed under him.

      He could only stare as her entire body convulsed under him, feeling her hot cream spray against his belly as another orgasm tore through his mother.

      "Use me...take me...oh God don't stop." She begged

      "Oh I'll use my slut mommy" Tanner growled. His hips pulling back as his thick cock slid from her sopping wet cunt with an obscene slurp.

      "What...?' his mother started to ask. But, before she could continue, Tanner pressed the slick head of his cock against her tight ring, and then slid inch by inch into her ass.

      "CHRRRIIISSTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" his mother screamed as she felt his hard throbbing cock sliding into her tight bowels.

      He watched as her eyes rolled back and her head banged against the hood as his balls came to rest against her ass. Tanner pulled back and held for a second, then rammed his cock as deep as he could into her, watching her tits shake with the power of his thrust.

      "Take my cock mom" Tanner moaned as he began to pump into her tight ring.

      His mothers' head came up and he was startled to be staring into clear dark eyes that shone with lust. She stared at him a moment as if trying to process who it was fucking her.

      "Fuck my ass...fuck my cunt..." she hissed. "Come on Tanner...give me that fucking cock until I scream" she said softly.

      
        Tanner renewed his efforts of pounding against his mothers' shaking ass cheeks; he could feel the boil beginning as he realized his mother now knew who he was.

      "Oh Jesus mom" Tanner gasped, staring into her eyes. "I'm going to cum."

      "NO!" he mother almost screeched.

      Using the strength of her legs on his shoulders, and her hands against his biceps; she shoved Tanner back with a staggering strength. With an obscene pop his pulsing cock came free from her ass; he stared as his mother rolled over on the hood and slid down until her feet rested on the garage floor.

      "Mount me baby" she said as she looked over her shoulder at him. "Mount your mother and dump every drop of that hot jizz into my fucking cunt Tanner" she rasped.

      Tanner stepped up behind his mother and reached down to grip her hips. He flexed his knees and aimed the purple swollen head of his cock to her dripping pussy.

      "God, my mother is such a...WHORE" Tanner roared the last word as he rammed his cock back home into his mother.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" his mother wailed as her walls stretched to fit his thick rod. "Your whore...your slut...Oh fuck...don't stop" she babbled under his assault.

      It was like a haze had dropped over his own mind as primal lust gripped Tanner. His fingers dug into the flesh of his mothers' hips and ass as he began pounding his throbbing cock in and out. He could feel her juices flowing out of her like a hot river, running down her thighs.

      He looked down at his mother who now lay almost limp on the hood of her car, her cheek pressed into the cool metal while her own saliva dribbled out the corner to puddle under her chin.

      "Still cumming...oh God...cumming on my son's cock...can't stop..." she moaned over and over.

      Tanner could feel the waves rolling through her belly as the walls of her cunt milked his cock. Being so close and then denied, he felt his orgasm mounting like a jet in his tightening balls.

      
        "Fuck mom" Tanner gasped. "Going to cum in your slut pussy" he grated.

      "Give momma...give it to me baby" his mother softly moaned.

      "OH fucckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Tanner moaned, as he felt his cock jerk deep inside his mother.

      "Feel it...Oh God". His mother moaned under him; as she felt the hot cream pumping into her.

      Tanner felt like a gallon of his hot seed was emptying out, he swore he had never cum this much in his short life; the fact it was his mother he was filling only made it all the hotter.

      Slowly, he pulled his deflating cock from her tight channel. He watched as a thick glob of his cum oozed from between her lips onto the hood of the car. He turned and started to reach for his jeans, freezing at the image of his father leaning against the kitchen door to the garage.

      Tanner stood silent, waiting for his father. He could feel the combined juices of his own cum and his mothers' drip from his cock as he pulled his jeans up slowly.

      "Nice one son" Tanner's father said softly. "Wish I still had that energy."

      "You saw...and heard?" Tanner looked back at the prone form of his mother, still splayed across the hood of her car. Her even breathing evidence she was either asleep or just out.

      "Kind of hard not to." His father laughed.

      "Sorry dad." Tanner said sheepishly. "But then you heard she KNEW who I was."

      Tanner's father stood upright and shook his head. "Yeah, she knew; right then." He gestured at his wife's still limp form. "It's the intensity, get it high enough and it can break through. Hold it and you can keep that awareness."

      "And you?" Tanner asked as he walked across the garage.

      
        "Oh, I've gotten there a few times. No offense Tanner, its damned hard at my age to hit that level" he smiled. "Let along hold it" he laughed.

      Tanner looked back at his mother, and then turned to his father. "Do they remember?" he asked.

      "Snippets" his father said. "Little pieces about one of the best fucks they ever had, that's the most I ever got out of either one."

      "Should we do anything?" Tanner gestured at his mother. "I mean do we just leave her here?" he asked.

      "As a matter of fact...yes." His father sighed. "In a bit she'll wake up and return to the bedroom and just sleep it off."

      "Tomorrow..." Tanner let the word hang.

      "Yeah tomorrow" his father echoed as he held open the kitchen door. "Either you'll be a memory of a great fuck...or a real motherfucker, you never know." The pair walked back into the house together.

    
  
    
      In Search Of

      So, before we start this journey; there are some facts we need to get straight. I am NOT some impudent little girl; I'm almost thirty, I have a college degree; I own my own condo and I have a very well paid job as a graphic artist. That being said, there might be some who would call me immature, and maybe I am; but I live life FOR life; not because of life.

      I also want everyone out there to know I am not a slut and I am not a whore; I consider both of those labels to be derogatory. Unlike either of those, I am very responsible. I have a birth control implant, and make sure all of my partners, no matter which sex; are clean.

      For the record for those who might not read a dictionary; a slut is someone who has sex with no purpose other than to have sex. They don't care who it is, when it is, or where it is. I DO. While a whore is someone who has sex for the purpose to make money and makes no emotional or physical attachment to the act. I DO.

      
        If you wonder now what I would call myself, then call me a Hedonist. What is a hedonist? For those who don't want to look it up; it is a person who believes life is based on pleasure. It doesn't matter if it is heterosexual, homosexual, or even self sexual. If it feels good and gives you pleasure, DO IT.

      Like most who are truly Hedonistic, I am what you would call pansexual. That means the sex of my partner is not important. What IS important is the chemistry, the connection. I don't have sex with just anyone, I have sex with someone who makes me feel good; both mentally and physically. What I will do, is have sex with anyone, if it does feel good; which is what brings me back to my little journey.

      Ever since I discovered sex, and let's just say it was almost a decade ago; I have been in search of that perfect, Ultimate Orgasm. Yes, you can look that one up too; most just call it the Big O.

      As a true Hedonist, I've probably had more sex in ten years; than most of you have had your entire lives. Not because I go out and get it; but because I am open and welcoming whenever opportunity knocks.

      I've been pounded into a mattress; had slow sultry sex; I've had big cocks and small cocks; and I hate to tell you size is not an issue, skill is. I would rather have six or seven inches of hard dick stroking my clit; than ten inches doing nothing to me.

      As far as variety; I have had men, women, and both. I've had cocks in my pussy, cocks in my ass, and cocks in my mouth; and yes all three at the same time a few times.

      Oh I've had some toe curling orgasms, I won't deny; and sometimes I've walked away so damn frustrated I could have screamed. I am sure every woman out there knows what I mean. Sorry guys; some of you have it and some of you just don't.

      What is my personal life like? About as normal as yours is honestly. I go to work, I keep my house; I enjoy hanging with my friends. Frankly very few in my close circle know my Hedonism; and I would rather keep it that way.

      As far as home life; let's just say mom visits about once a month or so; and it is NOT a subject you bring up. Sex life is definitely not on her agenda; as least from the limited noises I had ever heard from their bedroom. As far as Dad is concerned, well having your father walk into his living room (when he was supposed to be out at dinner with mom) to find his daughter buck assed naked kneeling on the floor while one guy shoved a fat dick in from behind; and I was happily sucking another guy's nuts dry; is NOT something a Dad wants to see.

      
        
      

      After the shit hit the roof; and Mom sat totally confused; while my father's eyes bugged out; I took the better part of valor and moved out. Calvin, my twenty-six year old brother still hangs around; though trying to explain things to him is like talking to a sponge; it soaks in but doesn't seem to affect him much.

      Now that we've gotten all of that out of the way, how about I satisfy your curiosity about me; I know you're all dying to know. No, I'm not homely; at least I like to think I'm not. I'm not some sex pot star either. But frankly, from what people say, I'm not average either. At five nine I'm a bit taller than you would expect, especially in heels. The nice thing is a lot of that is in my legs; and just so you horn dogs know; I have LEGS.

      The kind that are firm and supple; and when they wrap around you will lock you down inside me until you unload. I have dirty blonde hair that goes just past my shoulders and while I admit that isn't my original color; I LIKE it. It sets off well against the tan I work hard to keep with regular sessions. The fact I am waxed bare as the day I was born let's me hide it isn't my real hair color.

      That's right, I am waxed down below. No not shaved; that leaves stubble. There is nothing better that feeling a cock slide in between wet smooth lips; or a tongue running from your tight little ass ring all the way to the top. Like I said, a total Hedonist; it's all about the pleasure.

      For all of you boob guys; they are a nice 36B. No they aren't huge; in fact I rather like them on the smaller cup size; they've stayed pretty damn firm these last years. My nipples are very sensitive; I actually had a guy give me an orgasm just through tit play; it was amazing.

      All of this brings me back to my journey; finding that Ultimate orgasm. Like I said, I've had some pretty damned good ones; but even then it always seemed like there was something missing; that connection to my body at that point of release; if that makes any sense.

      Take two days ago; the guy decided to join me in the shower the morning after. He had me bent over braced on the tiled walls while he fucked me from behind. I had a very nice orgasm while he pumped away; and a good one when he blew his hot load inside me. Yes my vaginal walls are sensitive, I really can feel when a guy cums inside me; and I fucking LOVE it.

      After he had left, I spent Saturday just cleaning around the house; until I gave in and fingered one out on my bed. Just like before, it had left me satisfied; but not SATISFIED; stupid as that sounds.

      
        By Monday I was randy and on the move again. I knew all the signals from my body; and I wanted pleasure. The problem was; my hot water heater didn't. Coming home from work, looking forward to a night at the clubs; I stood in my bedroom staring at the ruined carpet and soaked floor.

      Why my bedroom? Because when you live in a ranch condo your hot water heater has to go somewhere; and that meant a small space inside my closet, where it butted up against the master bedroom.

      I won't repeat my choice words as I tried to move my furniture out of the way; and staring at the soaked carpet, I did the only thing I could think of; I called my brother.

      By the time Calvin arrived an hour later, I had most of my clothes out of that end of my closet, and he was able to slip in and pull the panel off. He managed to get the water valves turned off, which at least stemmed the flood; but the news wasn't good when he came back out.

      "The glass seal's gone" Calvin said as he stepped out of the closet.

      "How do I get a new seal?" I asked.

      "You don't" he grimaced. "That means a whole new unit."

      "Fuck" I growled.

      "Sorry sis" he apologized. "I would say a couple of hundred for the unit at least" he told me. "Can you afford it?" he asked with concern in his voice.

      "Yeah" I sighed. "It isn't the money; I had...plans" I was pissed.

      My belly burned and I knew tonight had just been flushed down the proverbial toilet. I tossed the short skirt I was holding onto the bed, so much for enjoying myself tonight, I thought.

      "Can you fix it if I have another one delivered?" I asked.

      "Yeah, but not for three days" he looked at me.

      
        
      

      "Three day, what the hell" this was getting worse.

      "Sorry Sis, I'm heading to Memphis tomorrow; I'll be gone for three days." Calvin said.

      Memphis, that was where his girlfriend was now living; she had gotten some job as a manager opening a new franchise there and was living there for a couple of months.

      "At least you're going to get some" I grumbled.

      "That's the plan" Calvin gave a crooked grin. "You know you don't need to shower to...you know" he smiled.

      "Yeah right, like a guy wants to bang a sweaty stinky chick" I sighed.

      "I think it's kind of hot" Calvin said softly.

      "Oh do you" my head came up.

      Oh God, hedonistic Lacy was on the move, I thought. Oh yeah I forgot, the name is Lacy Love; and fuck off about the name; I was born with it and I'll probably die with it; like it was my choice.

      My eyes traveled over Calvin; God did he look good right then. He had that natural rugged look; the kind of guy who really doesn't need to work out he just has those natural biceps and chiseled chest. Add to that a nice baritone voice and you get women wetting their panties; which frankly I was doing right then.

      "You like sliding your body over a woman's sweat slick skin" I husked as I stepped closer.

      "Lacy" Calvin's eyes went wide.

      "I bet you like sliding you fat dick into her sweaty pussy" I rasped.

      
        "Lacy...don't" Calvin almost groaned but never moved as I stood in front of him.

      "How long has it been" God my voice was low and raspy as my hormones flared to life.

      Right then I didn't give a damn if this was my brother; it was a male body and I was horny as hell. The one thing about being a Hedonist; you listen to your body, and you give it what it wants; right then, it wanted Calvin.

      "Two weeks" my poor brother almost groaned.

      God two weeks, I thought; that was like an eternity to me. I think in the last five years, the longest I had ever gone was a little over a week; and I was coming unglued at the time.

      I reached up and popped the first three buttons on my blouse. I knew a fine sheen had to be glistening on my upper chest; not just from working all day; but from the fire that was now raging in my loins. Calvin may have claimed no, but his eyes immediately dropped to the opening of my blouse, where twin mounds of tit flesh were fully exposed.

      "I bet you would lick the sweat right off them" I pressed in on him.

      "Oh fuck...Lacy" Calvin just moaned back.

      I popped the remaining two buttons, letting my blouse drift open. My filmy light blue bra did little to hide the rock hard nipples now exposed. Christ my panties were soaked as I lowered my hand slowly, staring into his eyes.

      "Do you want to suck them Cal" I rumbled. "Suck on your sister's tits" my hand came in contact with the bulge in the front of his jeans.

      Damn, he was actually packing, I thought. He had to be sporting close to seven or eight inches; and he was a fucking steel pipe trapped inside his jeans. I wrapped my fingers around that shaft as best I could through the tight cloth.

      "Go ahead baby" I encouraged him. "Just lower your head and...oohhhhhh" I moaned.

      
        Calvin moved before I finished talking and I felt his tongue swipe across the soft skin at the top of my breasts. My nipples turned to bullets as my belly flipped; when one of his big paws came up to cup my firm breast through my bra.

      You're mine now, I thought. Too late to back down now; as I felt the heat between my legs grow. I moaned as his hot mouth closed over one cloth covered nipple.

      "Yesssssss" I groaned as that hand tugged my flimsy bra down, his mouth capturing my nipple when it sprang free.

      My fingers worked their magic as I popped the button on the front of his jeans, and tugged his zipper down. I leaned my head down towards his ear.

      "Does she suck that nice hard cock baby" I hissed in his ear.

      "She doesn't like...oral" Calvin gasped as his head came up.

      "Then hang on for the ride baby" I told him as I lowered myself to my knees.

      I tugged his jeans and boxers to his knees, and marveled when his cock slid out into the open. He had to be about seven or seven and a half inches; but better, he was thick. Thick enough that that shaft would slide right over my clit with every stroke. Better yet, I found as I wrapped my hand around his throbbing shaft; he had the most delicious curve and a nice circumcised head. That meant he just might hit some very delightful spot once I had him inside me.

      There was no question I was about to fuck my own brother; but first wanted to taste him. I looked up into his eyes as he stared down at me in shock. My hand slowly glided up and down his pulsing cock.

      "Can you cum more than once" I husked.

      "Yes" he grunted.

      "I thought so" I smiled. "First, I am going to drink you little brother" I growled. "Then, you are going to fuck the shit out of me."

      
        "Lacy...I'm...oh fuckkkkkkkkk" he moaned as my hot mouth closed over that fat head.

      I had to admit, there was an intoxicating mix of cock and sweat that filled my nostrils as my mouth slid down. I felt his veins throb as pre cum coated my tongue.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I hummed as I relaxed my throat.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhh" I heard Calvin moan as the vibration shot through his cock.

      Little missy in Memphis might not do this, but I definitely planned on doing this again. I began to bob my head up and down with loud slurps. Each time I was driving my mouth further and further down on him.

      After you've given a few hundred blowjobs; you get pretty damned good at it. You also learn a few tricks. One is to breathe through your nose to maintain air; the other was how to relax the muscles in the back of my throat.

      "Oh My God...Lacy...oh fuck...oh fuck...Lacy..." Calvin babbled when my nose bumped his groin.

      I reached up and cupped his balls in one hand; God they felt so heavy; he had to be holding one hell of a load. I extended my index finger, sliding it between the cheeks of his ass. Just as my nail scraped along that tight ring; his entire body jerked.

      "FUCCKKIINNGGG HELLLLLLLLLL" Calvin roared as I felt his cock pulse in my mouth.

      I slid my mouth back quickly, clamping my lips around that fat head and waited. It didn't take long and the first thick wad exploded into my mouth, splattering against the back of my throat.

      "MMMMMMMMM" I hummed harder.

      "FUCK!" Calvin yelled as his body shook again.

      I felt a second hot rope pulse and then ooze down my waiting throat. God he must have been holding it the entire two weeks as he dumped a gallon of hot jizz into my mouth.

      
        
      

      My mouth continued to suck, as my tongue teased his piss hole. I massaged his balls, and then stroked his spit covered shaft. His cum was easing up, but I got the desired effect when I pulled my mouth off his still steel hard cock.

      "Fuck me" I said in a hoarse voice.

      Calvin didn't even answer, he just moved; and fast. He turned my body around on my knees to face the foot off the bed. Pulling up on my shoulders he laid my upper body across the comforter, while my ass jutted out behind me. I heard him drop to his knees behind me.

      This was interesting. On all fours but I didn't have to worry about supporting myself. I could fully focus on my carnal desires. I had never been in this position before and wondered what the sensation would be like.

      My hedonistic brain didn't need to worry. I felt my lips speared and the tight walls of my pussy expand as that fat sausage slid into me. I couldn't suppress the grunt as he split me in half with how thick he was.

      I felt his hands grip my waist, and then he was sliding back.

      "Yessssssssssssss" I cooed as I felt his shaft drag across my clit.

      "Fuck me...fuck me" I chanted as his hips picked up speed.

      I could feel the heat building; this was going to be good. Maybe...just maybe; I thought. One hand slid around my body and gripped my firm tit; fingers pinching at my sensitive nipple; as his hips slapped against my ass. God did he know what he was doing or what.

      "Make me cum...oh God yes" I panted.

      "Going to cum, need to pull out" I heard Calvin behind me.

      I reached back and dug my nails in his hip. I pulled him into me with every thrust, burying his cock even deeper.

      
        
      

      "Don't you dare" I hissed. "Cum in me; fucking fill me; I want to feel it." I rasped.

      "Oh God...Lacy" Calvin mewled behind me.

      I felt hot lips softly touch my sweat covered back, I heard a soft grunt; and then his cock jerked deep in my belly. My head snapped up as my eyes rolled back; pure unadultered pleasure rolled through my body.

      "AAGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed as I convulsed under Calvin.

      Heat washed across my walls as hot juices gushed free. We were cumming at the same time, I dimly realized. I heard gurgles and growls and realized the noises were coming from me as my brother filled me.

      Christ how did one man have so much cum? I could feel it oozing out around his cock and drip to the floor between my spread knees. My toes slowly unfurled as my brain started to function again.

      "Oh God...so sorry...we shouldn't..." I could hear Calvin muttering behind me.

      "That was fantastic," I breathed out.

      "So wrong...my sister..." he muttered as he slid his now deflating cock free with a wet slurp.

      I looked up from the bed as he tried to pull his jeans and boxers back into place. I could see the panic in his face; but I felt zero guilt at what had just happened.

      "You are a fantastic lover" I told Calvin. "Any time you want me, take me baby" I tried to reassure him.

      "Oh God...we shouldn't..." he continued to mumble as he snapped his jeans. "I so sorry" he whispered and then he fled.

      
        God damn it; one of the best sex rounds in what a year or more; and it had to be my conscience riddled brother, I sighed. The worst part was he hadn't fixed the damned water heater either.

      The next day when I got home from work, I pulled up my laptop and started looking at plumbers. I was shocked; almost every one listed their time starting at a hundred an hour; holy fuck.

      I wrote down two names and numbers of guys near me. I was just getting ready to dial when the doorbell rang. I wondered if Calvin had come back for more before his flight for Memphis left.

      I rose and opened the door and froze. All six foot two, broad shoulders and towering frame filled my door.

      "Dad?" I was shocked.

      "Where is it?" he asked with a curt nod.

      Without even thinking, I led him back to my bedroom, where he slipped into the closet. After a few minutes he reappeared shaking his head.

      "He was right" he huffed. "The whole liner is gone." He looked at me. "Did you order a new one?" he asked.

      "This morning at work" I was so stunned I hadn't spoken until now. "It's supposed to arrive in an hour." I said.

      "Then I better get that one out" he grumbled and walked past me.

      For the next hour I sat on the edge of the bed and listened and watched dad work. He had stripped off his shirt as he worked in the tight space of the closet. By the end of the hour; he had removed the old water heater; and even rolled it out to the garage for pick up.

      The new one was due any moment, so we just waited. He leaned against the closet door frame and looked at me. I had to admit; once again I was looking at a pretty damned good sight. I checked my hormones this time; Christ this was my dad.

      
        Even so, there was that rugged look about him; and those natural muscles that came from staying fit and in shape. That five o'clock shadow added something to his chiseled chin.

      "Thank you" I said simply, trying to break the sudden silence.

      "You're my daughter" he said gruffly.

      "I wasn't sure you...wanted me to be" I said softly.

      "I love you, not necessarily what you do" that same old reasoning came back at me. "So why do you do it?" he asked.

      "Because I like it" I said as I looked up at him.

      "A lot of people like sex" he shrugged his thick shoulders. "That doesn't mean they screw everyone they meet" he said.

      "Neither do I" I shot back defiantly. "I see a hundred people a day dad" I told him. "So I have sex with what one or two' I think a ninety-eight turn down rate is pretty damned good."

      You want this out now, I thought; OK you are on old man, I thought.

      "Point made" he gruffed. "Could you be a little more discreet?" he said.

      "I like sex dad" I could feel my anger rising. "That's not a damned crime." I retorted.

      "It is when you fuck your brother" he growled.

      I opened my mouth to speak, and then clamped it shut when the door bell rang. Sure as shit they had arrived with the new water heater. Why the hell did they have to choose NOW?

      Without a word Dad set about tearing open the box, and then he manhandled the thing into the tight closet. I could heart metal ringing and figured he was working on the fittings. Now, without faces separated, I somehow felt safer.

      
        
      

      "He told you" I said into the closet door.

      "He couldn't shut up about it" I heard Dad scoff.

      "He seemed a bit upset when he left." I admitted softly.

      "He had just fucked his sister, how did you expect him to feel?" Dad's voice came out of the dark.

      "I kind of hoped he had liked it, I did" I smiled even though Dad couldn't see it.

      "Liked it, the damned boy said it was the best fuck of his life" Dad's voice rocked me to my core.

      It was funny, we couldn't talk about this face to face; but somehow; having him inside the closet and me out here; put up a safety barrier. I let my guard down and for the first time answered honestly.

      "It was one of the best fucks of my life too" I admitted.

      "So you will fuck anyone?" Dad asked.

      "OK, now that's a different question" I cornered him. "Will I fuck everyone; that answer is no. Will I fuck anyone; if I want them, then yes I would." I tried to explain to him.

      There was a moment of silence and then dad's voice came out; it was soft and subdued; changed. It was more of a want than a question.

      "Would you fuck me?" he asked.

      "What?" I asked startled.

      "I said would you...." He started again.

      
        "I heard you" I cut him off. I thought carefully for a moment. That chiseled face, those powerful arms; those deep blue eyes; I shuddered.

      "No" I said in a husky voice.

      Silence hung in the air; I knew he was done; but as if by mutual agreement he stayed inside the closet while we faced each other. I knew I needed to explain.

      "I make it a habit of not fucking a married man, unless their wives know" I said calmly.

      I thought that was the end of it, I was wrong. The next thing I heard was dad's voice as he spoke into his cell phone.

      "It's me" he said. "Yeah, it was bad, I just got the new one in...yes I'll need a shower" he voice sounded exasperated. "No, I'm going to be a couple more hours...yes I'm done with the water heater." What was going on, I wondered.

      "Actually I want to have sex with her" I felt numb; his voice was calm and yet the words didn't match the tone. "It's been two years Grace" I heard him again. "You said if I wanted it elsewhere I had your blessing, I never did...now I do...with Lacy."

      This was so surreal I just stood by the closet door. "Yeah, I'll call when I'm leaving" Jesus he was so mundane at the same time. "Oh, you need to tell her it's OK, she won't unless you do."

      Suddenly the phone appeared at the closet opening, and with a shaking hand I took it and pressed it to my ear.

      "Hello" it couldn't be.

      "Lacy" Holy shit it really was mom. "He wants it all the time; I am tired of him pestering me. If this gets him off my back, so be it." God how cold could she be I thought. "Make sure you use protection, I don't want to be a grandmother...yet." Then the phone went dead.

      Numb I turned and set the phone on my bedside stand. When I turned back; a bare chested towering man was right in front of me. I stared up into those blue eyes; and something in me clicked.

      
        
      

      "You want it, come and get it." I told him.

      Before I could move, two hands came up and gripped the front of my blouse, and the next thing I knew buttons went flying across my bedroom. I couldn't even speak as those hands quickly moved to grip the front of my bra; the front of my very expensive Victoria Secret bra.

      Which quickly became a cleaning rag as biceps bulged; and with a ripping sound he separated the two cups. I stared in shock; those blue eyes looked back at me. But there was something lurking behind them; like an almost feral glow. So primal, two years of hunger built into them.

      "Oh My God" I whispered.

      The next thing I knew I was flat on my back on my bed. My breasts were jutting straight up in the air; as he jerked my somehow opened jeans down over my hips.

      Once my jeans were free, I quickly reached down and pulled my panties down on my own; I knew if I didn't he was as likely to rip them off me like my bra. In the second or two that took; I looked up and damn if he wasn't on his knees at the edge of the bed.

      I squealed when he reached out and gripped my ankles, and with a jerk pulled my ass towards him at the edge. My legs went straight up and out as he literally spread me wide open.

      "Dad" I gasped; and then my brain short circuited.

      "NAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I could hear screaming, and God it was me.

      Dad slammed his head between my spread thighs; while that tongue was driving between my swollen lips. It went deep, and I mean fucking DEEP as he slurped out my hot juices.

      "Ghhaaa...nnaggg...daaaa...nnnnnnnngggg" I gurgled as he fucked me with his tongue.

      I remember clawing at the sheets; I remember my ass bouncing on the bed. I definitely remember my thighs quivering as my body went haywire. THIS was fucking pussy eating, I dimly thought.

      
        
      

      Suddenly everything changed, my rapid assault up Orgasm Mountain screeched to a halt when his tongue suddenly disappeared.

      "Please...don't...stop." I all but begged.

      "Say it" I heard that deep baritone voice.

      "Make me cum...God please" I whimpered. "Make your daughter...AWWWW FUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" again with the screaming.

      Dad had chosen that moment, to open his mouth, clamp it over my throbbing pussy; and suck my clit in...hard. I mean he SUCKED that nub clear out of its hood and into his mouth.

      "God YES...oh FUCK YES...CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGG" I wailed as my body exploded.

      Hot juices sprayed out to coat his face; I barely registered it. My gut wrenched; my toes curled until they hurt, and sparks exploded behind my clenched eyes. This was as close to Nirvana as I had ever felt; and it was my father.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God..." I moaned as quaking legs were lowered to hang from the edge of the bed.

      Raising my head weakly, I looked down and watched this unknown man position himself between my lewdly spread thighs. The next thing I knew, I was full. Full of about eight inches of fat dick as my gut flipped again.

      Jesus one thrust and he was balls deep inside me. Bareback, every vein pulsing along my walls; the crowned head so deep I swore he was against my cervix.

      My body did the one thing it was made for; I came again. I couldn't even articulate as waves burst through the walls of my vagina; and coursed through my body.

      "Oh God daddy...oh God daddy..." I chanted as hot pussy cream ran down the crack of my ass and soaked the bed under me. Nothing had ever felt this good; and yet more was to come.

      
        
      

      Two large hands wrapped under my knees. I felt my legs lifted and slowly folded back until my knees just touched my breasts. The move lifted my ass slightly off the bed, something I didn't even notice at first; and then dad shifted his position.

      I can't even describe what tore through me when he slid his cock back; I felt the fat rimmed head along my walls and then it was like a bolt exploded somewhere deep in my gut. My eyes popped open in wonder as I stared up at this machine.

      "Oh God" I grunted. "What are you..." and he slowly did it again.

      After sliding in so fucking deep I thought my belly would split open; he drew back. This time I focused on the crowned head as it scraped my walls. Then, suddenly my entire insides lit up.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I let out a huge breath as my body shuddered. "Youuuuuuuuuuu" I moaned as I felt myself losing control of my body.

      "Welcome to your G spot" Dad gave a wicked smile.

      His hips picked up speed; long powerful strokes, every time scraping that magical spot. I felt like I was standing in the middle of the railroad tracks and a train was barreling down on me.

      "Bastard" I whispered; and then I gave in to the pleasure.

      I couldn't even talk; I just quivered; quaked; juices poured out of my ravaged body; sparks ignited in my brain; I think my toes curled but I couldn't feel my body through the wall of pleasure. This was it, I thought dimly.

      Hundreds of men, years searching; and it had been right under my nose. I wasn't cumming I was melding with my body as I exploded all over his cock.

      Through it all his hips kept moving; that cock kept driving into me. I could feel his balls slap against my slick ass. I tried to look between our bodies, but my eyes wouldn't work. Reaching up I dug my nails into his chest.

      
        "Cum in me" I growled.

      "Are you safe?" dad asked.

      "Do you really care?" I glared up at him.

      "No" he smiled.

      "Then fucking fill me you animal" I groaned.

      I knew he was cumming; I could feel the heat and the sudden pressure along my walls as he spurted deep into me. The fact he didn't know I was safe; and yet was doing it anyway drove me insane.

      I wanted to scream but I didn't have a voice. I wanted to wrap my legs around his waist and pull him deeper, but none of my muscles would work. Well, one muscle did; the walls of my pussy they were rippling and rolling as I remember staring up at him.

      The few women I have talked to who claimed to have found the Ultimate orgasm, some said they even passed out. It wasn't passing out; it was as if I was detached for a moment as my orgasm slammed home.

      My nipples tingled, my hips bucked. I remember juices spraying between our pressed bodies as he knelt between my thighs; they had to be mine as they soaked the bed under my ass. I could hear my own gurgling and whimpering as waves rolled through my pussy; Dad said later I even drooled but I don't remember that. The one thing I do know; was the most wonderful heat and warmth filled my entire body as I lay on my back, my legs hanging over the edge; my father filling me with his hot seed.

      I looked up at his face and saw pure rapture etched there as pulse after pulse unloaded into me. I could feel his cock jerk along my walls with every squirt; and it sent a rolling wave through me. The most amazing thing was he hadn't made a sound; he just stared down at me with burning eyes.

      Most men roar or yell when they cum; Dad just kept slowly sliding in and out; the constant motion across my clit prolonging the waves of raw pleasure. This man who claimed otherwise; was the perfect hedonist.

      
        I felt like my body could float away; and at the same time I was so weak I could barely move. I just stared down between our bodies and watched as he slid his cock free. I heard an obscene slurp as he withdrew from my cum drenched hole; my cream dripping from his cock. Jesus Christ, he was still fucking hard; I was shocked.

      "It's been awhile" Dad gave a sheepish grin as I stared at his hard dick.

      "Let's make up for lost time" I told him. "Can you do it again?" I asked.

      "I could do it all night to you" he admitted to me.

      "You've wanted to do this for awhile?" I looked at him. He just nodded.

      "How long?" I asked.

      "Ever since I saw you in the living room that night" he said in a hushed voice.

      I just stared at him, so all this time it had been jealousy that had kept him away; he wanted me for himself. The hell of it was I had I had no idea the best fuck of my life was my father. I had told him I was a hedonist; that meant I could, and would, fuck anyone; if it felt good.

      Gathering my strength I slid back and onto the bed; I reached out and lifted his cell phone from the bedside stand. I hit speed dial as I watched this man more than twice my age, crawl onto the bed; his rampant pole bobbing in front of him.

      "Hey mom" I spoke as dad's body now loomed over mine. "Yeah we did" my lips curled into a smile, staring up at dad as I talked.

      "Listen; call it a night mom" I watched him position his cock at my entrance. "I don't think he'll be home tonight." I told mom.

      I could only grunt as the fat head slid back inside my slick pussy; Jesus I could still feel his first load inside me and we were doing it again. I could hear mom droning on, and I wanted to scream my pleasure as inch after inch slowly filled me.

      
        "Because...were doing it...again..." I panted into the phone. "Am I using protection?" I stared dead into dad's eyes. "Yeah...this time" I clicked off the phone and dropped it on the bed.

      "Fuck me daddy" I husked in total abandon. "Show me what you have" I groaned.

      Hedonist and sex freak; I discovered this man knew things that I had never dreamed of. He gripped my ankles and lifted my feet to his shoulders. With my legs positioned, he reached down and gripped the now up turned cheeks of my ass. I saw a wicked smile cross his face; oh God I thought.

      "Have you ever had it in your ass?" he asked.

      "What do you think...old man" I teased him.

      "Then...how about this" he grinned.

      I felt his cock hit rock bottom deep inside my belly; God I felt full. Then, he slowly pulled back; just when I thought he was going to drive back in; that sensation of fullness vanished. Before I could move, I felt that fat head, slick with our mixed juices, press at the tight ring of my ass.

      "Oh shit" I grunted as the head stretched my ass; then popped inside.

      "Oh shit...oh God...yesssss" I moaned as an incredible sensation filled my ass.

      Some women will tell you they don't like anal sex; I've found that's because they aren't doing it right. You need to RELAX; will your body to accept. And accept I did as Dad slid every fucking inch into my bowels.

      Then, as my body quivered in anticipation of a deep ass fucking; he sent me into orbit. That fat dick slid back; and then it was GONE. Suddenly her drove back deep into my cunt, stretching my walls.

      "Oh my Godddddddddd" I couldn't stop the moan.

      
        Back and forth, back and forth; one stroke in my ass followed by one stroke in my pussy. My body was going crazy as he stimulated both holes, my God I had never felt anything like it; it was as if I were making love to two men at the same time (which yes I've done).

      "...called...sewing...machine..." Dad grunted between strokes. To me it was called heaven.

      No warning, no build; I just exploded. My ass quivered, my legs locked and I clawed at the bed as I screamed. This was even bigger than before, and my mind blanked.

      "Cumminggggg...oh fuck I'm CUMMMINNGGGGGG" I wailed.

      My God he just kept going. Every time his cock slid out of my pussy, it was followed by a gush of hot cream; the same cream that ran down the crack of my ass lubing my tight sphincter for the next plunge. It was incredible. My orgasm dragged on and on, gut wrenching and deep as he used me; and I loved it.

      Dimly I realized that I was being ruined for other men as raw pleasure owned my entire body for the first time. Only one thing would make this complete; I looked into his face as my vision tunneled.

      "Inside...God please..." I whimpered.

      I felt his thick cock fill my pussy again; just as it jerked and a blazing heat filled my belly for a second time. My vision darkened as my body shook under him. His voice was hot in my ear.

      "Breed you" he husked.

      "Breed me daddy" I whispered; and then my world went dark.

      Later, Dad said I screamed his name like a wailing wind; I don't remember. Apparently he did the impossible, and I blacked out from so much pleasure. He said I was only out for a moment or two. I remember waking stretched out on the bed while he cradled me in his arms.

      "Can you do that...again...in the morning." I sighed softly as an exhausted sleep slipped into my brain.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Innocence Lost and Pleasure Gained

      There it was again, that quick glance that she wasn't even sure was there. She had been watching out of the corner of here eye when it came. His eyes would travel the length of her smooth legs to the hem of her night gown. Part of her wanted to scream at him to stop, while part of her felt strange warmth inside.

      She had been noticing over the last month or so the looks he gave her. At first, she had dismissed them as her imagination, but she began to watch. In time, she realized it really was happening. They would come when her mother wasn't in the room, or paying attention at the moment.

      She had been startled by the sheer hunger she saw in his eyes when he looked at her. They caused a flutter deep in her belly. She knew all about the birds and the bees, after all she was eighteen. She had heard the bragging of the other girls, who they slept with, how they rated each boy. She had even found porn on her laptop, though most of the time she really wasn't into watching two professionals who get paid to have sex together.

      This was different, this wasn't some hormone driven eighteen year old boy, or even some sixty year old pervert. This was her father for Gods' sake; and he was all but drooling over her. She glanced over at her mother sitting in her recliner, eyes glued to the television. NCIS was on tonight, and a stick of dynamite wouldn't pull her from the chair.

      She stretched her long legs out in front of herself, feeling the hem of her night shirt sliding slightly up her bare thighs. She could almost feel the burning of his stare on her. She rose from the couch and walked across the living room, heading for the bathroom. Glancing up at the china hutch, she saw his eyes staring after her in the reflection.

      There it was again, that hungry look, almost needy; as he stared at her swaying ass outlined by the cloth of her night shirt. Ignoring his gaze, she walked down the short hall, entered the bathroom and closed the door. Lowering her panties, she sat on the toilet seat.

      She was surprised to find the crotch of her panties damp. She couldn't be excited over her father staring at her body...could she? Angry at the way her body was reacting, she wanted to march back out there and confront him, then another thought occurred to her. Finishing using the toilet, she let her panties fall to the floor as she stood. She discarded the damp cloth into the laundry hamper, ands slowly headed back.

      
        She couldn't believe what she was about to do, she almost backed out half way across the living room. Then, reaching the couch; she folded one leg under her as she sat. The move caused the hem of the night shirt to rise even further, letting an expanse of her smooth thigh come into view. She knew he was watching she could feel his hot eyes on her. Slowly, she raised her knee until her foot rested flat on the couch, just slightly off to the side. She knew the action caused the front edge of her shirt to raise straight up, when she felt the cool air of the room wash across her pubic area.

      She didn't dare look at him, to see if he had noticed yet. When she heard the soft strangled gasp, she knew he had finally seen. Slowly turning her head, she stared straight at him from where she sat. She could see him sitting almost rigid in his own recliner, his eyes wide as he stared at her, his eyes glued to the opening of her night shirt.

      It had been her intent to only give him a peek, but when she saw the growing hunger in his look; she felt that flutter in her tummy grow, and her heartrate jumped. Not sure why, she let her knee slowly drift outward, opening the gap between her thighs. His eyes grew even wider, and then rose to meet hers.

      She stared back silently, nothing hidden, they both knew. She let the leg that now dangled off the front of the couch, creep outward. She could feel the growing moisture between her thighs as his glance moved down once again. She held the pose, making sure he got a good clear and unobstructed view of her.

      God, what was she doing; exposing herself to her own father; while her mother sat only a few feet away? The feelings coursing through her were foreign and almost overwhelming; the need for him to see her. She let her own eyes travel down his body and over the slight paunch age had given him; until they rested on the loose cargo shorts he wore.

      She almost gasped at the vision of the lump that was evident in his shorts. Not only was he staring at his own daughter, she realized, he was hard. The fact that he had gotten aroused staring at her, did something inside her.

      When the commercial ended, and the show started back up; she rose from the couch, letting the night shirt fall back into place. She said she was getting a drink in the kitchen; her father only stared silently at her, while her mother almost grunted at the intrusion to her show.

      Walking to the kitchen door, she stood in the archway, behind her mothers' chair. Turning back, she was in full view of her father. Her eyes locked silently to his as her hands reached down. Gripping the hem of her night shirt, she slowly pulled to cloth upward. She watched his eyes grow again as her smooth thighs came into view, raising more, she slid the cloth to her waist as her smooth, bare womanhood filled his vision. She watched him shudder at the sight, feeling a knot tighten in her belly. Continuing to pull upward, she bunched the cloth at her neck, as her 36C breasts slid into view.

      She stood there for what could only have been a few seconds, but felt like an eternity; as a look of almost feral need passed over his face. Then, dropping the cloth back into place, she turned and walked into the kitchen.

      She got a glass from the cupboard, and then stood facing the sink as she filled the glass and slowly took a drink. Her throat was actually parched dry from what she had just done. She wondered how he would react to her action. Just as she set the glass on the counter beside the sink, she felt him behind her.

      She bit her lip as she felt his distinct bulge press into her from behind. Even through his thick cargo shorts and her night shirt, she could tell how hard he was. The idea that she was the one, who had elicited that reaction, sent a thrill through her body. She felt his hands grip her shoulders, and slowly turn her around until she faced him.

      She silently watched as he slid to his knees in front of her. The light coming into the kitchen from the living room doorway barely illuminated the room, but she could still see the hunger in his eyes. She watched as his trembling hands reached up to the hem of her night shirt.

      Not saying a word as she felt the cloth slowly rising; her silence was a tactic agreement to what was happening. She could more feel than see as he bunched her shirt at her waist, and then gripped her hips through the cloth. She glanced at the doorway to the living room, listening to the television.

      She started to look back down, wondering what he was doing. What did he have in mind? The suddenness of his mouth closing over her sent a shudder through her young body. His mouth was on her, his warm tongue on her most private part. She knew about oral sex, but had never experienced anything like what poured through her body at that moment.

      She barely suppressed the moan as his tongue slid between her wet folds, probing inside her. While her mind screamed this should not be happening, this was her father; her body erupted in unknown pleasure. Her hips pushed forward of their own device, grinding her pelvis into his searching mouth. Hearing the soft sucking noises sent shivers down her spine.

      Her hands dropped to his shoulders, her fingers digging into his skin through his thin shirt. She pulled him tighter into herself, letting him know that what he was doing was driving her body insane. She had heard the girls at school talk about their boyfriends performing oral sex on them; she had thought the act somehow dirty.

      
        
      

      Now, standing here in her own kitchen, with her fathers' tongue buried inside her, she wondered if she could ever bear without it again. She could feel the tightness deep in her belly building, her fingers tightening into his shoulders to signal him what was happening.

      She couldn't believe how incredible this felt, until his mouth closed over her sensitive clit. As he sucked gently on the throbbing bud, her eyes rolled back and her body jerked. A soft grunt was the only sound she gave in the half dark room, as he body exploded in a white heat.

      She had masturbated a few times before, but nothing compared to what was happening to her right now. Her body shook and trembled as he attacked her clit. She wanted to scream out her pleasure, as she felt her juices pour out from between her thighs, to coat his face. The fact he was actually drinking her, consuming her essence, sent waves through her belly.

      She felt her body slowly coming back down, as his tongue gently dragged along her now engorged lips. When he finally pulled his face away from her, she leaned against the sink in a warm afterglow. She watched him stand in front of her, as her night shirt dropped back into place. She could see her juices glisten on his face in the half light.

      Without making any attempt to remove her from his face, he silently turned and walked back into the kitchen. She stayed in the kitchen a few more moments, still catching her breath. She could feel the ache in the pit of her stomach, a new and definite hunger. She needed more.

      The next night, when they gathered in the living room again, she made no pretense this time. Sitting on the couch, she immediately placed both feet up on the cushions. She had made sure this time to wear a slightly shorter night shirt. So, when her legs came up, she let him fully see her wet lips, swollen with need.

      The fact the made no attempt to hide his staring glances, only pushed her further down the road. She stared at the growing lump in the light gym shorts he wore tonight; seeing the evidence of his desire for her.

      She silently waited, poised, as her mother became engrossed in the television. This time, she made no comments, as she rose and walked to the kitchen. Stopping at the doorway, she turned and stared back at him, letting him see the hunger in her own eyes.

      Entering the kitchen, this time she stood silently by the door in the half light, and waited. It seemed like forever, and then she watched him step into the room. Her hands instantly went to his, gripping them tightly. He stared into her face, a puzzled look in his eyes, as she led him towards the sink. This time, it was HER turn, she had decided.

      A look of shock crossed his face as she backed him up to the sink, and then slowly slid to her knees in front of him. He tried to pull her back to her feet, but she shrugged off his hands to show him what she wanted.

      Reaching up, her fingers gripped the elastic of the waistband of his shorts. Slowly, she pulled the fabric down. He had half turned so the light from the doorway fell across his body, so when his cock slid into view, she got her first look.

      He wasn't hung like a porn star, perhaps seven inches in length. No fancy curve or piercing. To her it was a magnificent sight as he eyes traveled over him. Reaching up tentatively, she wrapped her fingers around him. She marveled at how soft his skin felt, while his hardness throbbed in her grip.

      That this was the first real cock she had ever seen and she wanted to learn every inch of it. That it was also her father; sent a shudder through her body, causing a warm gush of fluids from between her thighs.

      She heard him softly moan as her tongue dragged up his length. From his balls to the tip she tasted all of him. The texture sliding across her tongue, as the scent of him filled her nostrils. Feeling him tremble under her hands at his hips, thrilled her to know she could make him feel as good as she had felt before.

      Her mouth opened, as she drew his bulbous head inside, gently sucking on him. She felt his fingers wrap in her hair as she slid her mouth further down his throbbing shaft. Like a possessed woman, her head began to slowly bob up and down on him. His cock sliding further and further into her mouth.

      Reaching down one hand, she cupped his balls. Feeling their weight in her palm, as she realized that inside them, was the sweet essence she craved. She felt his fingers tighten in her hair, as his hips started to move; pumping his cock in and out of her mouth. That's it, she thought, use my mouth; fuck my needy mouth.

      For ten minutes she sucked and teased his cock. Her entire mouth was bathed in his scent. She felt his hips start to spasm as he began to lose his rhythm. She felt his throb against her tongue with each stroke, and she knew he was close.

      
        Pulling her mouth back until only the head rested inside, she continued to gently suck on his, as her tongue teased the crown head. Just as her jaw began to ache, she heard a soft grunt, and then his cock jerked inside her mouth. Hot, thick seed pumped into her waiting mouth; the salty taste covering her tongue. First one rope, then a second filled her mouth. She held him inside her mouth as she felt him empty himself into her.

      The shock of what she was going, with her mother in the next room. The realization this was her father who had just cum in her mouth; sent a shock through her belly. She felt her own body shudder as your juices gushed out of her; dripping to the kitchen floor under her spread knees.

      She could feel him starting to soften in her mouth as she released her lips from him. She kept the thick warm liquid in her mouth as she rose to her feet. Staring into his eyes, she slowly opened her mouth, letting him see his own cum, coating her tongue. Then, silently, she swallowed the salty gift her father had given her.

      She could see his eyes grow with surprise and lust at her wanton act. Without a word, she turned and walked from the kitchen. She could still feel the hunger in her belly, but that would have to wait for another day.

      Another day turned into three before the pair could make another encounter happen. This time, it was almost as impromptu as the first time.

      Saturday morning, and she slowly crawled out of bed. Padding down the hall towards the kitchen, she passed her parents' bedroom. Glancing in, she saw her mothers' form still curled beneath the sheets. On Saturday and Sunday mornings her mother made up for lost sleep, as she called it. Her usual weekend routine included taking sleeping medication on Friday and Saturday nights, to ensure she slept extra.

      Barefoot and still in her night shirt, she stepped into the kitchen. He sat at the small table, coffee cup in hand, the morning newspaper on the table in front of him. With the top half of his robe, open to the belt at his waist, her eyes scanned his chest. She could feel an instant heat start between her thighs.

      Any other morning, she would head for the pantry cupboard and get her morning cereal. Today, she wanted something different for breakfast; she wanted him. Slowly she walked over to stand by him, and then waited as he turned in his chair to face her. He opened his mouth to speak, but her fingers at his lips silenced him.

      
        Reaching down, she tugged at the belt at his waist, as the knot came undone; the fabric opened fully, his semi flaccid cock lying quietly in his lap. She wanted him hard, no she needed him hard.

      Standing upright, she drew her night shirt over her head, setting the cloth on the table over his now ignored morning newspaper. She watched his fevered gaze take in her body, now only a foot from him. Her firm young breasts jutting out, capped with hard aching nipples that were surrounded by a puffy areole. She felt the growing moisture over the swollen bare lips as he looked between her thighs.

      She watched in wonder as his cock began to thicken and lengthen in his lap. Seeing it grow, it amazed her that she could stir such a reaction in any man, let alone her own father. Bending at the waist, her breasts only inches from his face, she cupped his balls and gently squeezed, and then wrapped her fingers around his length. She watched his eyes glaze over as she slowly stroked his hardening cock.

      When she was satisfied with his hardness, she eased forward, straddling his thighs. Her hand held his cock upright, as her knees bent, lowering herself to him. Her eyes locked silently to his, as she saw them widen with surprise, the realization of what she was about to do hitting him.

      When his engorged head lodged between her soaked lips, her body shuddered with desire. There was a gush of liquids seeping out to coat him, proof to her that this is what she wanted more than anything. What she needed to satisfy that knot of pleasure growing deep inside her belly.

      She couldn't help the small gasp as she lowered further, feeling him stretch her tight walls. The sensation of his cock filling her was sending waves through her. She fought the urge to slam down hard, instead, continuing her slow journey to heaven. Inch by inch she could feel him sliding inside.

      His hands rested on her bare hips as he softly moaned. Feeling her velvet vise grip him, she was unbelievably hot and tight around him. It was almost as if she was...his eyes widened as he realized what his daughter was about to do, what she was about to give him.

      She paused, feeling his swollen cock head pressing against that thin barrier inside her. Pressing down further, she felt it stretch inside her, sending a small jolt of pain through her tummy. She felt his grip on her hips tighten, as if he would pull her back up, and silently she shook her head. She stared into his eyes as she gritted her teeth, and then dropped down onto him; letting her own weight drive him past that barrier.

      Her small squeak of pain was the only sound in the kitchen as she settled onto him. Holding still, she let her body try to adjust to this new invasion. She looked down between them, at their joined bodies. She could see the small trickle of blood that seeped out onto his groin.

      
        
      

      It was done, she was a woman now, and she was his woman. She had let him claim her body in a way no other man ever had, or ever would again. She shuddered with the thought her own father had just completed her passage to true adulthood.

      Planting her bae feet on the kitchen floor, she pushed upward; feeling him partially slide back out, then let herself drift back down. The sensation of his thick cock dragging along her walls was sending a spasm through her body. How she had ever thought this act was dirty, or unimportant she dismissed quickly. Each stroke stretched and filled her over and over as her pleasure mounted. Everything now centered right here, right now, as she rode his lap.

      His fingers tightened at her hips, digging into her soft skin. She let him take control as he began to guide her up and down. His marvelous cock was pumping into her again and again. Her eyes glazing over with lust she let him own her body. She knew this was the first, but could never be the last time they coupled like this.

      He watched her face transform from an innocent young girl, to the lust filled vision of a woman in need. He slowly began to pick up the speed as he drove up into her harder and deeper. The sound of their labored filling the room, as the scent of their sex permeated the air. Wet squelching sounds as her soaked sex sucked him in more and more.

      When the swollen head of his cock pressed against her spongy cervix, his eyes opened wide. He was inside his daughter, bareback and unprotected. He couldn't come in her he thought. He desperately tried to pull back as he felt the growing tightness in his balls.

      She felt his resistance, and knew instantly why. Her hands gripped his biceps, nails digging into his flesh. She stared into his face, her eyes glowing with hunger. She shook her head violently, her long auburn hair cascading around her shoulders. Now, she took over; as she rose and fell on him, slamming down hard onto his lap as the slapping of skin was added to the sounds of their breathing.

      She knew what he had realized, and she didn't care. In fact, there was nothing more that she wanted right then, than to feel his hot seed filling her belly. Regardless of what that meant. For the first time since they had started the journey together days ago, she spoke.

      "Please don't stop" she whispered. "Cum in me Daddy"

      Her words inflamed him beyond caring, as he pounded up into her young body. The tension in his balls hit the breaking point within a few more strokes. A primal grunt escaped him, as his whole body jerked. The first jet of his hot cream splashed along her walls deep inside her as he released himself.

      
        
      

      Her eyes rolled back as an incredible heat swelled in her belly. Stars exploded behind her eyes as her first real orgasm tore through her. What he had done to her that night with his mouth, paled into comparison to what now ravaged through her.

      Her head fell back as her sightless eyes stared at the ceiling, a soft keening noise as her body began to violently shake. When she felt a second thick, hot rope coating her cervix; a white hot explosion ripped through her as a second orgasm exploded, blending with the first into rolling waves.

      He watched in wonder as her body shook and convulsed on his lap. Feeling her hot juices gush out of her to soak his groin and balls. The intensity of her orgasm stunned him as she reveled in this new found pleasure.

      As her body still shuddered, her eyes refocused to stare into his. She gave a weak smile as the afterglow wrapped around her. Rising up on quivering legs, she felt a thick glob of his cream ooze out of her, to land with a soft splatter onto his bare thigh. Her hand gently caressed her full belly.

      With a wet slurp his cock slid free to lay on his lap, coated in their mixed cum. Every fantasy he had ever had paled to what had just happened. He looked into her face as she bent to pick up her discarded night shirt from the kitchen floor. She softly kissed his cheek as she drew back.

      What had he done? He had just ravaged his own daughter, right here in their kitchen, while her mother slept upstairs. What kind of an animal was he? He watched as she silently headed back towards the hall to her bedroom.

      Just when she was about to leave the kitchen, she turned and looked at him, he could see the evidence of their passion slowly trickle down her thighs, with the small taint of pink as evidence of her ultimate gift to him.

      He waited as she stood there for a moment. He expected her to yell at him, curse him for what he had done. Instead, her single sentence, spoken softly, burned into his mind.

      "Thank you" she said softly. "Oh and next time daddy" she added. "I want you on top." Then, she turned and was gone.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Learning the Art of Love

      In May of 2000, one week after my twentieth birthday; I married Martin Echert. He was handsome and dashing, he swept me off my feet, and to me life was perfect. We had a son in January 2001; he hated Billy even when he was young; but didn't want to be called William, that was his father's name. When he saw Men in Black for the first time he announced he name was Will Echert, and it's been Will ever since.

      Fast forward twenty years, it was May of 2020, two weeks after my birthday and a couple of months into COVID; and I was now divorced from Martin Echert. It wasn't something I expected or wanted, but in some ways I should have seen it coming. Martin's reason for filing divorce was irreconcilable differences, in the bedroom.

      I had been raised in a pretty traditional Christian home. Sex was known but private; while enjoyable it was something sacred between married couples; done late at night in the privacy of their bedroom. This only intensified for me the older I got, and the more Will became a growing young man. The last thing I wanted was for my son to discover about sex by catching his parents in the act.

      It seemed Martin had aged down a different path. One that included a twenty-two year old secretary who loved being screwed on his desk in the middle of a work day, and who gave him blowjobs while they drove to conferences. I should have seen the signs, working late; too many conferences; I don't know maybe even lipstick on his collar. But to be honest I never looked; it didn't occur to me. I was happy and content and I assumed Martin was as well. I was wrong.

      In April, one moth into quarantine and Martin packed his bags and walked out of the house. He said if he was going to be in quarantine then it would be with a woman who made life 'fun'. I was devastated and heartbroken, especially since I considered our life so perfect. The divorce wasn't really very messy or long; Martin didn't even fight the fact he had been having an affair for over a year. He simply said he couldn't be married to a 1960's prudish wife in the twenty-first century.

      I got the house and the car; and of course the floral shop I had inherited from my parents. Martin took a large part of the savings and simply walked out the door.

      Will, being of age; had a choice of where he wanted to live and he decided to stay with me since he was attending university near our home. The strange thing was, through the revelations and divorce; Will said very little about his father. I suspect he had known about the infidelity but had said nothing.

      
        With the lockdown now pretty much in full swing, by June I was getting a lot more time at home. While I didn't mind being alone, it had the unsettling effect of making me think. What had gone wrong; what could I have done different? All those horrible questions a jilted woman always asks herself.

      It was obvious from what he had said that Martin was unhappy, but it all seemed to focus in the bedroom. During the divorce I had discovered that he had been having affairs for the last five or seven years. He visited strip clubs, he had flings with co-workers; he even hired a hooker on one occasion. Martin did not hide the fact that his one point of difference was simply sex.

      This got me to thinking about sex; and how I approached it. Was I ugly, I wondered; I didn't think so? Was I repressed; I didn't believe I was. But hearing all the things Martin had said; had planted kernels of doubt in my mind.

      By mid June I had more questions than answers; and with Will spending the summer break around the house so much from COVID; my innocent mind saw him as a possible source of information. I waited until later in the evening, I was in the living room when he walked through with a snack, heading back to his room. I called him over and asked him to sit on the couch.

      "Listen, I know this is a tough subject" I told him. "But there is something I need to know." I said.

      Will just sat and stared at me waiting. I didn't know how else to broach the subject, so I took a deep breath; and leapt off the cliff.

      "Did you know about your father and...and...?" I stuttered.

      "You mean did I know he was screwing other women" Will interjected. "The answer is yes" he said.

      "Will" I was shocked; but I wasn't sure if it was because he knew, or how he put it so bluntly.

      Will seemed to interpret it was the latter as he shook his head and set the chip bag o the coffee table.

      "Look mom" Will aid patiently. "It's not 1950; if you want to fuck a girl or guy then go for it; you don't have to be married to have sex today."

      
        "Will" I choked out at his language.

      "That was dad's beef to be honest" Will said quietly. "You need to loosen up, get with the times. Sex isn't just about fucking in the missionary position in the dark anymore" he said so calmly. "It's blowjobs in the parking lot and cowgirl by the pool." He smiled.

      "Lord save me" I whispered.

      I was shocked at how he could be so vulgar and yet so calm at the same time. Yet, his words resonated inside me, my stomach doing a strange flip that I immediately squashed down.

      "That's the problem mom, you are saved" he said. "Because you are saved, you can't be free for anyone else." He told me.

      "Your father and I...made love..." I tried to defend myself.

      "That's just it mom, you made love" Will shook his head again. "This isn't about making love; this about fucking." I was stunned at his words.

      "Honestly you are the biggest dichotomy I have ever seen" he shook his head.

      "Dichotomy; I don't understand." I asked.

      "It's when two things are present at the same time but they are total opposites." Will explained.

      "You are one of the hottest, sexiest women I know" Will continued as I sat there in silence. "You have a killer body that just screams to be fucked. But you have the mindset of an Amish mother of ten" he said in a sad voice.

      "Look, I think I've already said too much" Will rose from the couch. "I'm going back to my room." He said softly.

      I just sat there mute as I watched him climb the stairs. I got up from the couch, my mind a jumble, and turned off the television. I was still thinking of the things Will had said as I prepared for bed. I had undressed in the bathroom and was walking across the bedroom to my dresser to get my nightgown when movement caught my eye off to the side. Glancing over I saw the door to the closet was half open and what I had seen was my reflection in the full length dressing mirror that hung on the inside of the door.

      I stopped, Will's words ringing in my ears and slowly walked over. Easing the door open I watched as the mirror filled with my reflection. I knew it was pride, something I shouldn't have; but I had worked hard the last number of years to try and stay in shape and be healthy. What looked back at me didn't look bad at all.

      Oh my thighs were a bit heavier than I wanted, and I couldn't seem to rid myself of that little pooch of post baby fat that clung to my tummy. But my hips were trim; and my belly basically flat as I ran a palm over my skin. My breasts weren't huge, a modest 34C, but there wasn't a lot of sag and they seemed to be holding firm for having just turned forty.

      Two words slipped through my mind as I stared back at myself; hot and sexy; wasn't that what Will had said. One hand slid up my side as I watched, until it cupped one breast.

      "Mmmmmm" I murmured softly as the fingers brushed over my hardening nipple.

      This was so wrong, so very wrong; part of my mind screamed. Will's last words rang in my head as my other hand slowly slid down my belly. He had called it a body screaming to be fucked, I thought.

      "Oh my "I gasped as I slid one finger along my damp folds.

      How could I be wet? This was wrong, this was self pleasure; no decent woman... I stopped that train of thought in mid progress. No, no decent Amish woman you prude; I thought. Do it, part of me screamed; and before I could hesitate, I slid one finger into my wet channel.

      "Ohhhhhhhhh" I moaned as that digit slid deeper.

      Pleasure, pure raw pleasure ripped through my body. It was stunning and mind boggling to me that a simple finger could create such an intense feeling of pleasure. Then, with horror, I realized what I was doing. I jerked my hand back and stared at myself.

      "You're getting lonely in your old age" I said to the image in the mirror.

      
        
      

      I retrieved my nightgown, and turning off the lights I slipped into bed. What confused me the most was that intense level of pleasure. How could something that felt so good, be so wrong? I knew that before any man would want me; I needed to want me.

      For the next few days I warred with myself about what to do. I felt this had been the focus of Martins leaving, that in a way it wasn't that I had done something that drove him away; but that I had NOT done something. Twice more, in the privacy of my bedroom, I used my fingers to gently explore. New sensations coursed over my body, and each time I felt them overwhelming me, I pulled back.

      I finally reached the point where I needed to reach out again. The problem was I wasn't a very social person; and I didn't work in an office where I had co-workers I could turn to. With COVID it wasn't like I could go sit down with a therapist; so I turned back to the one person who; while vulgar and blunt, had been honest...Will.

      I waited until late evening again, and as was his usual routine Will descended from his man cave of a room to retrieve a late night snack. I called him over to the couch again; and I could see the concern on his face as he sat down.

      "Look, I'm not used to speaking about...this" I told him. "But, you were honest last time and I appreciate that." I gave a weak smile.

      "OK" Will seemed to ease his tension a bit.

      "I want to ask some things; about...you know...about..." I stumbled again.

      "About sex" he said calmly.

      "I'm sorry" I said but nodded my agreement. "This isn't easy for me" I said softly.

      "You" Will chuckled. "Think about it, my mom is asking me for sex advice."

      "Lord help me" I sighed.

      "Go ahead and ask" he smiled.

      
        
      

      "OK" I took a deep breath. "Do you...uhhh...for yourself...do you...relieve your..." I tried to get the words out.

      "You're asking if I masturbate" Will said calmly.

      "Yes" I choked out.

      "Every day" he replied instantly.

      "What? You do it that often?" I looked at him shocked.

      "Sometimes more honestly" he nodded.

      "How?" I was so shocked the word just slipped out.

      "Well guys have it a bit easier" Will laughed. "We just..." he made a fist and pumped it up and down in the air.

      I knew my face had to be beet red by this time, but my curiosity was getting the better of me. The more we talked the less tension I felt inside.

      "Don't you feel guilty?" I asked in awe.

      "I used to, when I was little and my mother told me it was a sin" he stared at me.

      "I'm sorry" I whispered.

      "But for women you can use your fingers" he said in that calm voice.

      The memory of the pleasure that racked though my body when I touched myself made me sit upright.

      
        
      

      "You've tried haven't you?" he was wide eyed looking at me.

      "Yes" I felt tortured admitting. "But I can't...I feel..." I stumbled.

      "Have you tried a toy? Like maybe a vibrator or dildo?" he asked.

      "I don't own any" I whispered, ashamed.

      "Well that's the first step, you need something to help" Will told me. "Which would you prefer a dildo or a vibrator?" he asked.

      "What's the difference?" I was ashamed I didn't even know the difference.

      This conversation was going deeper than I had ever imagined; but at the same time I was so loathe stopping now that I was learning.

      "Well" he settled back on the couch. "A dildo is like a plastic cock, it's more realistic but it's just a piece of soft rubber you use to fuck yourself with."

      I opened my mouth to object to his language, and then quickly closed it. He stared at me and smiled.

      "You're learning" he said softly.

      "A vibrator is more like a long metal cylinder that you can press against your clit or put inside; it vibrates and pulse which sends different sensations." He explained.

      That meant while one was an active toy, the other was more realistic. I thought about the choices for a moment, and then looked up at him.

      "A dildo" I whispered. I didn't feel I was ready for all the buttons and buzzes yet; and I wanted something that would seem realistic and take my mind away from the fact I was doing this myself.

      
        "OK, that's a start." Will looked at me a moment. "How big was dad?" he asked.

      "Big...what do you mean" I was confused.

      "How big" Will held his hands apart. "How long was his dick?" he looked at me.

      "Uhhh, I'm not sure" I couldn't believe I didn't even know the size of my husband's penis.

      "I'll be right back" Will bounded up the stairs.

      When he came back down he was carrying a small wooden ruler. He sat on the couch and held the ruler on both ends, extending it to me. Tapping one thumb he spoke.

      "OK, this is the base, how long was dad...about?" he asked me.

      I looked at his thumb and slowly lay one finger on the wood away from his thumb. Slowly Will rotate the ruler and I sat there staring as I realized my husband was about five and a half to six inches long. Dear God, how did I not know that, I wondered.

      "OK, now we know the size to get" Will started to pull back.

      "Wait" I almost shouted. Will froze and looked at me. "How big is...I mean how long..." God I couldn't believe I was asking this.

      Will reached out and slid my finger along the wood. When it came to rest at seven inches I didn't know whether to cry or scream. I looked up at him in shock.

      "You can't be serious" I gasped.

      "You asked" he smiled.

      "So now we know what size and that you want a dildo." Will rose from the couch. "I'll see what I can do" he stated.

      
        
      

      "Will" I stopped him as he turned towards the stairs. "Get the...second one" I could barely get the words out.

      He just nodded and headed back up the stairs. I turned off the television and retreated to my room. I was so ashamed, I had just asked about dildos and masturbating from my son; and worse I had asked for a dildo that matched him and not my husband.

      As I drifted off to sleep, that little hidden thought that should have stayed buried, surfaced. Dear God was he really that big? How did a woman fit that thing? I shuddered as I fell into a deep sleep.

      A week later I discovered the wonders of Amazon Prime when I found the box sitting on my bed. It must have come when I was at the floral shop and Will had put it there. I knew he had taken the liberty of ordering for me, since I had no idea what I was doing. It had been tremendously embarrassing at the time, but now I felt a thrill of excitement as I opened the box.

      I felt my stomach do a flip as I stared at the plastic encased fake phallus. Words like realistic and life-like; ribbed and veins were written on the package; but it was the sheer size of the thing that caught me off guard. As I separated the two halves to free it, my only thoughts were that this was nowhere near the size of Martin, it had to be twice his size; and second, if this really was Will...I shuddered.

      Once it was free I slid my hand along the veins and ridges; I couldn't stop the seep of moisture between my legs as I envisioned that monster shoved into me. My only fear was getting it to fit; after twenty years of Martin this was going to be a stretch, literally. I picked up the Amazon box to throw it away and discovered Will, thoughtful as ever, had even covered that base. Inside was a tube of lubricant I could use; it was labeled Helping Hand; and that was exactly what I was going to need for this thing.

      All the way through dinner Will never said a word about the delivery. On one hand I wondered about his level of curiosity, on the other hand I was glad he respected my privacy. Dinner was barely over and I hurried through the dishes, I wanted to try this new discovery. I wanted to prove to myself that Martin was wrong, that this had never been about me and my repression, but about him and his infidelity.

      Back in my room, with Will in his room studying; I pulled out the fake penis, and after applying a liberal amount of the lube on it, arranged myself on the bed. I quickly discovered either the thing was massive, or I was very tight. It was a struggle just to get the head inside.

      
        Once in, I began a slow in and out motion, trying to imitate Martin when he would be on top of me. I got the thing a little over half way inside, but much beyond that and I had this incredible pressure sensation so I backed off.

      After a bit my wrists began to ache and I glanced over at the clock, I had been at it for over twenty minutes. Something was wrong, I thought; Martin and I would barely last much more than fifteen minutes and we were both satisfied.

      I kept going, with that slow steady pace; I could feel something deep in my belly, but it never rose to the top. After another bit my arms and wrists began to ache; and in frustration I pulled the thing out and set it on my night stand.

      Maybe Martin was right, I thought gloomily. I was so repressed I couldn't even masturbate. Oh I didn't care if it was a sin by that point, I cared that my body didn't respond like a woman's should. At least not the way I understood men wanted.

      Now depressed and a bit peeved I threw on my cotton nightgown and headed downstairs. At least it was fairly early and I hadn't wasted the entire night I thought. Will was already in the living room, watching some car race movie when I plopped down on the couch.

      "And?" he asked not looking from the television.

      "That was the biggest waste of your money and my time" I sighed.

      "What do you mean?" he looked over at me.

      "It didn't work OK" I retorted. "I'm a repressed old hag who can't enjoy sex all right." I was angry, not with Will; but something inside me burned with frustration.

      "First you're not an old hag" Will said calmly. "Second, tell me what happened." He watched me.

      "I tried using the thing and nothing happened" I grumbled.

      "Explain used the thing" he came back.

      
        "You want me to describe it?" I was aghast.

      "As a matter of fact...yes" he said staring at me.

      At first I wanted to ask if he was going to masturbate while I described my failed attempt at sex; then realized how cold that sounded. God, what was wrong with me. I sighed and tried to explain.

      "I put the lube on it, and yes I used enough. I then stretched out on the bed and began..." I was cut off by his sudden curt reply.

      "Whoa whoa whoa" Will barked. "You mean you just shoved it in; without any preparation." He looked shocked.

      "Of course" I snorted. "This is sex right."

      "Oh My God mom" Will seemed genuinely surprised. "You can't do that, you have to..." he stopped.

      "I can't believe I'm doing this" he grumbled as he rose from the couch and disappeared from the living room.

      "Stretch out" came his commanding voice as he returned. Without even thinking I swiveled around and stretched full length on the couch.

      When he came around the end of the couch, I was shocked to see he had retrieved the plastic phallus. It flopped in one hand as he moved to the end of the couch. I bent my knees to make room and he sat at my feet.

      "You can't expect me to use that thing with you here" I was horrified.

      Will didn't answer my question, instead his hand shot out and through the opening of my cotton nightgown. With my knees now bent it gave him total access. I felt his hand on my bare thigh before I could even form a reply.

      
        "Will, what are you...oooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as one fat digit slid between my lips and deep into my channel.

      "You can't just shove the damn thing in" Will was telling me.

      My brain wasn't working right as just like that day in front of the mirror a bolt of raw pleasure erupted in my belly and shot through my body. I heard a wet slurp as his finger began to pump in and out, sending another bolt every time it probed inside me.

      "You need to prep, get your body ready" I heard his voice telling me.

      "Oh God...Will...what are you doing" I grunted. "You can't...I'm your mother...oh God" I gasped

      I remembered how he had described me as a dichotomy; and it felt like I was in another one. My mind was screaming no, no son should touch his mother this way; all the while my hips began to hump upward to meet his hand; and the fire in my belly reignited. I gripped the cushions of the couch as ripples tore through me; I could feel the swamp between my thighs as he plunged in and out.

      "Now" I heard him dimly say.

      Suddenly that invading finger was gone; I wanted to scream to put it back and then I felt the cool plastic head of that fake penis against my lips. I raised my head and looked at Will in shock.

      "Will" I groaned; that was all I got out.

      I felt the head slip inside, this time with zero resistance. I groaned as Will began to push that monster into me.

      "Oh my God...Oh my God" I moaned as Will pushed in.

      That thing went deeper and deeper; when he hit the point of pressure where I would back off; he kept going. I opened my mouth to protest, but I couldn't think of the words as my mind whirled. Just when I thought it would never end I felt his hand bump against my pelvis.

      
        I was impaled, I was stuffed; I was stretched beyond belief; and with that sensation of fullness was the most incredible sensation of raw physical pleasure I had ever known. I raised my head and looked down at my son kneeling between my thighs.

      "Will" I whispered; and then that pressure in my belly blossomed into a raging inferno that swept over my body.

      My mind went blank; I knew I screamed, that I remember. Will later said I convulsed so hard he thought I was going to fall off the couch. Sparks went off behind my eyes as I clawed at the cushions.

      "NHHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" I wailed as my orgasm exploded.

      Will shoved that thing so deep I swore it hit my cervix, and I wanted it deeper as I arched my ass off the couch at him. I could feel my juices pouring out of me like a river, coating that toy and my son's hand. It was obscene and dirty, and right then I didn't care. I was having a mind blowing glorious orgasm of epic proportions that in twenty years Martin had never achieved; but my son had with this fake piece of rubber in less than five minutes.

      "Sweet Jesus" I muttered as my body began to ebb back down.

      "Get the idea" Will said softly.

      I could only nod weakly as I watched him rise from the couch. My eyes darted down his body to that more than evident bulge in his shorts. The door to my ex-husband closed as the door to my son opened in my mind; as I wondered what it would be like to have the real thing inside me.

      The next morning I woke in my bed, I could barely remember staggering back to my room on wobbly legs. Or of putting my now prized possession on the night stand next to me. But as I stretched out under my soft sheets, I felt that hunger in my belly. I threw aside the covers and lay there, doing exactly what Will had talked about. I teased my clit and pussy with my fingers until I was dripping wet.

      Then, grabbing that fake cock I gave myself a true workout. I pounded and pummeled my poor pussy until I thought the thing would come out my throat. I built right to the edge but couldn't seem to finish. Then, unbidden; the image of Will towering over me popped into my mind. With a guttural moan I felt my body explode with raw pleasure once again.

      
        As my orgasm flowed through me, I knew then I was in trouble. The trouble only got worse as the next two weeks went by. I was using that plastic phallus every day; I tried to imagine Martin, and then some unknown man who visited the floral shop. Each time I would climb to that crux and hang there; and then the image of Will would slip into my hazed mind, and I would topple into bliss.

      I had reached such a point of desperation I swallowed my shame and visited an adult store in town. I went after dark; and hurried my way through shopping, buying both a rabbit and a silver vibrator. I hoped that by changing the toy I would take away the memories of Will kneeling between my thighs.

      The first time I used the rabbit it took me ten minutes to figure out all the buttons. All that buzzing and twirling drove my pelvis insane; I couldn't focus on one pleasure before the thing changed. That went into my closet a dismal failure.

      The vibrator was better in that it was constant; but for me it wasn't the same. That slick smooth surface left no sensations as I slid it in and out. I missed those ridges and veins as they would scrape my walls.

      In two weeks I went from a repressed ex-wife to a masturbating fiend who desperately wanted to know what real sex was like. The fact that this massive toy dwarfed Martin, made me wonder if now some of the failure in our marriage had not been that I was repressed; but rather that I had never been stimulated sufficiently to bring out the hidden woman I now was becoming.

      The only solution, I came to believe, was I needed real sex. Not the toy; but a real man sliding into me. A man who could stimulate those desires and pleasure zones, and see if Martin was right; or I was.

      Finally, beyond the point of sane thought, I did the unthinkable; I set up an arrangement through an online dating service. I knew this would be a one-time thing; a one night stand, but I didn't care by then. I needed to know and I saw this as the only solution. The two things I didn't anticipate were Will's reaction when I announced I had a date; and the second my date hearing me moan my son's name in the throes of passion.

      For Will, the response was immediate and dark. I was shocked at his response when I told him I was having dinner with someone.

      "You're doing what" he scowled. "It's COVID mom, give me a break." He said.

      "I need to do this honey" I tried to tell him.

      
        
      

      "You need to get laid" he scoffed. "That's what you're telling me."

      "That is none of your business" I angrily shot back. "I need to start dating sometime" I tried more softly, but the damage was done.

      "Bullshit" Will muttered.

      I started to correct his language, but he had turned and marched upstairs before I could say anything. That had been Wednesday; and from that point to Friday evening, I never saw him. You would never have known we lived in the same house. He refused to come to meals, he would not speak to me; and on the night of the date he locked his bedroom door so I couldn't enter.

      As I left the house, driving myself to the restaurant; I thought of Will's response. Was he angry? Was it fear of me getting COVID? Or was it...no not jealousy I thought shocked. I shook my head trying to clear my mind, I needed to focus on my date, I thought.

      Dinner went well enough. With masks and social distance it's kind of hard to enjoy an intimate dinner; but then I think we both knew why we were here and dinner was just a formality.

      Back at his house, after I had followed him there, I was at a loss. I had never been strong on the romance and seduction, and I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do. Thankfully he took the lead; and before I knew it we were sprawled on his couch, my blouse open; and his hot lips wrapped around my aching nipple. This was what I wanted, I thought dimly, as pleasure coursed through my breast. I reached up and held his head to my body.

      "Will" I moaned softly.

      My eyes snapped open wide in shock as his head shot straight up.

      "Who the fuck is Will?" he barked. "Still hooked on your ex" he growled.

      "No...it's not...he's not..." I fumbled.

      
        God how do you tell someone you just moaned your sons' name. How do you admit your perversion to a total stranger; and then the bomb went off.

      "Look, I don't give a shit who Will is" he rumbled. "But you can take your ass back to him because I don't play second fiddle." He told me.

      "No...it's not...please..." I tried to find a way to explain.

      "Lady, you're too damn much work; hell most women are in bed on their backs by now" he growled.

      Most women are...oh my God...I wasn't the only one...he wanted only my body; and then shame hit me. Oh my God, I didn't even know his first name, only his online ID, he had never told me.

      "This is a mistake" I mumbled as I shot off the couch pulling my blouse together.

      "Yeah, it was" he grumbled. "Go back to Will let him do all the fucking work." He retorted.

      Something in me snapped, he was attacking Will; and a fire erupted inside me. I turned on him as I slipped my shoes on.

      "I have news" I hissed. "Will...is ten times the man you will ever be." I told him as I headed out the door.

      The entire drive home I didn't know whether to cry, or bang the steering wheel in frustration. What had I been thinking; being with a total stranger who didn't love me; didn't know me. Was I now so desperate I would take any man?

      As I pulled into the garage I noticed that the house was dark; at least I wouldn't have to face any embarrassing questions I thought. That notion change when I slipped into the kitchen from the garage and saw the flickering light of the television in the dark living room. I stepped through the archway and saw the back of Will's head where he sat on the couch.

      "You're home early" he said quietly.

      
        "It didn't...go well" I replied.

      "Why don't you go change then come back down" he told me.

      Honestly, it never occurred to me to refuse; I had always done as Martin had told me, and with Will now the male head of the house it just seemed so natural. I returned to the living room once again in my cotton nightgown. As I settled onto the couch next to him, memories of the last time we were here flooded through my mind.

      "What happened?" he asked, finally looking at me.

      "It didn't feel right" I murmured.

      "What happened?" he repeated as he stared at me.

      "I said the wrong name, all right" I angrily replied.

      "It wasn't dad's name was it" he just watched me.

      "No" I answered, but I didn't want to admit beyond that.

      Somehow Will seemed to know, and backed off. He watched me for a moment, and let out a huge sigh.

      "I won't say I'm glad...but I am" he said honestly.

      "Well you don't have to worry, I won't be trying that again" I sighed.

      Will shifted on the couch next to me, and in the dim light of the television I saw him pull something from the edge of the couch. Horrified I watched as he held the rubber dildo in one hand.

      "Will, that's private" I gasped in shock.

      
        "You never asked where I got this from" he said as he handed me the toy.

      "Does it matter" I took the fake phallus from him. "It seems this is all I'm ever going to be enjoying" I said sadly.

      "It comes from a company called Clone-A-Willy" Will continued as if I hadn't spoken. "It's actually a replica of a real cock" he looked up at me. "Mine"

      "What?" my voice caught in my throat.

      "You buy this kit, make a mold of your cock; and they make a dildo from the mold." He told me. "Believe me it was a bitch getting the plaster out of my hair" he gave a soft laugh.

      "Oh My God" I whispered in shock.

      All this time I had reveled in sexual bliss, opening doors to my inner self I had never imagined; and it had been while shoving my son's penis into myself.

      "I think it's time for your next lesson" Will said softly.

      He began moving from his side of the couch, sliding to the floor on his knees. He shifted over the few feet until he was slipping between my legs; his strong hands opening my thighs wider.

      I had been in such a state of shock to think I had been shoving my son's penis inside me; it took a moment to gather my wits. By then Will was firmly planted between my lewdly spread thighs.

      In a lot of ways I was still a virgin. I had never masturbated before the toy; and oral sex was something I had always been taught was nasty and vile.

      "Will, what are you doing? You can't...I'm your mother...Oh God" I babbled in fear and excitement as he rained soft kisses up my thighs.

      I was trying to deny and yet I lifted my hips as he slid my panties slowly down and off my ankles. I was now sitting there, my legs splayed open, and my bare sex in full view of my son.

      
        
      

      "Will...we can't...what are you...Ohhhh Godddddddddddddddd" I let out a long guttural moan as wet warmth suddenly surrounded my sex.

      I had never had a man put his mouth down there; the jolt through my gut as his tongue slid inside was mind numbing. My knees shot up and my heels dug into the edge of the couch; my nails clawed at the cushion of the couch as wet slurping filled m ears.

      "Will, we can't...you can't...Oh My GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I wailed as lips surrounded my clit and sucked it into his mouth.

      "Oh God...don't stop...oh baby...please" I whimpered as my mind snapped.

      My hands shot up and gripped the back of his head; my ass bounced on the couch as he devoured me. I had been taught oral sex was dirty and nasty; that thought vanished as my body skyrocketed upwards. I knew my juices were pouring out coating his face, and that he was; God forbid, tasting me.

      I thought what I had been doing with the fake penis had been pleasure; this time I had no control, it was Will making all the moves; all I could do was try to hang on for the ride. It was exhilarating and fantastic as he made my body respond in ways no man had; I realized this was what making love was about, not getting pleasure, but be given pleasure.

      His mouth and tongue were like the spark hitting the tinder of my sex as that fire swept through me uncontrolled. I looked down and for the first time in my life, orgasmed as I watched.

      "I'm cumming...oh God yesssss" I moaned.

      My body heaved as I watched Will, his eyes glowing with a lust I had never seen in his father's eyes. I heard him swallow as I filled his mouth; I saw the glisten of my juices on his face. It was forbidden, it was nasty; and it was the most erotic sight ever.

      By the time I collapsed back onto the couch, I felt like I had poured a gallon of hot cream into his thirsty mouth. I should have been exhausted as my chest heaved to catch my breath; but instead there was a new hunger inside me. A hunger to give him the same pleasure he had just given me.

      
        When Will rose to his feet he looked down at me and smiled for the first time in days.

      "Part of the pleasure of sex, is in the giving mom" Will said softly.

      As Will started to turn away from the couch, something finally clicked in my mind. Martin and I had both been wrong; we were doing sex because he wanted release, and I wanted to perform my 'duty'. What Will had just given me was something that man earlier never could; himself.

      I reached out and grabbed a fistful of his boxers, he stopped and turned towards me. I tugged him closer as I sat up and looked up at him.

      "It's my turn" I husked" as I slid his boxers down to his knees.

      "Mom, you don't have to..." Will started to say; but I ignored him as my eyes locked to that massive member as it slid free.

      God it was beautiful; it jutted out like a steel pole rampant and rock hard. To think I had done this to him; that my forty year old body could create such desire, I reached up and wrapped my hand around his shaft as I felt him tremble.

      "Oh God" I heard him groan as I slid my hand down his length.

      I knew every vein, every ridge; I had held it in my hand before. Only this time it wasn't some cool piece of fake rubber. This time it was warm and soft in my hand, it was REAL. I could feel it twitch and pulse in my grip as I began to slowly pump along his cock.

      I leaned in and ran my tongue from the base to the tip; letting the scent and taste of him fill my brain. Oh I knew what oral sex was, and Martin and I had tried it a few times. But my reservations about the sins of oral sex; and I suspect Martins as well; had kept me from enjoying the act. I had no reservations now as I held my sons throbbing cock.

      "Mom you really don't...." he tried to say.

      I gripped the base of his cock and held him straight out so the tip was only an inch from my face. I looked up at him again; and cut the last tie to my conservative past.

      
        
      

      "Martin, I want you to do two things" I grated up at him.

      "First just shut up" I extended my tongue and swiped the tip of his cock, tasting that drop of pre cum that oozed from the tip.

      "Second" I told him "I want you to cum" I said hoarsely.

      "Oh God mom" I heard him moan as my mouth opened and slid over the head of his penis.

      No, not a penis; I thought. This was a cock, a man's cock, my sons cock; and I was about to suck him dry. I had never done this much and worried if I had what it took, but the moan of sheer pleasure above me reinforced I was going down the right road.

      "Oh God mommmmm" I heard Will moan as my lips slid down his length.

      God he was huge, after twenty years of five inches; I have news seven is huge. He filled my mouth and poked at the back of my throat. I felt his hands curl in my hair and my head began to bob up and down.

      At one point I felt the hands on my head push me further in; as his hips began to move, matching the movement of my mouth. His cock slid deeper, until my nose bumped his pubic hair and his balls rested against my chin. I gagged slightly as he filled my throat and then eased up as I slid back.

      I was going to pull my mouth free and tell him not to do that when a primal moan filled my ears.

      "Oh fuckkk yesssssssssssss" I heard Will let loose above me.

      Like that do you, I thought. I tried to consciously relax my throat; and jammed my head down again. As my mouth devoured him, I tried breathing through my nose. Inhaling I pulled in his scent; it swept up my nostrils and invaded my brain like some kind of drug.

      I bobbed my head faster, as I reached up and cupped his balls; feeling that heavy wrinkled sack in my hand. Give it to me baby, was all I could think of; and he did.

      
        
      

      "AWWWWW FFFUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Will roared above me.

      I was half way down his cock when his body spasmed and his cock jerked. The first blast of thick goo shot straight into the back of my throat. I popped my mouth off as I chocked and sputtered, trying to swallow his thick cream. I didn't react fast enough as a second thick stream jetted out and splattered across my face. I slammed my mouth back on him, encircling just the head as I reapplied suction. I was rewarded with another weaker jet as he filled my mouth with his cream.

      I felt it pool on my tongue, and I swirled it inside my mouth, reveling in the taste and texture. I had done it, I had given him the same level of pleasure he had given me. I can't even begin to describe the joy that filled me at that thought.

      Will staggered back, his softening cock slipping from my mouth. With horror I realized I had to look like some cheap hooker kneeling in our living room, my face covered in his cum. When I looked up at him I was shocked not to see that thought on his face; instead his eyes glowed with a mix of love and lust.

      "I love you" Will said in a hoarse voice.

      He stunned me as he bent down and softly kissed my cum covered lips. I knelt there and watched as he turned and half staggered to the steps and headed up to his room. Shame started to fill me at what we had just done, but I tried to batter it back as I thought of the pleasure we had just shared.

      I reached up and used a finger to wipe at the strands of goo clinging to my face. I stared at the glob and then slid it into my mouth. Climbing to my feet I turned off the lights and headed up to my room and into the bathroom to wash the remnants from my sticky face. I glanced again into my reflection in the mirror on the closet door.

      What I saw this time was a different woman. This was a woman now free of her repression and ready to learn how to love. The options were there, and my mind quickly went over them. There was a man who had left because neither he nor I really knew what making love was; the man in an apartment who could do the mechanics, but wasn't connected to me in my heart; or the man....

      I turned and looked at my closed bedroom door, then back at my empty bed. I opened the door and barefoot padded down the hall. Opening Will's bedroom door I saw him sitting on the edge of his bed, still in his boxers. He looked up at me startled as I stood in the open doorway.

      "I think it's time we went to bed." I said softly.

      
        
      

      "I'm already here" he said confused.

      "Let's go to bed" I repeated.

      Turning I walked back down the hall, leaving his door open. I didn't have to look, I knew he was there. For one thing I heard his footsteps behind me as I entered my bedroom and stood at the side of my queen sized bed. I reached up and lifted the straps of my night gown; letting it slide to the floor and puddle at my feet.

      I turned and faced Will, standing only feet behind me. I waited a moment, letting him see me. I was letting a man see my nude body in the light for the first time.

      "Do you like what you see?" I asked nervously.

      Without a word he reached to the waist band of his boxers and dropped them to the floor. Dear God he was hard again; raging hard as his member jutted straight out. There was no better confirmation that what I was doing was right as I stared at a man's raw desire. I slid into the bed and turned to look at him.

      "Come to bed" I whispered.

      As Will slid under the sheet I could feel the heat from his body. I turned my head to look at him, feeling the butterflies in my stomach. I wanted him to feel what I felt, yet I was so unsure of myself.

      "Will, I've never..oohhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as his hand slid across my belly.

      His lips left soft kisses across my breast while his hand slid lower across my mound. I arched my hips into him but he slid past, gently rubbing my thighs. Then his lips kissed down my belly, leaving a pool of his spit in my navel; while that hand slid back up and fingers grazed across my moist lips.

      "Oh my Goddddddd" I couldn't hold in the moan as he lavished attention on my body.

      
        He was exploring and learning my body, and I wanted the same. I reached out and ran my hand up his strong bicep; feeling the tension in his muscles. Sliding in I let my palm drift across his chest, feeling his breathing as I explored him.

      "Oh shit" I heard him grunt as my fingers played over his nipple.

      Will had propped himself on one arm to explore me, I turned my upper body, bringing my mouth to his hot skin. I kissed slowly around his chest, and then opened my mouth and engulfed his hard nipple.

      "Oh mommmmm" I heard him moan as I suckled his breast.

      "Ngggggggggggggg" I groaned as one fat finger slid between my folds.

      God yes, finger me you beautiful man, I thought; it's all yours was my only thought. My hips rose and fell gently, matching that hand as he probed in and out of me. I slid my hand down his chest, searching. When my fingers found his throbbing manhood I wrapped them around it, tugging on him. God he was so hard in my grip, I had never held a cock this hard.

      I was climbing rapidly, and knew I wouldn't last long; no I thought, I want the first one with him inside me. I released his cock and nipple, straightening myself in the bed.

      "Please" I whimpered. "Oh God yes" I moaned as he swiveled around.

      I opened my legs as his body moved, inviting him in; he slid between my spread thighs, propped up on one arm

      "Do you want the final lesson" Will husked down at me.

      "Yes...teach me" I all but begged.

      "Then put it in" he told me.

      
        I didn't even hesitate, I was past that point. I reached down and gripped his huge member, nestling the head between my soaked lips. I looked up at him as I gave into to those base needs I had so long denied.

      "Fuck me" I whispered.

      I heard an obscene slurp and looked down to see the head of his cock had already disappeared inside me. I watched in fascination as inch by inch he filled me. The sight was so surreal, so fantastic. I could feel the stretching and fullness inside even as his cock slowly disappeared. I was a heathen and a whore; I was an incestuous mother I thought; and that all disappeared when Will pulled back and then slammed home again. I was a woman. I watched his cock slide in and out, coated with my juices; his heavy balls slapping that sensitive spot between my pussy and ass.

      I clawed at the sheets, clawed his chest; screamed as he pounded down into me; none of it changed his jackhammer pace. I looked up at my son in shock as my orgasm barreled down on me. It was like staring at a freight train and begging for it to hit me.

      "Wiiillllllllllllllllllllllllllllll" I screamed as my body exploded.

      Juice sprayed out from between my thighs coating his belly as it slapped against mine. My stomach knotted and released and then knotted again as waves rolled through me. All my life I had denied myself this, I had thought I knew what sex was. I was wrong; it was heaven as my son taught me how to truly love. Just when I thought he had taught me everything, I learned the best lesson of all.

      "OHHH FFFUCCKKKK MOMMMMMMMMMMM" Will roared above me.

      I looked down over my sweat slick body, and watched as the shaft of his cock pulsed; and white heat filled my belly. Cum in me, Dear God yes; I thought numbly as he filled my body. This was what my body was made for; to receive his love. I knew then he could have me whenever he desired; I was his.

    
  
    
      Making Ends Meet

      Let's start with the simple stuff. My name is Cory Atwood. OK, no it's not' it's really Corbin Atwood III. Wahoo; puff up like a peacock and strut around; yeah right. So let's just stick to Cory for now.

      
        I'm twenty-four years old and two years out of college with a bachelor's in business administration. The company I had gotten a job in after college hired me into their Human Relations department at a whopping forty grand a year.

      Not bad for a twenty-four year old; I made enough to finally get my ass out of my folks house; I had a pretty cute girl and a decent used car. All in all life wasn't too bad. That is until two and a half months ago.

      When the distribution company I worked for got bought out, the new parent company decided a bit of the wonderful down-sizing was in order. I have news, when there are fewer personnel, they need less people IN personnel. Being the new kid on the block, I got my walking papers.

      So here's a news flash for you, unemployment only pays eighty percent of base. At forty grand a year, I dropped over six hundred a month in income. That was almost my apartment rent, which meant a slow downward spiral until here I am about to lose my apartment, and my girl.

      Oh I went the usual unemployment route of trying to find another job, but times aren't exactly jumping for my world. I needed a way to make it, or I was going to be crawling back to the folks, which is not exactly the best future for a finally independent alpha male. That was how I met Toby; he and I worked out at the clubhouse for the apartment complex together. With my prior work schedule I had never been there when Toby was; with all my free time I spent a lot of it on the treadmill and Nordic track, burning calories and frustration.

      Toby was actually a decent guy; like me he was about six foot in height, packed about two hundred in muscle; we both had dark wavy hair and that young guy look that seemed to register on the female scale more than we recognized at first.

      Look, I'm not trying to make myself into something I'm not. What I am is; six foot, two hundred pounds of fit male; packing an eight inch cock. What does that make me? Cougar material, let's face it.

      It wasn't something I ever translated into income; that is until I met Toby. When we hung out at the gym a few times, I had commiserated about my finances, and how I was edging closer to that inevitable of swallowing my junior male pride and heading back home.

      Toby had offered me a break out. He had mentioned he had an 'appointment' that he couldn't keep. Rather than take a hit on his colander, he offered if I wanted to fill in for him.

      
        Being a male whore was not something I ever thought I would lower myself to. Yeah Toby preferred gigolo, but a whore is a whore. Look, it isn't the morals that stuck in my throat; it was more that I just wasn't into older women.

      Toby was elated when I told him I could fill in for him if he needed. Having gotten the second late notice that morning gave the perfect motivation.

      Toby had scribbled a name, address, time and date on a piece of paper for me. He said to wear my best suit, and show up. The woman's name was Marie and that was all I needed to know.

      Marie was a fifty-six year old divorcee; about five foot six she packed in a few extra pounds, and was a bit heavy on the make-up. Not my speed, but I needed the cash. She took me to an art show where apparently she was one of the sponsors. Like a piece of eye candy she paraded me around hanging on her arm where we mingled with a lot of people both her age and mine. Let's be honest you ever feel like a prize steak at the local cookout? That was it, god I swore every woman there she knew eyed me nude not dressed.

      On the limo ride back to her place I got the shock of my life, that lady sucked my cock like a damned vacuum cleaner. I painted the back of her throat in the less than ten minutes it took to ride back.

      Once there, I pounded her jiggly ass for everything I was worth. By the time I left she had cum four times, and I had painted her pussy one more time.

      OK I had to agree, the sex was not bad. Hell, it was damn good. She may not have been my 'type' but god could that lady fuck. When I glanced in the envelope she gave me, I almost shit myself. Ten fresh one hundred dollar bills winked back at me. A thousand dollars for what had been about five hours of time, and a hot piece of ass.

      I was hooked, right there. I found Toby the next day and told him I was in. He had laughed his ass off at me, but seemed happy things had worked out.

      Over the next month I worked two or three times a week. By the time the dust settled, I had caught up all my bills, paid off the car, and still had almost two grand in the bank. I had basically gone from a forty hour work week at forty grand a year, to a tenty hour work week at over a hundred grand a year.

      
        No, I didn't tell my girlfriend or my folks about my new job. They thought I had found another job at some other start-up company as their assistant personnel director. Like I was going to go in and say 'Oh hey mom and dad, I'm a gigolo.'

      Some of the women I worked for were divorced, others widowed. Yeah, there were some married ones; but their personal life was not my business. Their pleasure was. Some took me out and showed me off, while others met me at the door damn near nude and fucked my brains out.

      Honestly it didn't matter to me, it was their quarter and as long as they were smiling when I left, that was what DID matter. Even if it was the, I had the shit fuck out of me smile.

      Some of the women were actually pretty hot. There was one that I had worked with twice now, her name was Gail. She was a fifty-five year old business woman. Her old man was in his late sixties, and his pecker just didn't do the job I guess.

      Gail was pretty fit for her age, and had a set of tits to fucking die for. Watching those 38DD's bounce while she rode my pony was enough to keep my dick hard all night.

      It was Gail and my lack of transparency at home about my new job; that put me where I am right now; sitting in my car in the driveway of a very familiar house trying to decide what to do next.

      The name listed was Sharon and the address had seemed vaguely familiar; but I had ignored that little voice in the back of my head. Only, I couldn't ignore the voice screaming at me as I sat staring at my aunt and uncles out. Was Sharon really my Aunt Charlene? Holy shit, I thought.

      My Aunt Charlene; like my father, her bother Ben, had followed grandpa into the lawyer business. Between the three of them they had built a practice that was one of the top in the city. She had a shit load of money, that I knew. That she was a frustrated wife, I didn't know.

      I had the urge to start the car and head out, call Toby and tell him the deal was off. Looking at my watch I had five minutes until connection time, fuck it was way too late to bail out now.

      I headed out of the car and to the door. Taking a deep breath, I rang the bell and waited.

      "Cory, what are you doing here?" the lilting voice of my aunt. She looked around me into the driveway nervously. Yeah, she was expecting someone all right.

      
        
      

      For the first time I took a look at my Aunt Charlene, and I have to say what I saw put a chub in my pressed slacks. She had on a sleek red cocktail dress that showed off some damned fine tanned legs, and it clung to her full hips like a second skin. She had just the right amount of make-up, to highlight her eyes and take away what fifty-five years had aged on her.

      Like any male my age, it was the tits that got my attention, and damn was hers a pair. Full, round, they had to be at least a 36 if not a 38, with enough cleavage showing at the top of her dress to make your mouth water. There was no bra either, that I was damn sure of by the twin bullets that were staring back at me.

      I took a breath, and figured might as well hit this for what it was worth. I said the only two words I could think of.

      "Hello...Sharon." My voice hit her like a brick wall.

      "Oh God no" Aunt Charlene whispered, as her eyes grew wide in fear. "You can't be..." she barely whispered out.

      Toby had been with 'Sharon' before. When we traded jobs we liked to give each other hints or tips about a client that would earn us extra points. Extra points often translated into extra cash. Toby had said that Sharon was a bit on the submissive side; a powerful woman who liked to be man handled, if you could say it that way. I figured time to put those tips to work for me.

      "May I come in?" I asked, stepping through the doorway before she could answer.

      Aunt Charlene released the door handle and stepped to the side mutely. I turned and closed the door, now facing her, with her back almost to the wall beside the now closed door.

      "I take it Uncle Eric is out of town...again." I smiled at her.

      "Oh God Cory...no" she whispered.

      I could see her body tremble as she fought to find words, I had the upper hand and intended to keep it. I stepped closer, watching her edge back to the wall.

      
        "Is there a problem...Sharon." My voice began deepening for effect. "You are expecting me?" I asked softly.

      "Yes, I mean no." Aunt Charlene choked out. "It can't be...oh my God." She almost moaned.

      "You look beautiful tonight Sharon." I whispered; and damn she really did.

      I looked down at the twin hard nubs poking through her dress. My hand came up and lightly brushed over one rubbery point. Yep, they were hard as a rock and no bra.

      Most of the clients who didn't have a "show me off" on their schedule usually showed up at the door dressed and ready for business. Or should I say undressed and ready for business. Aunt Charlene was no different.

      "Oh Goddddd" Charlene shuddered at the sudden stimulation. "We can't...you're my...oh shit." She moaned as I cupped her full breast.

      "We can't what?" I whispered softly. "We can't kiss?" I lowered my head and molded my lips to hers.

      While her voice may have been claiming no, her body was primed and ready. Her tongue dueled with mine as we both moaned into the others mouths.

      I pulled my lips away and saw the smoldering lust in her eyes. She was almost there, beyond stopping. I pressed harder. I was moving fast, faster than I normally would. I wanted to keep myself from chickening out, but I wanted to also keep her off balance. It seemed to be working as I lowered my other hand to find the hem of her short dress.

      "Or did you mean, we can't?" I left the rest hanging in the air between us as I slid my hand under them hem. My fingers started slowly tracing along her inner thigh.

      "Oh Jesus...Oh God..." Charlene gasped as her eyes grew even wider. "Cory...no...we can't..."

      Her voice ended in a gurgle as my fingers dragged over her swollen fat lips. Her light pubic hair pressed against my palm as I swiped over her swollen clit. No panties, and soaked I realized.

      
        "You're my client Sharon" my voice filled her ear. "I can do whatever makes you feel good."

      Before she could answer, I slide my finger between her wet lips and up into her hot tunnel. I heard her groan as her hips bucked against my hand; she was quickly losing the battle I knew.

      "Oh fuck...ohhhhh" she moaned.

      "You like that...Sharon." I rumbled at her. "You like your nephew fingering you wet pussy?"

      "Nnnghhhhhhhhhhhhh" was all my aunt could get out as her knees threatened to buckle.

      I stared into her eyes watching the smolder rise into a burning flame as the fire built in her belly. Toby had been right, my sweet Aunt Charlene, was a closet slut.

      "I'm going to eat your cunt Charlene" I whispered, watching her eyes grow huge again. "I'm going to suck your cum out of that hot twat." I told her.

      "No...oh God no Cory..." she tried to mumble back.

      It was too little too late, I was already sliding down her body while she was leaning against the wall. I quickly jerked the hem of her tight dress up until it slid over her hips. I could see the glistening between her thighs where my finger had spread her already flowing juices.

      Even as I started moving my face closer, I felt her hands come to rest on my shoulders. There was no effort to push me back as I closed with her wet sex. She was mine and I knew it. For some reason that thought sent a shiver of lust down my spine.

      "Nice cunt Aunt Charlene" I mumbled, and then my mouth clopsed over her.

      "Corryyyyyyyyyyyyy" Charlene wailed as my tongue drove between her fat lips.

      I felt her body buck as I probed inside her steaming pussy, god she tasted good. Her nails dug into my shoulders as I hummed my approval, sending a vibration through her pelvis. Her large foyer echoed with the slurping noises as I sucked her hot juices into my mouth.

      
        
      

      "You shouldn't be...oh fuck that's good..." Charlene moaned as I devoured her. "Eat me you bastard...oh god noooo" she kept floating back and forth.

      I pushed my tongue in and out, fucking her with my mouth, while her hips ground against my face, her ass pressed into the wall behind her. My job was to give this mature woman the pleasure her husband wouldn't, and I planned to do just that. Pulling my tongue free, I wrapped my lips around her throbbing clit and sucked it in.

      "NNnnnaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Charlene wailed as I sucked her hard bud in, nipping it gently with my teeth.

      I used every technique I had learned in the last month or so to push her to the edge. I sucked her clit, and then lashed it with the tip of my tongue. As her body vibrated against my face, I reached up and rammed two thick fingers deep inside her.

      "Pervert...you sick fucking pervert..." Aunt Charlene gasped. "You're going to make your aunt cum; don't you dare fucking stop." I heard her voice above me.

      Her hands lifted from my shoulders and wrapped around my head. Her fingers wrapping in my hair as she humped violently against my face. I just increased my attack on her clit as she climbed rapidly.

      "Oh fuck...here it comes." She grunted. "Oh my God...I can't believe..." then a piercing scream filled the foyer as her body convulsed.

      "CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Aunt Charlene screamed, as a flood of hot juices poured into my mouth. Hot sucking mixed with my swallowing as I drank her nectar.

      I could feel her convulsing body slowly easing down as her cream covered my face. With a last swipe at her sensitive clit, I rose back to my feet to face her. Preliminaries were over, now for the main act. I would have loved to see this woman kneeling in front of me, my hard cock shoved down her throat, but I didn't want to give her the chance to take control.

      With a violent twist, I flipped her around and bent her at the waist. With a slap her hands shot out and braced against the wall, causing her bare ass to jut out facing me. Popping open the front of my slacks, I freed all eight inches of my now steel hard cock.

      
        Gripping the shaft, I looked down to aim as I prepared to fuck my aunt. I had to admit, the view was pretty damned good.

      "Nice ass" I grated as I drove my hips forward.

      A wet squelch signaled my cock sliding deep inside her quivering pussy. The scream that once again echoed off the foyer walls gave evidence of her pleasure. Job accomplished I almost smirked.

      "Yesssssssssssssssssssss" Aunt Charlene wailed as she surrendered herself to me. "Fuck me...fuck me..." she chanted as she shoved her ass back harder, impaling herself on my cock.

      Not one to refuse a client, I gripped the fleshy folds of her hips and began to pump into her. My heavy balls were swinging under her until they slapped her dripping pussy.

      "Is that what you want?" I grunted. "Having your nephew FUCK you?" I pushed her.

      "No...yes...oh God yes..." she grunted between strokes. "Fuck me baby, fuck your sick aunt." She gasped.

      "You're not sick Aunt Charlene" my thick voice hot in her ear. "A slut yes, but not sick" I chuckled.

      "My own nephew...fucking me." She groaned. "I'm such a slut...God help me." She almost cried.

      Even as the perversion swept over her, it came with her orgasm as her body shuddered against mine. I could feel her walls rippling as hot pussy cream pulsed out around my cock. I didn't slow down or let up as I continued to pound into her. The sound of wet slapping now filling the room as my hips bounced off hers.

      I could feel my balls starting to tighten as my own orgasm approached. In this business Toby had been insistent to always warn a client when you were going to cum, let them decide what was safe and what wasn't. We made a point of only wearing a rubber if the client wanted one; otherwise they got the full natural treatment.

      The fact I was buried to the hilt bareback in my own aunt, brought that reality home. I reached up and gripped a fist full of my aunt's greying hair, pulling her head back.

      
        
      

      "I'm going to cum, I grunted in her ear. "Where...tell me slut." I growled at her.

      "IN me, please god" Charlene panted, even as her spit clung to her chin. "Fill me you fucking stud." She gasped.

      I didn't answer, instead just shoving my hips as hard into her ass as I could, my cock now totally buried inside her. I felt my thick shaft pulse against her walls as my hot seed poured into her mature cunt.

      "Take it you slut" I grunted as a second pulse coursed through my loins.

      Aunt Charlene could only gurgle and moan as her body convulsed for what had to be the fourth or fifth time that evening. Our fluids were mixing deep inside her belly, and then oozing out around my buried cock.

      Slowly I pulled my softening dick out of her, as the wet sucking noise confirmed the obscenity of what had just happened. Aunt Charlene stared down as a glob of white cream dripped out of her, landing in a puddle on the floor between her spread feet.

      "My purse" she gasped, waving a weak hand across the room.

      I stepped over and picked up the familiar Gucci hand bag my aunt always carried with her. She held the bag in a weak grip as she leaned her shaking body against the wall. While she dug inside I snapped my slacks, tucking my cum soaked cock away.

      "Here" she handed me a white envelope.

      "Aunt Charlene, you don't..." I started to say.

      "Shut up" she barked back. Her eyes locked to mine "business is business." She quoted. Then, a lot of wonder filled her eyes. "Besides" she whispered. "I haven't been fucked that good in decades" her voice soft. "Thank you."

      
        Silently I took the envelope, and bowed slightly. Without a word I slipped out the door and headed to my car. Glancing into the envelope I almost shit as I saw not the usual ten, but fifteen crisp one hundred dollar bills.

      I had just had one of the hottest fucks of my life, and I got paid to do it. Life wasn't so bad after all. With a spring in my step I headed to the car and back to my apartment.

      Not quite three weeks later I was having dinner at mom and dads. Dad was commenting how my new job seemed to be fitting me so well. I heard a soft choking sound and looked up at Aunt Charlene as she held a napkin to her face.

      "You OK?" Uncle Eric asked her.

      "Yes" she glanced at me, her eyes glowing. "I just swallowed too soon."

      Dad and Aunt Charlene resumed talking about an upcoming case they were both working on. When Uncle Eric mentioned he would be heading to New York for a possible merger acquisition for his company, I saw Aunt Charlene's eyes take on a different light.

      When mom mentioned spending the Saturday evening together, Aunt Charlene reached out and sipped her wine.

      "That sounds delightful" she told my mother. "I have an appointment earlier in the evening, but perhaps afterwards" she smiled.

      I thought of the small note Toby had given me earlier today at the gym, and his light hearted comment. This time I was being requested, he had told me. He said I must have made quite the impression on Sharon, and I had just laughed.

      MY perverted Aunt planned to have me come over and stuff her needy pussy, and then sit with my mother while my hot seed dripped out of her. Jesus this woman was hot, I thought.

      Sure enough, two days later I found myself walking through Aunt Charlene's front door at four in the afternoon. This time she had greeted me in a thin silk robe. As she led me from the foyer and up the stairs, I could even see the crack of her ass through the thin material.

      
        At least this time we were going to make it to a bed, I thought. I hesitated for only a second, before following her into her master bedroom. This perverted woman was not only going to fuck her gigolo, she was going to do it on her marital bed, I realized.

      "You do know how sick this is?" Aunt Charlene whispered. "Fucking your own relative" She said to me.

      "Maybe" I said as I unbuttoned and removed my shirt. "But it's also hot as hell." I said as I unsnapped my slacks.

      "God I love your cock" Aunt Charlene moaned as my half hard dick came into view. She looked up at me as she slid the thin gown off. "Ready to give that thing a full work out?" she asked.

      "Ready for the fucking of your life" I stepped closer to her.

      "God yessss" she hissed. "

      "Which hole first?" I smiled as I pushed her back onto the bed.

      "Does it matter?" Aunt Charlene grunted as she sat on the edge of the bed. "They're all yours any way." She said softly.

      "Then suck it slut" I said hoarsely, stepping between her spread thighs. My cock was now pointing straight at her half open mouth.

      "Yes sir" my domineering aunt whispered, as her mouth glided over the swollen head of my cock.

      For the next fifteen or twenty minutes, I learned what a real blow job was like, as this woman all but vacumned my seed right out of my balls. She brought me to the edge, only to back off two or three times, until I couldn't stand it anymore. As her hot mouth slid over my aching shaft one more time, I reached down and gripped her grey locks, taking command.

      "Fuck yeah" I grunted as I pushed my cock deeper. "Suck it Aunt Charlene." I told her.

      
        I watched as her eyes fluttered in response to my words. I had guessed right, that the added perversion of this being incest drove her insane. My hips began to pump as I fucked her tight mouth.

      "That's it, suck your nephew you perverted slut" I moaned down at her. "Come on, suck that hot cum right out of my balls Aunt Charlene" I told her.

      I heard her mewl as I fucked her sucking mouth. Her eyes watered when I drove deeper, and I could hear her gag on my length. Yet, she didn't slow her attack one bit on my pulsing cock.

      "Oh fuck yeas" I moaned. "Drink my incestuous seed" I told her. "I'm going to dump my hot load right down your throat." I grunted.

      "Gluuuk" was her only response as I drove even deeper.

      "Oh fuck, here it is." I panted. I felt my balls contract, and then my cock jerk inside her mouth.

      "That's it auntie" I groaned. "Drink your little nephew like a good slut."

      "Nnnngggggg" Aunt Charlene moaned as the first rope filled her thirsty mouth. I looked down and watched her shudder through a mini orgasm as she swallowed my thick cream.

      By the time the second and then third rope pumped into her clutching throat, it was more than she could swallow at one time. I watched as a trickle of my sticky cum slid out of the corner of her mouth and coated her chin.

      By the time I pulled her face free, not only was her belly filled with my seed, but half of her face was coated in the thick slime. She sat and stared at my cock as it bobbed in front of her.

      "Jesus" she whispered. "You're still hard" she said in wonder. "Come here" she almost growled.

      Tugging and pulling, she guided me onto my back on the bed beside her. Throwing one meaty thigh over me, she reached down and gripped my hard cock.

      
        "I want to ride this beautiful cock" Aunt Charlene husked. I felt her velvet heat wrap around me as she started sliding down. "I am going to fuck you until you fill my horny twat" she gasped. "When you fill my cunt with cum, then I want you to shove this thing so deep in my ass, I scream." She groaned in total lust.

      Having just blown one load, I knew I now had the staying power to make this last, and I intended to give her every stroke she desired. My hands gripped her fleshy thighs as I pumped up into her. I could feel her juices flowing as they coated my balls under her slapping ass.

      I still couldn't get over it; my aunt the respected business woman, a slave to hard young dick. But then who was I to argue, here I was with a four year college degree and I was making a living humping lonely old pussies; and it was one hell of a living too.

      It made me wonder how many other women there were like Aunt Charlene, all those stuffy bitches at the dinners and charities she went to. For some reason, that train of thought led right straight to my mother. Like Aunt Charlene she was often at the social center for the city. With Grandpa now gone, dad was the senior partner for the family law firm, and that put mom in the driver's seat for many of the functions.

      Let's face it, what guy at some time hasn't had the hots for his own mother. Odeipus was right, we all wanted to bang our mother at some time or another, it was just most of us out grew that phase.

      While time had been kind to Aunt Charlene, it had stood still for mom since about thirty. Now, as she approached her fiftieth birthday, those 36D's of hers stood as proud as ever on her chest, while her tight ass could fill out a bikini until you drooled. The woman I saw parading around our pool was nothing to the woman dressed to the max for the annual Christmas party, where every male there had a constant hard on around her, including me.

      The thought of my mother kneeling like a street whore to suck my cock, sent a bolt straight from my balls to my brain, short circuiting everything along the way. With a roar I flipped us over on the bed, taking charge as I tossed my aunt onto her belly beside me. Quickly kneeling behind her, I grabbed her fleshy hips and pulled her ass high into the air.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Charlene screamed as I rammed my hard dick back into her, mounting her from behind.

      "Fuck me...own me...OH MY GODDDDDDDDDDDDD" she wailed as I pounded into her with vengeance.

      
        
      

      I stared down at her as I watched my cum slick cock drive in and out, putting every ounce of strength into it I had, making the cheeks of her ass shake with every thrust.

      I saw her tight brown ring wink at me between strokes as her ass cheeks separated. Almost beyond reason myself; I sucked my thumb, coating it in my saliva.

      Then, just as I slammed back in, I jammed my fat thumb through her tight ring and deep into her ass.

      "OH MY GODDDDDDDDDDDDD" Aunt Charlene screamed as I took command of both holes. "Use my cunt...us my ass" she blubbered as she convulsed through another orgasm.

      Rising up on her arms she stared back at me with burning eyes. "Rape me you fucking bastard" she growled.

      "Can't rape the willing slut" I grunted back between strokes.

      "Ngggg...GHHAAAAAA" Aunt Charlene's voice climbed to a crescendo as another wave ripped through her.

      I could feel the weight in my balls growing, and I knew I wouldn't last long. I wanted to give her what she had all but begged for earlier. With an obscene plop I pulled my pulsing cock free of her pussy, hearing the splatter of her juices as they poured out to soak the sheets under her. The same sheets she and Uncle Eric slept in.

      Aiming my hips slightly higher, I pushed forward, feeling the tight ring of her ass push back against the engorged head of my cock. With a grunt I drove into her, my slick cock sliding deep into her bowels.

      Aunt Charlene's head snapped up, her mouth hanging open slack as my thick cock dilated the walls of her tight bowels. I saw her eyes were rolled back showing only whites as spit dripped from her chin.

      Not really into anal as much as some; I don't know if it was thoughts of mom, or the just the heat of the moment, I began pounding into her defenseless ass.

      
        "Fuck my ass...fuck my ass" she chanted as she slammed her ass back against me. "Oh shit...I'm cumminnggggggggggggg" she moaned as a tidal wave broke loose in her belly.

      The whole thing was too much, I felt my balls suddenly hit critical and then release deep in her ass. I poured what felt like an endless stream of hot cum into my aunts clutching ass. All the while she mewled and moaned into the sheets as she dropped her head to the bed, her ass jutting back to take my hot load. We shook and shuddered through a shared orgasm, as I filled her wanton body with my seed.

      With a satisfied sigh, she began to ease off me, until I came free of her tight ass with a loud pop. Collapsing onto the bed, she waved a weak hand at the envelope sitting on the bedside stand.

      Climbing off the bed I retrieved my jeans and shirt, stuffing my now limp cock into place as I zipped up. I picked up the envelope, hearing my aunt's weak voice.

      "What the hell was THAT about?" she asked in wonder. "God I have never been fucked like that in my entire life" she sighed.

      I slid the envelope into my back pocket without even checking it. I looked down at my aunt sprawled across her bed covered in sweat and my cum, I could still feel a twinge in my cock at the sight.

      "I thought of mom" I said simply, then turned and headed for the stairs and the front door. Out in the hall I heard I heard my aunt give a chuckle.

      "Lucky bitch" I heard her say as I headed for my car.

      For the next five weeks I continued to build my savings account. Toby quickly found out I had a taste for the kinky, so he tended to shuttle the "weirder" ones to me, as he put it.

      One client had me show up at her house at 2am, and had me fuck her on the couch in the living room while her husband slept upstairs. Another had me meet at a beach house, and fuck her senseless while her middle aged daughter fingered herself less than ten feet from us.

      All in all it was a profitable five weeks as I had a client at least twice every week if not three. For the first time in my life I actually had enough money to get my mother the kind of birthday present I wanted.

      
        
      

      A trip to the jeweler downtown, a perfect golden locket picked. I had a miniature photo of myself when I was about five mounted inside, and the words 'always your son' engraved inside the pop open lid. Mom wasn't big on the emotional stuff that I remembered, but this was something I had wanted to do for years but could never afford.

      My only regret during that whole time was I never hooked up with 'Sharon' again. No, I never told Toby who she really was. I figured that was something best kept between Aunt Charlene and me.

      I knew that Uncle Eric had stayed pretty close to home, so figured that was probably why. Still, I missed that wet old pussy of hers and her perverted ways.

      So on week six when I got the note from Toby that Sharon wanted to hire me again I could barely contain my excitement. Though it did seem odd since I knew Uncle Eric was still around. It didn't get better when Toby handed me the slip of paper. Instead of her usual address, it had the room number of the Savoy Hotel downtown.

      Maybe she has the hots and with Uncle Eric around it made it easier, I thought. I was glad Aunt Charlene had asked for Friday night, in two days. Saturday was mom's big fiftieth birthday bash and everyone would be there.

      Friday night I made fast tracks to the Savoy. I knew the hotel fairly well since I had met a few clients there before. I nodded at the desk clerk as I headed through the lobby and into the elevator. Room 7733 meant the seventh floor so I stood and watched the numbers pass until the doors slid silently open. Walking down the hall I straightened my shirt as I checked the room numbers.

      Here it was I double checked the note, always good to be sure I had learned after almost walking into the wrong room once. Yep 7733, I turned the knob and stepped into the luxurious room.

      I found myself standing alone in the front room of the suite. A set of patio doors on one side led to the balcony, while a smaller door on the opposite side must lead to the bedroom.

      I saw a bottle of iced champagne on the table with two glasses filled, damn she was going all out this time, I almost chuckled. I leaned down to pick up one glass, as the door to the bedroom opened, turning, I literally froze in my tracks half bent over.

      "Cory?" the figure froze in the doorway. "What are you...oh Jesus no." she whispered.

      
        
      

      "Mom?" I could barely whisper back. The vision before me was like something out of my hottest wet dream.

      My mother stood silhouetted in the door wearing nothing but a lace bra and matching panties and hose. The bright red push up bra had the globes of her breasts almost spilling out, while the frill of the lace just barely covered her dark areoles. The slight swell of her belly did nothing to detract from the physical beauty she emanated, while the all but transparent red laced panties hugged her hips, the cloth tight over bare protruding lips. Jesus, she shaves, was the only thought that came to my blank mind.

      "Close your mouth" my mother automatically said. "Oh God you shouldn't be looking at your mother like that." She whispered. I could see the shock and horror in her eyes. One of her hands tried vainly to cover her full breasts, while the other dropped to between her thighs.

      "A little late to be covering now" I choked out. God, just the sight of her sent a huge surge through my cock, and I could feel myself thickening, pressing out against my slacks.

      "Oh my God" mom visibly shook. "You're getting hard." Her eyes riveted to my crotch.

      "Do you blame me?" I asked. "Jesus mom, you're fucking hot." I told her.

      "Cory!" mom exclaimed. "You can't...oh God...Charlene said..." then her eyes grew wide. "Oh my God" she whispered. "You...and Charlene..." she couldn't finish the statement.

      "First of all" I straightened up. "I don't talk about other clients" I said softly. I could see mom's eyes widen more as I acknowledged that Aunt Charlene and I had in fact been together. "Second, what is this, a birthday gift?" I asked her.

      "Yes" mom gasped back. "Charlene wanted...I mean I haven't...oh God" she almost broke down.

      So Aunt Charlene, bless her heart, had handed my sexually deprived mother to me on a silver platter. God I wanted this woman, I realized. Fuck getting paid; just the thought of having her brought my dick to full attention.

      "How long has it been?" I asked; as I slowly advanced towards her.

      
        
      

      "Cory...don't..." mom started to back away, I followed her through the door into the bedroom.

      "How long" I pressed. "Tell me." I told her.

      "Cory...you can't ask..." then her eyes locked on the bulge in my slacks. "Oh God" she moaned.

      "How...long" I said each word firmly. By now mom had backed herself up until her legs bumped against the edge of the bed. God, she had even pulled the covers away anticipating, I saw.

      "Over a year" mom finally groaned back.

      "Mrs. Atwood" I said as I placed my hands on her shoulders. "Your husband is an ass." I said softly.

      My hands pressed down, the weight forcing my mother to slowly sit on the edge of the bed. There wasn't a lot of fight in her stunned body by this point. Time to take command, I figured.

      "Cory, what are you doing" she asked in a hushed voice as I unsnapped my slacks and lowered the zipper.

      "What I was hired to do" I answered as I slid my slacks down. "Bring you pleasure." I watched her face as my cock slid into view only inches from her face.

      Only being at this for a few months, there were a couple of simple things I had quickly learned. One was no after shave, in fact not showering the night of an appointment usually went better. There was something to be said for pheromones I had come to believe.

      The other, was that I always went commando under my slacks. No boxers meant my cock was quicker to be ready, and it usually caught most new clients by surprise when instead of another layer of clothing, a hard dick popped into view. Mom was no exception to that rule.

      "Oh Jesus" she muttered as my hard cock filled her vision.

      "Touch it." I whispered.

      
        
      

      "Cory...I can't." she tried to say. I could tell the way her eyes stayed riveted to my throbbing cock she was far past that being true.

      "Touch it." I said again, this time more command in my voice.

      My mother shuddered as my voice echoed through her. Her hand slid up my thigh, slender fingers wrapping around the base of my cock. Her breasts rose and fell with her panting as her hand glided along my length.

      "You're so hard" she whispered in awe.

      "Suck it." was my only reply. I needed to keep her moving or she would fight back, I knew that.

      "Oh Cory" she moaned as her grip tightened on me.

      "Suck your sons' cock mom" I hoarsely told her. "I know you want to...do it."

      "I'm going to hell" she whispered. Then her mouth opened and slid over the fat head of my cock.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm" she hummed as the flavor coated her tongue.

      God I could have blown right there. I thought Aunt Charlene could give a blowjob, my mother put her to shame in the first three minutes as her head began to bob up and down my shaft.

      Reaching down one hand, I wrapped my fingers in the hair at the back of her head, pushing her mouth further down on me. My other hand went lower as my fingers slid under the lace of her bra, kneading her tit flesh as my thumb strummed her rock hard nipple.

      "Nnnnggggg" mom moaned as the sensation coursed through her. I watched her shudder as she began to attack my cock. Jesus, did she just cum, I wondered.

      Just feeling her tits was not enough for me; I wanted to see those babies. I pulled my hand out of the front of her bra and slid my hand down her back, popping the hooks on her bra, pulling the cloth free as her obscene sucking filled the hotel bedroom. Her tits tumbled free as my hips pumped my cock into her tight throat.

      Kneading one tit, I began to fuck her hot mouth. I could hear her gag as my cock slid deeper, but she made no effort to stop me. Just like Aunt Charlene, mom was more than power and money, she was a woman. She wanted to be treated like one, appreciated for what she was under her conservative clothing.

      "Fuck yeahhhh" I moaned. "Suck my dick mom." I encouraged her.

      I could feel my balls already starting to tighten. I stared down and watched as the woman who gave me birth, devoured my throbbing cock.

      "Oh fuck...going to cum." I panted.

      Suddenly mom pulled her mouth free, while her fist pumped my saliva slick cock. She stared at my cock, opening her mouth.

      "Yessss" she moaned. "Cum for momma" she husked. "Paint my fucking face like the whore I am." Her voice dripped lust.

      OK, so my Aunt wants to be a slut; while my mother wants to be a whore. I could live with this, I almost smiled. This was it, I realized, I was about to cum all over my mothers' face as I felt my balls pull up tight.

      "Fuckkkkk...cummmminnggggg" I moaned. I felt the first blast of thick cream erupt from the tip of my cock as mom jacked me off.

      The thick rope arched through the air and landed across her waiting face; some filled her mouth while the rest covered her skin. I could hear her gurgling on the thick seed as a second rope covered her from forehead to chin. Her small fist was pumping along my shaft trying to milk every drop out. Somewhere between suck five and suck twenty every inhibition my hot mother had felt had vanished in sheer lust.

      Mom still clutched my pulsing cock as my thick cum dripped from her face. She extended her tongue and scooped the thick cream into her mouth. I could only stare down at her and watch as she fed on me, damn she really was a hot little whore, I thought.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmmm" she hummed. "God you're still hard" she whispered in wonder as she leaned over and licked the tip of my pulsing cock..

      "We've just started." I smiled down at her.

      Mom quickly scrambled back onto the bed, coming to rest against the pillows. Her legs opened wide as I stared at her swollen lips.

      "Do you know how long it's been since a man...any man...has been this hard for me?" she whispered. Her eyes looked up at me almost pleading. "I need...oh God I can't believe I'm, saying this...fuck me baby, fuck me like your father won't." her voice begged.

      Oh hell yeah I wanted to fuck her, but I wanted something first. I just needed to taste that sweet muff. I eased her back onto the wide hotel bed until she was propped against the pillows. Crawling up the bed I eased her legs further apart watching the glistening lips of her pussy part I welcome.

      As I slid my body between her lewdly spread thighs, I laid soft warm kisses up her thighs, I could feel her whole body trembling.

      "What are you doing?" she asked inn wonder as she stared down at me. "Baby, you don't have to..." she shuddered as I got closer. "I've ever...oh Godddd" she moaned as my hot breath washed over her swollen heat.

      Wait I thought, my father never ate this gorgeous creature? He was more than an ass I decided, he was just plain stupid.

      "Then just lay back and enjoy Mrs. Atwood" I said hoarsely. "It's time someone took care of you." Then my mouth descended o her.

      "Oh jesus...oh fuck..." I could hear her mutter as my tongue slid along her crevice. A huge spasm shook her body as I slid it between her lips.

      I could taste her sweet honey as it flowed into my mouth, I swallowed noisily, letting her know how much she turned me on. Then jammed my tongue deeper, probing her steaming depths.

      
        "Oh Godddddddd" mom moaned as her hips shot off the bed, jamming her pelvis against my face. "So good...so good...lick it, suck it...oh yes" she moaned.

      Suddenly her hips and ass shot straight up off the bed as her hands shot down and gripped the sides of my head.

      "Eat meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" my mother screamed as her body convulsed again.

      A hot gush of fluids poured into my mouth as I felt her experience what might have been her first oral orgasm. Like a thirsty man in the desert I lapped up her juices, drinking her essence.

      As she collapsed back to the bed, I pulled my slick face free and slid up her shuddering body. Her eyes stared into mine as I gently kissed her lips. I could feel the engorged head of my cock press against her swollen cunt.

      Mom reached up and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck, I saw a tear trickle down her cheek.

      "You OK mom?" I asked with concern.

      "Call me mom, call me Mona, call me your whore" she breathed back. "But for God's sake fuck me." She begged.

      "Your wish is my command" I smiled as I pushed my hips forward. I didn't know for sure how big dad was, but I suspected not my eight inches, because her opening was almost vise tight. That and having neglected his wife for almost a year had made her almost virgin tight.

      "Jesus you're tight" I moaned as my engorged head finally slipped inside.

      "OH my God" mom gasped as her walls stretched to fit me. Her eyes grew wider with every inch sliding in. "Big...hard...oh fuckkkkk" she moaned.

      I kept up the steady pressure until I was sunk to the root in her, God her walls were trying to squeeze the hell out of my cock. I hadn't felt anyone this tight since high school, and it took every ounce of control to not blow my load on the first stroke.

      
        
      

      "Jesus Christ" she whispered against my ear. "Never...felt...this...full." She grunted.

      I slowly pulled back and then rammed down into her, making her whole body bounce under me on the bed.

      "FUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" my prim and proper mother screamed as a second orgasm tore through her without warning.

      "Fuck me...oh God Cory. Fuck me you sweet motherfucker." The filth began pouring out of her like a tidal wave. "Pound your mother with that huge cock, oh fuck yessss. Own my whore cunt you bastard" she wailed as waves rolled through her.

      Answering her plea, I rose up on my arms, hovering over her and began to power down into her. I could hear the wet sucking sounds as her cunt clung to my cock with every stroke. Hot juices pouring out of her and dripping down her ass crack to soak the bed.

      "Like that mom" I grunted down at her. "Like your son fucking you?" I asked.

      My mother had been what I would describe as the strong silent type. Never one to complain as dad's hours grew longer every year; she had raised her family and encouraged her children to be independent. I had never once heard her ask for a single thing for herself.

      She had been caring, loving and never anything but the proper wife and mother. Honestly, before tonight, I had never even considered her a sexual being. Boy did that all change within a few minutes of my hard cock pounding into her.

      Her legs came up to wrap around my waist, her heels drumming against my ass with every thrust. Her hands gripped my arms, nails digging like talons into my biceps. But mostly it was her face as I stared down at her; it glistened with a sheen of sweat that matted her hair to her forehead, and her eyes burned with a fire I had never seen before.

      "I'm cumming on my son's cock" she gasped. "I'm fucking cumming from my SON" her voice started to climb again. Raised up as I was I could actually feel her hot juices spray out to coat my belly as I watched her stomach roll with her orgasm.

      
        "Fuck your mother...fuck your mother...harder...HARDER,,," she babbled as I rammed into her with all my strength.

      Then, it was like the mother of all orgasms hit her. Her legs dropped to the bed and went straight out rigid. Her whole body began to vibrate as her eyes rolled back in her head

      "AAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" mom wailed as her cream poured out of her like Niagra Falls, swamping the bed under her quivering ass.

      I felt her vise like walls clamp down on me, and lost it right there. My nuts hit critical as I watched my mother. "Gonna cumm" I could barely grunt out.

      "Inside...please God" she whimpered. "Want to feel..." and at that point I just gave her what she wanted.

      I felt my cock jerk deep in her belly as the first jet of my seed rocketed out to spray her walls. God, I had never cum this hard before; not with any girlfriend, not with any client.

      "OH my God" her voice barely a whisper. I looked down and saw her eyes had rolled back and she was staring up at me. "I can feel it, you're cumming." There was wonder in her voice.

      "I'm cumming in you mom" I groaned.

      "Never felt...oh God, so good." She moaned as a second and then third volley fired into her.

      Mom's eyes slowly closed as her body settled onto the bed, laying in a puddle of our mixed cum. I was breathing hard as the last of my own orgasm ebbed away. I was stunned as I realized I was still hard as my drenched cock slid free.

      I slowly crawled off mom, and looked down at her as I stood at the side of the bed. I could have fucked her again, but that sense of peace and total satisfaction that almost glowed from her face held me back. Now was not the time, I thought; hopefully there would be another time. Right now, she needed to bask in being a fulfilled woman.

      
        I quietly slipped my slacks and shirt back on, watching mom sleeping. Seeing the white envelope on her bedside stand, I picked it up. It was the same stationary Aunt Charlene used. It really had been a birthday gift and I couldn't help but smile back at mom.

      Grabbing a pen from the desk, I scribbled a little note on the Savoy stationary, and then slipped it into the envelope without counting the bills tucked there.

      "Happy Birthday" I wrote

      "You will always be 'on the house', and it will always be my pleasure" I wrote.

      "I hope I can be of 'service' to you again" I finished. Signing the note, I tucked the envelope back into mom's purse, and then quietly slipped from the hotel room.

      Tomorrow would be a bit awkward, that was for sure. But it promised to be one hell of a birthday party, and I couldn't help smiling as I drove back home.

      The next day, everything went like clockwork, my dad's clockwork that is. Arrive at eleven, lunch at noon, gifts at one. He kept everything moving, much to the frustration of my mother. Every time she wanted to visit with people, dad kept ushering us to the next part, it was like one of his usual orchestrated events.

      About thirty people attended the birthday party, some were close friends and others relatives. Aunt Charlene was there, and twice patted my ass as she walked by; cheeky little vixen.

      Between lunch and gifts I heard Aunt Charlene comment to mom about her 'glow'. When mom blushed crimson, Aunt Charlene only laughed and said she was glad mom had enjoyed her early birthday present. It was mom's response that made me smile.

      "You have no idea Charlene" I heard my mothers' hushed voice. "It was the best gift I have ever had, and I plan on it continuing to give...again and again." She whispered back.

      By now dad was ushering us into the gift opening, once again I saw the frustration on moms' face as he broke apart the visiting guests.

      
        At first I thought maybe, just maybe, it was because he wanted to spend time with mom alone this afternoon. Then, I overheard him discussing a client golf game he had scheduled for three that afternoon. Unfortunately, mom overheard the same conversation.

      There was a five minute terse exchange between the two in the hall outside the living room, and when mom entered I could see the anger and pain in her face. I swear, I wanted to shake my father and ask him what the hell was wrong with him.

      By the end of all of gifts, there were only two left, a small box from me and an envelope from dad. Mom reached down and unwrapped the small box first. I watched as she reached in and pulled out the heart shaped gold locket. When she popped the small lid open and stared at the photo, reading the inscription, I saw a tear trickle down her cheek.

      Leaning over she kissed me softly on the cheek. I felt that familiar tingle when her lips brushed my skin.

      "Thank you baby" her voice choked. "You are my greatest gift." Then her voice dropped to a whisper I was sure only I heard. "I'm falling in love with you, be very careful" her breath washed across my cheek.

      Mom set the locket on the small end table beside her, and then opened the white envelope. I saw a look of surprise cross her face, then anger close behind, and finally a look of resignation. She held the paper up for everyone to see.

      So of a bitch, the bastard had given her a CD. A fucking CD, I couldn't believe it.

      "It's a thousand dollar one" my father said proudly. "It's the kind of gift that grows every year." He seemed to take some perverted pride in the thing.

      "Thank you dear" mom said with almost no emotion, a fact my father totally missed.

      "Think about it, in ten years when you retire that baby will be worth twice that" he smiled.

      Silently my mother slid the certificate back into the envelope, then reached over and picked up the locket again. She looked around with her usual smile.

      
        "Thank you everyone for coming, it's been wonderful. My husband has plans so if you will excuse me, I am a bit tired; and I would like to try my locket on."

      Mom rose and walked towards the stairs. Well, that just called an end to the festivities, I thought. Bastard I thought and I glared at dad who was totally oblivious as he talked about the clients he planned to golf with.

      "Cory" I heard mom calling. Turning, I saw her standing at the foot of the stairs holding the locket. "Would you be a dear and help me with this?" she asked. "I believe I need your...services."

      "That is, if you are 'up' to it" her smile bnghtened.

      "Don't be an ass, get moving" I heard Aunt Charlene hiss in my ear. "I'll get everyone out of here" she whispered.

      I quickly rose and walked over to mom, I couldn't help but notice the two rigid buds that were pressing out against the top of her summer dress.

      "It's going to be hard" I said softly to her. "But it will be my pleasure" I smiled.

      "Believe me baby, it's going to be both our pleasure" she husked back. Then she glanced over my shoulder. "Have fun dear" she called to dad. "I know I fucking will" she said more quietly as she turned and headed up the stairs.

      I stepped into the bedroom only a few steps behind mom. As I swung the door behind me, I watched her stand by the window watching the driveway where everyone was slowly exiting. She reached up behind her neck with the two ends of the locket chain and waited silently.

      Stepping behind her I reached out and hooked the two ends together, letting the gold chain rest on her soft skin. Leaning down I traced the thin gold chain with my lips along the side of her neck.

      "Mmmmmmm" mom moaned hungrily as she tipped her head to the side, giving me full access. I felt her ass push back pressing into my hardness.

      "So fucking hard" she whispered "Are you always this hard for your lady friends?" she murmured.

      
        
      

      I could only grunt in reply as I reached around her and cupped her heavy breasts through her dress. Jesus, she wasn't wearing a bra I suddenly realized as her hard nipples pressed against my palms.

      "Do you enjoy your new job Cory?" mom's voice lulled me.

      "Actually yes" I told her in all honesty. I began to knead her soft breasts through her dress as we stared out the window together.

      "There is something special about giving a woman the kind of pleasure she has been missing for years." I told mom. "Besides, the money is dammed good" I softly chuckled as I ground my hard cock into her ass.

      "I noticed, you Aunt left quite a bit in that envelope" she groaned as I manipulated her body. "Which, by the way, you didn't take." She said softly.

      "No, I couldn't." I admitted

      "Why? Tell me baby." She asked.

      "Because I love you" I admitted as my cock throbbed against her ass. "Because you drive me fucking crazy." I moaned.

      Mom looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. She reached out and placed her hands on the window glass, as she leaned slightly forward it shoved her ass back harder at my cock.

      "Does mommy make you crazy?" the mounting lust almost dripped from her voice.

      "Yesssssss" I hissed back.

      "Prove it" she growled. "Fuck me...now" she said.

      
        I looked over her shoulder at the driveway. The last of the party visitors was just leaving and I could see dad visiting with a couple of his cronies, probably about the big score he would make at the golf game. Go ahead dad, I thought, make your score. While I score with your wife.

      "Here...now?" I asked hesitantly.

      "Right here and right now" Mom stared out the window. "Fuck me while my husband leaves for a golf game on my birthday. Fuck me until you cum in my cunt while he pulls out of that driveway" she whispered.

      I reached between our bodies and unsnapped my pants. By this time was brain was all but shut down as my body went into overdrive. As my slacks slid to my ankles, my hands bunched the thin sundress up and over the curve of her ass.

      My hard cock sprang free and slapped against the bare cheeks of moms' ass. Not just no bra, fuck she didn't even have panties on I groaned.

      "That's right baby" mom moaned. "Shove that fucking monster in me, I am so fucking wet for you." I didn't need any more encouragement.

      Flexing my knees I felt the swollen head of my cock slip between her spread thighs, the tip nestling against her soaked lips. She wasn't kidding, she was a damn swamp down there.

      Sliding my hands down to grip her waist, I brought my height back up, feeling my cock slip between her folds and into her steaming depths.

      "Fuck yesssssssssssss" mom moaned as I felt her walls stretch around me.

      "God you feel good baby" she groaned.

      Gripping harder I grunted as I shoved the rest of my length into her, fuck she was tight. I could hear the wet slosh as my cock pushing deeper as her juices ran down her thighs.

      "You feel fantastic mom" I whispered in her ear. "You like this? Fucking your son while watching your poor oblivious husband?" I egged her on.

      
        
      

      "Yessss" mom groaned in reply as her hands flattened against the glass. "Fuck me baby, fuck your whore mother." I felt her drive her ass back at my probing cock.

      "Best...fucking...birthday...present." Mom grunted as I began powering into her.

      Sliding my hands back up her body, my fingers curled in the open flaps at the top of her dress. With a swift jerk I shredded the thin material, making her tits bounce free and into my grip.

      "Oh God yesssssss" mom moaned. "Take me baby, own me" she panted.

      As I shoved my cock harder into mom, I watched dad loading his clubs into the SUV, go ahead your poor bastard, I thought. Then, I heard a soft creak behind us; turning I watched Aunt Charlene slip into the bedroom.

      I never missed a stroke as I watched my Aunt quietly close the bedroom door and then lean against the wall watching us. The smell of our sex hung in the air while the sound of my hips slapping against mom's shaking ass reached to Aunt Charlene.

      "Are you watching your husband?" I whispered in moms' ear "while your son fucks your wet cunt." I knew it was driving her crazy.

      "Yess...oh fuck..." she grunted. "Fuck me harder baby...harder." She mewled.

      "You want me to fuck you harder?" I said hoarsely. "Like a good little mommy whore?" I could feel her shudder

      I turned back to Aunt Charlene and saw that she had bunched her own skirt up around her waist, she had one hand shoved down the front of her panties, her fingers gliding over her soaked pussy as she watched us.

      "Or would my hot...slut mother rather BE watched?" my hoarse voice in mom's ear.

      "Oh Jesus...Cory." My mother gasped.

      
        
      

      "How hot does it make you mom" I pushed her further. "Having someone watch you, while you take your sons' hard cock like some slut."

      I felt mom spasm as her head dropped down. A gush of fluids that began to run down her thighs answered my question.

      "Oh God...cumminnggg...oh my god." Mom moaned.

      I pulled moms' half limp body away from the window, guiding her around and then onto her hands and knees on the edge of her bed. The whole trip my throbbing cock stayed lodged in her sopping wet hole.

      She was still in the aftershocks of her orgasm as I began pulling back, I slammed in hard as this time I took my mother. Her head snapped up and her mouth opened in a scream, but no sound came out as she suddenly stared at Aunt Charlene leaning against the wall across the room.

      Aunt Charlene had lowered her panties and kicked them aside, her legs spread wide. She had two fingers jammed deep into her own gash as she watched me fuck my mother.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." mom grunted as I began to power into her. Her tits swung wildly under her as I drove as deep as I could.

      "That's it Cory, fuck your mother." Aunt Charlene's voice husked. I could hear the wet sloshing as she fucked herself with a look of sheer lust on her face. "That is so fucking hot" Charlene whispered.

      I don't know where the extra energy came from, but I picked up the speed, my hips slapping moms' ass, making the cheeks shake with every blow.

      "Oh fuck...Charlene, you shouldn't...oh God..." mom moaned as I took her mature body for my own.

      I could feel the pinch in my balls as they swung under mom. I wasn't going to last much longer no matter what technique I tried to delay things. Charlene could tell by my sweat covered grimace what was happening. Pulling her soaked fingers free, she walked over and sat on the bed right beside mom.

      
        "Is he fucking you good?" her voice hissed at mom. "Is your baby boy pounding your wet cunt?" she directed at mom

      "Oh my gawwdddddddddddddddd" Mom wailed as her belly rolled.

      "He's going to cum inside you, his hot thick seed filling your belly" she whispered to mom.

      "Oh fuck yes...oh please...please..." mom babbled as her eyes began to roll back. I felt her tight walls gripping my shaft as I fucked into her.

      "Please what...say it." Aunt Charlene cajoled mom. "Tell you son what you want." She told my mother.

      Mom's eyes snapped back and she stared into Aunt Charlene's face. She opened her mouth, and pure filth poured out of her.

      "Fuck me baby, fuck your whore mother." Mom all but snarled as she stared into Charlene's face. "Do what your father can't" mom commanded. "Fuck me harder, come on shove that fat dick up me. Give me that hot seed baby."

      "Do it Cory" mom looked over her shoulder at me. I could see her eyes blazing as she spoke. "Pump that hot cum into me. Fill me baby" she grunted as she slammed her ass back.

      Every nerve fiber I my body lit up as my balls exploded. I shoved in so deep I swore the head of my cock hit her cervix.

      "CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I roared as I stared down at the two women. I lost it as the first blast shot from my cock and washed mom's walls. Fuck, I had never cum this hard before as each spasm brought an ache to my balls.

      "Feel it...oh fuckkkkk" mom moaned. "Fill meeeeee...breed meeeee...OWN MEEEEEEEEEEEE." Her voice climbing with every word until the scream filled the room. I watched her convulse and shudder as her own orgasm ripped through her.

      Mom collapsed forward as her body went limp. With a loud sucking noise my cock slid free, bouncing lightly in the air. As she collapsed on the bed, I watched a thick white glob of semen ooze out from her and soak into the bed.

      
        
      

      My cock, still dripping our mixed cream was suddenly enveloped I warmth, I looked down to see Aunt Charlene bent over, her mouth sliding along my length.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" my aunt hummed as she tasted both our pleasure.

      With a loud pop she brought her mouth free and looked up at me. Her eyes were glazed with lust.

      "One hour mister" she whispered. "Reload that damn thing and then it's my turn." She said.

      "He...is...mine..." mom could barely whisper against the sheets.

      "Bitch" Charlene whispered, leaning over mom. "I found him, learn to share" my aunt said softly.

      "Slut" my mom whispered back.

      "If that isn't the pot calling the kettle black" Aunt Charlene chuckled. She leaned down further, her lips almost touching mom's ear. "Whore" she said.

      Jesus, why did I feel like a piece of prime rib in a butcher shop, I thought. Then again, damn good thing I told Toby I wanted the whole weekend for my family, I smiled.

    
  
    
      Manic Mom

    
  
    
      Part 1

      Greg Fulton finished signing the paperwork, and then slid the small stack along with a check under the slot below the small glass window. The young woman sitting behind the glass checked the signature and the amount on the check, and then silently picked up a small telephone. She spoke softly and then hung up without acknowledging anything further from Greg.

      With a sigh the twenty-four year old returned to a small seat and waited. He looked up when in a few minutes a police officer exited, escorting a middle-aged woman out. Rising, Greg waited as the officer handed a bag to the woman; who retrieved her small handbag, keys and other personals from the bag.

      
        
      

      The woman's blonde head came up and her eyes met Greg. There was a sad recognition in them as the two stared at each other. Silently, Greg led the pair out of the police station to his waiting car.

      Greg opened the passenger door and watched as the older woman slid into the seat. He couldn't help but look at the tanned long legs that slid into view as her skirt hiked up. Certainly dressed for it, he thought as he circled the car and slid into the driver's seat.

      "Where's your car?" Greg's voice broke the heavy silence in the car.

      "The parking lot on Fuller" the woman answered softly.

      Greg nodded and headed out of the station parking lot and down the street. The dashboard clock showed a little after one in the morning as Greg drove through the all but empty streets, neither looked at each other through the silent drive.

      Pulling into the parking lot on Fuller Avenue, Greg found the small red Focus parked along the side of the street edge. At least she parked near a street light he thought. Pulling up behind the car Greg slipped into park and sat.

      "We need to talk about this." Greg said just as the woman reached for the handle of the car door.

      "I...can't" the mature blonde choked out.

      Turning in his seat, Greg looked at the woman sitting next to him. To say she was stunning was an understatement; even he had to admit that. Her blonde hair fell down in curls to her shoulders, framing bright hazel eyes that brimmed on the edge of tears. A small sob caused her chest to sharply rise and fall, Greg watched as her full breasts pressed out against the think silk blouse she wore, highlighting the curve as her nipples made small protrusions in the thin cloth.

      Her legs, God he could go on for hours about those long tanned legs, the firm thighs. The idea of having them wrapped around his waist briefly flashed through his mind, but he rapidly pushed the thought aside.

      "Look" he said softly. "Once I was willing to not push; but this is the second time. I just want to know why" he said to her.

      
        
      

      "Please...don't" the older woman almost begged.

      "I would say tomorrow, but I think we need to take this head on." Greg cut her off. "I'll follow you home."

      Her head dropping in resignation, the woman nodded silently and then slipped from the car. She stood for a moment sorting her keys and then reached to close the car door.

      "Hey" Greg's voice stopped her. The woman turned and bent to look in the car. "I love you...mom"

      "Love you too baby" the older woman whispered, then turned and walked to her car as Greg watched silently. Two visions competed in his brain at that moment; one was the swish of her tight ass in the short skirt she wore, and the stunning view of cleavage that had greeted his eyes when she had bent into the car.

      Almost an hour later Greg sat on the couch in a luxuriously appointed living room and watched as his mother slid behind a wet bar, reaching for a bottle of wine.

      "I'll take a scotch" he told her. He could see her breasts sway in the thin blouse she wore, confirming what he had seen earlier in the car; no bra he thought.

      Greg watched his mother silently. Gayle Fulton was like every man's wet dream. High school homecoming queen, model in her younger years; she had stayed trim and fit through hours in her home gym every day. She had married what most would consider a nerd in her school inner circle, but the marriage had been made in heaven for the pair.

      After the birth of their daughter Ellen, and then not quite two years later their son Greg; the Fulton's had survived the economic crash of 2008 by shrewd investments and Greg's father knowing the future would change. He had bought up small pieces of bankrupt property, that as the economy rebounded ten years later, came to be worth a hundred times what he had invested.

      All the dreams had almost come to a crashing end six months ago, when Greg's father; Tony Fulton, loving husband and father, workaholic, driven; had suffered a massive stroke at the age of 45.

      
        The loss had all but devastated the Fulton family, but Greg had thought they were slowly recovering. Now this new wrinkle had appeared.

      "Sit down" he told his mother as he watched her pace the living room floor. "Please" he softly said to her.

      Gayle Fulton couldn't even look into her sons' eyes as she slid on the couch next to him. How could she even begin to explain the turmoil raging inside her tortured body?

      Greg took a sip of his scotch, feeling the light burn down his throat as he tried to clear his mind.

      "Let's start at the beginning" he finally spoke. "This is the second time mom, it's bad enough I have to get you out on bail, but Jesus Christ...prostitution." He said.

      "I wasn't prostituting" Gayle answered sharply.

      "Then what the hell was it?" Greg asked astonished.

      "I just needed..." his mother hesitated. She looked up at her son "I wasn't going to charge" she almost sobbed. "I just needed..."

      "What? Greg asked. "To get laid, is that it mom?" he asked.

      "Greg, please" Gayle cried.

      "Look mom, I'm just trying to understand. I want to help, OK" Greg softened his voice.

      "You can't help with this" Gayle said sadly.

      "So you want sex, you're a vibrant woman. Find a guy and quietly have sex then" Greg told his mother.

      
        "I don't want sex" For the first time Greg heard anger in his mothers' voice. She glared at him. "I don't want another man, no one can replace your father." Her voice started to climb.

      "I'm confused; I thought you just said you wanted sex." Greg watched his mother.

      "NO!" Gayle rose sharply from the couch. "I never said I wanted sex" she stared down at her son. "I said I needed sex."

      Greg stared in astonishment as his mother began pacing back and forth only feet from him. She gestured wildly as she spoke, her breasts swaying freely in her thin blouse, her tanned legs staring back into the young man's eyes as his mother ranted for the first time in his life.

      "Need, don't you understand. Need...need...need." Gayle almost shouted. "I don't want mush lovey shit" she flung her arms out. "I need to be fucked OK" she turned on her son.

      "FUCKED, do you understand" she said hoarsely.

      "Pounded...banged...screwed, whatever you want to call it." Her sharp breathing was causing her breasts to heave, and Greg could see her rock hard nipples pressing against the fabric of her silk blouse.

      His mother turned on her heels and Greg could only sit in silence as he watched her firm ass sway as she strode from the room. He sat in stunned silence at the outburst, and just when he thought he might as well call it a night and head home, his mother came back into the living room.

      Gayle walked over to her son and held out her hand. Greg saw the small pill bottle in her hand, reaching out he took the bottle and tried to read the name of the drug.

      "It's an antidepressant" Gayle said, her voice soft again.

      "You have depression?" Greg looked up at his mother in surprise.

      Gayle knew all of this was new to her son. She and her husband had kept their medical issues mostly to themselves, especially this one issue.

      
        "No...well kind of" Gayle half smiled. "It's called bipolar disorder."

      Greg's mind whirled. He knew what bipolar meant. People who went between manic and depression. They would be cleaning the house at two in the morning during their high points, to not being able to get out of bed from their low points.

      "OK" Greg finally replied quietly. "What does this have to do with..." he looked at his mother.

      Gayle sighed as she slid onto the couch. She rested a hand on her sons' knee as she finally spoke of the secret she had hidden his entire life.

      "Depression is only half the disorder" she stared at her hand. "When I have those episodes, that medicine helps...a lot." She looked up into her son's eyes. "During the more active times" she half smiled "a person tends to focus on one thing, almost like a compulsion."

      "Yeah I've read" Greg said. "Some people drive, some clean their house; things like that."

      "Yes" Gayle nodded. "Well, I focus on...I need..." she couldn't look at her son; her eyes now focused on her hand resting on his thigh.

      "You need sex" an astonished Greg whispered. He could only watch his mother nod her agreement. Then, a thought hit him. "Then dad would..." he gasped.

      "Yessssssssssssss" Gayle almost hissed. "Your father was a gift from heaven" she whispered wistfully. "God he had the sex drive of an animal, and his cock...Oh my God" she almost groaned.

      "When we were still dating, I had a manic spell, I called your father at three in the morning" she smiled staring off as she remembered. "He came over to my parents, slipped inside; and that man fucked my brains out for almost two hours. I knew he was the one for me" she sighed.

      "But dad's...gone" Greg whispered.

      "Yes" Gayle gave a strangled reply. "Most of the last six months have been in grief. But, it finally caught up to me. I thought I could handle it, but I couldn't" her pleading eyes looked up at Greg.

      
        "I'm so sorry baby" she whispered. "I thought...if I could just find a quick...Oh God" she moaned.

      Everything clicked in Greg's mind at that moment. This stunningly beautiful woman, the rock of his young life, was being ravaged inside by a hunger she couldn't control. She had only needed sex, not love, just pure sex.

      Greg's eyes fell to his mothers' thin blouse, following the outline of her still rock hard nipples in the thin cloth. No, he realized she didn't need then; she needs now the shock hit him. The tirade, the pacing, his mother was still in the middle of her manic stage, and would remain stuck there until she...oh shit he thought. He could feel a sudden surge of blood begin to fill his cock.

      Reaching out he took a swallow of his drink, then handed his mother the empty glass. "Get me another scotch" he told her.

      Gayle rose and headed for the wet bar, her still frazzled mind not registering as her son rose and followed her. It wasn't until she had set the empty glass down that she registered the form standing directly behind her.

      "Greg, what are you..." Her voice cut off as Greg reached around her smaller frame and blatantly took a fist full of her swaying breasts in each hand.

      Her son didn't say a word as he began to maul at her hanging breasts. She felt one; two and three of the buttons on her blouse give as he pulled the cloth away.

      "You can't...we can't..." she gasped as his hands found her bare flesh. "OH shitttttt" she moaned as he roughly pinched at her throbbing nipples.

      Gayle could feel the hunger in her belly, but she also knew how terribly wrong this was. She wanted to tell Greg to stop, but all that came out was a gurgle as her son man handled her tits.

      Gayle gave a startled squeal when she felt Greg push her upper body against the cool counter of the wet bar. He pressed his body into hers, molding to the cheeks of her ass. Her eyes snapped open as she felt the size of the bulge that seemed to fill the entire cleft between her ass cheeks.

      Her late husband had been pretty well endowed for most men at a little over nine inches, but what pressed into her quivering ass felt even bigger than that. The fact her son was rock hard sent a shock wave through the mature mother, at the same time she felt an unwanted gush of fluids flood her panties.

      Suddenly, she felt the cool air of the living room wash over both her cheeks as Greg deftly flipped the cloth up and over her ass and out of the way.

      "Greg...Greg..." she tried to moan.

      In the gap between their now separated bodies, Gayle felt her son tangle his fingers in the string of her thong right where it exited the crack of her ass.

      "You shouldn't...Oh God..." Gayle groaned. God, when did can't become shouldn't, she dimly thought.

      Her lower body gave a slight lurch as she felt her son swiftly jerk on the small string in his hand. She felt the string give in his strong grip, and the small patch of cloth covering her drenched pussy slip free and fall to the floor between her straddled feet.

      "You wouldn't...your mother..." Gayle gasped.

      Greg knew what his mother needed, what her body demanded. Not compassion or love, no she needed raw and rutting sex. For years he had lusted after his mother, the butt of so many MILF jokes from all his friends while he watched the hottest woman he had ever seen walk by him in tight shorts and skimpy swimsuits.

      He thought briefly of saying something, anything to his mother. Instead, he only gave a grunt as he shoved his hips forward.

      Gayle's eyes snapped wide open as she felt the engorged head of her sons' raging hard cock drive between her swollen lips. When had he stripped...how? She wondered. In that split second, she felt inch after inch of steel hard thick cock begin to drive up into her.

      "Aaaarrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Gayle screamed as she felt her belly almost split in half around her son's huge cock. Her entire body convulsed as hot juices squirted out around his invading cock, coating her thighs and dripping to the floor between her feet.

      
        Greg watched in wonder as his mother banged her fists on the wet bar counter, her head thrashing side to side as her own drool dripped from the corner. He held himself still, buried to the hilt inside his mother's volcanic channel. He could feel her walls rippling around him as she shuddered through her climax. He had never in his life seen a woman cum as hard as his mother was.

      For Gayle all the energy of cooking, cleaning and trying to work in the gym; all of it to no avail as the heat slumbered in her loins. It all exploded in that moment of her son ramming deep inside her needy body.

      "Ngghhh...nnahhhh...Ggggrrreeegggggg" Gayle wailed. She felt her toes curling as wave after wave rolled through her. Her feet slowly rising from the floor as she left her body hanging, impaled on that huge cock buried inside her.

      Greg pulled slowly back, gripping his mother by her hips. With another hot grunt he rammed back in with all his strength. The sound of his hips slapping against the cheeks of her ass echoed through the living room.

      "Yeessssssssssssssss" Gayle screamed out. "Fuck me...fuck me...fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeee" she begged this man behind her. The fact he was her son had been burned out by the fires of her first orgasm. Now, she only felt the wonderful fat cock driving in and out of her.

      As Greg's hips pounded into her, she could hear his soft grunts behind her. The fact he never spoke gave her that perverted sense this wasn't her son, but some man she had found on the street to satisfy the mania that was tearing her up.

      Greg was shocked as he felt even more cream pumping out his mother. Jesus, she had to be rolling from orgasm to another as all the energy of her body poured into the act of having sex. He could feel the mounting tightness in his balls as he approached his own climax. He hadn't thought this far ahead, only to what his mother needed. He hadn't thought of how this would end, where would he cum? he thought.

      Gayle felt her son pulse deep inside her. Years of being with his father told her what was happening behind her. She clenched her walls around his thick shaft trying to milk that hot cream out of him, she could feel his huge head swell even more as her son prepared to cum.

      "Inside...inside...Dear God please..." Gayle grated

      
        Permission granted; Greg rammed every inch he had deep into his mother as he felt his balls release. He could feel the tip of his cock press against the spongy surface of her cervix as he felt his seed rocket the length of his cock.

      Gayle heard him roaring his release behind her like some feral animal. She felt the first heat fill her belly as his thick rope pumped into her. She opened her mouth to scream again, but all that came out was whimpers and gurgles as her most intense orgasm ever roared through her.

      Greg looked down at the sound as his mother banged her forehead against the cool counter as her body erupted. He was afraid she would hurt herself as her body finally released itself; but as he felt first one, and then two and three thick ropes pump into her, he let he felt her begin to relax in his grip.

      For Gayle, she barely felt the impact against the cool wood with her head as it felt like a river of cum flowed into her. As the hot cream filled her, she felt all the pent up energy of the day draining from her exhausted body. She could feel that seeping darkness creep into her brain. Like the first night in her parents' house with her husband to be, she felt that wonderful relief flood through her; a dim part of her mind stunned that this time it was her son who had accomplished the impossible.

      Greg felt his mother slowly start to sink in his grasp. He slowly eased her now limp body downward, feeling her clutching walls release his softening cock with an obscene sucking sound. As he eased her to the floor beside the wet bar, he quickly checked her pulse and breathing. No, she seemed fine; she had simply passed out from the intensity of her release. As he rose back to his feet he stared down at the half nude woman sleeping quietly before him, his own hot seed was oozing from between her red ravaged cunt lips.

      Greg reached over and scribbled a note on one of the napkins on the wet bar, and then dropped the pen beside it. Picking up his discarded jeans, he redressed and headed for the front door. While one part of his mind wanted to awaken his mother and make sure she was all right, his common sense on what had just happened told him this was what she needed. To simply be ravaged, and then left was her true desire.

      It was what she had sought on that street corner when she propositioned the undercover police officer, he realized.

      Gayle slowly roused and pulled herself to her wobbly feet, holding onto the wet bar. Oh God, she thought, how do I face him? She was stunned when her eyes swept across the empty living room. Dear God, he had just fucked her and then left; she realized.

      
        As she bent to retrieve her torn thong, she saw the scrawl on the napkin on the counter.

      Next time call me.

      Gayle crumpled up the napkin and quickly threw it into the garbage can. God, how could she, her mind screamed. That had been her own son who had just taken advantage of her. Or had he? She wondered. Or had he simply given her what she had so desperately needed.

      No, she thought. This can't happen again. Even as she took her sore and tired body up the stairs to her bedroom, she vowed to herself she would control the mania that this could never be allowed to happen again.

      For almost two weeks, it was as if nothing had happened between them. Greg came by to mow his mothers' lawn, and even repair a broken garbage disposal. No word was ever spoken on that night, not by either of them. Greg began to wonder sometimes if it had been a dream, or if it had really happened.

      Saturday evening Greg had finished dinner and was cleaning the few dishes when his cell phone rang.

      "Hello" he said. He could hear light panting and the sound of some kind of whirring machine over the telephone.

      "I need...Oh God help me" he heard his mother pant into the phone.

      It was the treadmill he was hearing, he realized. His mother was trying desperately to burn energy by exercising. He smiled into the phone, knowing the treadmill was the wrong kind of exercise his mother needed.

      "I'll be over" he said calmly. "Naked, on your back on the weight bench." He added. Without waiting for an answer he hung up and reached for his car keys.

      As Greg descended the stairs to the basement of his mother's house, he could hear the radio softly playing jazz in the background. Rounding the hallway corner and stepping into the small exercise room his parents had built, his eyes too in the view.

      
        Gayle had moved the weight bench to the center of the room and removed all the weights. Sprawled out on her back each leg rested on the floor on each side of the narrow bench. He watched as her full breasts rose and fell with her ragged breathing, then drifted down over the small pooch of her mature belly. The last time he hadn't taken the time to notice, but now he could see the well-trimmed landing strip that led to her dripping sex.

      "Please...Greg please..." his mother softly begged while staring at the ceiling.

      Without a word, Greg swiftly undressed and then stepped to the weight bench. While he fully intended to fuck the living shit out of this woman, this time he wanted to enjoy it.

      Gayle hadn't been able to look at her son as she lay offering herself to him. The humiliation had been just too much. So, it came as a shock when she suddenly felt his head mash between her thighs, and his hot tongue drive between her engorged lips.

      "Oh Jesus...oh fuck YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Gayle screamed as her body convulsed. Her ass rose off the bench, jamming her pelvic bone into her sons face as her hands shot down, fingers tangling in his hair as she viciously jerked his head forward, ramming the bridge of his nose against her clit.

      Greg didn't give his mother a single reprieve as he opened his mouth and sucked her clit in deep, his teeth grazing the hard bud. The mania coupled with the sudden stimulation caused his mothers' tongue to loosen like a shore bound sailor.

      "Oh you ever loving BASTARD." Gayle screamed. "Suck my cunt baby, suck mommies wet CUNT." The filth poured out of her mouth.

      Greg was astonished as the prim and proper woman he knew as his mother, devolved rapidly into a whore before his eyes. He knew some of it was the mania, he also knew the manic episodes often manifested in repressed desires. He found it interesting that sex was his mothers' repressed desire. It was probably a product of her strict upbringing as a child, he thought. Whatever the reason, the young man intended to enjoy every last second of it.

      Gayle shook as her son devoured her aching sex. Only her husband had ever been able to bring her to the heights she was rapidly approaching. Bringing her legs up, she drummed her heels on his bare back as she felt the knot in her belly tightening.

      "Eat me...oh fuck eat your mother" she cried as her ass cheeks clenched. "Make me cum you motherfuckerrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" she screamed again.

      
        
      

      "Oh shit...baby...I am going to...arrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Gayle wailed as her body erupted.

      Greg felt hot juices coat his face as his mother gushed out her pleasure. His hands gripped her bouncing hips, holding her onto the bench or she would have flopped off.

      Gayle whimpered and moaned as a second wave rolled right on top of the first. Greg was still attacking her clit as her belly flexed with each wave. Jesus, if he can do this with his mouth, what can he do with his cock? She wondered dimly.

      Pulling his face away, Greg let his mothers' ass settle back onto the bench, her legs falling to hang limply to each side again. He stared at the soaked lips of her pussy as they parted in invitation.

      "So fucking good," Gayle gasped while the aftershocks rippled through her body. "My own son...oh God..." she moaned. Her entire world was centered on the ripples pulsing through her walls, her eyes unfocused staring at the ceiling; she didn't register the shift in her son between her thighs, until she suddenly felt the swollen head of his cock press at her opening.

      "Greg?" she moaned as her son loomed over her sprawled body. It was the only word she got out before she heard her son give a thick grunt, and then shove the entire length of his cock into her dripping cunt.

      "AAAAAiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Gayle screamed as Greg took her body. Her pelvis washed in a hot burning sensation as his thick cock tore through her, her walls desperate to stretch to fit him.

      Pain mixed with shame rattled her to her core as the most wonderful sense of fullness sank deep into her belly.

      "Fuck me...Oh my God my son is fucking meeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Gayle groaned. "Fuck your whore mommy" she begged her son.

      Greg reached down and grabbed a fist full of tit flesh in each hand, using the swaying globes like handles as he began to power his hips into her. He couldn't believe how hot this was making him. Not speaking, just taking his mother like some common street whore was driving him insane.

      
        Greg knew he wouldn't last long in this position, so he increased the speed of his thrusts until his pelvis was slapping against hers. He looked down between their bodies and watched as his cum slick cock slammed into his mother again and again.

      Gayle could feel the already thick shaft of his cock enlarging, swelling inside her. She knew what was about to happen and desperately wanted it. Reaching up, she dragged her nails down his bare chest.

      Gayle shuddered as she felt one and then two blasts of hot cream flood into her. Stunned she realized Greg wasn't even slowing as he came. She could only give out a gurgling sound as her mania slammed headlong into the wall of her release.

      Greg felt his mother go limp under him as her body finally found rest from her driven mind. His job completed, he slid his still spasming cock from her tight walls, the last of his seed spewing onto her flexing belly as he came free.

      Slowly rising to his feet, he wanted to say something; anything that would ease the guilt that would fill her brain; but he knew better. Silently he gathered up his clothing, slipping back into his jeans and shirt.

      He turned back and stared for a moment at the obscene view. His mother lay sprawled on her back on the weight bench, a thick glob of his cum oozing from between her parted pussy lips, while the remainder of his hot seed dried on her belly.

      Blowing her a silent kiss, the young man quietly left the room and headed back to his car. It could be worse, he thought, at least this time he wasn't bailing her out of some police station for prostitution.

      It took a few minutes for Gayle's eyes to flutter open. Sliding off the bench onto wobbly legs, she stared down at the puddle of white cream that coated the bench. She shook her head as she half staggered through the house to her bedroom, slipping between the sheets.

      Gayle softly touched the empty pillow next to hers. "I'm so sorry" she whispered to her husband's memory. Yet, at the same time, she felt sleep seep into a body clear of her mania. Her son had 'performed' perfectly for what she had needed.

      A single tear trickled down the mature mothers' cheek in the dark room. How does she explain to her son that now her want was at war with her need. How does she say that her needs had been met, but her wants were growing stronger? That what she wanted, was him.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 2

      For the next month Greg waited for his mother to call or text him, but it never came. He was confused, he figured that by now she would have gone through at least one of her episodes, but there had been nothing. One part of him was relieved while the other was almost torn in two.

      For Greg the four weeks had been both painful and enlightening. It had forced him to examine his own feelings for his mother. Besides the fact the woman could fuck like a freight train, and drain his balls like no one ever had before; he slowly began to realize there was something else.

      This woman who had cared for him, nurtured him, and taught him how to survive in life; for once he had been able to help HER. By Friday he sat and stared at the family photo he kept on the small end table by his couch. He looked at the smile on his mother's face as she wrapped her arms around a much younger image of himself on one side and his father on her other side.

      No, he thought, there was something else here and he needed to know what. He rose from the couch and grabbed his keys. It was a little past noon when he pulled into the parking lot of his mothers' work. Maybe he could convince her to get some lunch, he thought, see where things went. He just needed to try and talk this out with her

      His mother had taken a part time job at a small florist arranging bouqets. It wasn't that she needed the money, Greg had quickly realized it had been more to occupy her mind after his father had passed.

      When the owner told him his mother had called in sick it had startled him. She hadn't said anything about not feeling well, but then she hadn't been talking to him much.

      Now even more concerned he headed over to her house. The first thing he noticed was the absence of her little ford focus in the driveway. Letting himself in with his key, he was shocked to find the house in total dissary. There were dishes on the counter not washed, laundry piled on the floor by the washing machine not touched. This was not his mother; eve without the manic periods she was a fastidious housekeeper, Greg couldn't count the number of times his mother had harangued him about the condition of his apartment.

      No, something was wrong and Greg felt his heart sink as he searched through the house; and as he expected no mom. Reaching his mothers' bedroom he found the room basically unchanged. Just as he turned to leave his eye caught something on the floor opposite the bed. Stepping over he reached down and picked up a long fat cylinder.

      Jesus, he thought, it's her vibrator. Did she drop it here? Then he saw the mark on the otherwise smooth wall. No, he realized; she had not dropped it, she had flung it across the room from her bed.

      Greg started to toss the toy back onto the floor, but he couldn't help himself as he brought the toy to his face. His nostrils immediately filled with the pungent odor of his mother and he felt a surge of blood fill his cock. Trying to shake the sudden rush of hormones, Greg cast the toy onto the unmade bed and hurried back down the stairs towards the living room.

      His cock was still aching as he passed the pile of laundry once again. This time his eyes were drawn to the black lace panties peeking out from the pile. Oh fuck, he thought as a shudder went through him.

      Almost in a daze he reached down and pulled the cloth free; he could feel the crust dried in the gusset and it sent a shiver down his spine. Raising the cloth he again inhaled, his mind swirling as the scent of his mother filled his brain. He felt his cock jerk in his jeans, the memory of that tight pussy wrapped around him sending another surge into his now rock hard dick.

      Fuck, if I keep this up I'll cum in my damn pants, he thought. He needed to get a grip he growled at himself. He threw the panties back onto the pile, turning away.

      His first impulse was to just leave, but then something deeper made him stop. No, he almost fumed. What the hell was going on? He wanted to know, he needed to know if she was all right. Easing himself onto the couch he turned on the television and settled in to wait.

      As he waited, Greg could feel his still hard cock throb, calling for him. He had to fight back the urge to open his jeans and jerk off, the thought his mother could walk in and discover him was the only thing that stopped him.

      The nearly hour drive home gave Gayle more time than she really wanted. At least her mind was somewhat clearer now, she thought. She could feel the semen slowly soaking into the gusset of her panties as she shifted in the seat. God, I didn't even ask his name, she realized in shame.

      She gripped the wheel tighter as the miles passed away. This time she had gone during the daylight, figuring the chances of being duped by some policeman was less. The bar was a whole hour away, ensuring no one there knew who she was. It had been almost too simple. Sit and have a slow drink, find some men who didn't have a woman around them, then simply put herself out.

      
        
      

      The bathroom at the back of the bar had been dirty and the smell of urine still clung to her nose as she drove. God, what's happening to me, she almost screamed. She had bent over and taken not one, but two cocks one right after the other. Still her belly ached as if she had never had sex, while the hunger seemed less I her mind, now it was her body that seemed in need.

      At one point, she had actually felt herself nearing an orgasm, but when the image of Greg had popped in her mind, her horror had driven the sensations so far away, they never came back.

      She shook her head to clear some of the thoughts. No, she thought, this was the best way, and she would live with the ache. She knew that the only other alternative was to call...him. She had given into that temptation once, she couldn't take advantage of her son again.

      Not that the sex hadn't been good, she thought. God, not good, it had been fucking fantastic, she shuddered at the memory. She hadn't been taken like that since losing her husband. That fact alone terrified Gayle, the intensity that had enveloped her that night on the weight bench. The ferocity of her orgasm as her son had ravaged her.

      For the last month she had tried to fight off the hunger and need. The depression had actually been easy. It was when her body went crazy with need that she had resorted to long bouts with her toys. Except that every time just before her body had erupted in pleasure, it had been the face of her son that had filled her mind.

      It wasn't fair to Greg, she thought; asking him to behave like a total animal just to satisfy her own physical needs. No, this had been better; even if less satisfying.

      As she pulled into the driveway, she looked at the car sitting now beside hers. Oh God, he's here, another shudder coursed through her. Was he spying on her? She felt a twinge of anger at the thought. Feed on that, she told herself. Better righteous anger than what had happened last time.

      Greg looked up when his mother stepped through the front door. Oh fuck, he thought. His eyes took in the mini skirt that was so short it damn near showed her panties and the tight tank top she wore under. The material stretched as if in protest over her full breasts, her nipples standing out like two pencil erasers against the cloth.

      Gayle tried to suppress the shudder as she watched her son rise from the couch. He looked like a tiger about to pounce, his muscles ripples through his light shirt. Her eyes dropped for an instant to the bulge in the front of his jeans. Get a fucking GRIP, she screamed at herself.

      
        
      

      "Where were you?" was all Greg could think to ask as he felt blood trying to surge back into his cock just at the sight of his mother.

      "Out" was all Gayle said curtly.

      "The woman at the flower shop said you were sick." Greg said calmly.

      "I was, I'm fine now." Gayle tossed her purse and keys on the small stand beside the couch.

      Gayle saw the flash of anger in her sons' eyes, it sparked something inside her. Placing her hands on her hips, she stared down at him.

      "What?" she demanded. "Did you come to take care of your sick needy mommy" she said harshly. "Well skip it I already took care of it."

      Gayle was shocked when her son rose off the couch, his hand shooting out to grab her bare arm. She stared at his hand a moment then back at his face.

      "What did you do?" Greg hissed. His words sparked that frustration and anger in her belly.

      "Why, do you want to fuck your sick mother." She told him. "To late, I just got the shit fucked out of me by two guys in a fucking bar" she spat back. "As if it's any business of yours." She threw at him.

      Greg's eyes grew at his mothers' words. At first he felt the anger, then deeper it was something else. It was jealousy, a green eyed monster the like of which he had never felt before.

      The mere thought that some other man had been with her sent his blood boiling. One part of him screamed that this wasn't right to feel this way about his mother, but the anger that it had not been him swelled over the small voice.

      "It IS my business" Greg growled. His pushed his mother back until she pressed against the back of the couch. "You're my mother, and I love you." His words stung back.

      
        Something struck Gayle as Greg pushed her back. She had seen this only once before in a man, and it had been when she had given into her needs decades ago with another boy in college. Her husband to be had gone insanely jealous when he had found out. Dear God, she thought; it can't be, this was her son.

      "It's just sex." She tried to say. With a tremor, she realized she had said those same words to her husband then.

      "Just sex" Greg snorted. "If it's just sex then why does it matter who?" he glared at his mother.

      "Baby, we can't." Gayle tried to reason with her son.

      "Bullshit!" Greg exploded

      "God dammit" Gayle felt her own anger rise. "Greg...it's incest for God's sake."

      "Funny, you didn't seem to mind before" her son growled. "Looked like you came pretty fucking hard to me." His voice tore at Gayle.

      "OH God" Gayle shuddered at the memory. "Don't...please." She whispered.

      "What, you didn't like having your sons cock buried in you?" he almost snarled.

      "Oh Jesus" Gayle shuddered again. "Please Greg...it's...it's'...illegal." she was grasping at straws.

      "So is prostiution" his words burned into her.

      "I'm not a prostitute" she whispered back.

      "That's right" Greg told her. "You're just a needy little whore."

      Gayle's other hand shot up and the sound of a slap filled the livig room.

      
        "How dare you." Gayle gasped. "I am your mother."

      There was a blaze in Greg's eyes as he spoke. "You may be a whore" he said through gritting teeth. His hand shot out and under the short hem of her skirt, his fist quickly balling the front of her still wet panties.

      "But you're MY fucking whore" with a hard jerk Gayle felt her hips pulled forward.

      She could only gasp as the sound of shredding cloth suddenly filled the living room, then she stared down at her destroyed panties in her sons' grip.

      "Greg, what are you...oh fuckkkkkkk" Gayle gurgled as her son rammed his hand back under her shirt, this time two fat fingers driving straight up into her wet sex.

      "Can't...my son...oh God no..." she tried to protest.

      "And you're my mother...so I damn well can." Greg began to pump his fingers up into his mother.

      "Stop...please..." Gayle whimpered; eve as her hands hung limp at her side in surrender. "Wrong...oh God." She shuddered as the pleasure quickly mounted.

      Gayle felt her tank top jerked up until her heavy breasts swung free. Then the sudden sensation of skin on skin as her son pressed his bare chest against her trapped body. Bare, oh fuck when did he take his shirt off her mind tried to rationalize.

      "You don't get it do you mom" Greg's hot voice filled her ear. There was no anger in it now, only a sense of longing. "I LOVE you" his words sent a shudder through her.

      Soft kisses began to rain down from her neck. "Love you...want you...need you..." his voice drifted up to her.

      "Greg...Greg..." Gayle tried to fight the rising heat in her belly. "I'm your mother baby" she gasped. Suddenly she was staring into her sons' eyes.

      
        "Not any more" he said softly. "Now you're my friend, my lover...my life companion." He told her. Gayle could see the hunger in his eyes.

      The two times Greg had taken care of her needs, she had shielded herself from looking at him. Now, pinned against the couch, she could see the hunger and need in her son, the same that raged through her own belly.

      Gayle opened her mouth to try one last time to tell her son that what they were doing was wrong when his head dropped down and his hot mouth enveloped her rock hard nipple.

      "GREEEGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Gayle wailed as her orgasm tore through her without warning.

      It was the orgasm she had needed when she had left the house hours ago. The one she never found in that dirty bathroom as two strangers filled her with their hot cum.

      It was the mind bending one that caused her head to tilt back, her back arching. Fluids began gushing from between her spread thighs to soak Greg's probing fingers then drip to the floor between her feet.

      Even as her body shook and convulsed with pleasure, she realized that this time was different. This time there was no cloudy mind, no mania that she could blame this on. She knew she would regret this tomorrow, but God this felt so right. Gayle groaned as the hot mouth left her breast at the same moment those wonderful fingers pulled free of her rippling walls. She gave no resistance as her son tuned her body until she faced the back of the couch.

      As her son pressed his now nude body behind hers, she tried to remember him undressing. It was no use, her body and mind only knew one thing, God her son was hard...hard for HER.

      "Two hard dicks and you're still in need, aren't you mom." Greg's voice filled her ear. Oh God was he going to? Her mind tried to grasp the thought.

      "Greg...please...so wrong..." she muttered as she felt her son bending her slowly over the back of the couch. She shuddered as she felt the fat head of his cock press against her soaked lips.

      Gayle tensed, waiting for that penetration that would fill her so completely, but it didn't come. Greg held the position, just teasing her.

      
        
      

      "Yes it is" her sons' voice captured her again. "It's wrong...it's incest." The word burned into Gayle's brain. "And I don't care" he hissed. "I want you mom...I need you, do you understand."

      Gayle's hands gripped the cloth of the couch, she wanted to shove her ass back, impale herself on her son, but his words kept her motionless.

      "You think this is all about you" he told her. "What about me? What I want?" she tried to process his words.

      Gayle's eyes grew wide as the emotions flooded out of her son. Over a month of frustration and confusion poured out of her son. For the first time Greg knew what he felt.

      "I haven't wanted another woman" his voice hissed softly. "I want YOU" he said. "I know we shouldn't...but I don't care anymore. What I do care about is what you want."

      "So either I pack this in and go home...both of us unsatisfied" she could feel him ease the pressure off her swollen lips. "Or I fuck you so senseless." Once again he eased forward, so close to entering her she almost screamed. "Choose mom." He compelled her.

      Gayle looked over at her shoulder, this time there was no image of her late husband in her eyes, only the image of Greg standing behind her. The hunger and love filling his eyes surprised her. She had reached the apex, either she went back to who she was, or launched forward to who she could be.

      Gayle reached back and laid one hand on her sons' bare chest, she could feel his heart hammering through his chest. God he wanted this, she realized. She looked over the curve of her ass at the steel hard shaft aimed at her, she had done that to him. Not some strange woman in a bar, but his mother. She suddenly realized she wanted this; ot eeded...WANTED.

      No matter how wrong it might be, she only knew one thing. "Fuck me" she whispered to him. "I may be going to hell" she said "but I'll do it riding your cock." Her voice was strangled.

      Gayle watched her sons' face as he pushed forward. The wet slurp of his head slipping inside her tight tunnel was matched by the look of sheer pleasure that swept over his face.

      
        "That's it baby" she moaned. "Every fucking inch." She tried to tell him as her walls stretched to fit his girth. Fuck he was big, she dimly realized.

      "My mother...love you." Greg grunted as his hips pushed more. His own mind went into overdrive as her velvet heat wrapped around his cock. "Need you" he sighed as the last of his length slid deep inside her wet pussy. She felt his hips come to rest against the cheeks of her ass.

      Gayle could feel his steel hard rod pulsing along her walls. She did this to him, not some two bit hussy, but his own mother made him this hard. It filled her with a sense of wonder that Greg wanted her as much as she wanted him.

      When he held still inside her, she felt that familiar ache deep in her belly. Her nails dug into the pectoral muscles of his broad chest. "I said fuck me baby" she half growled. "Fuck your sick, perverted mother like the whore she is."

      Greg pulled back until only the head rested between her swollen lips, then slammed back into her. He groaned as her walls rippled around him.

      "Fuuccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Gayle screamed as her son forced his cock deep inside her.

      Gayle let both arms drop to the couch where she gripped the back with both hands, trying to hold herself upright. It was no use as the power of her sons' thrust forced her to bend forward even more. Jesus, he's mounting me like a bull, she thought.

      "Never again" Greg suddenly growled as his hands gripped her hips.

      Gayle felt like a freight train as driving up inside her as he picked up speed. His cock hammering her insides with every blow, she felt his weight bear down on her from behind, his chest pressing into her sweat slick back.

      "Do you hear me mother?" his voice echoed in her ear.

      "No bars" suddenly he slammed his weight into her, driving his cock deeper.

      "No streets" his hips slapping her ass with raw force, making her tits shake while her ass stung with each thrust.

      
        
      

      "Never...AGAIN" he rammed hard into his mother, his weight grinding her pelvis into the couch.

      "Greeegggggggggggggggggg" Gayle wailed as her son fucked her like some primal animal.

      This was no longer for her sanity; no, this was about HIM she realized. He was claiming her for his own and he wanted her to know she now belonged to him.

      "Greg...Oh God Greg..." Gayle gurgled in surrender. She knew then that her broken heart, her warped mind, and every fiber in her body belonged to this man; just like it had to his father before him.

      "The only cum that will EVER fill you again" Gayle dimly heard him. "Is MINE"

      "NAAAGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Gayle screamed as his thick cockhead rammed against the spongy surface of her cervix. Just as the bolt hit her belly, she felt the first explosion of his seed deep inside her.

      She felt her toes begin to curl, sparks exploding behind her eyes as a tremendous orgasm roared down on her. The first two rounds with Greg had only been a prelude to this moment as she happily took his jetting cream into her womb.

      Gayle hung over the back of the couch as she felt blast after blast fill her belly. Whimpers came from her open mouth as she felt her own spit drip down her chin. Her belly flexed as hot cream poured out of her own body, coating her thighs in her pleasure.

      "Greggg" Gayle whispered as the darkness seeped over her.

      Pulling his drenched cock from his mothers' still spasming hole, Greg reached down and lifted her limp body in his arms. He could feel their mixed juices seeping out of her and drip down his arm as he cradled her, walking slowly up the stairs and down the hall towards her bedroom.

      Gayle startled back just as her son eased her onto the bed. God, he had just fucked her unconscious, she was shocked to realize. Her eyes traveled over his chiseled body, growing wide at the sight of his still rampant cock standing straight out from his groin.

      "God, you're still hard" she whispered.

      
        
      

      Gayle glanced around, noticing where she was for the first time. Through everything, she had managed to keep her hunger separate from this room. Her bedroom had been her one haven, here she had cherished the memories of the one man who had satisfied that burning inside her.

      "Please baby...not here..." she tried to move her weakened body off the bed. She felt the weight on the mattress shift as Greg crawled on beside her.

      Turning back to her son, her eyes grew wide as she saw the cylinder gripped I his hand. Oh God, she trembled, he wouldn't; not here on her marital bed.

      "Please...no...Greg..." she whispered.

      Her son only ignored her words, as he pulled her legs further apart. Still exhausted from the pounding in the living room, Gayle feebly tried to resist as she felt her sex now totally exposed to him.

      "Greg,what...Oh Godddddddd" she moaned as she felt the cool metal slide between her et lips and deeper into her belly.

      "You know, I think I finally figured it out" Greg's voice was almost calm as he began to pump the fake cock in and out of his mother. "You're not bipolar" he jammed the cylinder deeper. "you're not even a whore or slut" he pulled back dragging the length of the vibrator along her pulsing clit.

      "You're a fucking nymphomaniac" her son leaned down ad whispered I her ear.

      Gayle felt her son twist his wrist between her thighs, suddenly the vibrator roared to life buried inside her. The vibrations bounced off her vaginal walls, tearing a path through her womb and spreading out to her entire body.

      Greg watched as her orgasm rolled through his mother. He jerked the vibrator out with a hot sucking sound and jammed the vibrating tip hard into her throbbing clit.

      "AHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Gayle wailed; her feet planting o the bed as her ass shot straight in the air. Greg watched in wonder as her juices erupted out to spray across his hand ad arm.

      
        "That's it, cum you nympho mommy" his voice cracking with lust. "Cum for your son."

      "OH Jesus...Oh Fuck..." Gayle cried out as a second wave rolled through her belly. "Mommy is cummmmig babbyyyyyy" she warbled.

      Feeling the after-shocks ripple through her, Gayle flopped back onto the bed. Tremors were running through her body as she felt her cream leaking down the crack of her ass.

      Greg knelt beside his mother's shaking body, wondering how close to the truth he had really been. Suddenly, his mothers' hand shot out between his thighs, her slender fingers wrapping around his balls as they hung heavy under him.

      "Mom..." Greg gave a strangled choke as he felt her grip tightening on his nut sack.

      "Bastard" Gayle hissed. Greg looked down at her face, a mask of lust ad rage burning in her eyes. "Mother...fucking...BASTARD..." she growled as her grip tightened.

      "OH shit" Greg gasped as the pain in his balls grew. "Mom..."

      "Shut up" Gayle spat back. "You started this" her voice low "now you are going to fucking finish it." She pulled on his scrotum; Greg slid closer to her o his knees, it was either that or she just might pull his balls right off.

      "Fuck me you bastard" Gayle was lost as the lust burned inside her. "Shove that cock so far into me not one fucking drop gets out. Do you understand." She told him.

      Greg looked down at his mother. Finally, he thought, she was admitting she wanted it as much as he did. "Let go." He told her softly.

      Gayle relaxed her grip and withdrew her hand. She watched as her son shuffled between her legs, then lifted them until her ankles rested on his shoulders. She looked over the valley of her breasts and watched as he lined the engorged head of his cock to her gaping lips.

      Looking up into Greg's eyes she saw only love and desire filling them. "Do it baby" she husked. "Own your woman."

      
        
      

      Greg answered with an animal grunt as he slammed his body down. One long powerful thrust driving the entire length of his cock into this woman he loved. His pelvis ground against hers as he sank to the root in her in one stroke.

      "God yesssssssssssssssss" Greg groaned as he felt those tight walls wrap around him again.

      "Yessssssssssssssss" Gayle echoed her son, even as it felt like a log was splitting her in half. Reaching up with both hands she gripped his biceps, her nails digging into his flesh.

      "Fuck me baby...fuck me" Gayle moaned as her son started pumping into her.

      This time it was different; not like the two times Greg had so totally ravished her; or the living room where he had taken her almost by force. Now it was long powerful strokes that drove him in and out, the veins of his shaft grating along her pulsing clit. The curve of his head rubbed along that sweet spot at the top of her cunt, sending shivers through Gayle.

      He's fucking me, God he's really fucking me; she thought. The sound of wet sucking filled the room as her so made love to every inch of her body. His hands kept gripping her swaying breasts while his thumb and fingers tweaked her nipples.

      Gayle could feel the knot in her belly slowly growing with every thrust; looking up at Greg his chest glistened with sweat and she could see in his eyes he was climbing that mountain with her every step of the way.

      "Why?" Gayle gasped, the last vestiage of reluctance flickering.

      "Because I love you." For the first time today her son smiled down at her. "I want you more than any other woman, and now you are mine." He said softly.

      Gayle's legs slid down from his shoulders and automatically wrapped around his waist, locking her ankles to hold him into her. His pace began to increase as he drove his hips down into her.

      "You're going to make me cum." Gayle croaked as her belly tightened more.

      
        "I know" Greg said simply.

      "With me...please." Gayle Fulton felt the last resistance fade as she accepted her new lover.

      Greg lowered his full weight down onto his mother, wrapping her in his arms. Her breasts pressed against his broad chest as their sweat slick bodies molded together.

      "Take my seed mom" Greg grunted in her ear. "Take your sons' hot baby batter" his hot breath against her neck.

      Gayle's eyes popped open at his words. There it was again, something he had said before. Baby seed, her mind tried to process the words, but it was already too late. She opened her mouth to ask, but felt like she was standing on a beach watching a tidal wave slowly come ashore; as her orgasm flowed over her.

      "Oh God...oh God...cumminnnggggggggggggggggggg" she moaned as her body convulsed.

      Just as her body spasmed, sending the first flood of her hot juices out to leak around his buried cock, soaking the sheet under them; she felt his cock pulse inside her, refilling her channel with his scalding hot cum.

      "Give...yessssssss...Greggggggg" Gayle moaned.

      "Mom...oh fuck..." Greg grunted above her.

      After over six months of loneliness, Gayle felt complete again. This was what her body was meant for, and all those aimless encounters dimmed to memory as she reached up to hold her sons' face, turning it so they stared into each others eyes.

      "You know this is illegal?" she asked him.

      "I don't care" Greg lightly kissed her lips, as his cock gave another pulse inside her.

      
        "Then..." Gayle took a deep breath, as she felt his still hard cock throb inside her. "Fuck me baby, because you now own me. For better or worse, through sickness and in health" Gayle whispered the words that burned out the last of her resistance.

      Greg's face burned with a new light as he looked down at his mother. "All of you, unconditionally?" he asked.

      "Yes" Gayle whispered.

      Before she could react, her son slid his thick cock from her still spasming belly. She moaned as she felt the gush of their mixed cum oozing out of her now gaping hole.

      "What..." she gasped; but Greg ignored his mother as he slid of the bed and purposefully walked into the master bathroom. It took only a moment before he walked out and stood by the bed, his pubic hair matted with their lust while his cock stood proud, glistening with their juices.

      Gayle stared at the small bottle he held I one hand, and the small packet I the other. "Greg?" What was he doing she wondered.

      Greg held out the small bottle of pills from his mothers' medicine cabinet. "This is bullshit" he half growled. "These stop now, understand." He told his mother. "You're no more bipolar than I am" he looked at Gayle. "You just need sex...good...hard...pounding sex." He emphasized each word.

      "That's my job now" Greg said firmly. "And what the fuck is this?" he held up the packet of small pills.

      Gayle shuddered as she realized he was holding her birth control packet. "I wanted to protect myself" she tried to tell him.

      "This is what I think of that" Greg leaned down and dropped the packet into the small garbage ca beside the night stand.

      Gayle was stunned "Baby...do you know...I can still get..." she stuttered as Greg crawled back onto the bed.

      "I know exactly what they are for" he softly hissed down at his mother, "and this is what your new man thinks of THAT."

      
        
      

      With a lunge Greg slammed his body down onto his mother, the full length of his cock ramming deep into her belly. Before she could even process what was happening, Greg began to pound down into her with total abandon.

      "SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Gayle's scream echoed off the bedroom walls.

      "Greg...oh fuck...Greg...oh God YESSSSS" Gayle wailed.

      Her belly had quieted down during their brief exchange, now exploding with fire as Greg pumped into her. In a matter of only moment her son had gone from beautiful lover to a total animal ravishing her. Gayle felt her whole body rocket straight towards heave.

      "Motherfucker...motherfucker..." Gayle chanted to every blow. The pain of his pelvis slamming into hers mixed with the waves of pleasure as his cock probed deeper than she had ever felt.

      "Fuck that tight cunt." Greg grunted. Sweat glistened on his forehead as he hammered down with all his strength

      "Fuck me...oh God baby...fuck MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" Gayle screamed. Her hands shot down and gripped the firm cheeks of her sons' ass, nails digging into his flesh until she swore she felt blood, trying desperately to pull him even deeper into her.

      She couldn't believe he had already cum how many times? God two or three...she had lost count. He was pounding into her like they hadn't had sex in a week. She looked at his face, watching him grimace as he got closer. She could feel his cock swelling inside her belly.

      "Are you going to breed your momma" she moaned. "Put that sweet baby seed in my belly?"

      "I'm going to fuck you every single day" Greg panted. "Until that belly swells with our lust. Then, I'm going to put you on your hands and knees and fuck that tight ass."

      "Oh my Godddddddd" Gayle moaned as her belly began to knot again.

      "I'm going to watch you drink me...watch my cum drip out of BOTH holes." His words seared at her.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck...I'm cumming" Gayle gasped as her body wrenched. "Cum with me...cum in your mother." She whined.

      As she felt his seed depositing deep inside her, Gayle knew she would never refuse her son anything ever again. He was the perfect cure for her; whether they called it bipolar, or nymphomania, or just plain incest.

    
  
    
      Massage Happy Ending

      In a way it was all my husbands' fault, although I admit to my part in it. I could have stopped it, in fact I should have; but it had been a long time since anything like that had happened to me.

      I should say it really started with the mulch; but in a way it started two years before when I caught Richard cheating. I had thought it was a one-time thing and we could work it through; it wasn't. My husband Richard is a Senior Vice President; and it's amazing how many pretty young women will get on their knees to climb the company ladder; or for that matter lay on their back.

      When word leaked back to me about Richards indiscretion; as it always does with office wives; I confronted him. To say I was shocked by his response is an understatement.

      At forty-five Richard was having the time of his life in mid-life. Every young woman who wanted a promotion got it; after she happily spread her legs for him. And he made no bones of his intent to continue. When he made the crude statement that at forty-four I wasn't exactly the "catch of the year" I was hurt and humiliated.

      I talked with a lawyer, I even started divorce proceedings. Why didn't I follow through? Because Richard was right; I sagged more in my once perky 36C's, my hips were wider than they used to be; and my belly was bigger than I wanted it to be. I could have hit the gym and made myself a MILF; but it just wasn't in me.

      Instead I accepted my "lot in life" of being the middle-aged housewife. I had a half million dollar home; a wonderful family; why throw that away because my husband can't keep his pecker in his pants.

      
        Sex had always been a part of my life, but it wasn't ALL of my life. I enjoyed sex, immensely; but my toys worked just fine for my needs. What my toys couldn't do, was fix my back.

      It was the middle of May and I was preparing the flower beds. The nursery had delivered the bags of mulch; and of course Richard had never taken the time to bring the bags from the garage to the back yard for me.

      I was lugging the third or fourth bag back when I stumbled; the slight twist caused a twinge in my back, and I just ignored it and kept going. By the end of the day I swear I could barely walk.

      I spent the next day flat on my back in bed; and while it helped, it didn't take long after being up and around that the pain was back. I thought about going to see a chiropractor; so I called my neighbor Gloria.

      She was the one who convinced me that I should get a deep tissue massage; she thought that would help as much as anything.

      "Besides" Gloria had told me "you can always get the extras" and had giggled on the phone.

      Gloria's husband and Richard were best friends; they did a lot together; including screwing younger women. Unlike me, Gloria had decided turn about was fair play and the woman was always on the prowl for pool boys and gardeners. I swear she had the sex drive of a twenty year old.

      She gave me the number of the massage therapy place she used in town and I called and set an appointment for the next day. I had no idea what the Gods had in store for me when I walked into that place.

      I sat and visited with the young woman who filled out my paperwork, and described how I hurt myself, the kind of pain I had, and the location.

      "I think we'll start with a deep tissue of the back, do the thighs for your sciatic" she said "and then maybe a hot rock to relax those tighter muscles."

      Everything sounded delightful, and I was actually anxious to give this a try. One thing that never entered my naive mind was the sex of my masseuse; I don't know why it just didn't.

      
        I was face down on the massage table; my head positioned in that little depression when I heard a male voice behind me.

      "I'm Rick, shall we get started." He said.

      Rick, oh my God, I thought. I almost changed my mind; and then the most amazing thing happened. When those hands slightly adjusted the small towel over my buttocks; and then started on my lower back, I melted.

      He wasn't fifteen minutes in and I was putty; this guy could rub my old body any day; was my dreamy thought. When his hands went from my low back, over my bare hips and down to my thighs; it never crossed my lulled mind I wasn't wearing panties.

      Oh I could have worn their cheesy little disposable thing; but the girl had mentioned if I didn't mind; I would get a far better massage if the masseuse had free roam over my skin.

      I wasn't that conscious of my body; after all I was a rejected middle aged mother and wife; what was there to get shy about. That was until he started working my inner thighs. God was that me that just moaned, I thought. Oh my God, I had actually spread my legs further apart.

      I was going to say something, when two thumbs slid along my inner thighs, pressing in deep and working my muscles. I groaned as I felt the tightness seep out; and then moaned as they just barely missed the mark, passing only an inch from my pussy.

      The massage room was dim, they had this mist with aromatic scents flowing and soft music playing; t was meant to give the sensation of privacy and relaxation. It also meant that between the atmosphere and my position; I could not see the man who now all but owned my body.

      Those hands slid back up my thighs, and then paused only an inch from my heating sex. I wanted to scream at him to continue.

      "Shall I keep going?" his disembodied voice asked behind me.

      "Please" I whimpered as I opened my legs.

      "Oh God" I groaned as those thumbs grazed over my swollen lips.

      
        
      

      The second pass I was trembling; the third pass I was a swamp; the fourth pass I said fuck it and opened my legs. I couldn't hold in the groan as a long middle finger slid between my soaked lips.

      "Fuck yesssssss" I heard myself moan.

      I heard the wet sucking noises my pussy made as that finger probed me; fuck did he know what he was doing. His finger curled and hit just the right spots; his thumb pressed on my throbbing clit.

      It took less than ten minutes, and I was staring over the cliff at a mind blowing orgasm. No one; not Richard, or even my own masturbation sessions had manipulated my body like this guy was doing.

      My body quivered, my vision tunneled; and then behind me I heard one word.

      "Cum" he said softly into my ear.

      "Christ" I grunted as my body exploded at his command.

      My vision blurred and I clawed at the table as my gut turned to liquid fire. I felt my juices gush out to coat his hand; and God help me he never stopped. My toes curled and a roaring filled my ears as my body jerked and spasmed on the table. It was one of the most satisfying orgasms of my life.

      By the time I got my breathing back under control; and rolled over on the table 'Rick' was gone. I rose and dressed; for the first time in days feeling no back pain. The swamp in my panties encouraged me to leave this wonderful man a sizable tip; hell Richard could afford it.

      That evening, I answered the front door to find Gloria on my doorstep. Of course Richard was 'working late' and quite frankly after this afternoon, I really didn't give a shit.

      "And" Gloria almost bleated in excitement.

      "It was...stimulating" I smiled at my friend.

      "Did he finger you?" she asked with a grin.

      
        
      

      "For God's sake Gloria" I couldn't believe her boldness.

      "That's their opening special" Gloria laughed at my embarrassment. "I bet you came hard didn't you."

      I didn't even need to answer, the crimson flush I was sure was on my cheeks was my answer.

      "Next time, tell him to use his mouth; he's fucking awesome" Gloria laughed. Her face went serious and then "You could use it honey." And then she was gone.

      I made three days and the twinge in my back was there again; worse, I couldn't get rid of the swamp in my panties every time I thought of that massage. By ten in the morning I finally gave in and called.

      "We can set you up with Andre at 2pm" the young woman said.

      "If you don't mind" I replied hesitantly. "I would rather have Rick." I told her.

      "Not a problem" she said. "Unfortunately Rick isn't on duty today; how about noon tomorrow." She asked.

      I quickly took the noon appointment and hung up. I then did something I should have been ashamed of, but honestly I wasn't. I went to the bedroom, undressed, slipped into a warm shower; and fingered myself to a shattering orgasm thinking of tomorrow.

      The next day I arrived promptly at noon, with soaked panties. This time when I spoke with the woman at the check in, I asked about specials.

      "Yes, we have special" the woman said softly. "They are for certain clients."

      "My friend Gloria Bradford recommended..." I started to explain.

      "Of course, Ms Bradford" the woman smiled. "She is one of our exclusive clientele"

      
        
      

      "She mentioned you had special" I blushed. "I'm just not sure how or what" I admitted.

      The young woman smiled; telling me it was best to go slowly at first, which seemed like a good idea to me.

      "We'll set you for a deep tissue and then a full body" the woman smiled.

      Back in the massage room the setting was identical to the first time; very dim lighting; the aromatic mists and the soft music. This time, I skipped both the panties and bra; climbing onto the table and getting into position nude.

      "Hello again" I heard that voice behind me. "I understand you wish a special full body" he said softly.

      "Yes" I whispered back. "I've never...oohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh." My moans signaling those wonderful hands were on me again.

      "Shhhhh, just relax" he said.

      Relax, hell it was worse than last time. In fifteen minutes of my legs, back and shoulders; I was a mass of jelly in his hands. I admit I was disappointed when this time he left my pussy alone, I had been hoping for a repeat.

      "Turn over" his voice commanded me.

      It took a moment to make my limbs work, but I slowly rolled onto my back and into position. I never even got a glimpse as a small towel came to rest over my eyes.

      "Please leave the towel in place" he told me.

      "Yesssssssssssssssssss" I moaned.

      It was both an acknowledgement of his request; and the pleasure as his hands slid along my full thighs.

      
        
      

      "You're very beautiful" he said softly.

      "Oh God" I moaned. "Say that again" I gasped as his hands drew closer and closer.

      "You're very...beautiful" he said; the last word matching as that long thick finger slipped between my lips again.

      "Oh My Godddddddddddddd" I groaned as raw pleasure rocketed through me.

      On my back it gave me the freedom to join in; and my hips rose and fell meeting his hand. Christ I could feel the river flowing out of me and down the crack of my ass as he built me up.

      He was like a master playing a violin as he played my body. That finger slid in and out so slowly, so deliberate; accompanied by the wet sucking noises of my drenched pussy. He built me up, eased me down; and then he built me again only to ease me down. By the third climb up I was begging.

      "Please...I need..." I moaned in surrender.

      I thought I was in heaven from his hands; I went into orbit as a hot mouth suddenly closed over my sex.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as he sucked in my swollen lips.

      I reached down and blindly curled my fingers into thick hair. My ass bounced on the table as he drove me insane.

      "Oh God yes, right there" I moaned as his tongue slid over my throbbing clit. "Don't stop...please don't stop" I begged.

      "Stop" he said pulling his mouth free for a moment. "I'm going to drink you" he told me.

      I wanted to scream with pleasure; but all I got out was a gurgle as that hot mouth closed over me again; this time finding and sucking in my throbbing clit.

      
        
      

      The wet slurping of his mouth collided with the fire in my belly, as my ass rose off the table grinding into his face. Sparks went off behind my clenched eyes as the biggest orgasm of my life ripped through me.

      "GHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" I wailed as hot cream gushed out to wash his face.

      True to his word; this Adonis, this perfect man; swallowed every single drop as it poured into his waiting mouth. Waves rolled through my belly as he sucked and slurped my cream out of me.

      I was in nirvana as my quivering body collapsed back onto the massage table. Gloria was right, and wrong. They were not good at oral; this man was oral perfection. Not Richard, not any man I had ever been with; had ever made me feel this good before.

      As I lay quivering and shaking on the table, I heard the massage room door open and then close. Pulling the small cloth from my face, I stared up into the misty darkness.

      "I think I'm falling in love" I admitted to myself.

      I saw Rick twice the next week; it was as if I couldn't stay away or get enough of his attention. I'm sure he lavished the same kind of attention on his other female clients; but I ignored that reality. It's so nice to feel special, and for the first time in years I did.

      I felt special, I felt desired, and I felt like a woman. Rick took his time, never in a hurry. His hands, his fingers; and God that tongue. I had more satisfying orgasms in two weeks that nearly twenty-five years of marriage.

      Richard and I had met in college; he was twenty and I was nineteen. I had worked; and then raised a child; to support him through his education. I stood by his side during his corporate rise; and I was damned if I was going to give up what I felt I had paid for in my lifestyle. But, for the first time, this was about me, and what I wanted. I wanted Rick.

      I realized I wanted more than his fingers and lips; I wanted HIM. For the first time in my marriage, I thought of cheating. I actually spent a week away from the massage therapy, trying to sort out my feelings. It wasn't hard to occupy my mind and body. Our son was about to graduate from college and start his life.

      
        I spent the week preparing for the graduation party, and making sure everything around the house was ready. And every afternoon, alone in the house; I shoved my dildo between my thighs, groaned Rick's name, and wished he really was between my thighs. I had two worries; one was did the special therapy go that far. I was pretty sure it did from the way Gloria had talked; but I was too frightened to ask her. The other was more fundamental; did he want me.

      I didn't want it because I was his client. If I was going to give my body to another man, it was because he wanted my body; not because I would pay him. I know that sounds provincial, but it's how my body and brain work.

      I finally worked up my courage as much as I could, and set another appointment at the spa. I asked for the same session had had gotten last time; but this time I had a different plan in mind.

      I was nude on the table, waiting with anticipation; when I heard that voice behind me in the misty dark.

      "You're back" he sounded pleased.

      I wanted to tell him how much I missed him, how much I needed this; but all I could do was groan as those hands started working on my body. I tried to keep my mind focused as much as possible; I knew if I let him he would lull me into almost submission.

      When he told me to turn over, I only rolled over onto my side. I could feel his presence near, waiting in that dim light.

      "Come here" I said softly.

      "You need to..." he started to say.

      "I want to taste you." I told him.

      "That isn't necessary" he said. "I'm here to pleasure you."

      "It will pleasure me...to taste you" I reassured him. "Please" I whispered.

      
        His shadowy form stepped closer; he was standing between the table and the small lamp; by blocking the light with his body he kept himself in darkness. It didn't matter; I was past wanting to see him. Reaching up I ran my hand over a strong powerful chest, sending a shudder through me.

      "Get undressed" I husked.

      "Are you sure?" he asked me.

      "If you don't take these off" I said gripping his thin shirt; "I'll rip them off." I told him.

      I felt the cloth of the shirt rise under my hand; and then warm skin against my palm. I let my hand roam in the darkness, feeling powerful pectorals. I heard him groan when my fingers found his hard nipples; God he was excited.

      I was about to tell him to take his stretch pants off, when I felt him she It under my hand and I heard the cloth hit the floor. Holding my breath, I slid my hand down ward. My fingers traced his belly button, and taut abdomen. There, I found it.

      Hard and thick; it jutted out from his body, pointing straight at me. God, he was HARD; hard for ME. I wrapped my fingers around his thick stalk; Christ he was big. He was thick in my grip, and when I slid my hand from the base to the crowned head, I figured at least eight inches. I tugged him closer to the table and leaned over the edge.

      "You don't have to...ohhhhhhhhhhhhh" he moaned softly as I kissed the bloated head.

      "You have no idea how much I want this" I told him.

      "Almost as much as I do" he whispered; and then my mouth descended on him.

      I've never been much on sucking a cock; not that I didn't like it; it just never really did much for me; until now. The taste rolled over my tongue and invaded my brain; the scent filled my nostrils and swamped my sense.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I moaned as my lips slid down his length.

      
        "Fuuuckkkkkkkkkkkkk" I heard him groan as I drew him into my mouth.

      I bobbed my head slowly up and down, feeling a thick drop of pre cum coat my tongue. I reached around his body and gripped one tight cheek of his ass, pulling him closer; as I relaxed my throat, and slid down.

      "Holy shit" I heard him moan as my nose bumped his pubic hair. "Suck it" he groaned above me.

      I pulled my mouth free and looked at his shadow form; my fist gliding up and down his spit slick cock.

      "I'm going to do more than suck you" I said in a raspy voice. "I want you to cum" I told him. "I'm going to drink you, like you did to me that first time" I moaned.

      Sucking cock was never high on my list, as I said; but swallowing was even lower on that list. But God I wanted his cum; I wanted him to feel what he did to me; to know how much I wanted this.

      I sucked, I slurped, and I licked. I pulled his balls into my mouth; I pushed his cock down my throat until I almost gagged. I gave him the mother of all blowjobs.

      "Oh fuck...oh God..." he groaned above me.

      I picked up the speed, pursing my lips to add more suction. Reaching down I cupped that heavy sack, gently massaging his balls; trying to milk his seed out of him. I felt two hands rest on my head; and his hips begin moving, matching my mouth.

      That's it; I thought. Fuck my mouth; give it to me, every fucking drop I said to myself. I felt that thick cock throb against my tongue, and then start to swell. I slid my lips back and locked them around the crowned head, my tongue swirling across the tip.

      "Oh shit, I'm going to cum" he moaned.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" I cooed to encourage him.

      "Here it comes...oh myyyy Godddddddddddddd" Rick growled.

      
        
      

      I felt his cock jerk in my mouth; and the first hot spray jetted against the back of my throat. Even as I swallowed a second thick rope pumped out to flood my mouth.

      By the third rope I thought he was going to drown me he was cumming so much; God I had never felt a man cum this much; it sent a shudder through my body. I shook as a spasm ran through my loins.

      I was cumming, and I was only sucking his cock. That was a shocking first for me; that I could be that turned on to have an orgasm from giving a man oral.

      I felt his hips move, and he slid free of my mouth. I gave an audible gulp as I swallowed the last of his scalding cum. I had to admit, I loved the taste of him.

      "Unbelievable" he whispered.

      "That...was hot" I croaked out.

      Rick reached down and retrieved his shirt and pants from the floor. After dressing he stepped over to the massage room door. He stopped, and I heard his voice in the darkness.

      "Next time, request the full treatment." He said to me, and then he was gone again.

      I couldn't wait, so I actually set my next appointment for two days later, on my way out. The entire drive home I tasted his cock in my mouth, I heard his groans of pleasure. When I got home, I stretched out nude on my bed; shoved eight inches of rubber dick between my thighs; and when my body shredded in orgasm; I screamed his name across the house.

      Two days later I was a shaking nervous wreck when I walked into the spa. I was terrified; I was about to cheat on my husband; I was about to give myself to a total stranger I had never seen or really met. Yet part of me was so excited I actually arrived fifteen minutes early for my appointment.

      When they said Rick hadn't arrived for his shift yet, I waited in the front lobby. When the young woman finally led me back to the changing room, she handed me a small cloth eye mask.

      "You need to wear this" she said.

      
        "Oh?" I looked at the mask.

      "For both of your privacy" she smiled.

      That made sense. What we planned to commit would require close physical contact. No dim lighting would hide us from each other. The spa prided itself on privacy, so wearing the sleep mask made sense. I was a bit saddened, I wanted to see the face of my new lover; but if that was the rules I would comply; it was better than not having him at all.

      This time, I was stretched out on my back on the table, the mask in place; when I heard the massage room door open and close.

      "Rick?" I asked softly.

      I was answered by soft kisses that ran from my collarbone down to my quickly heaving belly. Then those soft lips met mine in a kiss I had never experienced before.

      "I want you" I husked. "If you don't do something soon I think I'll go insane" I gasped.

      "Like this" I could hear humor in his voice.

      All I could do was whither and groan as those lips worked down from my collarbone again; this time capturing one of my rock hard nipples.

      "Oh my Goddddddd" I groaned as I arched my back, offering him my breast.

      My hand reached out and slid down his bare back. Dear God, he was nude already; had he stripped when he came through the door. I groaned when his lips released my throbbing nipple.

      "Oh God...oh God...Oh my God..." I babbled as his hands reached up to cup my breasts; all the while his lips sliding lower and lower.

      "What are you...Nhhhaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" I moaned as his hot mouth captured my sex.

      
        "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm" I heard him moan as a hot gush of fluids filled his mouth.

      I thrashed on the table as he drove my body into divine submission. One hand on his bare shoulder; nails digging into his skin; the other hand at the back of his head, fingers knotted in his hair as I ground my pelvis into his face.

      "Fuck yes" I gasped as he devoured me. "So good...so good..." I moaned as my climbed.

      I was well on my way to a toe curling orgasm; when suddenly it vanished. His head come up, his lips left my pussy; his tongue slid free.

      "Nooooo" I whimpered. "Don't stop...please" I begged.

      I suddenly felt the table shift, oh God he was actually climbing onto the massage table. Instinctively my legs pulled to the sides, dropping off the edges of the table, opening myself to him

      As his body settled between my thighs I reached up and gripped those powerful biceps I could feel them bulge as they held him up.

      "Please" I whimpered from behind my mask. "I need..." he never let me finish.

      "You need this" he husked.

      With a wet sucking noise, the engorged head of his cock slid between my lips; my walls stretched to fit his girth; and my brain friend right there.

      "Neeeeeeeeeeedddddddddddd" I moaned as I felt the most incredible sensation of fullness in my belly.

      "UNNGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH" I groaned as his weight pushed down, slowly sliding inside me.

      "AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I heard him as my tight walls wrapped around him.

      
        He was thick; he was long; and God was he hard. I could feel the blood filled veins throb against my walls as he plumbed my depths. He kept going and going and going; he was so deep I didn't ever remember a cock being that deep. When his pelvis gently pressed down on mine, seated fully inside me; my nails dug into his shoulders; I gave a soft squeak; and came.

      I heard a low growl and realized it was me; my body vibrated; and hot cream flowed out around his buried cock to wash his balls and drip to the massage table.

      "Jesus" I heard his whisper; but my brain wasn't registering anything but that cock inside me.

      I felt him pull slowly back, God I felt every inch until the crowned head was all that was inside. I felt another wave of my orgasm roll through my belly; and then he slammed home.

      "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh FFUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I wailed as my body reignited.

      I felt hot juices erupt from between us, washing both our pelvis as my body exploded. Dear God I was coming apart at the seams it was so strong.

      "Cum on me; keep cumming" I heard him moan as he drove in again.

      "Just...keep...fucking me" I gasped between thrust. "And I'll...keep...cummingggg" I moaned.

      And he did; his hips driving down again and again. Obscene wet slurping as my pussy sucked him back in over and over. I was lying in a swamp as my body rocketed between waves; and I didn't care as long as he kept that glorious cock inside me.

      He had the energy of youth as he pummeled my body; yet there was knowledge there. He knew exactly what rhythm to set; and when I felt my orgasm starting to ebb; his head came down and he sucked in my aching nipple. The move shifted his body and the next time he pulled out; that thick shaft dragged across my clit; and my orgasm came screaming back in another wave.

      I lost track of time; and orgasms; as Rick did things to me I never knew could be done. I felt the slap of his hips on my sore thighs; my heavy breasts wobbled on my chest from the constant pounding; and my gut began to ache from what was almost a constant orgasm.

      
        "Can't take...much more..." I grunted as my most recent orgasm began to recede. "Please...give it to me" I whimpered.

      "You want my cum?" his voice hot in my ear.

      "Yesssssssssssssssssssssss" I moaned.

      "I need to pull out" he grunted.

      "Nooooooooooooo" I countered.

      My hands shot down to those tight ass cheeks, nails digging into the skin. If could have seen my face, my eyes were blazing under my mask.

      "Inside...please dear God" I begged.

      "Are you sure?" I could hear the hesitancy in voice.

      "Oh God please...fill me...fucking fill me baby" I moaned in complete abandonment.

      My eyes snapped open wide under my mask as I felt his cock throb, and then swell deep in my gut. I dug my nails in further, trying to pull his cock as deep as I could get it.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I cried as I felt his cock jerk in my belly.

      "AAARRGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Rick roared as hot seed pumped out the tip of his cock and flooded my pussy.

      I couldn't even speak as heat filled my body. I gurgled and whimpered as he filled me to overflowing. So much hot cum I could feel it dribble out around his cock and down the crack of my ass.

      Rick was first to recover; as he climbed down from the table. All I could do was lay there like a limp rag doll as cum oozed out me; and sweat cooled on my body. I was a complete woman, for the first time in years; something Richard could not take away. Richard, dear God, not once had my husband crossed my mind as this stallion ravaged me. Not only had Rick surpassed anything my husband had ever done; he had effectively replaced him.

      "You are the best I've ever had" I heard his soft voice.

      "You're all I want" I whispered back.

      It took ten minutes for my body to cooperate again. My limbs ached; and I dripped cum onto the tiled floor as I stood to dress. But I felt better than I had in forever. When I retrieved my clothes, it was to find a small post it note lying with them.

      'Make the next one and outcall' it said. What the hell was an outcall, I wondered. Walking to the car, I froze when my cell phone pulled up the answer. An outcall was when they came to you, not you came to them.

      Rick wanted an outcall. That meant no rules, no masks; just US. The idea of having him in my house was a total nonissue. Knowing Richard had already fucked two clerks in our so called marital bed, left zero concern for that in my mind. The only thought in my mind was I needed to do it within the next week.

      A week from Saturday was our sons' graduation party; he was finished with school. It was the plan for him to stay with us until he found employment. That meant if I wanted Rick, it either had to be in the next week, or at the spa.

      I no more than got home and called the spa to make the appointment. I thought I was going to be sick to my stomach at the receptionists' words.

      "I can't honey, Rick officially retires after this Friday" she told me.

      Retires, oh God I had just found him and now I was going to lose him. I had to do something.

      "He...he asked for me to make an outcall." I told her.

      "That's odd" the young woman said. "I tell you what, let me call him and then I'll call you back" she told me.

      
        
      

      I had no choice but to agree, and hope. After about ten minutes my cell phone rang, and it was the receptionist.

      "Well, you must be something lady, he agreed to Tuesday." She said over the phone.

      I heaved a huge sigh of relief as I noted the time and date for the appointment. Tuesday was pushing it; Wednesday started the festivities for my son, so I was going to be tied up from then on.

      That Tuesday I was as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof. This might be my final time with Rick, and I wanted it special. I had followed the young receptionists' instructions and set up the spare bedroom. I had scented candles spread around; wrapped warm oils ready; and I was leaking pussy juice like Niagara Falls.

      Fifteen minutes before Rick was supposed to arrive, I had checked the clock for the twentieth time, and the front doorbell rang. I thought I was going to trip over my feet as I hurried to the door. The fact he was here early only meant we just might get more time together.

      I almost pissed myself when I opened the door, and my son Richard was standing there. Shit, he wasn't supposed to be home until tomorrow. God dammed, I thought.

      "Eddie?" I was in shock.

      Now a quick paragraph history I think is in order, short I promise. My husbands' name is Richard Dews II, his father is Richard Dews, attorney. Our son is also Richard Dews, the third. He always hated being the 'third' and he absolutely hated the name 'Dick'. His middle name was Edward; and since he was about eight and decided that would be his name, he had become Eddie.

      Without a word, per his usual, Eddie just marched past and headed upstairs for his old room. I wanted to scream in frustration. Quickly looking outside, I closed the door. Scrambling for my cell phone I fired off a quick text to Rick telling him I had to cancel. I was so pissed at Eddie I was about to boil.

      I took a couple of deep breathes and calmed myself; it wasn't Eddie's fault his mother was going to meet her secret lover; he had no way of knowing. With a heavy sigh of resignation I climbed the stairs to welcome him home.

      
        When I got to the top of the stairs, I froze; every ounce of blood in my body turned to ice. Standing in front of the open spare bedroom door was my son, dressed in a white tight t-shirt that showed off those powerful pectoral muscles. His workout pants were loosely tied in a bow my fingers remembered oh so well. If all that wasn't enough; emblazoned on the chest of the shirt was the logo of the spa.

      "Oh My God" I barely choked out.

      Without a word I watched him turn and walk into the spare bedroom, the room plunging into mostly darkness as he flipped off the light switch. I couldn't move for a moment; it just couldn't be as my mind rebelled against the thought.

      I took two steps to the dark doorway, candle flames flickered pale light off the walls. There, in the center of the room was a fully set up mobile massage table, and the shadowy form of 'Rick' standing beside in.

      "I missed you" God that voice.

      He somehow had deepened it and there was a rasp to it that made it so unlike Eddie, I never made the connection. I felt my knees wobble just at the sound of his voice; and God help me my panties turned to a virtual swamp within seconds.

      I had two choices. One was to close that bedroom door and walk away; the other was to walk inside and then close the bedroom door. He was standing there quietly, waiting; the choice was mine.

      Have you ever driven somewhere, and met how many cars but have no conscious memory of the exact number? You had to be paying attention or you would have been in a wreck; but later you couldn't say how many there were. Your brain functions almost on an auto pilot level for some things. Mine function on primal auto pilot for the next few moments.

      He later told me I walked into the room, closed the door, stripped right in front of him, and climbed onto the massage table. To me, one moment I was standing in the door way; the next those magic hands hit my shoulders.

      "Oh God" I moaned as he worked my tense muscles.

      "I missed you" he softly repeated.

      
        
      

      "I missed youuuuu" I groaned as the tension literally wept out of my pores.

      Ten minutes and I was quivering jelly in his hands again. God he was good at this; and I couldn't have refused him anything at that point, son or not.

      "Why Rick?" I gasped as his hands worked down to my low back.

      "It seemed more professional" I felt him shrug but he never stopped working my skin.

      "I like it" I whispered softly as his hands glided up my sides, brushing the bulge of my breasts on each side.

      When he slid down to my thighs, I turned my head and watched his shadowy form in the lights of the candles. It was still there, that broad chest, those biceps that shifted with his movements.

      "Get undressed" I told him.

      "Are you sure?" again his hesitancy surprised me.

      "I've never been surer of anything in my life" I told him.

      He continued to work my thighs with one hand, while the other pulled his shirt off and tugged down those loose pants. When it bobbed into view, there was no question; he was steel hard.

      "You're hard" I whispered in awe.

      "You do that to me" I could almost hear his smile.

      "How long?" he knew what I was asking, even without it being said.

      "Years" his soft reply startled me.

      
        
      

      "Oh Goddd" I moaned softly as his hands shifted to the cheeks of my ass.

      "You're soaked" I heard him say.

      "You do that to me" I gave him his own reply back.

      "What does this do?" his voice was soft and seductive. I felt one fat finger slide between my folds from behind; sliding clear to the second knuckle in my swamp of a pussy.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as his heel ground against my clit.

      "You'll make me cum" I gasped.

      "Good" he murmured; and added a second finger to my steaming hole, stretching the walls further.

      "Get...up here" I grunted between thrusts of his hand.

      Wet squelching filled the room as he shuffled his body higher toward the head of the table. My hips began to rock in time to his plunging finger; as that hard column of flesh appeared before my eyes.

      "I'm going to hell" I whispered; and then slid my open mouth over the fat knob.

      "Oh fuck yesssssssssssss" I heard him groan above me.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" I hummed around his thick cock.

      Just like the first time, only maybe worse; the taste swamped my mouth and the scent of him filled m nostrils. I sucked and slurped like a possessed woman as I tried to draw out his boiling seed. The fact this was my son was long gone; this was Rick my masseuse; and I wanted his cum, NOW.

      I could hear him grunting as groaning as my ass rose and fell in time to his probing fingers.

      
        
      

      "No" he softly panted.

      His cock was gone, my hungry mouth crying at the sudden loss; while my pussy screamed for his attention as his juice drenched fingers slid free.

      "Turn over" he gasped as he shifted around to the foot of the table.

      Once on my back, I felt him grip my ankles; and then with a tug slide my body down the oil slick table; until my ass rested right at the edge. Even as he laid a flurry of soft kisses along my feet, he kept talking.

      "If I'm going to cum, I want it inside you" he growled.

      He gently set my ankles on his shoulders and moved closer. I felt the engorged head of his cock nestle into place against my outer lips.

      "The fuck me" I whispered up at him.

      Just like the first time, there was no hurry. Inch by inch he slid into me as my pussy opened up for him.

      "Oh ffuuckkkkkkkkkkkk" I moaned as I felt him stretching my walls.

      It was so slow, so purposeful; it was like the sweetest agonizing pleasure as his cock filled me. I could feel every inch, every vein swollen with blood; every twitch and jerk sent waves through my pussy. When his pelvis finally came to rest against mine, gently pushing me into the table while he ground against my clit; I lost it.

      "Oh my God" I could barely gasp as a fire lit deep in my gut. "I'm cumminnggggggggggggggggg" I screamed.

      My back arched, driving him deeper; my hands clawed at the table. Hot cream erupted in a spray around his cock, washing his belly with me as I squirted my pleasure. Sparks went off behind eyes that had already rolled back. In that moment, I realized, he owned me.

      
        
      

      It was as if he could sense or feel my body. By the third ebbing wave that rolled through my belly; my eyes slowly regained their focus; just as he started fucking me. I had such a tunnel vision on my orgasm; I barely acknowledged when he slid back; and he was totally out. With an obscene sucking noise that rock hard cock slipped free.

      I opened my mouth to tell him to keep going; when he shoved every inch back up into me so hard, I thought he would come out my throat. When his hips slammed into my ass cheeks; his hands gripped my thighs; and another deep stroke rapidly followed and then another...and another...and another...

      I could hear myself gurgling as my orgasm roared back with a vengeance. Juices ejected from my pussy, while filth poured out my mouth. Like a machine he kept fucking and fucking and fucking. Suddenly I felt the rhythm of his hips falter. My hands shot up and gripped his biceps, pulling him down.

      My knees folded against my chest as he bent me in on myself; opening my ravaged pussy even more to his assault. In the flickering candle light, I stared into this man's eyes; and told him what I had been dreaming of for the last few days.

      "Cum in me" I grunted.

      I watched his eyes flutter, and then an incredible heat began to fill my belly. I could feel him throb along my walls as he unloaded inside me.

      "Mom" the softest groan reached my ears.

      It was obscene, and it was perfect. Who else could make me feel this way, but someone who knew me better than I knew myself? As a second blast filled me, I gripped his biceps harder, digging my nails into his flesh.

      "God yessssssssssssss" I moaned. "Fill me baby...I love you" I told him.

      As he slowly slid out of my spasming pussy, two things struck me. One was the absolute volume of cum that began to instantly leak from my unplugged channel; Dear God he must have cum a flood. The second was...he was still hard.

      
        I slowly released his arms, as I stared up at his shadowy form. I wanted all of him.

      "More" I panted.

      He gave a silent nod, and began to roll me over on the oil slick table. Positioned as I was, this meant my upper body was now splayed across the table face down; my breasts mashed into the firm surface. My legs hung from the waist down, over the edge of the table, my toes just barely touching the floor.

      "Fuck me Rick" I whimpered.

      Two hands gripped the cheeks of my ass as it jutted back at him, spreading the cheeks open until I knew the petals of my opening pussy had to all but wink at him. Once again that girth slid into my. Slicing through the slime and goo of my juices and his cum mixed together.

      I just gripped the sides of the table and held on as primal need took hold. This was fucking at its glorious best. His hips picked up speed; and the echo of skin slapping together filled the room as my ass bounced with every thrust.

      I was delirious; I was babbling and whimpering as he hammered into me. My orgasm was like a continuous wave as his cock used my body and I loved it. I could feel his sweat dripping on my quivering ass, as he grunted behind me.

      He gripped the cheeks and spread them further; and I started when a warm glob of spit hit my ass crack and slid down. I raised my head and looked over my shoulder at his chiseled shadow.

      I felt that warm goo slide down my crack; and just when it slid over my tight sphincter; with an audible pop his thumb slipped through the tight ring; and both of my holes were his.

      "GAAWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I screamed as my body convulsed.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." I heard him groan behind me; as the walls of my pussy clamped down around him.

      "Yes...YES...YESSSS...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I wailed as his cock jerked inside me; firing again and again.

      
        "AAHHHGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I heard his roar behind me.

      I felt him jam deep, hips tight against my ass; as the last of his cum swamped my already full pussy. Finally, he staggered back, his cock sliding free with a loud sucking noise. He stepped back and collapsed down to sit on the edge of the bed. I levered my shaking body up and stood; holding onto the massage table for support or I would have buckled on the spot. In the flickering light of the candles I could see hi sweat streaked face. My brain clicked, and I made the most unmotherly decision.

      "How long does it take...to...reload?" I asked softly.

      "A couple of hours" he looked up at me.

      I nodded and then turned to the door of the guest bedroom. I just left my discarded clothes on the floor as I opened the door; I would deal with them tomorrow. I turned and looked at Rick/Eddie.

      "I'm going to bed" I said softly. "I would like you to join me." I told him.

      "What about dad?" he stared back at me.

      "I really don't give a shit" I said honestly.

      It was the first time I had thought of Richard all night; he was probably somewhere with his current floozy. If I was lucky, he would spend the night with her.

      I opened the bedroom door and looked back.

      "Come to bed...lover" I told my son.

      As I walked down the hall t my bedroom, I smiled. The poor unknowing original model Richard II; had been replaced by the new and improved model Richard III.

      The new model came with magic hands, massages; and the most glorious cock. What more could a woman want?

    
  
    
      
        
      

      MASSAGE THERAPY

      I had never had a massage, or at least a professional one. A thirty-two year old wife and mother of two and I had never had anyone other than my husband even touch my body.

      My name is April Pratt; and yes I am the proverbial middle aged wife. I am fortunate that my husband makes enough as a city employee that I was able to stay home and raise our two children. Now at five and seven; with both in school, mom had gotten the idea to get back into shape.

      We converted part of our basement to a makeshift gym. Equipped with the weight bench and elliptical my husband Ben loved; and the cardio treadmill and Nordic track I favored; it worked pretty well.

      Then the stupidest thing happened. I was getting in a morning workout on the treadmill; when I stepped on my own shoelace. Believe me; I know how dumb it sounds. I have news, when the feet stop moving, but the treadmill doesn't, it makes for a tangled fall that leaves you banged and bruised.

      I was told that I didn't fracture anything at the emergency room; but that I had bruised my hip and pulled a ligament in one knee. They told me that other than time there wasn't much to do for my injuries. Ben and I were just relieved nothing had been broken.

      To say I was sore was an understatement. I would wake in the morning and hobble around the house, trying to work the kinks out. It was actually Ben who came up with a proposed solution.

      He apparently read up on the internet, and yes my generation lives on the internet; that massage therapy could relieve the stiffness and pain until my muscles and bruises healed.

      Not one to take many medications, I reluctantly agreed. But, I wasn't thrilled with just any stranger mauling my body. That was when Ben mentioned my little brother Rick.

      I don't know if you can call a six foot two thirty year old man your little brother; but he was. He was also a nurse, which is what had given Ben the idea.

      Apparently, my sweet husband had talked to Rick and they had made arrangements for Rick to give me a twice weekly massage; to see if it would help things.

      
        
      

      Did it help? Oh yeah; in ways my poor husband never imagined.

      The first time Rick came over with a portable massage table, he worked on my knee and lower legs. By the time he left I had to admit I felt almost like a new woman. God, I could walk again and not cringe every time my right knee bent.

      By the third session, I was getting over my nervousness about having my brother laying his hands on me. It was then that things started taking the twist I don't think Ben, myself, or even Rick had forseen.

      Ben had mentioned to Rick, that while my knee seemed to do well, that my hip was still bothering me. He was right; but I didn't mention it to Rick.

      I've never been the most assertive person in the world; even though my husband was constantly telling me I was beautiful and sexy; I've never really felt that way. What do I look like?

      I am about five feet nine inches, and probably weight in around a hundred and twenty pounds. To be honest I don't like scales so I was never too accurate on my weight. For those of you curious I measure a 36C so I am not a Dolly Parton; but I'm not exactly under endowed either.

      Anyway; it was during the third session that Rick mentioned about my hip. I reluctantly admitted that it still bothered me. He suggested we work on it a bit, and without realizing the implications, I readily agreed. If he could accomplish the same results as he had with my leg, I was all for it.

      It was when he set the small white towel across my buttocks, and told me to remove my panties; that I realized what all was entailed. I mean, it did make sense he couldn't properly massage my hip with my panties on; but the idea of basically being nude in front of him set my nerves on edge.

      I reluctantly slipped my panties down and off, making sure the towel stayed in place, then tried to relax on the table. Rick started out working on my shoulders and back, slowly working downward. By the time he reached my waist, I was about as mellow as I could get.

      I faintly recall him lifting the small towel away, but by then I was so relaxed from the massage, the scent of the oils, and whatever candles he had burning; I never really paid any attention.

      
        Since I was face down, I couldn't see what he was doing; but I definitely felt when his strong hands started working on my thighs. As he kneaded the pliant flesh, he gently separated my thighs, and when I felt those fingers side along the inside of my thighs, I could barely hold back the moan.

      Ben and I have been married for not quite ten years; and as I said I have never been the most adventurous type, even in the bedroom. The fact Ben wasn't either had fit me perfectly. For us, a good sex session was in the dark in our bedroom, quietly, while the kids slept down the hall. Once in a while we would do a little oral to spice things up, but that was the extent of it.

      Something strange was happening to my body, and it felt like all my control was slipping away. My brain was screaming how wrong it was, while Rick's fingers slowly slid in and out between my thighs.

      My eyes slowly opened as Rick worked my flesh, lying on my side I found myself staring right at his waist as he leaned over the side of the table.

      Not exactly his waist, more right at the large bulge in his white slacks. It looked HUGE to my hazed eyes; and I just lay there staring at it. Without even realizing what my body was doing, I shifted my legs slightly apart, inviting his hands in further.

      When I felt his thumbs glide right next to my now swollen lips, I swore to God I saw that thing twitch and grow.

      "Turn over" I heard him tell me.

      Silently I rolled over onto my back, knowing that I was now totally exposed to my brothers' eyes. I watched that monster grow even bigger as I knew he was looking down at me. I have to tell you, it does fantastic things to a woman's ego knowing she is making a man raging hard for her.

      My breathing was more labored as Rick worked my sore hip. I could feel the heels of his hands pressing just off to the side of my mound, and I could feel the growing wetness as it leaked out of me.

      One hand was still massaging my hip, while the other slowly slid over my belly. I sighed in contentment. I wanted to reach out and grab that throbbing thing; but I was so afraid.

      When I felt both of his hands gently massage along my belly, and just up to my ribs; I closed my eyes.

      
        
      

      "Higher" I whispered.

      I felt his oil slick hands slide up; to just under my jutting breasts. So close, my body screamed; while my mind raged at what I was doing.

      "Higher" I whispered again.

      "April" I heard Ricks voice above me.

      "Please" I almost whimpered.

      Then, I felt those powerful hands cupping my aching breasts, holding one in each hand.

      "Oh God" I moaned.

      My eyes fluttered open and I watched as my brothers hands kneaded and molded my breasts to his grip. Each time her squeezed them, my diamond hard nipples stood proud.

      I couldn't understand what was happening to me; I had never been this sexually aggressive before in my life. It was like I suddenly couldn't control myself any more.

      I reached up one hand and gripped his wrist Staring up into his eyes I slowly slid his hand down my flexing belly, until his fingers tangled in the fine downy hairs of my mound.

      "Don't stop" I gasped.

      I pushed his hand towards my sopping pussy, and he quickly got the idea. His fingers began slipping between my thighs to glide over my swollen lips.

      "Oh God Rick" I moaned.

      
        I felt one finger slip over my now pulsing clit, and my entire body shuddered. Releasing my grip of his wrist; I brought my hand back up. But this time I slid it over towards his bent form

      My fingers found the bow knot of his sweats, and tugging I opened the small knot. As his sweats slipped down to his ankles, my hand shot out and wrapped around what felt like was perfection.

      Ben was no slouch in the sex department. He was average thickness and about fix inches long. Rick was so thick I could barely get my fingers around him and God it was so fucking LONG. As I slid my fist along his length I watched a drop of pre cum drip from the tip.

      "April" I heard Rick grunt.

      "Fuck yes" I moaned as a thick finger slid inside me.

      "Oh shit" Rick moaned.

      I began to pump my fist along his full length, feeling his veins scrape along my palm. I had never been unfaithful to Ben; I had never considered myself capable of such an act. Now I lay here like a wanton whore; while Rick fingered my cunt.

      I could hear the wet slurp as a second finger joined the first, stretching my walls. Fuck it felt good. Part of me kept saying how horribly wrong this was; and yet every fiber in my body screamed at how good it felt.

      I felt his fingers pick up speed as my hips arched up. My hand sped up to match his motions, my eyes never leaving his throbbing cock. Wet sucking noises between my thighs matched the rhythmic slap of my fist along his skin.

      I could feel him throb in my grip, and then begin to swell. I knew what was going to happen; and God did I want it. I was going to make my little brother, my little Ricky, blow his hot seed all over my naked body. The thought caused a total short circuit on my brain and every moral warning signal simply shut down.

      "Give it to me" I heard a voice husk; and realized it was mine.

      "April" I heard Rick moan.

      
        
      

      My eyes rose to his face, and I stared at the look of sheer pleasure as his face almost glowed. I had never seen a man cum before, I was totally infatuated with the idea my brother was about to cum for me.

      My eyes dropped back down when I felt his cock throb and then swell in my grip. I pulled my wrist down, aiming that thick pole at my breasts.

      "OH fuck" I heard Rick grunt.

      I watched as his piss hole expanded and then a thick wad of white cream explode from the tip. It arched through the air and splattered across my breasts.

      When the hot sticky fluid touched my skin, the knot in my belly let loose. I felt my body spasm and my gut wrench as my orgasm was set free. I had cum with ben before, but nothing like this.

      "Rickkkkkkk" I moaned.

      My hips bucked; my eyes rolled back sightless; as cream pumped from between my thighs and soaked my brothers' hand. His fingers never slowed; and it felt like the waves would never end.

      A second splatter across my heaving breasts was matched with a flood that soaked the towel under my ass. I had the most insane thought, of what it would feel like to have that pump deep inside me.

      As quickly as everything had occurred, it vanished. I relaxed my grip as his cock slid free. My body settled on the massage table as those fingers slid from between my thighs.

      I lay there catching my breath, as silently Rick pulled his slacks up. He didn't even gather up his supplies; he simply left without a word. I stared shocked up at the ceiling as I heard the front door close upstairs.

      I slid off the massage table, gazing around the exercise room where we had set up. I blew out the candles, and gathered up the drenched towels from the table.

      
        I was stunned, I had just let my little brother finger my pussy to a massive orgasm; and I could feel his dried jism cooling on my skin. My brain tried to logic out I had not cheated on Ben because we never really had sex; but I knew better.

      Even as shame started to fill my mind; it couldn't crowd out two realizations. One was that I had just had the most massive orgasm of my thirty-two years; the other was that I wanted more.

      I threw the soaked towels into the wash and headed for the shower. As I slipped under the warm spray, I wondered how far this was going to go, and could I stop it. What amazed me even more; was the fact that I was walking as if I didn't have a sore muscle or bone in my body. Like it or not, Rick's 'special therapy' had certainly done the trick.

      Three days later Rick returned for our next session. I felt like a hungry and caged lioness. I knew Rick was having second thoughts when he didn't ask me to remove my panties; so I solved it for him by pulling them off before I got on the table.

      I admit it shocked me how I was acting like a common hussy for my brother; but by this point I was just going with the flow. Twenty minutes into the massage, and Rick had done everything perfect, including not sliding his fingers between my now spread thighs.

      I was frustrated; and horny as hell by that time. After almost a half an hour of watching the muscles in his upper body ripple with every movement, seeing that huge tube steak straining at his slacks; I lost it.

      Fuck this shit, my body screamed; while my brain kept saying no don't do it. Rick was working my hip now, standing at the side of the table; that huge package just staring back at me. I reached out and pulled on the knot on his slacks.

      "April" Rick's voice questioned above me.

      I ignored him and wrapped my slender hand around a very hard cock as it slid into view. I tugged him closer, hearing him shuffle with his pants wrapped around his ankles. When he was close enough, I turned my head; and swallowed the biggest cock of my entire life.

      Like I said, once in a while Ben or I would throw oral in to change things up. I was never an expert at sucking cock. It wasn't that I was against it; I had just always considered it a prelude to the main act.

      
        This was different. As Rick's smell assailed my nostrils; and I felt him stretching my mouth wide, I attacked his cock. His veins pulsed as they slid over my tongue and I heard him groan above me.

      I wanted more and I was past waiting. I couldn't believe how aggressive I had become when I reached my free hand down, and once again gripped his wrist. As my lips slid up and down his shaft; I pushed that hand lower, across my belly.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" I hummed.

      I felt his fingers slide through my pubic hair, and then down over my swollen pussy. I spread my legs wider, inviting him; and Rick didn't miss a beat.

      One fat finger slid between my lips; followed by a second finger as he plowed into my swamp of a pussy. I would have screamed in pleasure if I hadn't had at least eight inches of hard cock stuffed down my throat.

      I felt his other hand rest on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair. That's it, I thought; fuck your sister's face. Sure enough his hips began to pump as he drove his cock in and out.

      Juices soaked his fingers while pre cum coated my tongue. I should mention that like I said, oral sex had always been just a prelude. Meaning, I had never 'finished' the act with a man. Right then there was no way I was releasing that monster from my mouth until I drank every drop.

      Like some street hooker, I sucked my lips tighter, my hand pumping along his base as I tried to pull his balls through his cock. I grunted when he rammed those fingers deep, and I felt my belly spasm in response.

      Rick lost it first as I felt his hips shove forward, driving his cock deeper. The first hot rope shot deep into my throat, and I swallowed with a noisy slurp. I pulled my head back and wrapped my lips around the crowned head and waited. A second thick wad spewed into my waiting mouth, this time coating my tongue and taste buds.

      I had this vision of me lying on my back on the table; spit and cum oozing from the corner of my mouth; while Rick fingered my hot snatch. I groaned into a mouthful of cock as my hips jerked.

      Rick expertly mashed the heel of his hand against my pulsing clit, and my belly erupted. As I tried to drink down the flood of hot seed filling my mouth, my floodgates opened.

      
        
      

      I felt my juices erupt from between my thighs, spraying against his invading fingers; my mind almost blanked for a moment as I realized I was actually squirting for the first time in my life.

      For what seemed like forever, but was probably only a few moments, both of us shuddered through an intense shared climax. As the thick flow slowed in my mouth, Rick slid his cock free of my lips. With an obscene sucking sound his fingers pulled out of my clutching pussy.

      I just lay there trembling as once again he gathered his slacks and silently left the room. I heard the front door close behind him a second time.

      Was I feeling shame? Hell yes; but I also was feeling the after-shocks of the most intense orgasm of my life. I could still taste that tartness on my tongue as I slid from the massage table. I stood on shaky legs as I regained my strength. The interesting thing was, I didn't hurt in a single spot.

      Four day later, exactly a week from our first sexual encounter; Ben told me Rick had called him; that he wasn't feeling well and would probably not be here for our session.

      I knew Rick was feeling shame, and having second thoughts; hell so was I. I also wanted his cock more than I wanted anything in my life.

      After Ben left for the office I picked up my cellphone. Dialing Rick's number I waited until he picked up on the third ring.

      "April" I heard his soft voice.

      "Please come" I didn't waste any time.

      "April...I can't" Rick said hesitant.

      "Why" I almost cried.

      "April; you know what will happen?" Rick asked me.

      
        Did I know what would happen? Yes, without a doubt. Did I WANT it to happen? Yes, without a doubt.

      "Yes, I do." I answered. I was shocked at how calm my voice was.

      "And you still want me to come?" my little brother asked.

      For a split second I thought of his wording, and how appropriate it was. Did I want him to come; or should I say CUM? I shuddered as my mind went down that path. What kind of woman had I become? Hungry, needy; all the things I had never felt before. For the first time in my life, I took command rather than be a passive passenger.

      "Yes, I want you to...cum." I whispered into the phone.

      "April..." Rick started to say; but I cut him off.

      "I want you to cum on my tits" I breathed. "I want you to cum in my mouth" I told my little brother. "I want you to cum deep inside me." I told him.

      "Jesus" I heard Rick whisper; and then the phone went dead.

      I tried calling him back, but I didn't get an answer. I worried I had frightened him off with my direct approach; but at the same time it was as if I couldn't stop myself.

      I tried his phone again as I wandered aimless about the house; again no answer. I was really getting worried about what he was thinking; or if he would never talk to me again.

      After another ten minutes, I heard the front doorbell. I slowly opened the door to find Rick standing on the front porch. He was dressed in his tight white shirt and loose massage slacks. The thick rod filling the front of his slacks was more than obvious.

      I stepped to the side without a word; my eyes never leaving his form as he entered the house. When he started to head for the stairs leading down to the exercise room; I finally closed the door and spoke.

      
        "No" I said softly.

      Rick stopped walked and turned to face me. I could see the concern on his face. Had I changed my mind?

      "Upstairs" I told my little brother. "The table won't hold both of us." I said simply.

      Ricks' eyes grew wide at my words. I had not only just acknowledged I was well aware of what was about to happen, I had all but told him I wanted it to happen.

      I laced my fingers in his and slowly led the way up the stairs. When we entered my bedroom, I released my hand from his. I stared into his eyes as I slid my robe free, letting it fall to the floor.

      "You're beautiful" Rick chocked out.

      I looked at him, I mean this time I really looked. After ten years of marriage, and not a bad marriage; I had never seen the look in my husbands' face I now saw in my brothers'. He wasn't looking at me as his sister. It wasn't even the look of a wife or mother. There was an almost feral hunger in his eyes as he stared at my nude body.

      "Prove it" I husked back.

      I slid onto my marital bed, and lay face down. I don't know if I wanted to keep up the pretense this was a massage, or if I just wanted to tease him; it didn't really matter at this point. A couple of minutes passed as I positioned myself; and then I felt the bed shift as another man slid onto my bed who was not my husband.

      I felt Rick straddle my lower body, his weight just over my thighs. I don't know what I expected to feel, but the sensation of his heavy balls against the back of my thighs sent a shiver through my body. Where was his cock? I peeked over my shoulder as Rick took his positon. Dear God he was raging hard already; his cock standing straight up against his belly, a glistening moistness already on the tip.

      I groaned as his strong hands kneaded my shoulders and worked down my back. I could feel my body relaxing as he worked lower and lower.

      "Mmmmmmm" I softly moaned.

      
        Hs hands worked over both my hips, and I could feel my bruised hip responding with pleasure. Then his hands slid over the cheeks of my ass, and I was gone.

      "Yesssss" I moaned as those big paws molded my ass flesh.

      I felt his fat fingers slide down into the crevice from behind, and drag over my inflamed lips. Jesus my body was going insane and we hadn't even done anything.

      "Riicckkkkk" I moaned softly, as one finger slid over the hard nub of my clit.

      "Fuck" I grunted as two fat digits spread my walls.

      I don't know which was hotter; the fact my little brother had just jammed his fingers in my wet cunt; or the fact he was doing it on my bed where only my husband or I had ever been.

      "Yes...yes...yes..." I grunted in time to those plunging fingers.

      This time there was no need for a pretense; I wanted him to finger me until I fucking exploded. I felt the bed shift as Rick leaned over my back, I could feel his balls scrape along the back of my thigh.

      "You like that sis" his breath hot in my ear. "You like your brother fingering you?" he grated.

      "Oh fuck...yes." I grunted back.

      "Make me cum...do it baby" I panted.

      "Does someone need to...cum?" Rick tormented back.

      Just as he said the last word, Rick somehow twisted his wrist. A third finger stretched my walls with a deligtfull sensation; and then his thumb mashed against sensitive clit.

      "Fuuuckkkkkkkkkkk" I moaned.

      
        My body rocketed upward as he pumped in and out. The sound of wet slapping filled the bedroom as his hand slammed against my quivering ass.

      "Cum for me April" I heard Rick rumble.

      "Oh fuck...oh God...Rick..." I shouted as I lost control of my body.

      My ass shot straight up, driving his fingers deep. I grunted as a spray of hot cream soaked the sheets under my body. I wasn't just cumming...I was CUMMING; and I wanted Rick to know.

      "Yes...yessss...YESSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed as my body erupted.

      I was shocked when half way through the most tremendous orgasm; and I felt those fingers jerked free. I wanted to cry out my protest when powerful hands gripped my waist pulled my ass into the air.

      "Nnnnahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I wailed as a hot mouth slammed over my still spasming pussy.

      A second powerful wave crashed over me as Rick devoured my dripping cunt. God damn was he good; I felt my belly knot and then release as wave after wave rolled through me. My poor husbands' oral skills paled in comparison to what my brother was doing to me.

      I squirmed on my bed like some whore as my brother ate me. My mind threatened to blank out as I clawed at the bed sheets. God now this was sex, I dimly thought.

      I shook and trembled as my body grew sensitive from the sheer pleasure ripping through me. I couldn't take much more my body slowly easing to the bed.

      As if I was another woman I pulled forward and rolled over onto my back. My breasts jutted straight up, capped by my hard nipples. I reached out, gripping his powerful biceps; trying to tug him on top of me.

      "Please...Oh God please" I heard my voice softly pleading.

      
        I felt Rick slide up my trembling body, his eyes hovering over me. I could see the fire burning in them as that fat log of a cock head pressed against my lips. I reached up and gripped the sides of his face.

      "Fuck me" I begged my brother.

      I knew some women talked that way during sex, but had never envisioned it would be me.

      "Fuck your sister" I growled. And God did he ever.

      I suddenly felt that fat head shove through my lips, with a wet suck it opened me up. Then inch after inch of that monster cock drove into me. I swore to God it was never going to stop as Rick owned me.

      My knees shot up, and then my legs wrapped around his waist; I felt my walls screaming as he stretched me wider and deeper than I had ever felt.

      "Fucking hellllllll" I heard myself scream as Rick plowed into me.

      I had heard stories of how women lost it during sex. Ten years of Ben and I wondered if they were just folk tales. They weren't, believe me. For the next two minutes more filth poured out of me than I had spoken in my entire life..

      "Fuck me Rick" I told my brother. "Ram me...pound me...fuck my cunt with that fat COOOCCCKKKK" I heard myself screaming.

      My hands slapped over the curve of his ass as my fingers dug into his ass cheeks as he gave me everything he had. All thought of my husband vanished, I never even thought of my two children; as my brother pounded into me.

      Every part of my thirty-two year old body went haywire. My eyes rolled back, my heels drummed against his low back; my nails left claw marks on this ass, and my brain melted on the spot. The whole time my mouth kept going.

      "I'm cumming; oh my fucking God." I heard myself screaming. "Cumming on my brothers' big...fat...COCK." I wailed

      
        I wasn't sure who I was anymore; the old mousey me was driven into the background by this wanton sex fiend. My brother Rick wasn't quiet either as his cock hammered into me.

      I heard him grunt when he first drove in. His cock stretching me beyond anything I ever knew.

      "Fucking hell you're tight sis" he moaned as he slammed in a second time.

      "Can't believe...I'm fucking...my sister..." he panted between powering strokes.

      Rick was like a machine as he pistoned into me. Where Ben had always been slow and gentle and loving; Rick was like a possessed man on the last fuck of his life as he ravaged my pussy. It was raw, pure and primal fucking; nothing else. It was unbelievable and it was fantastic.

      I was past words as Rick had his way with my body; all I could do was gurgle and growl as my own spit dripped from the corner of my mouth. I sank my teeth into his shoulder as a flood of hot juices poured out around his pounding cock. It was like a long continuous orgasm as my body was shredded.

      I heard wet squelching as my eyes slowly refocused again; small waves were pulsing through my belly; I slid my hands between our bodies and pressed against Rick's chest. He got the signal and levered himself up onto his arms; towering over me as he never missed a stroke.

      I lifted my head and looked between my tits as they swayed and shook, while his pelvis gave a wet smacking sound each time he rammed home. I wanted to see, I NEEDED to see.

      I could see the hint of his crowned head as he pulled fully back; his entire shaft covered in a white froth as my cream coated him. Then I just stared in wonder as that huge piece of meat powered into me; again and again and again.

      Rick reached down and hooked his arms behind my knees, pulling my legs up and out; spreading me totally open to his assault. I had zero memory of any hip or knee pain as I reveled in the feel of his fantastic cock.

      "Fuck that tight cunt" Rick grunted above me.

      "Yes, fuck me...God don't stop" I moaned back.

      
        
      

      My hands found his nipples as they slid down his powerful pec muscles. I lightly twisted the hard buttons and felt his body shudder. My eyes slid up his now sweat slick body, locking to his eyes; watching the sheer pleasure I felt be mirrored on his face.

      "I didn't know...you had it...in you." Rick grunted out.

      "Neither...did I" I panted. My hands gave his nipples another twist and I watched his face contort.

      "Fuck April" he gasped. "You're going to make me cum." He warned me.

      "Good" I groaned back. "Fucking fill me Rick." I all but begged.

      "I'm not...wearing...a condom..." Rick warned me.

      I could tell by the strain on his face how close he was; and for a fleeting moment, the thought that Ben was fixed so we didn't have to use birth control passed through my sex hazed mind.

      "Cum in me" I half growled up at my brother. "Fill your sister with your incestuous seed." I smiled wickedly at him.

      It was as if I had flipped a switch in him as I saw the strain hit its peak in his face. He fat cock throbbed along my walls, and I could feel it begin to expand as it stretched me even further.

      "April...oh God April..." Rick moaned.

      For the first time in all my thirty plus years I felt a man cum inside me. I had only had sex with my husband, so I didn't know any different. I suddenly did. It wasn't this fantasy splash or jet inside; but a sense of heat that filled my lower belly and groin.

      Rick was unloading his hot thick seed into me, and I could actually feel it. When that heat passed from my vaginal walls to my womb, my world exploded.

      "RIIICCCKKKKKKK" I remember screaming.

      
        
      

      I knew my ass lifted off the bed, jamming his dick even deeper; I felt my gut give this wrench; and then for a few seconds everything went fuzzy. There was a roaring in my ears; and every nerve fiber in my pelvis erupted.

      "CMMMINNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I dimly heard my own hoarse voice.

      Like two primal animals mating we shook and shuddered together. Finally I felt Rick's weight lower down onto my sweat slick body. I reached out and wrapped my arms around him as he released my legs.

      It must have taken ten minutes before Rick composed himself enough to rise out of the bed. I just lay there stunned, feeling his hot cream oozing from between my lips.

      Once again Rick silently dressed, but this time he bent down and softly kissed my lips before he walked from the bedroom. God elp me I had done it, I had cheated. I thought of Ben, I thought of the kids; mostly, I thought of when I could feel that cock inside me again.

      The most bizzare thing was Ben was elated with the massage sessions, he said he hadn't seen me feeling this good in a long time. How do you tell your husband that fucking therapy is very good for the mind and body.

      That Friday night Ben started to kiss me after we had gone to bed. I wanted to tell him not tonight, or the kids were still awake; but shame made me hold my silence.

      When Ben slid on top of me, my hormones were actually finally working; but instead of the buildup I had experienced lately, he simply slid his hard cock in and started humping.

      God help me I just lay there and let my loving husband fuck me; in the dark. I couldn't see him but I could hear his soft grunts. Not a single word was spoken, the only sound was a soft sight, and I knew he was done. When Ben rolled over and settled in for the night, I slid a hand between my thighs.

      I was stunned to realize there was hardly any wetness. Not just that I was barely wet, but that he had actually ejaculated into me and I couldn't tell.

      
        What had once been shame began to turn to pity; I had never thought of myself as a woman who would cuckold her husband. For the first time it hit me; Ben was a loving husband, and a good father; as a lover there was no comparison.

      The next morning, a Saturday, I deliberately dressed in my shorts and halter top; and did the unthinkable. I worked in my flower beds. When I hobbled into the house, I almost smiled as Ben immediately grabbed his cellphone and called Rick. He talked about how silly I had been, and then asked if Rick could come that afternoon and do an extra session.

      As I headed for the shower, I couldn't suppress the small smile that crossed my lips. Oh his session would be extra all right, as warm fluids filled my panties.

      When Rick showed up a couple of hours later, Ben was working in his office and I had sent the kids to the neighbors. I led my brother down the stairs to the exercise room, and closed the door. As I slowly turned the lock Rick looked at me.

      "April, I thought...Ben said...your knees" he stuttered.

      "You want to see how bad my knees are?" my voice was husky was I sauntered over to him.

      Reaching down I gripped the waist band of his loose slacks. In one motion I pulled them down to his ankles, as I slid to my knees in front of him.

      "April...oh fuck" Rick grunted.

      I leaned in, opened my mouth, and swallowed that thick hunk of meat. I mean to the root, my nose bumped his pubic hair as I chocked slightly on his length.

      He wasn't totally hard...yet. I swirled my tongue around the head, dipping my tongue into the piss hoe. My hand reached up and cupped his heavy balls, as my lips slid up and down his shaft. God, I could feel the blood coursing into his cock, feel it harden and lengthen in my mouth.

      I felt an immense sense of power; that I could do this to a man; even my brother. That desire and lust were in MY control. I was like a totally different woman as I devoured his cock right there. Rick let the small bag drop from his grip, as he reached out and gripped my head.

      
        I pulled my mouth free with an obscene pop, looking up at his face consumed with lust.

      "Fuck my mouth" I whispered.

      Before he could answer, I slammed my mouth back over his cock and began to bob up and down. I heard a guttural moan from above as pre cum coated my tongue.

      God what had I become; mousy little wife was gone; it was as if she had been replaced by a cock sucking harlot. I knelt there and let my little brother joyfully use my mouth. I whimpered and moaned; gagging every time that fat head hit the back of my throat. I could feel my spit trickle from the corner of my mouth and down my chin.

      Rick was staring down at me watching; I didn't know what I looked like; but whatever it was it only seemed to inflame him more. My jaw ached, and my lips burned from being stretched, but I was dammed if I was going to stop now.

      I could feel his cock twitch in my mouth, he was so close. I wanted it, every drop. Suddenly his cock was gone; ick had literally pulled himself free of my mouth.

      "Not like this" he panted above me.

      I thought for a moment he wasn't going to go any further; but when he reached down and pulled me to my feet, I suddenly found my shorts around my ankles. God yes, was all I could think of.

      I walked over to the weight bench and turned to face Rick, I could feel the trickle of juices down my thighs as I stared at his rampant monster between his thighs.

      I stretched out on the weight bench, one leg on each side; my cunt spread open so he could see the soaked pink interior. Reaching down I drew a finger along my drenched labia, feeling the petals open even more.

      "You want this cunt...come and get it." I rasped.

      With a rumble Rick stepped over and dropped to his knees between my spread thighs. Large hands gripped my hips and with a jerk he slid my ass to the edge of the bench. Fire burned in his eyes as he lined that fat head up.

      
        
      

      "Slut" he grunted.

      Then he just slammed home. God, every inch of him slid in without a fight. I took everything he had and fucking loved it. I would have screamed my pleasure if Rick hadn't slapped a hand over my gaping mouth.

      "Mmmmmpppppffffffffffff" the sound muffled against his palm as he drove in to the root.

      I reached up and gripped his wrist, with a hard tug I pulled it free of my mouth. I stared up into his face as his groin ground into me.

      "Fuck your slutty sister" I growled. "Come on little brother...fuck me like a man." I rumbled.

      Oh God did he ever. Stroke after stroke of nine inches of cock drove into me. He was unrelenting, like a machine as he pounded into me. The hard padded weight bench didn't have a lot of give like the bed had; so when Rick drove in deep I could only lay there and take every inch.

      Juices ran out around his thick cock, and I felt them trickle down the crack of my ass. He shifted his weight; I don't know what he did, but holy fuck. The next thrust went deeper, and when he pulled back I felt every inch of that fat cock drag across my clit.

      "Fuck me...oh Jesus, don't stop..." I gurgled. "Give it to me you bastard, fuck your sister" God the filth just ran out of me.

      "You like that slut?" Rick wasn't any better as he rammed down into me.

      "Love it...fuck my cunt...fuck me...oh God..." I babbled.

      "You're going to cum sis" his voice rumbled down at me.

      "Yes" I gasped. "I'm going to cum...on my brothers...hard cock..." I grunted between strokes

      "Give it to me April" Rick hissed.

      
        
      

      "Giving...to...youuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu" I groaned.

      I felt my walls clamp down on his invading cock; a lurch went through my belly and hot fluids gushed out of me. My thighs quivered as my belly flexed, God how could it get any better, I dimly wondered.

      Then perfect hit as I heard Rick grunt above me. Even as the second, or maybe the third, wave rolled through me. His massive cock jerked inside my gut. I felt the heat of his seed as it pumped into me. My eyes locked to his as I felt his body tremble.

      "Coming" he grunted.

      "Same time" I panted.

      Even as the second thick wad filled me to overflowing, I knew his sperm was racing for my eggs deep in my tummy; and I really didn't give a shit right then.

      By the time Rick had emptied his balls into me, the convulsions in my gut had settled to small tremors. I felt his cock slide free with and obscene slurp, a glob of our mixed cream following it to slide down my ass.

      I reached down and pulled my shorts back into place, glancing over I watched Rick silently dress. We both now knew this wasn't right; and we also both knew it wasn't going to end.

      I stood at the front door as Rick prepared to leave. Ben appeared in the small foyer.

      "Thanks Rick" he shook my brothers hand.

      "My pleasure" Rick answered; the ass.

      "Looks like you got all the right spots" Ben smiled as he looked at me.

      "Oh he did" I whispered back.

      
        
      

      Turning my body to block the view from Ben, I reached out a hand and traced a finger over my brothers sizeable bulge in his slacks.

      "Next Tuesday?" I asked.

      "Next Tuesday" Rick confirmed. "Be ready" he smiled.

      "I already am" I whispered as Rick stepped out the door.

    
  
    
      Mutual Therapy

      Life had been what I thought was picture perfect, until I turned seventeen. I was in my junior year of high school when the bomb went off in our house. I had come home from school to find suitcases and boxes sitting on the front porch.

      I had found the door locked, and after ringing the bell and knocking a few times, my mother had peeked through the front glass, unlocked the door to let me in, and then relocked the door.

      You got it, mom had caught dad with another woman; or another girl to be precise. Apparently dad's new love interest was barely past her nineteenth birthday herself. Not bad for a forty-eight year old teacher right; only problem was he was married while he was banging her. Worse, he was banging her in his own bed when mom walked in.

      Mom got the house, dad got shit. The parents of the girl figured the two of them had to have been doing it awhile, and tried to charge dad with sex with a minor, you name it. Bottom line, at the time mom caught him, she was nineteen; they got nowhere real fast.

      Mom kicked his ass out; her parents kicked her ass out. They got an apartment together, and three months later I got an invitation to their wedding. Needless to say I burned the damn thing.

      Last I knew they had a small house somewhere and she was knocked up already. Well, his brains didn't work but it seemed his dick did.

      
        As for me and mom, depression in the Clark house was not even the word. I went from honor roll to barely making C's and D's. I did graduate from high school, barely. Mom wrapped herself in her work, stopped seeing their old friends (who wants to be reminded they are the divorced one at the get together).

      I quit track, then baseball. I spent most of my time hiding in my room playing video games, and mom spent her time between work and her bedroom. My dreams of college went down the toilet with my grades, and by the time I graduated I didn't really give a shit.

      Graduation was the first week of June, and dad attended, I never spoke a word to the bastard; he even had the balls to bring his pregnant wife with him. I couldn't wait for mom and me to get out of the auditorium and go home.

      Just to explain, my mom is a therapist, and she specializes in kids having social issues; you know ADD/ADHD, autism, daddy issues, mommy issues, addictions; you name it.

      Well, apparently mom did notice my 'decline' through my senior year, and after my confrontation with dad at graduation, decided it was time we got the Clark household back into order.

      A week after the graduation, I was playing video games in my room when mom knocked on my door.

      "Come in" I called out.

      "Any plans this afternoon?" mom asked when she popped her head through the half open door.

      "Nah, just going to hang." I said, not taking my eyes off the screen.

      There was a sigh from mom I barely heard, and a moment of silence before she spoke again.

      "Travis, put on your swim suit and meet me at the pool." Mom told me.

      "What...why?" I didn't understand.

      
        "You heard me" moms' exasperated voice was behind me. "And because I asked you to. Now please meet me at the pool."

      Before I could answer, she was gone. I thought about ignoring her request, but there had been something in her voice. I shut down the game and changed into my swim trunks, then headed down the stairs.

      Passing through the kitchen I saw mom at the counter, her back was to me and I only caught a glimpse of the white terry cloth robe she was wearing when I headed out the patio doors.

      Next to the pool mom had positioned two of the loungers with a small table between them. There was a towel draped over each chair so I stretched out in one, feeling the warm sun on my skin.

      I looked up when mom slid the patio door shut and started walking towards me. She was carrying a small tray with what looked like two ice teas, and if I didn't know better her cooking timer. What the hell was going on I thought.

      I couldn't help it, my eyes dropped to her long tanned legs as she walked, I could see her thighs and calves ripple with every step. She's your mom you pervert, I chastised myself, as I ripped my eyes away.

      While I wasn't a virgin, I wasn't exactly Don Juan either. I had been with a couple of girls in the past, and being honest, fumbling in the back seat of a car is not the turn on people claim.

      Mom set the two teas on the small table beside us then sat on her lounger facing me.

      "Look Travis" she said softly. "This last year hasn't been the...best...for either of us." I could see the sadness in her eyes.

      "That's an understatement" I replied.

      "Well, I know school has been a struggle, and to be honest life in general has been a struggle for me." She sighed. "I think...well I think that a little family therapy might help us." She looked up at me.

      "Mom, the last thing I want to do is sit and tell some stranger about my personal life" I said

      
        
      

      "As a therapist, I find that statement insulting" mom tried to smile. "As a person, I actually understand." She said.

      "So, instead, I have a proposal." She reached out and picked up the timer, quickly turning the knob. "For the next hour it will be Clark Family Therapy. It's going to be one hour of truth and honesty; no judgements from either of us."

      She released the timer and relaxed back on her lounger, pulling her terry cloth robe off as she leaned back. This had to be some kind of joke, I thought at first. But the timer softly clicking between us made me realize my mother was deadly serious about this.

      "How do you propose we start?" I asked her.

      Taking a deep breath, mom stared off across the pool. God, watching those twin globes rise and fall, captured by the bright red bikini top was enough to give a dead man a hard on, and I was far from fucking dead.

      "My name is Diane Clark" mom spoke softly. "I am a forty-eight year old divorced woman who had her husband stolen by a nineteen year old tart." Fuck I sat in shock as mom continued.

      "I have buried myself in my work" her voice was soft but clear. "I have ignored my friends, ignored my son." I felt a pang at her admission. "And every time I look in a mirror I hate what I see." There was a soft sob with her last words.

      I was dumbfounded at moms' words. She had literally opened her heart and just poured it onto the table. I sat silent for moment thinking, just who and what was I.

      "My name is Travis Clark" I tried to keep my voice calm. "I am a nineteen your old male who hates my father and loves my mother." Mom sat and watched me silent.

      "I barely made it through my last year of high school; I have abandoned my old friends, hiding in my room playing video games. I failed at sports because I gave up. I have zero social skills and really couldn't care less."

      
        I had honestly said it; it was like a weight had lifted from my chest. I looked over at mom, who sat staring at me.

      "Well, we have something in common" she smiled briefly. "It seems we both left our old lives behind."

      For the next forty-five minutes we just sat in the warm sun, and talked. I mean really talked. For the first time in nineteen years, I said not just what I felt, but what I thought. Mom did the same, sharing her pain, her anger.

      It was amazing and exhilarating at the same time, especially when we realized just how much we had in common. We both had abandoned our old lives, but had no direction for our new lives. We both had a deep seated hatred of my father. And curiously enough, we both hated nineteen year old twats.

      "But if you dislike girls your own age because they remind you of your father" mom asked. "How are you going to date?"

      "I'm not sure" I looked over at her. "Maybe I'll change my age grouping, nothing under thirty." I said.

      Mom turned and stared at me. "You wouldn't" she smiled. "Cougars...really?" she smiled.

      "Hey, they claim older women are better lovers anyway." I said defensively.

      "You have no idea Travis" mom said in a hushed voice.

      At that moment the timer chose to ding. I hated for the session to be over, but mom insisted. She rose from her lounger and gathered her empty tea glass, towel and the timer.

      "So, once a week or twice?" she asked me.

      "I think twice" I told mom. "Once a week is to long between."

      "I agree" mom nodded. "Shall we say Wednesday at 4pm?" she asked.

      
        
      

      "That sounds perfect to me Diane." Mom looked at me when I used her first name. Then a smile spread across her face.

      "Thank you Travis" mom said softly; leaning down to kiss me on the cheek.

      I could feel her full breasts press against my arm as she kissed softly. They were encased in her bikini top, but every hormone in my body went on fire. I watched her walk back to the house, my eyes locked on that ass as it swayed with every step.

      Now that is one cougar I wouldn't mind trying to tame, I thought. I felt blood surge in my cock at the thought, and try as I might I couldn't rid myself of the hunger growing in my balls. God, I needed to jerk off a good one.

      The following Wednesday we met again at the pool, this time mom was wearing a pale blue bikini, the style matched her red one. She must have bought two or three, I thought. As we settled in, I figured just pick up where we had left off.

      "What about you Diane?" I asked. "Why don't you date?"

      "Pfftttt" mom took a sip of her tea. "Who would date this old body" she scoffed. "Besides, it's been so long I wouldn't know how to...well..."

      "Finish it Diane" I pushed at her. "You were the one who said, an hour of truth without judgement. Say it." I told her.

      Mom turned and looked into my eyes. "It's been so long" her voice trembled. "I wouldn't know how to suck a cock if one was in front of my face."

      "Isn't it kind of like riding a bicycle" I smiled.

      Mom laughed, relaxing. "God it was good to get that out." She sighed.

      I saw her eyes flicker to my suit bottom for a second, and then back up. There was no way I could hide the now raging boner inside my swim trunks, and honestly I didn't want to.

      
        
      

      "As far as being old, that's a matter of opinion." I reassured her. "You need to listen to what the guy says, not put words in his mouth." I told her.

      "Are you a virgin" mom asked out of the blue.

      "No, I'm not as a matter of fact." I told her honestly. "Are you?" I smiled.

      Mom turned and looked at me, and then a smile crept across her face. "At least we can share the same perspective." She said softly.

      The session steered away from that topic, and we spent the next time discussing how we both hated social situations, both preferring to be left alone.

      "Two minutes, we need to wrap up." Mom said, glancing at the timer.

      There was something that had been eating at me to say, ever since our earlier discussion. But I needed to do this right. I reached out my hand and held the timer, keeping it from advancing.

      "I am going to say this to Diane" I said softly. "Because if I said this to my mom, I would either get slapped or shit my trunks" I looked at her face.

      "Don't ever think you are old or undesirable" I said softly. "Where you are concerned Diane Clark, the word hot does not even do justice." I watched mom's eyes grow bigger at my words.

      "In fact," somehow I held my voice steady. "If you wear that suit next session, I swear to God I will pull mine off and jack off looking at you."

      Before she could answer, I lifted my hand and the timer softly dinged. I don't know how but I had timed it perfectly.

      "The session is over." I rose from the lounger. "Now if you will excuse me there is something I need to take care of."

      
        I gathered my towel and headed into the house, leaving my mother by the pool. I headed straight to my room and threw myself on my bed. Jerking my trunks down, I wrapped my fist around my throbbing cock and began to stroke.

      Images of my mother in that suit, or imagined ones of her laying there nude, flowed through my mind. It didn't take long for my balls to tighten.

      "Mom" I gasped, as the biggest orgasm I could remember rocketed through my body. Hot streams of semen coating my belly and chest as I pumped my balls empty.

      That Saturday, as I settled into the lounger by the pool, I worried about how mom would react. Would she be pissed, would she come fully dressed? My mind whirled with questions. Lost in my thoughts I suddenly realized mom was setting down the tray between us. She reached down and wound the timer, then turned and faced me, still standing.

      I watched as she peeled off the terry cloth robe. I swear every drop of blood in my body raced to my cock, making my cock swell trapped in my trunks.

      "Holy shit." I whispered.

      "It's not the same suit." My mothers' voice tried to penetrate my fogged brain.

      She was right, it wasn't the same suit, it was worse. Where the other two had been a high hip cut of normal proportions; this was a French cut thong instead. The top barely contained her 36 C's, as her breasts tried to spill out from the cups. Two small bows adorned her hips where the strings were tied. The small triangle of cloth between her thighs molded snugly to her fat lips creating a perfect camel toe.

      It was like my brain shut down at that moment. I had warned her, and she had come here showing even more of her fantastic body. I reached down and without a word slid my trunks over my hips.

      "Travis" she whispered. Then my thick hard cock came into view. "Oh my God" she gasped as my rigid pole slapped against my belly.

      "You're fucking gorgeous" I groaned, as I reached down to my cock.

      
        "You weren't kidding were you?" she asked in a hushed voice. Her eyes were riveted to my hand, as my fist began to glide up and down my length.

      "This is our hour to be honest, with no judgements." I said.

      "Yes; totally honest and no judgements." Mom whispered.

      "Diane Clark, you have been the subject of my hottest fantasies since I hit puberty and knew what sex was." I stared at my mother as she stood there, so close to being nude it was maddening.

      "Oh Jesus" mom muttered. Her eyes went back and forth between my face and my hand as she watched me stroke almost eight inches of throbbing cock.

      "I envied my father for years." I admitted. "He got to lie in bed beside that" I nodded my head at her body "every fucking night."

      "Travis" mom whispered, but I just carried on, lost in my remembering.

      "He could touch you, kiss you, and even make love to you at his will." I said. "I thought he was the luckiest man on earth."

      My mothers' face blushed pink as she lowered herself to her lounger, her eyes locked to my cock as a clear drop of pre cum seeped from the tip.

      "You wanted me for yourself." I could hear the surprise in her voice. "You wanted to fuck your mother." Her voice was hushed.

      "I never wanted to fuck you mom" I cut her off. She looked at me surprised.

      "To touch you and feel you, to taste you, to make love to every inch of you." I gasped as my nuts tightened with my admission. "God yes now that I wanted." I moaned.

      "Then, the unthinkable happened." My face darkened. "Not only did he cheat on perfection, he did it with a nineteen year old gold digging bitch." The venom dripped from my voice.

      
        
      

      "OH my God" mom whispered. "You hate him, you really hate him." Her eyes were large and glittering.

      "More than you could ever know" I hissed. "How could he give up what I fantasize about at least twice every day?" I said quietly.

      "You masturbate...to me...twice every day?" moms' face flushed crimson.

      "I said at least twice." I smiled.

      "This old body does that to you?" he eyes fastened on my throbbing cock.

      "Take the top off, and I'll show you what your old body does to me." I challenged her.

      Mom glanced at the timer then back. "You have twenty-five minutes." She said softly.

      "It won't take more than five or ten." I grunted. Just the thought of her bare breasts was driving me insane.

      "You're serious aren't you." Mom whispered.

      "Take it off and find out." I stared at her.

      Even as my hand continued to pump up and down my cock, now smeared with my pre cum, I saw mom fold her hands behind her back.

      "OH fuck" I groaned, as the sides of her top came loose.

      I could just see the swell of her breasts around the hanging cloth, held to her by a single knot at her neck. Her hands crept to behind her neck, and I held my breath waiting. Would she really do this?

      
        It was like watching something in slow motion as her bikini top slid down and free. First the tops of her breasts came into view, followed by two diamond hard nipples. Then my vision was consumed by the swell of what looked like two perfect breasts.

      My God, I realized, her nipples are rock hard. I could see them standing out like to pebbles around the pink areoles. My hand never stopped as I felt that clench in my gut, and then my balls pull up tight. Fuck, I wanted to keep looking, but I was going to cum, and big.

      "Moommm" I gasped, as my hips jerked.

      A thick rope of hot goo erupted from the tip of my cock. It arched through the air and landed with a splatter across my belly. I tried to keep my eyes opened, fastened on those two beauties, but it was too much.

      "Travis" mom gasped.

      My eyes rolled back as my body jerked again. A second wad of seed spewed from my cock. My body was shaking uncontrollably as my orgasm tore through me.

      "Beautiful...perfect...oh God..." I moaned; even as a third rope poured out to coat my pumping fist.

      "So much..." mom whispered in almost reverence.

      I continued to just sit there, quivering, as my body slowly came down from such a high. I opened my mouth to speak, and heard the ding of the timer on the table.

      Mom jerked back to reality, she looked at the timer, then back at my body drenched in cum, then at the timer again. She stood and gathered the towel and timer in her arms.

      "That's enough for today" she gasped, and then hurried off for the patio door.

      Through the next two days I was in a constant state of worry. Like all our other sessions, not a word was spoken about Saturday. I was terrified we had crossed a line and she would call everything off.

      
        Wednesday I settled into my lounger and waited. I wondered if she would even come today. Right at two the patio door slid open and mom came out carrying the tray.

      This time she set down the tray and settled into the lounger, and then she turned the knob of the timer. Was she trying to get as much time as possible?

      I waited silently, I wanted mom to start this session. When she finally spoke, her voice was so low I almost didn't hear her.

      "What would you do?" she stared across the pool.

      "What would I do?" I asked a bit confused.

      "What would you do to my body...if you had it?" Mom turned and looked at me.

      "Mom... you're sure..." I started to ask.

      "Travis, please" she whispered. "I want to know...I need to know." I saw a pained look in her eyes. "Am I still desirable? Every woman needs to know."

      "Desirable?" I almost laughed. "Jesus mom, you drive me insane, way past desirable."

      "Then tell me what you would do." Her eyes glowed from the praise.

      "First, I would kiss those lips I have dreamed of for so long." I told her, staring at her face.

      "Then I would leave a wet trail of kisses down your neck, and across your breasts."

      "Oh God" mom moaned softly.

      "I would suck on those perfect nipples" my voice was husky with growing lust. "Tease them with my tongue and teeth; until they were so hard you would think they would pop off."

      
        "Oh Travis" mom moaned. She reached up and cupped one breast through that French cut bikini. I could see her fingers roll her excited nipple.

      "Then I would kiss my way down your belly" I husked. "Savoring the taste of your sweat coated skin."

      "I would kneel between your thighs and inhale your scent, savoring it." I wanted to rip my trunks off and start stroking but I held back. "Then I would slide my tongue between those swollen lips and taste you." I tried not to moan.

      "Oh My God...Oh My God..." mom moaned.

      I watched hypnotically as moms hand slid down her flexing belly. I heard her moan softly as her fingers slid under the fabric of her bikini bottom. I tried to imagine her fingers gliding over her soaked pussy. She turned her head and looked at me, her eyes wild and glowing.

      "Here...now...come here." She grunted as her fingers slid into her pussy with a wet sloppy sound I could hear.

      I rose from my lounger and stepped beside her, towering over her. Her eyes were locked to the huge tent that pushed my trunks out, my hard cock outlined in the tight fabric.

      I couldn't say a word as mom raised her hand, gripping the waist band of my trunks. With a swift jerk, she pulled them down feeing my cock. As my trunks landed at my feet, my cock swung stiff and hard, jutting out from my body almost like a telephone pole.

      "Oh fuck" I gasped as mom reached up and wrapped her hand around my pulsing cock.

      "You would eat me?" mom gasped. "You would suck my cunt?" her hand began to pump up and down my shaft.

      "I'd do more than that" I gasped as the sensations overrode my senses. "I'd suck every drop out of you and drink you when you came in my mouth."

      "OH Travis...I've never..." mom moaned.

      
        I was shocked; you mean dad had never performed oral on this beauty. Not only was he an ass, he was also a fool, I thought.

      "So close..." mom groaned. "More...what else would you do." She grunted.

      I could hear the wet squelching as she drove her fingers in and out, and watch the tight fabric of her bikini bottom rise and fall with the motion of her hand. She finger fucking herself like a demon as I egged her on.

      "While you were still trembling from your orgasm, I would slide up your sweat slick body" I couldn't take my eyes off her hand. "I would stare into your eyes, and watch as you felt every inch of me slide inside you."

      I could barely talk as I watched my mother get both her and me off at the same time. I watched her fist pumping up and down the thick shaft of my cock, while I could hear her other hand slapping against her mound as she abused her dripping pussy.

      "I would make love to you...deep...slow..." I grunted as my balls began to tighten.

      "No...harder...harder baby." Mom gasped. She looked up at me with wild eyes. "Own me baby...take me from that asshole. Possess me like he never could." Her voice was gravely with lust.

      "I'd pound into you" I took the hint real quick. "My hips would be slapping into you as I filled you again and again."

      "Oh God...Travis..." mom gurgled. "I'm going...to..." Her head snapped back and a piercing wail came from her lips.

      "CUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" mom screamed, as her body convulsed under her hand.

      The sight of her orgasm was too much. I grunted as my cock jerked in her grip. Mom pulled down on my cock, aiming it at her trembling body. I could only watch as my first blast of hot cum shot out to spray across her breasts.

      
        "Yes...yes...yes." Mom chanted. "Cum on my tits, cum on my belly." She moaned. "I want you to cum all over your momma baby."

      I couldn't have stopped if I had died right there. And if I had, I would have died happy. I watched as my next wad sprayed out to cover her face and collar bone, and when my body jerked a third time, mom aimed it lower to splatter across her belly and bikini bottoms.

      By the time I was finished, mom lay on her lounger coated from chin to waist in my thick cream. Dimly I heard the ding of the timer, and then mom released her grip on my twitching cock.

      She stood on trembling legs from the lounger and silently gathered up her towel. She looked at me, still standing there with my cock hanging free. I opened my mouth to speak, but mom cut me off.

      "Let me speak first" she said softly. "That, was the most intense and satisfying session I have ever had." She looked into my eyes. "I feel better right now, than I have in a year; do you understand?" She asked.

      I nodded in return, not trusting my voice at this point.

      "I think our next session" she told me "will be our last session." My heart started to sink.

      "Oh no baby" mom could read the expression on my face. "I expect you...to consummate...the session. Do you understand me?" her voice was soft but strong.

      I nodded in return again, my mind racing at her words.

      "Travis" mom spoke clearly. "Do you understand?" she stared into my eyes.

      "Perfectly" I let my eyes roam over her body before locking gazes with her.

      "Good" she smiled like I had not seen her smile in a very long time. Then she simply walked back into the house without another word.

      
        That Saturday mom went into the office. I could count on my hands the number of times she had worked on a Saturday. I wondered if she had done it just to create a separation between us. To heighten what was going to happen that afternoon.

      Out by the pool simply would not do for what I had in mind. She had been very specific about 'consummating' the session. I planned on consummating her until every fantasy I had ever had was fulfilled.

      I knew moms' routine like the back of my hand. When she came home from work she always headed for her bedroom to change and take a quick shower. Since our session was usually scheduled for after, she would then put on her swimsuit and come out to the pool. This time I was ready for her.

      I waited for her to start her shower, and then slipped into her bedroom. I lit the candles I had placed around the room, letting the scent of jasmine and lavender fill the room. I removed her swim suit from the bed where she had laid it out, turning down the bed.

      I was positioned just outside the bathroom door when she stepped out wearing only a towel around her lithe form. I saw her hesitate when she saw the bed, and knew that was my moment. Stepping behind her I slid a silk scarf down over her eyes.

      "Travis...what..." but I shushed her.

      "Session has started" my voice warm in her ear from behind. "And there will be no timer this time." I told her.

      "Oh God" mom moaned.

      After tying the knot in the scarf behind her head, I waved a hand in front of her face. Nope, she didn't see a thing, perfect. Turning her around I backed her up until her legs bumped against the bed. As I eased her backwards, I tugged on the towel, pulling it loose.

      "What are you doing?" mom asked, her voice quaking.

      "Truth time" I crawled onto the bed, now nude myself, but not touching her body yet. I knelt beside her. "We take turns; one says a truth and then the other." I told her.

      
        "I'll start our session" I whispered in her ear. "Truth...I've always ached to kiss your lips."

      Leaning down, I pressed my lips to hers, feeling their softness against mine.

      "Mmmmmm" mom moaned as our tongues dueled into each other's mouths.

      Just as I pulled back, moms' blind hands came up to my chest. I shivered as her fingers glided over my pecs, teasing around my nipples.

      "Truth..." mom whispered. "I've wanted to run my hands over your chest since I saw you without a shirt over a year ago."

      "Oh God" I gasped, as she lightly tweaked my nipples. "Mom..." I moaned.

      "It's your turn baby." Mom smiled even though she couldn't see me.

      "Truth..." I husked. "Every time I see you in your bikini, I want to kiss your nipples." I leaned down, planting a warm wet kiss on each nipple.

      "Oh Travis" mom moaned, aching her back.

      "I've wanted to devour your breasts for years." I whispered. My mouth closed over one hard bud, sucking it in.

      "Oh God yesssss" Mom moaned. "Suck them baby, suck mommas tits." She groaned.

      One hand slid behind my head, to hold me firm to her breast. The other slid down my back and over my bare hip. It drifted under my kneeling body, until her fingers wrapped around my raging hard cock.

      "I watched you shower once." Mom moaned as her hand slid along my length. "God I wanted to touch your cock so badly." She grunted as I moved from one breast to the other.

      
        Mom wanted to make this a time for full admission, so be it, I thought. I pulled my mouth free of her succulent tits, my lips next to her ear. My hand crept down her quivering belly.

      "A few months ago, I saw you...in your bedroom." My fingers slid over her fat lips, feeling her steaming heat. "You were masturbating." I teased her throbbing clit.

      "Nnnggghhh" mom moaned at my touch. "You watched me?" she whispered.

      "I watched you finger your wet pussy" I slid a finger into her tight folds.

      "Oh fuck." Mom grunted.

      "And when you came..." my fingers began a slow pumping in and out, feeling her tight walls. "I heard you...call my name."

      "Oh God Travis" mom s' voice dripped lust. "I want you baby."

      "I know mom, and I want you." I couldn't hold the quake in my voice.

      "No...now" I could feel her tug on my shaft. "I want...I need." Mom almost whined.

      I slid my body between her spread thighs, as her hand guided me. We had come to the crux, and I wanted nothing more than to be one with this woman I loved.

      "You have me mom" I whispered.

      "Wait...stop." Mom said. God, I thought she was having second thoughts.

      Mom reached her other hand up and slid the blindfold from her face. Her eyes glowed with a mix of love and lust as she stared up at me.

      "I have never wanted a man as much as I want you right now." Moms' voice was hushed. "I want to see you...us...the first time."

      
        
      

      Raised up on my arms, I looked down as mom placed the engorged head of my cock against her lips. Lodging my head in her opening, she released her grip and stared between us.

      "Mom" I couldn't believe it was me and not her having this conversation. "I'm not wearing a condom." I said softly.

      "And you never will." Mom said firmly. There was no question what she wanted, and I wasn't going to argue.

      I began lowering my hips slowly, I knew it had been awhile for her, and I worried how tight she would be. When the head of my cock slid inside with a wet sucking noise, I couldn't suppress the groan of sheer pleasure.

      "Oh God, you're in me." Mom groaned. "More...please...more" she begged.

      I kept bearing my weight down, sliding in inch by inch. For a woman pushing fifty, and having born a child; Jesus Christ she was tight. It felt like her walls were sucking me deeper and deeper the further I went.

      "God you're tight" I grunted.

      "God you're big." Mom grunted right back.

      "Fuucckkkk" I moaned when my pelvis finally came in contact with her.

      We had done it; I was totally seated inside her, now we were one. I started to pull back for another stroke, instead her hands dropped down and she cupped my ass.

      "Hold...still." Mom moaned

      I held myself poised like that, as I felt her hips do small tight circles, as she ground herself against me. I watched her eyes close as she reveled in the sensation.

      
        "It's been so long...Oh God...I forgot how good...Oh shit..." Mom whispered.

      I stared at moms' face as a light sheen of sweat glistened on her lips. Here brow furrowed as she ground her hips up into me. Her hands dug into the cheeks of my ass as she pulled me harder against her. We were barely moving, but I could feel her body twitching and then quiver. Her eyes slowly opened and she stared into mine with wonder.

      "Travis, I'm going...Oh fuck baby" she gasped. Her whole body trembled. "I'm going to cum all over my son's fat...hard...cock."

      I expected this major earth shaking explosion with mom screaming my name. I was amazed when her body gave a small convulsion, and then a gush of warm fluids coated my buried cock.

      "Travis" mom grunted.

      "Cum on me mom" I told her.

      "I am baby, Oh my God I ammmmmm." Mom softly keened.

      I was shocked at the intensity, the power of her orgasm. It literally had taken control where she had been unable to barely move. Her cream poured out in almost waves as it flooded the bed. Her whole body vibrated under me as she stared up into my face.

      "Never...so hard...Oh Travis" she moaned.

      "I love you Diane Clark" I leaned down and softly kissed her lips.

      Mom slowly released her grip on me ass, trembling she slid her hands up my back until she cupped the side of my face.

      "I love you my beautiful man." Mom whispered. I watched a fire grow in her eyes. "Now fuck me" she growled. "Fuck me and then fuck me harder and then fuck me even more baby." I listened to her lust filled voice. "Don't stop until you empty yourself in me." she gasped.

      
        Once again that question rose in me. I could tell mom was beyond caring, but I had to be sure. I leaned down and kissed the tip of her nose.

      "Mom, I'm bareback." I whispered. "Are you..." God I couldn't even ask it.

      "My son is inside me, and not wearing a condom." My mother stared into my eyes. "I haven't had a man in years, and I'm not on the pill." She continued.

      Oh fuck, I was buried inside my mothers' unprotected pussy; a shiver ran down my spine.

      "Now tell me you can pull out; tell me you can stop what is about to happen." Mom said softly.

      "I can't...God help me." I groaned.

      "Has it occurred to you I don't want you to?" mom asked. "I want this baby, I want this so bad." A smile crept over her lips. "Now...fuck your mother." She whispered.

      Every coherent thought leaked from my brain and down to my balls. I wanted this woman under me as much as I wanted breathing. I slowly drew back, watching her feel every inch. Then, with a grunt, I slammed my weight down onto her.

      "FUUUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" mom screamed as my entire length drove back into her.

      "Oh yes...oh God yes...fuck me...harder...more..." mom chanted with every thrust.

      I felt her legs slide up the back of mine until they wrapped around my waist. She was opening herself completely, giving herself to me. On my downward stroke, I let my weight drop onto her, driving deeper into her cunt; I could hear the wet sloshing as my cock pounded in.

      "OH babbbyyyyyyyyyyyy" mom wailed as my body crushed against her, her fat breasts mashed against my chest. I felt a gush of hot fluids bathe my cock a second time.

      "Cumminngg...again...oh fuck." Her body convulsed under me as her arms wrapped around me.

      
        My hips worked like a piston as I pounded down into her. Wet squelching filled the room as the scent of our sweaty sex filled my nostrils. The whole sensation was too much; her hot skin against mine, her constantly rippled walls milking my cock, even the smell of her perfume drove me insane.

      "Oh God mom" I groaned. "I can't...hold."

      "Then don't" mom grunted. I felt her arms wrap around me holding me tighter.

      "I'm going...to cum." I moaned, trying to pull back.

      It was too late; mom was wrapping her muscular legs around my waist, locking me into place. I lost every ounce of will to pull out, and just rammed my cock as deep as I could go.

      "Oh my God" mom whispered. "You're swelling...bigger...oh fuck." Her breath was hot in my ear as she clung to me. "That's it...cum baby." She moaned softly.

      "Oh shit" I gasped. I lost all track of time as my cock swelled and throbbed. "I'm going to cum inside my mother." I gasped.

      "Yes baby...oh God yes..." mom moaned in my ear.

      "ARRRRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I roared as my balls untightened, and I felt the first scalding blast of cum rocket from the tip of my cock to wash her walls.

      "Trraaavvissssssssssssss" mom screamed as my first volley spewed into her. "Oh God I can feel you cumming." Mom gasped.

      "Nnnghhhh babyyyyy" moms' eyes rolled back and her body convulsed pinned under me.

      I felt a swamp of hot cream flow out around my cock as her belly flexed against mine over and over. Our mutual orgasm had us both beyond words as I grunted like a rutting animal, matching my mother's moans and mewling as her own orgasm ravaged her.

      
        Even as my orgasm subsided to tremors, I couldn't believe my cock was still rock hard buried inside her. God I wanted more, I thought.

      "Do you remember what you said to me last time?" I panted in her ear.

      "Can't...think..." mom mumbled. "Still cu...Cu...cumming." her body vibrated under me.

      "You told me to own you" I hoarsely whispered in her ear. "To take you from that asshole" I rose up on my arms. "That's exactly what I'm going to do." I pulled my hips back until my rampant cock slid free.

      "Oh God" mom grunted as my cock pulled free. I watched a thick white glob of cum seep from her still gaping pussy.

      I reached down and gripped mom by the hips, rolling her over on the bed until she lay face down in the soaked sheets.

      "Oh God...what are you doing?" Mom begged softly.

      "Still...more?" she gasped as I pulled her hips up, bringing her ass into the air.

      Mom turned her head and looked behind her. Her face pressed into the sheets she watched as I moved up behind her. My hard cock was aiming for her dripping pussy.

      "God...how can you still be hard?" Mom moaned.

      "Because of my MOTHER." And with the last word, I rammed every inch I had deep into her.

      "FFFUUUCKKKKKKKK" mom wailed as I stretched her wide open.

      "Your mother...your lover...your slut...your whore." Mom babbled under me as I pounded into her. "Just don't stop fucking meeeeeeeee" mom moaned.

      
        I leaned forward, getting more leverage to ram my cock in with every stroke. "Not good enough." I hissed into her ear. "Who owns you now...tell me."

      "Oh shit...oh fuck...oh my GOD!" mom grunted as my hips slapped her ass.

      I reached under her gripping a swaying tit in each hand, kneading the soft flesh as my fingers teased her nipples. Mom raised herself onto all fours and looked back at me. I had never seen such a fire burning in her eyes as she began to fuck back at me.

      "Prove I'm yours" Mom grated as she began to drive her ass back at me. "Claim me Travis; fill your mother with your hot cum baby." She gasped.

      Wet slapping filled the room as I hammered into mom. This had devolved into pure primal fucking. I gripped her hanging tits, using them as leverage as I pulled her back at me even harder. I wanted to shove my cock so deep into her it would come out her throat.

      "Use me...oh fuck baby..." Mom grunted. "I belong...to my...son." She gasped.

      I felt like a man possessed. I had already emptied my balls once, but I could feel that familiar churning again. I released her breasts and gripped her hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. Mom dropped her upper body back to the bed, her face flushed as she began to finally surrender.

      "Travis...oh God...what are you doing?" mom moaned. "Something's...oh fuck...I'm going..." the rest became gibberish as I watched a thin line of drool run from the corner of her mouth. Then, I felt the most incredible sensation.

      "NNNGGGHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" mom screamed into the sheets.

      I felt a hot silky vise slam down on my cock then rippling along my shaft as mom exploded around my buried manhood. There wasn't a gush or even a flood, as her juices literally sprayed from between her thighs. They washed my cock and balls, soaking her thighs, and spraying out to drench the comforter under us. Her cunt gave a huge sucking pull on my cock and my balls lost the war.

      "Love YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU" I roared as my seed spewed into her belly.

      
        I knew I was bareback, and I knew she was possibly fertile. Right then I wanted nothing more than to plant my seed inside this magnificent woman.

      After what had to be three or four thick blasts, I felt an aching spasm in my balls. Slowly withdrawing my deflating cock, I collapsed my sweat drenched body onto the bed beside my mother.

      "Holy fuck" mom whispered softly, then her body simply tilted to one side and she collapsed beside me.

      We spent the next five minutes lying there, as the sound of our labored breathing filled the silence. Finally mom raised her head and brushed her hair to the side, looking at me with a glow of wonder.

      "Therapy is over Mr. Clark." She said softly.

      "Good, I don't need a therapist." I smiled back. "I need a mother and wife, Mrs. Clark." I rolled onto my side facing her, wrapping one arm over her still trembling body.

      "It will be my pleasure" mom snuggled into my embrace tighter.

    
  
    
      My Addiction

      I just stood in shock and watched, my knuckles turning white as I gripped the laundry basket. Jesus, how could any one man produce that much? I heard him softly grunt as that long thick rope ejected straight up into the air.

      Just like women, men have different orgasms. Some men ooze or dribble, some men it flows out; and some few can actually squirt. This was not squirting; this was a damned cannon volley as it rocketed up out the tip and into the air.

      What made things worse was the fact I was soaking my panties as I stared at such an unbelievable sight. I heard him grunt again, and God help me if a second thick rope didn't follow the first. Compounding things was what he had just grunted before the second volley spewed out.

      When I heard that soft grunt of 'mom' I thought I was going to scream. My throat tightened, my grip tightened; and my panties turned into a fucking swamp. I staggered back from the half open door and down the hall to the master bedroom. I dropped the laundry basket on the floor and my hand was down my jeans in a flash.

      Hell, I didn't even make it to the bed. I stood in the middle of the bedroom and jammed two fingers up my soaked pussy, hearing the obscene wet squelch as they drove deep.

      "Fuckkkk" I groaned softly.

      Images roared through my head as I pounded my fingers viciously into my pussy. Images that to most would have been degrading or humiliating; but only inflamed me further; the image of that fountain splattering across my face, or dripping down my tits.

      "Oh shit" I grunted as my orgasm slammed home within minutes.

      Hot juices flooded over my hand as my body shook and vibrated. I knew then I was in trouble, very deep trouble. I had just masturbated to a massive orgasm from watching my son jerk off.

      I'm a single mother; I have been since my son was born nineteen years ago. Not because I had to for him; but because I choose to; for him AND me. Having a man was not something I really felt the forced need for. We had done just fine all these years; and perhaps one day I would find that special someone, but it just wasn't a huge priority.

      I'm thirty-seven; and yes if you do the math that meant I had my son when I was eighteen. No it wasn't planned, but I wouldn't change a single thing in my life. Who am I? I'm an ex-PTA mom, a member of my church women's group, and a volunteer at a local food bank.

      I'm also a senior teller at a local bank, a single mom...and a cum addict. That's right, a cum addict. It's how I got pregnant. I love cum; I love swallowing it, I love tasting it, I love wearing it, I love cum...period. The first time I had sex I was hooked, to the point I let an older man pour his hot load into my fertile belly, and BOOM; there was my son.

      I had managed to control the addiction to a certain extent the last number of years. I dated, and got my regular fix; rotating who I dated so it wasn't as obvious. Until today that is. It had been a long time since I had seen a man cum that much and that powerfully; a VERY long time. Just the thought of that hot...thick...slimy seed...fuck I was doing it again. I jammed my fingers deeper, trying to shove my entire fist up my dripping cunt as I ravaged myself to the images.

      
        As a second orgasm shorted out my logic circuits, I only knew one thing...I wanted that cum. I wanted it...I needed it...I craved having it shot all over my face and body. The fact this was my son had long departed my brain as my addiction gripped my body like it hadn't in ages. I was going to get that cum, I realized; I just needed to figure out how.

      It was two days later that my fevered brain came up with an idea. I had fingered myself at least twice a day if not more since first seeing him. That night I tossed and turned in my bed after three massive orgasms. I should have been exhausted, but my body was on fire. I rose from my bed and padded to the bathroom, pulling the sleeping pills out of the medicine cabinet. I rarely used them, but on nights like this they were a Godsend.

      I popped one pill in my mouth and drew a glass of water at the sink. I only took one as they usually hit me like a brick wall after about a half an hour. As I set the glass on the counter, I looked at myself in the mirror.

      What are you becoming? I thought. It was like I was eighteen and uncontrollable again. I sighed and picked up the bottle of pills to put them back. My eyes landed on the bottle, my brain clicked; and I shivered.

      I couldn't...I wouldn't...I stared at my face in the mirror. That face simply nodded back at me. Yes, tomorrow night...one pill...in his pop he drank at night while he played his computer game. It was too easy, too simple; and yet it could actually work.

      The next night, after dinner; he did the dishes for me as he usually did every night. I headed upstairs for my evening shower...just like normal. I pulled a single pill from the bottle and slipped into his room, dropping the pill into his half drank pop can sitting on his desk, and then retreated to my room.

      I berated myself for sinking so low that I would give my son a sleeping pill. But the thought of that geyser lingered in my mind. After he headed to bed, I lingered downstairs claiming to watch a movie. It was Friday so staying up later was easy. I waited...and waited. I debated...I debated more. Finally I hung my head in shame and about midnight headed up the stairs. I was intent on just going to bed, and not let this thing gain control again.

      But, it was like my body said one thing while my brain another. The next thing I knew I was standing in front of his bedroom door, staring at him asleep in his bed. He was on his back, only a sheet over him, and the pale light from the hall leaked into his room.

      
        I stepped to the side of his bed and looked down, that ended any resistance I had. My eyes traveled down his bare chest, tracing the contours of his abs and chiseled pectorals. Jesus when did he turn into such a hunk of man meat, I wondered. I leaned down and plucked at the edge of his sheet.

      Maybe I would get lucky, and he would be wearing his shorts. I had no idea how to get those down without waking him. Then, the sheet slid lower; and there it was. God help me he was sleeping nude. I swore the Gods were conspiring against me as that flaccid tube slid into view. Soft it lay across his belly surrounded by brown curls of hair. I figured it was about six inches soft; which meant he was probably somewhere between seven and eight inches hard. Not huge, but not small; a respectable length.

      Without hesitating, I wrapped my hand around that stalk as I eased down onto the bed beside him. I glanced at his desk and saw the now empty can in his recycle trash can; he had drunk the entire thing.

      I softly called his name and tapped his shoulder with no reply; at least not an awake reply. I did feel him respond as that shaft thickened and lengthened in my grip as blood filled it.

      "Oh God" I whispered softly as he hardened in my grip.

      Like any virile nineteen years old, it only took a handful of strokes and that thing was throbbing hard against my palm. I thrilled as I watched a drop of pre cum seep from the tip. That's it baby, I thought, cum for momma.

      I leaned down and swiped my tongue across the tip, moaning softly as I tasted that salty drop. I was hooked, I was done; as I opened my mouth and slid the engorged head in.

      "Nnnnnnnn" I heard him moan as I softly sucked the top of his cock.

      His hips began to move in time to my mouth. God, even asleep he was fucking my mouth like a pro. I picked up speed, swirling my tongue over his pisshole. I didn't want to waste too much time, I WANTED that cum.

      Then it hit. I heard him give that tell take soft grunt, I felt his cock jerk in my grip. I popped my mouth free and hovered my face over his pulsing dick, waiting. I was not disappointed as he shot the first round like coming out of a rifle barrel.

      
        "Ghuu" I heard him grunt as the first thick volley splattered across my face.

      I slid my hand down his shaft, cupping his balls, gently massaging the sack as I felt them contract a second time.

      "Mom" I heard a soft gasp as a second wad rocketed against my lips and chin, dripping down onto my neck.

      I looked down, not realizing I had tilted his cock, and watched as a third smaller stream ejected out and land on my cloth covered breasts. I could feel the warm fluids seep into the thin cloth and cling to my skin.

      I heard him give a soft sigh, and worried he might awaken, I gently lay his softening cock back on his belly, sliding the sheet back up to hide that magnificent tool. I rose to my feet and in a half haze walked back to my bedroom.

      In the dark, stretched out on my bed, I did the unthinkable. I reached up and began to smear the sticky fluids into my skin. Rubbing it across my face and neck, and then smearing it down across my upper chest. I could smell him as it clung to my skin; tentatively I extended my tongue and tasted his tart load, reveling in the flavor.

      There was no doubt in my mind that my addiction was back in full force, and the perfect source was right down the hall. The fact it was my son only made the craving more. That sense of the forbidden, the hidden hunger only made me want it more. I knew it was wrong, I knew it was dangerous. I was a middle aged woman, what would he want or see in me. That he called for me both times he came had shocked me; but I had no illusions.

      I am a thirty-seven year old mother. I'm not some trim and fit nineteen year old. My hips flare wider, my ass is bigger and my 36C's hang down more than they rise up. How was I to compete with some college tart? I tried to not have a repeat...I made three days and I slipped another pill into his drink.

      This time, as I felt that thick shaft pulse, the first rocket of hot seed battered the back of my throat as I sucked the head in deep. God he tasted good. I enjoyed sex; I mean I LIKE the sensation of a hard cock filling me. But when I discovered sucking cock, I was in love. Having that thing squirting hot slime down my throat like some dime store slut; had sent a shudder through me.

      Sitting on the edge of my son's bed, while he pumped my mouth full of hot seed, sent a gush of hot juices between my thighs. I didn't even have to touch myself and I was cumming.

      
        
      

      For the next almost two weeks, I was in heaven. About every third night, I would slip a sleeping pill into his drink; and then go to his room later to bathe myself in his hot seed. I had forgone my nightgown, instead feeling that cream pulse across my breasts and face.

      Once I even stood while I jerked that hard cock, feeling it thicken in my grip, watching the head engorge and when I felt it begin to throb, I stood by the edge of his bed and waited. The first jet arched through the air and splattered across my belly, sending a shiver through me. I stood there, half bent over watching, as a second thick rope exploded from the tip, this time spraying across my lower belly, hot white globs clinging to the fur of my mound.

      He was cumming on my pussy, I thought. I had the horrific urge to throw a leg over his sleeping form, and slide down that pulsing pole. I held myself in check, barely; the sleeping pill wasn't that strong and the risk was too great.

      Instead I stretched out on my own bed, slid my fingers through my coated mound, gathering those thick globs on my fingers; and then shoved them as deep into my gut as I could.

      The orgasm that roared through me dwarfed what I had felt before. I gurgled and whimpered as I pumped my son's virile seed into my pussy. I came harder than I had in over a decade. I knew I wanted his cum inside me, but I had no idea how to even start telling him. The thing was; I didn't have to.

      That Saturday night, I slipped a sleeping pill into his open can on his desk; and then later after 'watching a movie' I slipped into his room.

      I thrilled at the sensation of his cock filling with blood; thickening and hardening in my grip. By now I knew almost every vein and crease of that beautiful eight inch wonder. I began to slowly pick up my speed, my other hand drifting out to cup his balls.

      "Oh God...mom" I heard a soft moan

      Startled, I looked up and locked eyes with him. He was awake, oh God he was watching me. I glanced over at his desk and was horrified to realize the pop can was still sitting on the desk; he hadn't been drinking it last night. I should have stopped, I should have left his room...I didn't. Instead I squeezed his balls gently and watched his eyes glaze over.

      
        "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum" he moaned.

      I didn't even think about it, I leaned forward and sealed my lips around the head of his cock; all the while my eyes never leaving his face. I watched his face screw up in raw lust; I felt his balls spasm in my hand; and the first volley blasted into my mouth.

      What I didn't realize was that the sleeping pill had its own effect on his body besides sleep; it relaxed him. When the first volley blasted into my mouth, it was a cannon flood. It was stronger and bigger than before and it splattered against my throat causing me to choke and gag. It literally filled my mouth until my cheeks distended out, threatening to flood out through my nose.

      He didn't cum, he dumped into my mouth. Shocked at the force and volume, my mouth popped free and I gagged as I tried to swallow the deluge. Just as that hot slime slid down my throat, he grunted again and a second volley arched out to spray across my belly and tits. I was getting his cum both inside and outside at the same time.

      "Oh fuck yes" he panted as a third wad ejected free and flew through the air to splatter across my skin.

      I started to pull back, thinking he was done, but he quickly reached out and held my arm, holding me in place. I watched in fascination as a FOURTH wad shot out, weaker and straight up, to come back down and coat my hand and his pulsing cock.

      Good God, how does a man cum this much, my frazzled brain tried to grasp.

      "Thank you" he whispered; as his grip eased off me and he relaxed back onto his bed.

      Thank me, oh my God I had just taken my sons load; and he was AWAKE. He had made no effort to stop me, in fact he had held me in place even as he finished. I looked up at him in wonder, and said the only thing I could think of.

      "Thank you" I softly repeated back.

      Back in my room I didn't even bother with the sheets, I just stretched out on top of my bed, opened my legs wide; and jammed those cum soaked fingers as deep as I could. I pounded my hand against my throbbing clit as I ravaged myself. The image of him watching me take his load into my mouth burning in my mind as my body knotted. I was going to explode, and I couldn't stop it.

      
        
      

      I heard a noise and turning my head saw him standing in my bedroom door. Dear God, he was hard again and it had barely been a half an hour. I rammed my hand hard against my clit as we locked eyes.

      "Cumminngggggggggggg" I keened as my orgasm tore through me.

      I saw sparks and stars as my eyes rolled back; I could feel my hips bucking as a spray of white hot fluids poured out of me, mixing with his seed. My ass bounced on the bed as I lost control of my muscles; the image of that cock pulsing its load sent me into orbit.

      By the time I regained control of my muscles and my breathing, he was gone. I moaned my shame as I curled up and let sleep wash over my exhausted body. Tomorrow was going to be so awkward, I thought.

      When I finally arose, it was later than my usual. The exertions of the night before had taken a toll in ways I hadn't experienced in years. I pulled my aching body out of bed and wandered down to the kitchen for coffee. I found a small note saying he had gone to play basketball with some friends, and breathed a sigh of relief. I didn't have to face him...yet.

      It was shortly after lunch when I heard the front door. I was in the laundry room filling the washing machine with the next load. I turned and there he was, standing in the doorway. He was holding his sweat soaked shirt in his hands, and only wearing his sport shorts.

      I trembled as we stared at each other. I had no idea what to say, what to do; I just froze; he didn't. He leaned around me and dropped his shirt into the open washing machine, and when he pulled back, his eyes locked with mine.

      This person I had always seen as a nineteen year old boy; became a man in that moment. Not just A man, but THE man in my life.

      "Take your top off" he said calmly.

      I had zero resistance, there wasn't an ounce of fight in me as I reached up and gripped the hem of my tank top, pulling it over my head. He stared at my bra encased breasts as they swung free.

      
        "Take the bra off" he told me.

      I quickly reached around and unsnapped the hooks. He stared as I straightened my arms and let the garment fall to the laundry room floor.

      "You have beautiful tits" he said.

      Not breasts, they were tits, HIS tits; and I shuddered at his compliment. They were on full display, and to my son. I couldn't believe how once again my addiction had brought me low; a fact which was painfully obvious even to my son.

      "You need cum, don't you?" my son watched me.

      "Yes" I admitted, hanging my head.

      "My cum or any cum?" he asked.

      "Any cum" I admitted the truth.

      "Oh" I could hear the disappointment in his voice.

      "I need any cum" I lifted my head and stared into his eyes. "I want...yours" I whispered.

      "Then on your knees" he smiled.

      Dear God; I wouldn't...I couldn't...I was. I was on my knees in the laundry room staring at my son's thick cock as his shorts and underwear fell to the floor. I started to reach for him, but he waved my hand aside.

      Instead, I knelt there and watched in fascination as he wrapped his own hand around that thick stalk, and started stroking. I thought I had died and gone to heaven as I watched him masturbate. I watched his cock pulse and throb; his balls slowly begin to tighten. I wasn't taking his cum; he was offering it to me.

      
        "Open your mouth" he grunted.

      Like a submissive slut, I knelt there nude from the waist up; my mouth hanging open; watching as my son brought himself off. I watched the pisshole expand, and then his cock jerk. A jet of white sticky cream arched through the air and painted my face. He stepped closer and the second blast shot into my mouth and slid down my throat.

      I knelt there taking every drop he had; on my face, down my throat, all over my tits; while he emptied his balls. He came and came and came; pouring what felt like a gallon of hot jizz over me. I was drenched in his cum by the time he had finished.

      As he reached down to pull his shorts up, I looked up at the man who now dominated my life.

      "Thank you" I whispered.

      He turned and walked to the laundry room door while I knelt there, his cum dripping from my chin to the tiled floor. He looked at me; and then my son shook me to my core.

      "You know I'm going to fuck you" he said calmly.

      I shuddered, a shock wave quivering through me as he turned and walked from the room. Not so much from his bold faced statement, but from the realization, in the pit of my belly; that my son was right; I his mother, was going to let him fuck me; I had no doubt.

      I tried to deny the inevitable, but he didn't help. For over a week he avoided me. I would rise and he was gone, I would fall asleep waiting for him; he found last minute errands and tasks that consumed his time. I went from denial to craving in days. I had gone from weeks of reveling in his hot thick seed, to total withdrawal; I was a total basket case.

      All I could think about was his hot thick cum; how it clung to my skin it was so thick and slimy. How it coated my tongue, how it arched through the air to cover my tits. My will to fight crumbled like a house of cards in a high wind. It was worse than when I had been younger. I don't know if it was the fact this was my own son, or that at thirty-seven my hunger was greater or what, but I rapidly devolved from a mature, stable mother to a craving cum addict.

      When the fire in my belly, the tingle of my skin, and the fever of my brain finally became too much; I committed an act that mere months ago I would never have dreamed of. I stripped nude, walked into my son's room, and begged for his cum.

      
        
      

      "Please" I all but whimpered.

      "Please what?" God he was so calm, so in command.

      "Please...I need it." I choked out.

      "Need what? Say it mother" He countered.

      It was infuriating how this nineteen year old man now controlled the hunger in my belly, but I couldn't deny it. I slowly sank to my knees in the middle of his room in total defeat.

      "Please...I need your cum" I begged softly.

      "You need what" he smiled. "I can't hear you" he claimed.

      "I need your CUM" I all but screamed. "I want you to...ungh" I grunted.

      He had come out of his chair, taken two steps and shoved me forward. The motion propelled me off balance and the next thing I knew I was kneeling on hands and knees, my bare ass jutting out behind me.

      I watched shocked as my nude son knelt behind me. Nude? When had he...? My eyes opened wide as I felt the swollen head of his cock press against my drenched inflamed lips. He wouldn't...I was his mother...I just wanted him to...then my world exploded.

      "It's about damned time" my son grunted behind me; and then every fat inch of his cock slid home inside me in one stroke.

      My hunger had made me dripping wet, a fitting receptacle for his manhood. There was no resistance as he stretched my walls, I felt his hips come in contact with my ass as he bottomed out and two things happened at the same moment. I screamed...and I came."

      "FUUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I wailed across his tiny room.

      
        
      

      Hot juices sprayed from between my thighs as my eyes rolled back. Stars lit up behind my eyes as every nerve fiber in my pussy exploded around his buried cock. I could hear my cream dripping to the floor between my spread thighs. I felt his fingers dig into my hips as he drew back. When he slammed home again, another wave exploded deep in my gut even before the first had totally receeded.

      "I'm cummmiinngggggggggggggggggg" I moaned as my son owned me. "Fuck me...oh God fill me...give me your cummmmmmmmmmmm" I groaned in submission.

      "Is that what you need, my hot seed in your belly?" I heard his voice behind me.

      "Yes, oh God YESSS" I moaned

      I dropped my head down, cradling it in my arms. I looked under along my body, my breasts swinging in time to his blows as he hammered into me. I could see glimpses of his cock, slick with my juices as is it filled my pussy again and again. I watched those heavy full balls swing under me, balls that were full of that wonderful thick cream.

      "Give it to me...oh God yes baby cum in your mother" I moaned in total abandon.

      The room filled with slurping sounds, mixed with the slap of his hips against the cheeks of my ass. I could smell our sex heavy in the air. I could hear my son grunting, his breathing getting heavier. I felt his cock expand against my walls; he was close, so very close.

      "Yes...don't stop baby...yesssss" I encouraged my incestuous son.

      "Mom...oh God mom..." he groaned behind me.

      I stared in awe between my spread thighs as I saw his thick shaft pulse. White heat filled my belly as the first volley fired off, splashing against my cervix. I held still while his hips jerked just watching as a second thick wad washed my walls. Dear God he was cumming so much I saw small white globs of semen ooze out around his cock to dribble down my thighs.

      I gave a squeal as I felt him jerk my hips. With a loud plop his cock came free and I landed on the floor on my back with a thud. Before I could even react my legs were up in the air and that wonderful fat dick was driving back in. He shoved in deep, forcing the thick slime inside to splurge out and seep down the crack of my ass. I lay there as my son continued to fuck me; my pussy hair matted with cum; my ass coated in his slime; it was perfection.

      "Mine...all mine" my son moaned down at me.

      "Yours...all yours" I gasped back in agreement

      It had been almost two decades since I had last been fucked this good, this completely. It wasn't some stranger in a hotel room this time; it was my son who was bringing me pure raw pleasure. I felt my walls tightening, my belly flexing. The freight train was barreling down and there was no way in hell I could stop it.

      "Oh baby...momma's going to cum...momma's going to...oh fuck YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed.

      He could have been five inches; he could have been ten inches; at that point I only knew he was the perfect fit as the most massive orgasm shredded through me. I clawed at the carpet, my legs quivering and waving in the air, I bucked and heaved under him as he continued to pound down into me. I felt my hot pussy cream splatter out across his pelvis as I squirted my submission.

      Even when he pulled out, I just lay there reveling in wave after wave. I felt a thick hot glob of slime ooze out my gaping pussy as his cock slid free. I opened my eyes to see my son...my nineteen year old son...towering over me.

      He was standing, straddling my body; his slime covered cock in his grip as white froth covered his fingers and hand. That hand was a blur as he pumped himself to completion. His body jerked and a thick rope of white cream exploded from the tip. I just lay there waiting as it splattered against my belly. I was oozing his seed as he coated me completely.

      From my matted pussy hair to my sweat slick face; this beautiful man did the unimaginable. He coated me in blast after blast of hot...thick...sticky...CUM.

      By the time he staggered back and sat on the edge of his bed, I was laying in a puddle of hot juice, my body quivering and shaking. No man had ever done this...no man. For the first time in my memory; I felt completely satisfied. My son, my beautiful wonderful son; had sated my addiction.

      And he would do it again.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Never Too Late to Learn

    
  
    
      Part 1

      It was like a tornado, a hurricane and an earthquake hitting all at the same time. The roaring in my ears was like a tornado bearing down on me, the howling of my voice and drenched in sweat was like standing in a hurricane; and my entire body was shaking and quivering like the San Francisco earthquake had hit again.

      What was it? It was an orgasm, and the mother of all orgasms like I had never experienced in my life. My eyes were rolled back, spit dribbled from my mouth while obscenities spewed out of me like a sailor on shore leave. I knew I must have been a sight but at that moment I really didn't give a damn.

      Now I am no prude or virgin; sex was not a novelty to me. Hell I'm a thirty year old mother of two kids, be real I had to have had sex at least twice in my life. But this was not making love, or even having sex; oh my God this was primal fucking at its core; and that was something I had never experienced.

      Have you ever heard the story of the farmer who lived in the back country with no running water or electricity, and he was happy? Then, one day he had to go to town. When he saw running water and lights for the first time he was astonished. When he returned home he saw his happy home changed, or rather what had once been more than enough to make him happy, now it was dismal and dark.

      That described me in every detail. For thirty years, ten of them married to a wonderful man, I had been living in the wasteland of sex; and in that pinnacle moment when my body began to uncontrollably squirt my juices out all over the bed, while the hottest seed I had ever felt filled my belly, I knew. I could never go back to that wasteland again.

      The funny thing was this had all come about from the least expected place, and from the most innocent question. It wasn't about sex or perversion, but about love and concern that started everything.

      I had arrived at my parents' house just before noon on Tuesday. I figured I had some free time with the kids in school; I could take mom out to lunch. I was surprised dad's car was still in the driveway, but figured he would be working from home.

      My father was an architect and with the building market finally resurging things had been very busy lately. My mother had been one of those rare stay at home wives who delighted in raising her children and now grandchildren. In other words, I believed I had grown up in the most mundane middle income home you could find.

      Both of my parents were over fifty-five, and like most children I refused to admit my parents were aging. Seeing mom it hit me she wasn't young. As she filled her coffee cup she moved a bit slowly and seemed to stand at an odd angle.

      "Hey, are you all right?" I asked as I slid into the chair at the kitchen table.

      "OH...uhhh yes I'm fine." My mother seemed a bit startled. "Just a bit sore." She gave a small smile.

      I watched as mom carried her coffee to the table and then with a grimace she slowly sat in her chair. This was more than just a bit sore, I thought.

      "Are you sure you're OK?" I asked again.

      "I'm fine" mom waved her hand. "I'm just not as...flexible...as I used to be." She gave that strange smile again.

      "Do me a favor and cut back on the aerobics, it seems to be doing something." I told her.

      "Oh I don't do aerobics" mom said to me as she gingerly shifted in the chair.

      "Then what happened? Did you fall?" I wanted to know for sure she was really all right.

      "No I didn't fall honey" mom reassured me. "We were...just...ummm...exercising." Again she had that strange smile.

      Wait a minute, I thought. 'We' were exercising? Then I looked at my mother, I mean really looked at her for the first time that morning. Here it was barely past eleven o'clock, and mom was still in her robe, and wait dad was home, and that flushed look on her face. Suddenly my eyes grew wide as it hit me what mom was saying.

      
        "Jesus mom" I said to her. "Either you are getting older or it must have been a hell of an 'exercise'" I tried not to laugh. "Is dad as sore?" I giggled.

      "Oh God" Mom groaned when she realized I knew. "Sorry sweetie" she said.

      "Its OK mom" I did finally laugh. No child wants to admit their parents have sex, but only an idiot would claim it as fact. "I'm just glad you and dad can still...well you know." I smiled.

      "Oh he has slowed down a bit" mom murmured over her cup. "Thank God" she added softly.

      "Can't keep up with the old man?" I teased.

      "An hour and a half gets to be a bit much." Mom shocked me.

      "Holy shit." I whispered. They went at it for an hour and a half? I was stunned. Dan made twenty minutes huffing and puffing on top of me and we had a good session. My mind tried to grasp the concept of having sex for an hour and a half straight.

      "Jesus, no wonder you're sore." I whispered in awe.

      "Hopefully it will take a couple of days for him to reload." My mother said quietly.

      I couldn't even answer to that. A couple of days, Jesus Christ Dan and I were happy with once a week, if that. I could only nod as my mother said she would get dressed for lunch. The image of my father pounding away at my mother echoed in my brain as mom headed out of the kitchen.

      All I could think of was that my fifty something parents were having mind blowing sex for hours at a time, three or more times a week. Jesus, that out stripped me and I was only thirty.

      I got up from the kitchen and wandered through the house, finally stopping outside the door to my father's office. I glanced in and saw him leaning over his design table without a shirt on, a sight I had seen many times growing up.

      
        Only this time something new hit; something totally unexpected. I looked not at my father, but the broad chest and muscular arms of a man still in his prime. I watched the muscles in his chest ripple, and my eyes were drawn to the outline of a bulge in his slacks.

      I was startled to realize my panties were wet as I watched him move about the room. No, they were fucking soaked to where I swore I would drip down my thighs. I was staring at this half naked man envisioning him ramming his cock into my pussy and it was driving me insane.

      "Quite the specimen isn't he." I was startled to hear my mothers' voice behind me.

      "Is he that good?" I asked in a hushed voice.

      "No, he's better." Was my mothers' simple reply as she picked up her purse?

      I couldn't suppress the shudder as the two of us headed for my car. All the way through lunch that image kept popping back into my mind and I couldn't stop it. Finally, mom just grabbed the bull by the horns and jumped in.

      "We've covered the kids, we covered Dan" mom said. "We've even discussed the weather." Mom laughed as she took my hand. "Now, why don't you ask the questions that are really eating at you." She said.

      I couldn't stop the blush that swept over my face. God, she knew, mom always knew.

      "Mom...really...it's OK..." I tried to mumble.

      "It's all right sweetie." Mom laughed. "I'm not a prude, and I'm too damn old to hide things." She squeezed my hand. "I know you are just dying to ask, so go ahead, it's only sex" she smiled.

      "You really had sex for an hour and a half?" I blurted out, unable to contain myself.

      "It was a short round" Mom sighed. "God I remember when we would go at it for over half the night, like two rabbits."

      
        "Jesus" I could only whisper back.

      "Your father likes to fuck, what should I say" Mom said so matter of fact. "While I do too, I have to admit it's getting harder to keep up with the old goat."

      "You go even longer?" my eyes wide with amazement.

      "Well...sure." Mom looked at me puzzled. "Don't you and Dan..." I shook my head.

      "Twenty maybe thirty minutes tops" I said softly.

      "I'm sorry" mom squeezed my hand again. "Well every man is different." She smiled.

      "You didn't say sex, you said..." I tried to form the word.

      "I said" mom smiled. "Your father likes to fuck." I was stunned again. How could this frank and outspoken woman be my mother?

      "This morning wasn't slow sexy petting, or making wonderful love; it wasn't even plain sex" my mother informed me. "It was gut wrenching, bed squealing fucking." Her voice hypnotized me.

      "Oh God" I murmured. I closed my eyes as a sudden gush of wet warmth leaked from between my thighs.

      My mother looked at me puzzled as I felt a shiver run down my spine. I was trying to imagine what sex like that was, and I just couldn't. Not that Dan and I didn't enjoy physical intimacy, we did, but what my mother was describing was totally different, totally alien.

      "I don't think we are talking the same thing, are we?" My mother asked softly. I could only shake my head.

      "This it's my turn for questions" mom said firmly. "When was the last time you..." she began to tick off on her fingers. "Did it doggie style?" I sat immobile. "Got eaten?" my eyes grew wider. "Took it up the ass?" I could only gasp at that remark.

      
        
      

      "Lydia?" My mother asked, using my name for the first time that day. "Have you ever had an orgasm?"

      "I...I think so." I whispered back.

      "You think so?" My mother seemed shocked.

      "Yes...then yes I have OK." I tried to strengthen my voice from the growing quaking in my body.

      "We're not talking about some sparkler here Lydia" my mother said firmly. "I'm talking about toe curling, gut wrenching, screaming your lungs out orgasm."

      "Oh fuck." I groaned. I swore a swamp just flooded my panties at her words. I knew I was going to leave a puddle in the chair when I stood up. My mind was filled with first the image of my mother screaming out her orgasm, and then me following her; as my father pounded the shit out of both of us.

      "OH my God, you're excited." My mother whispered.

      "Yes" I groaned softly.

      "Are you thinking of your..." She started to ask.

      "YES!" I barked back cutting her off.

      Mom sat and stared at me for a moment. My nipples were so hard I thought they might bore a hole through my bra and blouse, and I couldn't stop the tremors that were rippling through my body. As if making a decision, mom reached out and took my hand.

      "Let's go" my mother said as she rose from the chair. "I'm driving."

      "What...why?" I mumbled.

      
        
      

      "We need to take care of this, I had no idea." Mom said in her matronly voice. "You are in no condition to drive so give me your keys."

      Unable to even struggle back let alone fight back, I did as she asked and followed her out of the café. All through the drive mom kept looking at me in the passenger seat. There was a constant leaking between my thighs and it was as if my body had been lit on fire and I couldn't put the fire out.

      "You want to touch yourself, don't you?" She finally broke the silence.

      "Yes" I groaned, as I felt that unfamiliar fire growing between my thighs.

      "Then do it." Her voice was so matter of fact.

      "I can't" I moaned. "You're here."

      "Bullshit" I had never heard my mother curse and it shocked me.

      Before I could react she reached out and grabbed my wrist, shoving my hand down between my jean clad thighs. I groaned as my fingers pushed up against that heat.

      "Where are we going?" I gasped as the pressure of my hand sent a bolt through my belly.

      "Home, you need Dan" Mom said firmly.

      "I can't" I shook my head. "We did it Sunday, he won't be ready." I gasped as I pressed my hand harder against my jeans.

      "You were serious." I saw a look of shock on my mothers' face. "What is it; once a week, missionary, in the dark?"

      "Basically" I groaned as I ground my fist between my thighs trying to relieve that growing ache I didn't totally understand.

      
        
      

      "That settles it" mom wrenched the wheel of the car and tuned at the light.

      "Where..." I tried to form the question as my body began to do strange things.

      "Home, we are going home." Mom insisted again.

      I could feel my belly tighten in little waves as I continued to shamelessly masturbate in the seat next to my mother. I felt like some wanton slut but couldn't stop myself. I kept seeing the images she had painted during lunch as my body climbed this big hill.

      Just as I thought something was going to burst inside me, we pulled into her driveway. By then not just my panties were soaked, I could feel my juices seeping into the denim of my jeans.

      I groaned in frustration as my mother literally pulled me through the front door and up the stairs. Before I realized it, we were standing in the doorway of my father's office.

      "What's going on?" my father asked, concern on his face. I must have looked the sight right then, eyes wild and body quivering.

      "Kurt this is Lydia" my mother said. "Lydia has never been fucked; she's never been eaten, she's never had anything but missionary, and most of all, this poor woman has never had a real orgasm."

      I could only stare at my father as my mother put everything in such cold clinical terms. Neither could I refute what she had just said, so I stood quietly.

      "You want me to do what?" my fathers' voice rumbled.

      "I want you to show her what it's really like" I couldn't believe my mother. "It's never too late to learn." She said.

      "Are you sure about this?" he looked at the two of use.

      
        With the tight knot deep in my belly I was beyond being able to even speak at the moment, but my mother was quite firm.

      "I am very sure" she told dad. "I am going to go get the kids from school and spend grandma time; take all the time you need." She looked down at his crotch. "I'm sure that thing is already reloaded anyway." She gave a half smile.

      I listened to the sound of my mothers' receding footsteps as I stared at my father. "Twice...in one day?" I was in utter disbelief.

      "Twice" my father snorted. "Hell it used to be three or four."

      I thought my knees were going to buckle at his words. Oh my God, they had had sex more times in one day than I had in one month, I was numb.

      "Was she right, about all those things?" he is asked softer.

      I didn't trust my own voice and meekly nodded my head. My father took two steps swiftly towards me, and then his powerful arms scooped me up as I gave a weak squeal.

      I clung to his neck like a small child as he carried me effortlessly down the hall and into the master bedroom, where he simply dumped me onto the bed.

      "You'll need new clothes when you go home." He said as he climbed on the bed to straddle my body.

      Why would I need clothes, I tried to grasp, I was already dressed. Then, I watched in wonder as he reached down and gripped the front of my blouse. With a grunt he jerked his hands apart, and I could only watch as five small buttons went flying across the room.

      Numbly I realized now why he had said I would need clothes, as he stared down at my bra encased breasts. God, this wasn't my father, this was some feral alpha male looking at his prize.

      I started to tell him the clasp was in the back, when he reached down and gripped the front of my bra; I watched in amazement as his biceps bulged, and then I heard a ripping sound as the cups of my bra separated in his grip.

      
        
      

      God, he was literally ripping my clothes off me. Every move made more of my body become exposed, and caused another gush of hot fluids between my thighs as my father took what he wanted; and God help me did I want to give it to him right then.

      As the shredded fabric of my bra parted my breasts felt the sudden rush of cool air from the bedroom, and then were engulfed in a wonderful heat as my father's mouth closed over them.

      "Oh Godddd" I groaned as I arched my back up to meet his bent form. "Sooooo wrong" I moaned as raw pleasure washed over me.

      Dan had done some tit play when we had made love, but this dwarfed that. They were being bathed in wet kisses, and then the hard nipples sucked into his mouth. I felt my father use the tip of his tongue and then his teeth to tease the rock hard pebbles. He squeezed and molded each one in his hands as his mouth traveled between them.

      I wanted to reach up and hold his head against my tingling skin, but my hands were too busy gripping the sheets. I felt his weight shift and then a hand slide down my flexing belly.

      Even as he unsnapped and unzipped my jeans, I wondered if this could really be happening. I knew it was so wrong, but still lifted my ass from the bed as he tugged my jeans down over my hips.

      I think the only thing that saved my panties from joining my blouse and bra was that they also rolled down my hips with the tight denim. In what had to have been less than five minutes, my father had me lying flat on my back on his bed in all but my naked glory.

      I tried to look up as I felt hot kisses travel down my skin, going lower...closer. His hot tongue followed the lower curve of my breasts, then down my flexing belly to swirl in my navel. Sensations I had never experienced rocketed through me. He wouldn't...he couldn't, I thought. Just as I felt his hot breath on my inner thighs, I finally found my voice.

      "Dad...no...please..." I begged like a little girl. "Not...cleaned...oh God..." I moaned; and then it hit.

      "Fucking HELLLLLLLLLLLLLL" I screamed as wet heat enveloped my pussy.

      
        My ass bucked on the bed as his tongue drove between my lips, if this was heaven kill me now I thought. Fire raced through my body as my fluids poured out into his devouring mouth. My hands finally released the sheets to shoot down, my fingers wrapping in his silver hair.

      "What are...oh fuck...Dad...oh Jesus..." I babbled as I felt a hot mouth between my thighs for the first time.

      Dan had always considered oral sex to be dirty, and unnecessary. God was he wrong. My father expertly ate me out as my body convulsed and shook under him.

      I felt his tongue slip between my swollen lips and then probe inside me, his fingers spreading me open wide. I splayed my legs out as wide as my hips could, offering myself to him as my body gave in to the new stimulation.

      "Cumming...oh God cumming" I gasped as my belly flexed hard.

      I heard my father hum as my cream poured out of me. I knew he was drinking me, and that simple thought only made the waves bigger as they flowed over me.

      "Eat me, eat your daughters needy CUNT" I screamed.

      For the next twenty minutes my father licked, sucked, slurped, nibbled and teased my cunt through three orgasms. I could hear some woman screaming and gurgling, and realized it was me as I experienced orgasms more intense than I ever had.

      By the time I was floating down from my third orgasm, my body was feeling like jelly from all the quivering. If this was oral sex, dear God what was the rest like? My eyes snapped open at that thought, as I felt my father sliding up my sweat slick body.

      I watched as he knelt between my lewdly spread thighs, his face slick with my juices. He began to undo his jeans, but I felt this rush, an urge that all but overwhelmed me.

      "No...don't" I gasped. I struggled to sit up and reached for him. God but I wanted to see that unholy thing for myself.

      
        As my fingers unhooked his jeans, he rose up and actually stood on the bed facing me. I reached up and with a grunt pulled his jeans down over his hips.

      Like me, I felt his boxers come down with his tight jeans; exposing him in one motion. There IT was, in all its glory. I knelt on the bed staring at my fathers' cock.

      I had never considered Dan as lacking in the cock department, but Jesus this thing was huge, as I stared in amazement. There was something distinctly different, and that was shape. I tentatively reached up and wrapped my hand around his shaft; I could hear a sharp intake of breath from him when we made contact skin to skin.

      Where Dan was more like a slim torpedo, Dad was slightly thicker and had this upward curve in the shaft even though I could tell he was steel hard. I could feel the blood pulse through the veins as my hand gripped him pulling him down to be more in front of my face.

      The head looked angry and red and inflamed and there was a drop of clear fluid seeping from the tip. Unlike my husband, who was not circumcised, my eyes traced that crowned head and I realized my father was.

      Dan had been the only cock I had ever seen in thirty years. He had taken my virginity, he had impregnated me twice; and now after a decade of thinking every man was exactly like him, I suddenly knew different.

      I shuddered at the thought of what it would feel like to have that ridge rubbing along my walls, or how that curve would touch places no man ever had. More than anything, I had the driving urge to satisfy this man who had just given me the most mind bending three orgasms of my life.

      I looked up at my father, his cock still aimed at my face. Waiting for what I wasn't sure, but it came anyway.

      "Suck it" my fathers' voice rumbled above me.

      Without any hesitation, I opened my mouth and my head descended on him. I wasn't sure what hit first or hardest; the musky odor that filled my nostrils, the texture of his shaft sliding along my tongue, or the sheer animal grunt of pleasure I heard him give when my lips wrapped around him.

      As I sucked the first cock of my life, my brain literally went into shutdown. Like some hungry slut I could hear the slurping and sucking as I tried to pull him deeper. At one point his balls slapped against my chin and I shuddered in a mini orgasm; that was just seconds before I gagged as his cock drove down my throat.

      "You'll get better" dad smiled down at me as he pulled back to let me catch my breath.

      I could only nod as I felt my spit drip down my chin; and then slammed my mouth back onto him. My head bobbed up and down as he held the sides of my face, guiding me. This was the first blowjob of my thirty years, and I wanted nothing more at that moment than to please this man.

      "That's it baby" I could hear him grunt. "Suck daddy's cock."

      His words slammed into my brain and I turned slightly to look at the mirror over their dresser. The image I saw will forever be burned in my brain. It looked like something out of a porno clip as this strange woman knelt on my parents' bed and sucked her father. With perverse horror I realized that strange woman was ME. Just the image caused another gush of fluids from between my thighs to flood out and soak the bed under my kneeling form.

      I attacked his cock with renewed fervor. I wanted to drain every drop from his balls the same as he had done to my pussy. I wanted to taste him and drink him while he bellowed my name. Dad, on the other hand, had other ideas.

      I felt his hands grip my hair and pull my mouth back, my drool running down my chin as I watched him throb in front of me.

      "No...please..." I started to beg. "I want...I need..." I was almost incoherent with lust.

      Dad bent at the waist and lowered his head and locked eyes with me, his eyes burning with a fire I had never seen in Dan's face in all our years of marriage.

      "Daddy's going to cum baby" he whispered hotly. "But not like that; my first load is for that sweet pussy of yours." He said.

      It was as if my mind short circuited on his words, he wanted me; he wanted to fuck me. There was no hesitance in him; this was all alpha male taking what we wanted and I melted in submission.

      
        "Yes...yes...yes" I chanted as he eased me onto my back on the bed. "Take me...own me...fuck your daughter..." I ranted as his weight settled on me.

      As I felt the uncircumcised head of his cock press against my swollen and soaked lips, the enormity of what we were about to do hit home. I was about to cheat on my husband, and with my father of all men.

      "This is so wrong" I whispered; even as my eyes closed in submission.

      "Then tell me to stop." His words echoed in my ear.

      I knew he was giving me the last chance to back out of this, but after a day full of my mother's stories; and the tease of fantastic oral sex; I knew there was no way I could stop this.

      Wrapping my legs around his waist, I locked my ankles holding him to me. I whispered the last coherent words my brain remembered that day.

      "Fuck me" I groaned up at my father, and God did he.

      My eyes snapped opened in shock as every inch of my father rammed deep inside of me in a single stroke. Dan had always been slow and gentle, like two dancers; this was like two rutting animals. My mouth opened as he pulled back, hovering over me. I could only whimper as my body tried to recover from his first thrust; when a second pounded down into me.

      "FFFUUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as every fiber in me exploded. My eyes rolled back and my fists pounded at the mattress as I felt my juices squirt out to coat his belly, cock and balls.

      "Fuck me...oh God fuck me." I gasped as my legs opened, splayed wide to accept him more.

      I don't know what shocked me more, the massive instant orgasm; or the fact that dad never let up. He just continued to pound into me as each wave tore through me. With each stroke I could feel my cream seeping out to run down the crack of my ass; God I had never cum like this, I thought.

      "Cum on me Lydia...cum on daddy." He grunted in my ear.

      
        
      

      "Daddy...dadddyyyy...DADDDYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" I wailed as he continued to hammer down into me.

      I could hear the squelching every time he thrust into me; feel his heavy balls slap against my pussy as my legs spread wide for him. The smell of raw sex quickly filled the air.

      Suddenly he twisted his hips, and I felt that crowned head rub across the top of my cunt; a white light exploded behind my eyes as it scraped across a spot I never knew I had.

      "Ggghaaaaaaaaa" I moaned as a bolt of lightning shoot through my belly.

      The first orgasm rapidly turned into a second and then a third as my father used every inch of my cunt and body. My nipples scrapped his chest as my nails reached up to rake down his back. When Dan and I made love I was mostly a quiet participant; but with dad I couldn't hold still, every part of my body screamed for more and more.

      I knew I had to be soaking their bed under my quivering ass, and didn't care. I knew I was spraying my hot cream out soaking his cock and balls, and fucking loved it. As my body became one continuous orgasm, I lay there whimpering and gurgling my way to heaven.

      After over fifteen or twenty minutes I had turned into a sweat covered piece of jelly as my father continued to ravage me. It was then he did the most incredible thing; with a grunt he rolled us both over until I rested on top of him, my pussy still stuffed with his throbbing cock. Jesus, by now Dan would have blown his load and rolled over for sleep. This magnificent man was just getting started, I realized.

      "Come on Lydia, fuck your daddy" his voice rumbled up at me. "Fuck me like the little slut you are." His voice cajoled me.

      Something in me snapped at his words. I wasn't arguing I was a slut, or at least HIS slut. I knew at that moment I had been completely ruined for sex with my husband; and was determined to get the most out of this.

      Mom had been more right than she had known, while not always in the dark, ninety percent of my previous sexual experience had been in the missionary, I suddenly found myself sitting up, a hard cock stuffed inside me, and for the first time in my thirty years, I was the one in control.

      
        
      

      My hands came down on his chest, my manicured nails digging into his pectoral muscles. I folded my legs along his side and stared down into my fathers' face.

      "Is this what you want" I heard myself snarl. God what had I become, I dimly thought.

      I raised my ass and then slammed back down with all my weight, a convulsion rocking my body as I felt his thick cock drive even deeper up inside me. The wet smacking of skin on skin filled the bedroom as I rode him like a bucking Broncho.

      "Fuck my cunt...fuck your bitch." I grunted between slamming my body down on him. God I couldn't believe the filth pouring out of me, mom had been right; fucking was VERY different than either sex or making love; and right now I wanted this man to fuck the living shit out of me.

      "Come on old man" I pushed at my father. "Is that all you've got?" I teased him as I rose back up once again.

      Suddenly I felt two great paws grip my hips, and just as I began to drive down, with his entire strength dad rammed me down with twice the force. At the same time his hips drove up off the bed, impaling me on his cock. I thought he was going to ram straight through my cervix and into my womb he went so deep.

      "Bitch" I heard him grunt. His voice drowned out by the scream that filled the room. Oh my God, that was ME screaming, I realized.

      I felt those veins pulse along my walls and the crowned ridge of his cock drug across my sensitive clit every time he pulled back. Right there, in my parents' bedroom; I turned from the prim and proper mother of two, into the biggest whore in the county. I looked down and watched as his thick cock slid in and out of me, my white cream coating his shaft, the sight driving me to slam my body down even harder with every thrust.

      "God damn mother fucking BASTARD" I screamed. "FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" I screamed as my body exploded for the uncounted time.

      "Cumming...cumming...Oh God what's happening..." I babbled.

      
        I don't know how, but it got even more intense with every round. My arms waved wildly in the air as my body twitched and shook. I could feel my cream gushing out in an uncontrolled river, flooding his balls under me to soak the bed further down.

      That wasteland at home was getting further and further away as I grunted and whimpered my way through my orgasm. Through it all this fifty something year old fucking machine just kept hammering up into me with stroke after stroke.

      Even through the roaring in my ears, it suddenly dawned on my feverish brain that he hadn't cum yet. God, every part of my body screamed for his seed. I wanted it more than I had ever wanted anything in my thirty years.

      "Cum in me...fill me...give it to me." I moaned over and over.

      Suddenly it happened again; with a grunt Dad flipped us to the side. I almost screamed when I felt his cock slide free of my gaping pussy. There was an incredible sense of emptiness in my belly as I collapsed on the bed beside him.

      "Noooooooooooo" I groaned. "Please...don't stop...more" I panted. God was this begging whore really me?

      I felt my half limp body man handled over onto my belly, and then rocked back so I was on my knees with my ass stuck in the air. My eyes glanced at the digital clock on the bedside stand, and with horror I realized we had been fucking for over an hour already.

      By this time I felt the ache in my thighs and the light burning of my swollen abused pussy lips; but I was damned if I was going to tell him to stop.

      I felt Dad shift up to behind my exposed ass, what was he doing I wondered. I started to turn my head when IT slammed back home again.

      "SHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" I screamed as my walls stretched to fit him.

      My face buried in the sheets to muffle the noise, but I heard his grunt as he slammed home. His hands gripped my hips as he pulled back and slammed in and out. God, he was like a machine as he mounted and hammered me.

      
        
      

      First it had been missionary, then the new sensations of riding his thick hard cock and now the total submission as my father mounted me from behind like some bitch in heat. Jesus was I in heat, as my juices ran down my thighs like a river.

      Rising up on my arms I looked over my shoulder at this man who was playing my body like the perfect instrument. I could see the grimace on his face, and feel his balls slapping my swollen lips.

      "That's it...cum in me" I grated. "Fill your slut daughter" I groaned.

      Every stroke he pounded in started building a knot in the pit of my belly I had never felt before. Oh God was this going to be a big one. I began to shove back with my hips, slapping my ass cheeks against his pelvis, trying to drive him to edge to with me.

      Looking over at the mirror I stared at myself as I fucked back at my father. I could see the shaft of his cock disappear inside me, and then reappear covered in my white cream. My tits swung under my body like two pendulums, as sweat dripped down my back.

      My face was contorted into an obscene mask while my own spit dripped down my chin. It was like I was watching some porno clip, except that every time he slammed back in another wave rippled through my walls to tell me just how real this was.

      "Going to cum" Dad grunted behind me. "I can't hold it." And I damn well didn't want him to.

      I looked up at his face in the mirror and watched as his lips pulled back in a snarl. It was usually dark when Dan and I made love, watching a man cum was setting off a bomb inside my belly, especially since that man was my father, and that he was cumming inside me.

      That was when Mother Nature reared her head; when the tornado, hurricane, and earthquake all rolled through me at the same time. The screaming was me, and the roaring was my father as I felt his cock expanding inside me.

      "Cum...cum...fucking CUM!" I screamed at him.

      "Are you...oh fuck Lydia...are you..." he tried to grunt as I rammed my ass back harder and harder.

      
        "Daughter fucking BASTARD" my filth started again. "Cum in me, fucking fill my TWAT." My voice was almost a screech. "I don't give a SHIT, just FILL MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" I began to quake.

      The tornado was roaring in my ears, sweat dripped from me while hot juices sprayed from between my thighs to soak the bed under me. The quaking of my entire body had to register nine or better on the earthquake scale.

      Through it all I felt this incredible heat suddenly fill my belly and realized my father was unloading inside of me. Arching my back I rammed back hard and held still, his spasming cock buried as deep as I could get it.

      Most of the time when Dan would orgasm I hardly knew other than his body shaking. Oh my God, this I FELT. I felt first one, and then a second hot jet erupt to spray my walls.

      I knew what I was doing was beyond foolish, bordering on insane. He had been right, I wasn't protected. Dan and I had made the decision to try for another child and just let nature takes its course. The fact that nature was pouring enough cream into me to impregnate an army of virgin nuns was not something we had envisioned, especially considering that cream wasn't my husbands.

      Finally exhausted I tipped forward and collapsed face down on the bed sheets. God, how did my mother endure this two and three times a week; I thought it would take me a month to let my poor body get back to normal.

      My entire body ached with sore muscles I had never used. My hair was matted by sweat to my forehead, while I could feel the hot mixed cream oozing from between my pussy lips to coat my bruised thighs.

      I watched as Dad slipped from the bed and headed for the master bathroom. He hadn't said a word since roaring my name as he filled me. I could see the guilt on his face.

      "Dad" I whispered hoarsely. "Thank you" was all I could manage to say.

      Dad turned and looked at me for a moment, and then a small smile crept over his face. Silently he nodded and then turned back to the bathroom. God I could barely move and he was up and around, the man was a walking fucking amazing, I thought.

      
        I roused myself and began to retrieve what was left of my clothing. I would borrow mom's jacket to cover my shredded blouse, I could give it to her when I got home.

      Mom, I thought. Jesus, what do you say; thank you for lending me your husband? How do you tell your mother, that your father just fucked the hell out of you and you loved every minute? I glanced at the clock again; god we had been going at it for over two hours.

      I thought about saying something to dad, but could hear the shower running through the bathroom door. I figured for now, silence was the better part of valor.

      "Coming home" I fired off a quick text to mom.

      "Kids playing, drive safe." My mom's quick reply glowed back. God how did she keep everything so normal?

      As I slipped from the house and to my car, it wasn't Mom or even Dan that was in my mind. It was the terrifying thought that once would NOT be enough, that I would come to crave this again. What would I do then?

    
  
    
      Part 2

      It had been over a month since the best fucking of my life. Dan and I had made love twice during that time, both times he had had been tender and sweet, his usual self. Both times I had faked an orgasm, something I had never had to do in my life.

      For Mom and Dad, everything just switched back to normal, it was as if nothing had even happened. I didn't know how they kept it so normal, and wasn't sure if I was relieved or frustrated.

      We had spent the previous Saturday over with them, the kids running around the yard while mom and I sat on the patio. I watched as Dan helped dad with the grilling, and quite honestly, I don't think my eyes hardly left my father.

      When we got the invitation to come back this Saturday, I was a bit surprised. We usually only got together once a month or so; but I wasn't turning down a chance to perv my father, while Dan never refused free food.

      
        The kids were enjoying the kiddie pool while mom and I sat in the shade of the patio. It was still midsummer so the heat was in full force. I watched as my once again shirtless father moved about the patio, and I couldn't stop the gush of fluids at the image of that man pounding down into me.

      "So is it an eight or a nine?" my mother asked, bringing me back to our conversation.

      "Huh?" I was confused; shit what I missed daydreaming about my father.

      "How horny are you right now?" my mother leaned forward, her eyes boring into mine.

      "Jesus mom" I could only gasp back at her frankness.

      "Just answer the damn question" she said firmly.

      "A ten, OK" I could barely whisper back. At least I was being honest.

      "I wondered, your nipples are about to rip through that tank top" mom leaned back in her chair.

      "Oh God" I moaned, realizing once again she knew.

      "It's all right honey" Mom softly chuckled. "He does that to a woman."

      "I don't know how you've handled him all these years." I said softly; my eyes being drawn back to my father.

      "I was younger" mom told me "and I had a little help now and then" she smiled.

      Help? What did she mean? I turned and looked at her in confusion. Once again she had that same half silly smile from that morning in the kitchen. She didn't mean? My eyes grew wider.

      "You didn't think you were the first did you?" Mom said. "Hate to disappoint you sweetie, that cock has done more conquering than Alexander the Great."

      
        "Jesus Christ" I was dumb struck.

      "Lydia" she reached out and gripped my hand. "I know you don't understand all of this, but just know one thing. It wasn't just for you." She gave my hand a gentle squeeze.

      "It was also for him" mom nodded over towards dad. "And for me" she smiled. "It took a little heat off me for a change."

      I didn't know what to say. I sat there in dumb silence as my mother told me my parents were swingers, or at least had been. Dear God, how could I have not known all of this?

      I heard dad call the burgers were ready and watched as mom went to get the plates. She slipped into mother mode so smoothly it amazed me. This same woman, who had for thirty years been the most solid rock of my life, was swiftly undermining everything I had thought to be true about my family.

      Yet, at the same time it made me look at them in a totally different light. The blinders were gone now, and for maybe the first time I saw them as human beings. It was more than evident the love they shared, the kisses, the subtle touches that seemed second nature.

      I also saw them as sexual beings, something that only recently been awakened in me. The swell of moms' breasts when she pressed against him, I swore I could see her nipple drag along his bare skin; and the bulge in dads' jeans when he subtly slipped up behind her pressing into her; God how had I never seen any of this before.

      I began to compare Dan to my father. I loved this man I had been married to for ten years, and yet I also felt the animal draw of the older, more accomplished alpha male. I ate my dinner mostly in silence, my mind trying to reconcile this strange difference.

      Dan asked if I was feeling all right, and I could see a knowing glance in my fathers' eyes. But it was my mother that pulled the finger out of the dyke. And God do I mean dyke.

      We had moved the get together inside so the guys could watch their football game, mom and I were in the kitchen cleaning. By this time images of my parents entangled in various orgies had been floating through my sex starved brain,

      "If you keep grinding on the sink you're going to soak your panties" my mothers' soft voice came from beside me.

      
        
      

      Startled I looked down and realized she was right, I had my pelvis jammed against the edge of the sink and was slowly rotating my hips. Fuck, I had to get a grip, I thought. Yet, at the same time the sheer frankness of mom took me by surprise.

      "Jesus mom" I half whispered back, not wanting to disturb Dan or Dad.

      "Honey, like I said before; it's only sex" mom chuckled. "Once you understand that, the rest is easy."

      "OK, then explain it." I was a little pissed off mom was so casual about this.

      "Think of it this way" mom reached in and took my hands from the soapy dishwater. "Some dishes are for special events, some are for every day." She said. "But in the end, they are still just dishes."

      That didn't make a damn bit of sense to me as mom held my hands and turned my back to the sink to face her. "So sex is like dishes?" I asked.

      "In a way" mom smiled. "Some sex is for making love, some is just for the sake of fucking if you will" she held my hands. "But in the end, it's still just sex honey."

      "So sex with dad is your fine china?" I couldn't help my smile. "So what's your everyday dishes?"

      "Oh baby, your father is the finest china ever made" her smile was wistful. I shuddered at the memory of how he had played my body like a fine violin and had no argument with her there.

      "He also has a ferocious appetite, and honestly sometimes I like something a bit...different." Again she had that silly smile from the last time.

      "Different?" I could only reply. "Jesus mom you just told me the two of you are swingers. How much more different can you get?"

      "No Lydia" mom told me. "We are NOT swingers, at least not in the traditional sense." She sighed. "We were never into the club or orgy scene, we considered ourselves more...swappers." She said.

      
        I could only stand silent, listening to her story, as I felt that same heat begin to grow in my groin again. God, how I got myself into this, I wondered.

      "Just select couples we knew, usually through your fathers' work." She admitted. "Remember the Bakers?" I did, it had been building their large new home that had basically paid for my wedding ten years ago. I nodded my head as mom continued.

      "Did you know he has a ten inch cock." She whispered in my ear.

      "Oh my God" I almost moaned at her words. I thought my father had been big, the idea of ten inches of hard meat shoved into me sent a tremor through my body.

      "One time that man hammered me only two feet from his cute little wife" Jesus, I felt a huge rush run through my body as a hot gush of fluids filled my panties.

      "He filled my little pussy until it leaked out of me" Her voice was hypnotizing me.

      "Mom...Oh God" I trembled, feeling the lust growing in my belly, she was driving me insane.

      "But then, I didn't need to worry about it, she sucked every drop right out of my cunt." Her hot voice was against my ear.

      If my mother was trying to seduce me, goal reached. I was quivering and shaking with the same hunger I had felt that day with my father. Then, her words sank into my lust hazed brain.

      "Oh God, a woman...ate...oh fuck." My voice was strangled.

      "Baby, there is nothing like drinking a nice wet pussy" my mother whispered. "In fact, I'm a little thirsty right now."

      "Mom...oh God...mom" I gurgled as I watched her slowly kneel in front of me.

      
        I had my back pressed against the sink and could only stare as she slowly raised my dress. When my soaked panties came into view, I wanted to move away, first my father, now her. But, I stood rooted to the spot.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" a soft moan came out of my lips as her hot mouth closed over my panty clad pussy.

      "Mmmmmm" I heard mom hum as I felt her tongue drag along my cloth covered lips.

      As soaked as I was I knew she could taste me even through the thin fabric. I felt her fingers curl in the gusset of my panties, then slide the cloth over my swollen wet lips. Jesus, she wouldn't, I thought.

      "Mom, what are you doing?" I whispered hoarsely.

      "I'm eating your pussy, what does it look like?" God again she was so matter of fact. "It's been awhile since I had one of these, and if you think I'm going to let this one pass by, forget it." Her voice literally dripped with uncontained lust.

      How could this woman, poised to give me only the second oral sex of my life; be my mother. Then again, my only other time had been on my fathers' tongue. So how perverted was that.

      "Mom...mom..." I started to protest. Then it turned into a gurgling moan as her tongue slid between my burning lips.

      "Mommmmmmm" I moaned deep in my throat as a fire ignited in my belly. Fuck, I was lost, the whore had returned and I couldn't stop it.

      My hands shot down and gripped the sides of her head as she buried that tongue nice and deep. God was she ever right; what I had thought was the most perfect oral at the hands of my father, was dwarfed by what was happening between my thighs right now.

      I shook and trembled as slurping filled the kitchen. I looked down and saw slick cream coating my mothers' face, my cream; and it only fueled the fire in my belly.

      "OH fuck yesssssss" I groaned as my belly rolled with pleasure. "Eat that pussy mom, eat your slut daughter" I gasped.

      
        
      

      "You like momma eating your wet cunt baby?" Mom looked up at me. God I thought filth poured out of me. Mom was a natural.

      "Oh Jesus...Oh God, don't stop" I begged. "I'm so close." I whimpered.

      "Then cum for me baby" mom's husky voice reached up to me.

      Before I could react, mom rammed two manicured fingers up into my tight hole, and I mean fucking deep. That was all it took; my head rolled back, my eyes following suit as my belly spasmed

      "Oh fuck, gonna cum." I grunted.

      My mothers' fingers pumped in and out as her hot mouth closed over my engorged clit. The tongue lashing she gave my clit was like nothing I had ever felt before.

      My knees threatened to buckle, making me reach back and grip the sink edge with one hand. The other hand was reaching out to find the dish cloth, and stuff it into my mouth to stifle my screams of raw pleasure.

      "Mmmmppffffffffffff" I howled into the cloth as my hips jerked hard.

      My pelvis ground against moms' face as the freight train slammed home. I wanted to watch this new sight, but couldn't focus my eyes as my orgasm tore through me. Ten feet from my husband and father, and I was humping my mothers' face like some wanton hussy.

      "Nnnnggggggggggggg" I groaned as a second wave ripped through me.

      I knew a river was pumping out of my body, I kept expecting to hear it splatter to the kitchen floor. Instead, I heard the most obscene swallowing sound as my mother drank every drop of my cream.

      Jesus, she wasn't letting a drop go to waste as the waves coursed through me. With a final shudder, I felt my body start to relax, my eyes refocused as I watched mom rise to her feet in front of me.

      
        I gasped as I felt those two fingers still buried inside me do a lazy circle. Every time her nails scraped over that sensitive spot, my hips jerked and my belly squeezed tight. I was fucking horny as hell and had just come like a fire hydrant into my mothers' mouth.

      "You know what the problem with getting your pussy eaten is?" my mother asked softly.

      I could only stare back at her glistening slick face and shudder with the movement of her fingers.

      "It's like an appetizer" her husky voice filled my ear. "It makes you want a nice...hard...cock...even more."

      "Yes...please...more..." I could only whimper back. "Oh fuck" I grunted as her thumb strummed over my clit.

      "Does my girl want a hard dick" she egged my fried brain on.

      "Yes...please momma..." God it was like I was a begging little girl again.

      "How's the game?" Mom's loud voice startled me.

      "Just hit halftime" I heard dad's voice call back.

      "Good, time for the half time show." Mom yelled back. With a wicked smile she led me towards the door to the living room.

      "Please...no...Dan..." I tried to find coherent words, but my body was still having aftershocks from her fingers and tongue.

      "Oh don't worry baby" Mom whispered in a lust filled voice. "I think Dan might just be a little too busy to object." I stared at moms' face, no longer wearing that goofy smile, this time it had a broad, wicked grin as she pushed open the door and began leading me into the living room.

      The next few moments in the living room was like I was watching someone else. My mother slowly drew me from the doorway to the kitchen across to the couch where my father was sitting.

      
        
      

      The entire journey I was naked as the day I was born, only this time my juices were dripping down my inner thighs like liquid heat. By the time I had reached the edge of the couch, the huge lump in my father's pants was more than evident.

      I could see Dan sitting in the recliner and the look on his face, Oh my God. I saw shock and confusion in his eyes. I couldn't even form words as shame filled my face. Now even my husband knew what a slut I had become.

      My father took in the scene before him, and I don't know how but he seemed to almost communicate without words with my mother. Maybe it was me, the totally nude and quaking; or the slick shine all over my mothers' face from all the cream I had pumped out over her.

      Either way, I watched in almost horror as without a word, Dad raised his hips off the couch and slid his light summer shorts off, throwing them to the side. My eyes immediately locked with that raging hard pole between his thighs, and I felt a wave of heat course through me.

      I couldn't even look at my husband as I found myself standing in front of my father, but I could hear his strangled voice as he tried to form words off to my side.

      My father silently held out his arms to me, with a soft smile; my mother pressing on my bare back urging me forward. My eyes never left that thick stalk as I slowly climbed onto the couch on my knees, straddling his thighs.

      Straddling my father I looked up into his lust filled eyes, and then back down between my spread thighs where dad held his cock upright in his tight grip, with that angry swollen head was only inches from my dripping opening.

      "Daddy..." I softly mewled.

      My father reached up and laid one hand on the curve of my hip, while the other molded around my aching breast. I eased down gently, feeling that swollen head nestle between my soaked lips. God I was past wanting and deep into needing his hard cock.

      "Just fuck me baby." He whispered back. I couldn't have stopped if I had wanted to, and I simply didn't want to.

      
        "FFFUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as I dropped my full weight down, feeling his dick ram straight up into me.

      I felt first the swollen head split my lips open, and then inches of hard throbbing cock drive deep into my belly. Before I had even fully seated myself on his, my juices were already coating his belly from my first orgasm.

      I could feel his shaft throb along my walls as my body adjusted to his girth, God now this was fucking, I thought. I began to lightly bounce up and down, listening to the wet sucking noises as his cock slid in and out.

      "Lydia..." I heard a strangled voice off to my side.

      Turning my head, I could see the shock on Dan's face as he watched his loving wife ravage herself on her father's cock; but I couldn't stop.

      "Fuck me dad" I grunted. "Fuck me so damn good" I gasped.

      Just as I felt my father grip my hips to start pounding up into me, I heard my mothers' raspy voice commanding my husband.

      "On your feet son" she told him.

      "What?" Dan was in shell shock as events rapidly took over in that small living room. The smell of sex was permeating the entire room as the wet slap of my ass against Dads' thighs echoed out.

      "You heard me, on your damn feet." My mother was firm and strong. If there was an alpha female, right then she was it.

      I turned my head and watched my husband rise from the recliner in a daze. In a flash, my mother was on her knees in front of him. Oh my God, was my mother really go to go through with this?

      As Dan's jeans slid over his hips, I watched his hard cock spring into view. That long but slim torpedo was rock hard and a drop of pre cum oozed from the tip. Did watching his father-in-law fuck his wife turn him on, I wondered.

      
        
      

      Dan glanced down as cool air washed over his groin, his eyes widening at the sight in front of him.

      "Mommahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Dan moaned as with a wet slurp my mother slammed her hot mouth over his hard cock.

      "Yessssssssssssss" I hissed as I shoved my ass down harder on my father, driving to drive his cock as deep as it would go.

      "Suck those balls dry" I heard my father call out encouragement.

      "I would rather fuck yours dry" I growled as I began to pick up the pace.

      Even as I fucked down hard onto my father, I watched as my mother devoured my husband to the root right beside me. Fuck, it was the hottest sight I could ever remember seeing, and it made my juices boil.

      "That woman can suck cum out of a dead man" my father said. "Better hang on son" he told Dan.

      "You better hang on old man" I hissed at him.

      Reaching up I gripped his bare shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. I began to bounce faster and harder on his pulsing cock. I could feel my pussy cream soaking his cum filled balls under me, cum I wanted deep inside me.

      "Come on you bastard, fuck me" the filth started pouring out of me. "Pound me...slam me...come on" I grunted.

      My father took control at just the right moment, I felt his hands grip on my hips and then he began to piston his hips up into me.

      "Yessssss....fuck meeeeeeeeeee" I wailed as another orgasm tore through me. "Cummunninngggg" I moaned as my belly spasmed.

      
        "Fucking tight" my dad grunted as my walls slammed down on him.

      Then I heard the most obscene thing I could ever have imagined as Dan cried out from beside me. Turning, I could only stare in wonder and watch as my juices gushed out over my father.

      "Lydia...mom...Oh God" Dan panted. "Oh My Goddddddddddddddd" Dan moaned in surrender.

      I turned and watched as moms' mouth slid almost off his cock, capturing just the swollen head in her hot mouth. My eyes grew wide as I watched Dan's shaft jerk once, then twice, and a third time.

      I watched moms' throat muscles working as she swallowed my husbands' hot load. Fuck, just like me she didn't waste a single drop and he pumped his cum out.

      I was startled back when Dad shifted on the couch, sliding me to the side. With a wet pop his cock came free from my hungry hole. I knew better than to protest this time, I simply shifted around as he guided my body until I was kneeling on the couch cushion, holding onto the back; my bare ass jutting out behind me.

      The next thing I knew mom was right beside me, sliding into the same position on the couch. I watched as she reached back and slid her sun dress over the curve of her ass.

      "Come on big boy" Mom cajoled Dan. "Show me what you've got." She wiggled her ass at my husband.

      In a haze Dan waddled to the edge of the couch, his pants still bunched around his ankles. I would have laughed at the sight except that Dad chose that moment to feed every inch of his cock back into me.

      "Dadddddddddddd" I moaned as I felt that delightful filling sensation again.

      "Unnngggggggggg" Mom moaned beside me; and I knew Dan was feeding her his cock at the same moment.

      "Oh Fuck" I groaned.

      "Oh shit" Mom grunted beside me.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me" we moaned out together.

      Mom reached out and held my hand along the back of the couch. I turned and watched her glazed eyes as her body rocked like mine.

      "Your husband...fucks...damn good." Mom grunted between strokes.

      "So does...yours." I could only pant back.

      Mom gave an evil grin, Oh God what was she up to now? I was worried. Mom craned her head and looked over her shoulder while she gripped my hand.

      "Come on boys" she yelled at the two men. "This isn't a walk in the park. Fuck your two whores." She demanded.

      Dad took off like a steam engine, his hard cock hammering into me while his hips slapped against my ass. I could tell by mom's widened eyes Dan had followed suit and unlike anything with us, was pounding into her tight hole.

      "Are you...protected?" Mom panted softly between thrusts. Her voice had been low so only I could hear.

      "Nooooo" I moaned back as Dad slammed especially deep inside me.

      "Neither...am I" Mom panted with that wicked grin on her face. "Want them...to pull...out?" she asked.

      "Fuck NO" I spat back.

      "Come on baby" Mom looked over her shoulder at Dad. "Cum in your daughters tight cunt." She hoarsely told my father.

      
        "And you" she looked behind her at Dan "Be a man and dump that hot load into your mother-in-law's wet pussy." She cajoled Dan.

      "Oh Jesus...Oh my God" I moaned as I felt my father swelling inside me.

      "That's it baby, come on...come on" Mom encouraged Dan.

      As if her words had been the match to light the fuse, I felt the first jet of hot cum wash my walls at the same time mom screamed her pleasure at being filled.

      "Shit yes daddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" I wailed as my own body exploded.

      "Cummminnggggggggggggg" I heard mom scream. Turning my head I watched as her eyes rolled back and her entire body vibrated with her raw pleasure.

      I could hear my own juices splattering out onto the couch cushion, as it was replaced by jet after jet of dad's seed deep inside my belly. Whether it was Dan or Dad who got me pregnant, at that moment it didn't really matter.

      I finally understood what Mom meant. This was raw fucking at its best. Not sex or even making love. No, I loved that man standing behind my mother, pumping his own hot seed into her belly; and she loved the man who was pouring his potent seed into my spasming gut.

      As the two men slowly pulled out with a dual wet squelching sound, I looked over at my mother and gave her a satisfied smile.

      "God that was a good fucking" I sighed, putting a special emphasis on the word fucking to get my meaning across.

      Mom leaned over and her lips gently brushed mine. "Damn straight" she husked back. "Next time I want to suck Dan's cum from that tight little pussy of yours." She told me.

      "Then I get to suck Dad out of yours. In my bed" I smiled back.

      
        "That's a deal" Mom groaned, and then her lips ground against mine.

      I figured I may be a whore and a slut, but damn it was going to be a fun ride.

    
  
    
      Night Visits

    
  
    
      Part 1

      Miranda Bates slowly opened her eyes, letting in the morning Florida sun. God, she loved Saturday. It was the one day she allowed herself to sleep in. Her husband went golfing, and no work; the perfect day to be a sloth.

      As her hand rose to idly brush the hair back from her face, she froze. Her fingers finding the sticky strands, adhering to her cheek. Searching herself, she finally found what she was looking for. The small, sticky puddle just between the juncture of her breasts; then another on her right shoulder.

      Rising from her bed, her mind raced. 'Again?' Jesus Christ she had to do something about this. This was the fourth time. The first had been about a month ago. At first she had thought she had been sweating during her sleep. The second time, she knew it wasn't sweat.

      Miranda stepped into her bathroom, glancing over her body in the mirror. Her looks were something she had always been proud of. At 42 her 36D breasts still hung proud on her chest. The slight sag giving them more curves instead of detracting from their shape. Her slim waist ended in flared hips that accentuated the curve of her ass cheeks.

      'Not bad bitch', she thought. Her eyes scanned over her body. There it was. The small collection just above the juncture of her breasts...the one on her shoulder. Another, larger one along her side.

      Her fingers dipped into the one at her breasts, then rose to her nose. She was immediately overwhelmed by the strong odor of male musk. She felt her nipples immediately respond to the stimulation, hardening to small pebbles. As a heat spread between her thighs.

      Before she even realized what she was doing, the finger slipped between her lips and she savored the taste of male cum on her tongue. Even as her clit throbbed with desire, she quickly pulled the finger free. "What the fuck am I doing' she thought.

      
        Knowing her husband Dan, she knew it a heartbeat, this was not him. Ten years her senior, they had endured the prostate surgery that had saved his life, but destroyed sex forever. Now, a year after the surgery, the sensation of having a bare cock rammed deep into her was almost a distant memory.

      No, it wasn't Dan. That left only one male in the house; Kyle, her nineteen year old son! For the last couple of years, Miranda had known about her sons' use of her panties in his masturbation fantasies. That he would have the nerve to stand over her sleeping body, and jerk off stunned her. Let alone, he was doing it with her husband, his father, sound asleep beside her.

      She had tried staying awake to catch him, but the infrequency had left her with her guard down every time.

      For the rest of the day, she watched her son roam the house, play his video games, and like her just relax. As Miranda relaxed in her chair reading, a part of the steamy novel suddenly clicked in her head. The lovers in her story had arranged to meet on the same dates every year. Their rendezvous an annual event.

      As she reached up to brush her hair back, it hit her. Of course, the same day. My God, she thought, why didn't I think about it. Every time it had been a Saturday morning she had awoken to find drying semen on her.

      The one day of the week Kyle didn't have classes or work. He always kept his Saturdays free. His 'me' day. The fact her sons hot cum was not totally dry, meant that it wasn't in the middle of the night, but more towards morning when he made his 'visit'.

      The next Friday...Miranda set her phone to vibrate at 6am. Slipping it under her pillow, she thought this would wake her, without disturbing Dan.

      The following morning, she was awakened by the buzzing under her ear. Shutting off the phone she lay in bed silently, waiting.

      For two hours she lay awake, waiting. Nothing beyond the rising sun came into her room that morning. Sighing in frustration, she rose and started her day. Maybe next week, she mused.

      The following Friday, Miranda nearly did not set her alarm. It wasn't until she was in bed that it struck her. Knowing Dan was sound asleep beside her; she retrieved her cell phone and set the alarm. Slipping the glowing device under her pillow.

      
        
      

      Once again, awakened at 6am. The 42 year old mother waited in the creeping dawn. After over a half an hour, she started to slowly drift back to sleep. Then, she heard it. The unmistakable sound of her bedroom door easing open.

      Opening her eyes to slits, not giving away she was awake, Miranda watched as her son quickly crossed the bedroom to stand beside her side of the bed. She was stunned to realize Kyle was totally nude.

      Even more disconcerting, was what the shock of seeing her sons nude form in the half light, did to her own body. As her eyes traveled down his chiseled chest, she almost gasped in shock as her gaze fell on his manhood.

      Jesus, she thought, what is he nine maybe ten inches. When Kyle wrapped his hand around his growing cock, Miranda realized just how thick he was. She felt a gush of moisture between her thighs, thinking how deliciously that hunk of meat would stretch her.

      She watched in fascination as her sons hand slid up and down his length. Literally watching him harden right before her eyes. Seeing his heavy balls swing underneath with each stroke.

      Her next thought stunned her. As a thick drop of pre cum oozed from the tip, Miranda wondered what her son would taste like. The thought startling her back to reality. My God, she thought, this is your dammed SON. To the sex starved mother, his cock looked perfect, but she knew she had to end this.

      Just as Miranda opened her mouth to admonish her son, she watched as he reached down towards her. His hand, slowly drawing the sheet down from her upper body. "Oh God" she thought.

      As her breasts slid into view...their hardened nipple standing straight, she saw a look of pure desire and animal lust cross Kyle's face.

      It had been years since a man had looked at her just her son now did; with wanton desire. She could feel her pussy...soaking her own thighs...the fire building in her own belly.

      "Oh fuck" Kyle grunted softly.

      
        Miranda's' eyes flow open, as she watched her sons body shudder. Then, a thick rope of hot cum erupt from the end of his cock.

      Arching through the air until it splattered on your breasts. Soaking her skin with its' searing heat. She felt her own body convulse at the sensation.

      The mother opened her mouth to speak. Before she could utter a word, Kyle grunted again.

      "Oh moommmm" he moaned above her.

      Miranda could only watch as a second thick rope of hot cum jetted from his spasming cock, arching towards her. Too late, she realized Kyle had slightly turned his body. She could only lay there as the hot cream splattered across her face.

      A thick glob of his viscous fluid landing in her open mouth. Instinctively her mouth snapped shut, and with a swallow, her sons seed finding its way into her belly.

      Between her sons passion filled plea to her..and the taste now filling her mouth. Miranda felt a fire tear through her own loins. Her entire body jerked, as an orgasm more powerful than she could remember in ages tore through her.

      Miranda's' eyes rolled back as her juices flooded from between her thighs, soaking the bed under her. As waves coursed through her spasming pussy, the thought rolled through her fogged mind.

      Without even being touched, with just the words and actions of her 19 year old son...Miranda had cum. No...she had exploded. Refocusing her eyes, she watched as Kyle turned and half stumbled his way out of the bedroom. Turning her head, she watched her husband as he slept through the entire incident.

      Feeling the hot sticky fluid, easing into the cleft between her breasts. Miranda slowly started to drift back to sleep. This morning, she thought, there would be no shower. She would wear her sons' cum all day on her skin.

      Next time, her brain told her body. Next time, there would be no sleeping mother.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 2

      For the next two Saturdays, Miranda set her alarm and waited. Nothing, not a sound, not anything. At first, her logical mind reasoned this was meant to be. This was her son for God's sake.

      Then, her hormones began to take control of her rational mind. She watched as Kyle stole glances at her body. Her vision filled with the thick tube poking at the front of his shorts.

      Not since college, had the mother felt this alive. Four years of freedom. Where, if it had a cock, she would be on her back, legs in the air. Then Dan had come into her life. She bottled that part of herself up and became the dutiful wife.

      Now, the cork was out, and a part of herself she thought gone, had come raging back. A part that bore one word...slut. Not a day went by her panties weren't soaked as she watched Kyle.

      She wasn't even sure how far this would go. But, she was dammed if she would stop the ride now. Not having physical contact since her husband's surgery, had left the vivacious 42 year old wanting and needing.

      Then, after three weeks, it came again. The slight creaking of the bedroom door, the soft footsteps, and then her son's form standing over her.

      This time, Miranda watched in rapt attention as her son first started to stroke his hardening cock. Then, slide the sheet slowly down to expose her breasts. 'He's a tit man' she thought with delight.

      As she watched a clear drop of Kyles' pre cum drip form the end of is cock, she rolled gently onto her side facing him. Moving her legs just enough to bring the sheet further down her body. Letting it stop just at the swell of her hips.

      Kyle froze in panic. Waiting to see if his mother was waking up, his rigid cock standing straight out from his body. As more of his mother's body came into view, the young man shuddered.

      "Fuck mom" he whispered. Taking one step to bring his body closer to her.

      
        This close, Miranda's' nostril flared at the scent of her son. Pure, raw male. The fact he was inflamed for her only made it sweeter.

      Her eyes half glazed as his words rang in her ears. 'Oh baby' her mind erupted. 'Not fuck...oh no...SUCK'

      Before Kyle cold even move, he watched his mother's head dip forward. Then felt the heat as her lips closed around his.

      "Oh fuck" the young man moaned. Hearing his mother hum her approval around his throbbing cock.

      "Oh Jesus...oh shit...mom" he half babbled.

      Miranda popped her mouth off the thick cock in front of her face, and stared up at her son. "Just shut up" he harsh whisper filling the room. "And give me that fucking cum".

      Her words seared into Kyle's brain, just as she slammed her throat back onto him. His body quivering in uncontrolled lust. Hearing his mother softly gag as she tried to stuff his entire cock down her tight throat. Staring down...watching her as she all but devoured his stiff pole.

      "Oh God...mom" Kyle gasped. The sensation of her lips and tongue swirling on him. The sight of her mouth stretched with him. The suddenness of everything. Too much for the young man.

      Miranda felt his cock swelling in her sucking mouth. If she was stuffed with ten inches of hard cock met, she would have smiled. Some things never change. She hadn't met a male she couldn't blow until he shot his thick cum down her throat.

      "Oh fuck...mom...going to..." Kyle kept gasping. Feeling her hot mouth slide back on him, he thought she was going to take him from her mouth. Then, he felt her lips clamp down on his engorged head; and what he could only describe as a blazing hot suction hit the tip of his cock.

      Miranda felt his shaft pulse in her grip. Waiting. Then, the first blast of his thick seed pump into her eager mouth; as she greedily sucked the fluid in, swallowing as it coated her tongue.

      One thick rope followed immediately by a second...then a third. 'God could this boy cum' her mind raged.

      
        
      

      Kyle could only stare as his mother swallowed every drop of his cream. Not letting one drop escape. He watched as she popped the dripping head out of her mouth, then dragging her tongue along the shaft, scooping the last of his hot seed into her mouth.

      "Now", Miranda commanded; her hand gently squeezing his softening cock. "Get out"

      Stumbling back, the young man turned and headed for the door. Just as he reached the exit, his mother's soft words stopped him.

      "Oh and Kyle", she spoke into the darkness. "After your father leaves for the golf course, I expect you back in here; nude...and ready to go."

      Kyle could only shudder at his mother's words, the lust dripping from her tone. "You are nowhere near done, young man, understood."

      "Yes", he whispered back.

      "Yes...what?" Miranda goaded him.

      "Yes...Mother" Kyle shuddered

      As he headed back to his room, Kyle wondered what was in store in a couple of hours. Would she let his dream finally become a reality?

    
  
    
      Part 3

      Lying in the growing light of his room, Kyle dozed...waiting. After almost an hour, he heard his father rise and move around the house. A few moments later, he heard his mother pass his door on her way to the kitchen. He could hear their voices chatting about his fathers planned golf day.

      'My God' the young man thought. 'How could she act as if nothing had happened?' For almost another hour, Kyle listened to his parents. His youthful balls, given a two hour rets, had been busy churning a new load of hot cum. While he thought every drop of blood in his body was now raging through his stiff cock.

      
        
      

      Miranda cleaned the kitchen, as she heard her husband's car pull out of the driveway and head down the street. On the surface, she had been calm...the perfect wife and mother. Inside was a terrible war of emotions.

      When she had first arisen, guilt and shame had washed through her. The memory of what she had done with Kyle burned in her mind. Feelings of guilt tore into her...how could she. To take advantage of her own flesh and blood like that.

      As she had made small talk with her husband, her mind recalled her sons face. The pure lust and desire for her burning there. The vision sent tremors through her belly.

      As her husband left the house...her cheek had barely felt the perfunctory kiss. Her mind in turmoil, how could he have not seen her? Only feet from him. Nude under her nearly sheer robe. Her body, hungry for attention.

      Turning, the mother headed up the stairs back to her bedroom. She stopped for a moment outside Kyles' door. Her hand rose to knock, letting him know it was 'safe'. No...if this was going to happen, it would not be by her invitation. Neither would she refuse it, she thought, as she headed down the hall.

      Kyle waited another five minutes, before rising from his bed and heading for the door. He considered putting on his boxers, then decided no. She had already seen him naked, held him in her hand. Shit, she had sucked him dry he thought. Clothes would be the last thing he wanted in the way. As his thick cock led the way, he stepped down the hall.

      Miranda sat on the edge of her bed, more nervous than she had been since she lost her virginity. Did he really want me? Was this morning a onetime thing? Is this really what I want? All those questions swam through her head.

      Hearing her bedroom door easing open again, her eyes looked up as her breath caught in her throat. There stood Kyle, her son, in the doorway. His chiseled chest, the biceps evident on his arms. Her eyes traveled down his body, widening as they took in the sight of ten inches of hard cock meat standing at total attention.

      All the guilt, all the shame; vanished in a heartbeat. As she took in his throbbing hard cock, the lust written in his eyes; she knew. He wanted her. To be desired, needed, sent a bolt through her loins, as she felt her juices gush between her pressed thighs.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God" Miranda whispered. "You really do want to fuck me." She heard Kyle give a guttural moan, then a raspy yes. Shedding her robe, she heard him gasp as her whole body came into view.

      'That's right", she thought. "He's only been here in the dark, he's never seen me."

      Spreading her legs slightly, to show the small landing strip that led to her most private spot. She displayed herself like a wanton slut for her son. "You like?" he whispered.

      "I fucking love" was Kyles only response.

      Miranda swore she could see his cock jump...throbbing in time to his breathing. Normally, the mother would have said something about his language. This time, the look of almost feral lust in his eyes, and the direct tone only inflamed the heat between her spread thighs.

      Shedding her robe, Miranda slid back onto the bed. Propping her head with two pillows, she turned to Kyle. "Prove it" she whispered.

      Kyle walked to the edge of the bed, feeling like his body belonged to someone else. His entire vision tunneled to the form lying before him. The glitter in her eyes showing her desire. The swell of her breasts, not firm like some teenagers, but swollen, full with just a hint of sag. The breasts of a woman, capped by two very hard pencil erasers that crinkled in the cool air of the room.

      As he slid on his knees onto the bed, his eyes lowered to between his mother's spreading thighs. He could see the glisten of her moisture on her swollen lips. The scent of her filling his nostrils.

      Miranda, thinking his youthful energy would bring him straight on top of her, was shocked when she saw him lower between her thighs. Oh God...he wouldn't...

      Kyle drove his face between her thighs, her musk driving his mind almost insane with lust. He had to taste her...the dream of years lying before him. Closing his mouth over her swollen lips, he drove his tongue into her folds...probing her depths, tasting her juices. "Oh mom" the young man groaned.

      Miranda heard a piercing scream fill the room, and then realized it was her. Just as her hips shot off the bed, driving her dripping pussy into Kyles' face. Grinding into him. Her hands shot down, fingers curling in his hair as she tried to press his tongue further inside her.

      
        
      

      Dan had considered oral to be dirty, something which Miranda had enjoyed immensely in college. She had all but forgotten the sensation of a man's' mouth. Now, the pleasure roared through her mind and body as her own son ate her.

      "AAggghhhhhhhh" Miranda screamed. "Oh FUCK! Eat me you bastard" she screamed. "Eat Mommies cunt."

      Kyle was overwhelmed by his mother's reaction to his oral assault. He hips bucked up and down, driving into his face, as her entire body quivered. He heard words pour out of the prim woman he never dreamed she would utter.

      Kyle reveled in her taste, wanting more, a lot more. He felt the hard nub against his nose, shifting his mouth he pulled the hard button in, sucking it deep and hard.

      His hands gripped his mothers' hips as her entire body went wild on the bed. Trying his best, he held on for the ride.

      Miranda's fingers pulled on his hair, while shoving his face between her lewdly spread thighs. Her eyes began to slowly roll back as she felt the fire burning out of control in her belly. Not even when she was in college, had the intensity been like this.

      "Oh fuck...my clit...oh god...suck it...oh my God yesssss" Miranda babbled over and over. "Fingers...please...fingers..." she begged.

      She didn't know if Kyle heard her, and tried to form the words again, when the sensation hit. Two thick fingers driving into the depths of her smoldering cunt. He ass raising straight off the bed. Trying to drive her sons' hand even deeper.

      Kyle curled his fingers inside his mother's cunt, feeling her juices pouring out over his hand, filling his sucking mouth. He searched for that spot he had read about on the internet...that hidden sensitive zone inside a woman. Feeling a small rough patch at the top of her spasming pussy, his fingertips scraped across it.

      Miranda felt like a bomb had gone off in both her head and her groin at the same instant. Colored lights exploded behind her unseeing eyes, as her body began to flop uncontrollably on the bed.

      
        "Kyyyllleeeeeeeeeeeeee" the mother screamed. "Ungh...ungh...oh fuck...Ungh" as her orgasm shredded her mind and body.

      Kyle watched in awe as his mother's cream spewed out of her clenching pussy. Spraying over his hand and face. "I am making her SQUIRT' he thought.

      Miranda felt her juices squirting out like a river. Never had she felt such pleasure. Her whole body was on fire. Even as she slowly came back down, the tingling and tremors remained. With a shove, she pushed Kyles face from between her drenched thighs.

      "Oh fuck...so sensitive." She moaned. Her body still shuddering from the aftermath of her biggest orgasm of her life. Her hands tugged on her sons' shoulders. Trying to pull his body up onto hers. "Please...need...inside" she begged her son.

      Her vision refocused to see Kyles' face loom over hers. Reaching between them, she wrapped her hand around his thick member. Placing the swollen head at the dripping entrance to her.

      "Do it" Miranda rasped up to her son. "Be my motherfuckerrrrrrr...unnnnhhhhhhh" her words turning to a half groan half growl as she felt her son drive deep into her needy body.

      Twenty years of being married to a 5 and ½ inch think cock; had tightened her. Now, she felt that stretching, filling sensation of having a real cock drive deep into her.

      "Ohhh myyy fuckinggg GODDDDDDDD" Miranda screamed as she felt her son fill her.

      Kyle watched in wonder as his mothers eyes rolled back in her head, and her body convulsed with a second roaring orgasm. Never before had the young man felt such power...such control as he felt right now.

      Raising up on his arms, Kyle felt his mothers' nails dig into his biceps as his groin pressed down on her. Burying him to the root inside her.

      Just as he bottomed out, Kyle felt a resistance to his probing cock. Knowing his mother wasn't a virgin, he wondered. Then, his own eyes grew wide as he realized. 'Fuck, I'm hitting her damn cervix.'

      
        Miranda whimpered as she felt the thick cock drawing back out of her. A sensation of emptiness in her belly, reminding her of her 'minute man' husband as she had come to call him.

      Just as Kyles' swollen head reached her entrance, her eyes flew open at his words. "I'm going to fuck you mom" Kyle moaned down at her.

      She opened her mouth to respond...but all that came out was a primal gurgle as she felt her son ram his thick cock back inside her.

      For over twenty minutes...Miranda felt what it was like to be fucked senseless. Primal...raw... How Kyke kept from exploding, she didn't know. But she loved every stroke..as her son tried to pound her ass down into the bed.

      Her own body lost track of how many orgasms rolled through her. Until it felt like her belly was just waving one after the other. Her juices pouring down the crack of her ass to soak the bed under them.

      Feeling Kyle's rigid pole starting to swell along her tight walls, the mother knew her son was about to explode himself.

      "That's it you motherfucker" Miranda yelled. "Fuck your mommy. Fuck her like the slut she is."

      Hearing his mother, spewing such language, only drove Kyle wilder. His hips going into high gear.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." his mother wailed under him. "Fuck mommy's cunt you bastard!!"

      Kyle felt his balls tightening. "My mommy slut" he growled in his mothers' ear. "Going to fucking cum mommy"

      Miranda felt him pulling back on his hips, as if to withdraw from her. Her legs shot up and wrapped around his waist, hells digging into his ass. Her nails digging into his ass cheeks pulling him tighter..deeper into her.

      "Don't you fucking DARE!" she all but yelled at him.

      
        "Oh God...Mom" Kyle groaned, as his cock sunk back deep inside his mother. Feeling her cervix once again press against his engorged head. "Going to cum mom" he groaned again. "You'll get..oh fuck"

      Miranda reached up and pulled with all her strength. Bringing her sons body crashing down onto her. Her voice harsh in his ear. "Do it" she whispered. "Cum in mommy's cunt".

      Kyles' head jerked up, and he stared into his mothers' burning eyes. "Mom" he whispered. "I could make you pregnant."

      Miranda shuddered at the thought of her son breeding her. "Please.." she begged. "I'll be your mommy slut...your whore..anything. Just...for God's sake Kyle...don't pull out."

      Kyle felt his balls pinch at the thought of what his mother was asking for...no begging for.

      "Then take my seed" Kyle rasped in his mothers' ear. As he felt the first thick rope pulse out of his cock to fill his wanton mother.

      Miranda felt the hot cream, filling her belly..pouring into her womb. "Yessssssssssssssssss" she hissed as she felt her virle son filling her belly.

      The darkness she had fought off all day, swam into her mind, just as she realized...this was what her body had been made for.

      "I love...my son" she whispered as her body collapsed to the bed.

    
  
    
      Nocturnal Emissions

      Let's be real, most of these stories start out with some hot mother or father, or some Adonis son or vogue model daughter. Sorry to disappoint you, none of that here. My life would scream normal from ten miles away.

      I am six foot tall and weigh, on my good days, about two hundred. Yep, that mid—life gut has started attacking me what can I say. I drive a six year old focus to my mundane job as a manager at a lumber yard. By the way, my name is Kyle Huff, just for the record.

      
        My wife Kelly is a cute little blonde who stands five foot and weighs about oh around one hundred and ten soaking wet. She is a beautician, and a damn good one I like to think. Between the two of us we have the usual four bedroom suburban house with the two stall garage you drive by every day. The one where half the garage is full of junk so one of us has to park in the driveway.

      We have the usual two point one kids. Our son Kevin who is now twenty-three and I swear to God I am never getting out of my house. I think the day he does move I will change the locks so he can't come back.

      Our daughter Krista was born twenty years ago next month and takes a lot after her mother. Barely over five foot two I don't think the girl broke a hundred and twenty her entire life. Sorry guys, no huge tits, no bubble butts. Just your normal 36 C's bouncing around the house hidden by sweat shirts and hoodies.

      The men meet the national average to I am afraid. I measure maybe eight inches on a very hard day. No foot long schlongs to our knees in this house.

      So, as you can see, normal is not even the word for our world. We go to block parties, my wife loves her mushy Hallmark Channel, and I hate mowing the lawn as much as my son does.

      The sex? Oh it's good. Not the porn movie swinging or threesomes, but good. We make love once or twice a week; nothing kinky like bondage or anything. We do the usual little roleplay now and then; we even spice it up by fucking in the afternoon just before the kids get home, just for a "thrill".

      To answer your question, yes I watch porn. I am male after all, and honestly I may be pushing fifty but my dick works just fine thank you. When Kelly isn't in the mood, or it's that time of the month, a little internet show fits the bill. Like every other male out there I like a variety of things, it depends on the mood. So, yes, I've seen gangbangs, light bondage, and even a few of the fake incest clips on the internet.

      That doesn't mean I would do it, come on, it's fucking porn. We all know how fake that shit is. That it gets my nuts off is my private business, it's not something either Kelly or I would dream of doing. Or so I thought.

      Less than a week ago, my entire concept of our normal life, got thrown into the garbage. I swear to God, I didn't start this, but I am sure not going to get off the ride just yet either.

      
        It started on a Tuesday night; I remember even seeing the glowing red numbers on the alarm clock by the bed, telling me it was just a bit after midnight. Kelly and I had gone to bed at our usual eleven, after the nightly news.

      Normally, I just pass out when we hit the sack. Late night fun is not on our usual agenda except weekends. But that night my legs were jumpy and aching. I had spent most of the day unloading lumber, and age was catching up to me.

      I had just drifted off, when I felt the sheet covering me shift. At first I thought maybe Kelly had turned and pulled it, and then a warm palm rested on my right thigh. In my sleep fuzzed mind I thought it was Kelly.

      Slowly that hand slid up and down my bare thigh, each swipe rising just a bit higher and higher. I was just about to tell Kelly tonight wouldn't be good, because of my legs, when a thought occurred to me.

      I sleep on the right side of the bed, that put the bare thigh and stroking hand on the outside, while my loving wife slept snuggled on my left side.

      I started to open my mouth to ask what the hell was going on, when that small hand gently cupped my balls. My body spasmed at the touch, while my mouth slammed shut. I could feel blood rushing into my cock, thickening it along the whole length.

      I hadn't been able to get any porn time in this evening, as Krista had been bugging me most of the night. Krista, I realized. It couldn't be her, I had to be dreaming, I thought.

      I opened my mouth once again to speak, when the shock of my life came. Two fingers gently pressed over my lips, silencing me. This time, the hand came from my left, which meant my wife.

      I could feel that small hand grazing up and down my shaft so gently. Fuck was I hard right then. I could feel my cock pulse against the touch, just as my wife slowly lowered her fingers. My wife gently caressed down my arm, until her fingers entwined with mine.

      Not only did my wife know, she was approving. OK, this had to be a dream. Talk about living in a porn dream, this was it. Your daughter stroking your cock while your wife lies beside you, it doesn't get any hotter.

      
        It might have been a dream, but I was damned if I wanted to wake up right now. I felt those small fingers wrap around cock, and slowly lift it from my belly. It took every ounce of will power to not moan right then.

      I could feel my veins on my cock rubbing along that soft palm with every stroke. When she reached the head, small fingers would gently squeeze the crown.

      I could feel my balls pinch with growing excitement, as I felt the sheet gently pulled down my body, bringing my cock free into the darkness. I wanted to arch my hips in time to that wonderful hand, but held back afraid I would ruin the dream

      I couldn't suppress the small moan when my Kelly moved her hand from mine, sliding slowly up my bare chest. I wanted to scream in sheer lust as my daughter continued to stroke my cock while my wife teased a hard nipple.

      I felt the explosion mounting in my balls, digging my head back in my pillow as I gritted my teeth. This may be a dream but my nuts were about to fucking explode all over my belly.

      My cock pulsed in the grip of that small hand, and I heard a soft hiss from that side of the bed. Krista had to know what was about to happen, but she never slowed her stroking.

      With a soft grunt, I gave in to the dream. My cock pulsed again, only this time as a rope of my thick cum arched from the tip to splash against my chest and belly.

      The small hand stopped moving, and just gently held me as I pumped out a second rope. I dimly felt the other hand leave my chest as my orgasm rippled through me. Fuck this was hot, my daughter making me cum while my wife was aware.

      As the last of my hot cum dribbled from my cock head, I heard a satisfied sigh from that side of the bed. The small hand rested my still pulsing cock against my belly, and then withdrew. I heard some rustle, then soft footsteps head for the bedroom door. The sheet pulled back up by a hand from my left, and just as sleep claimed me, I heard a soft "thank you" from Kelly's side of the bed.

      I had been so nervous going into their bedroom that I thought I would throw up my stomach churned so much. OMG! I had actually touched it. It took a bit to work up my nerve, but once I had actually felt it in my hand, I felt this gush of wetness between my thighs I couldn't explain.

      
        Mom was right, there was no way you could describe what it felt like. It was hard and throbbing, yet soft and sensual. Every time I had slid my hand up or down, I could feel it flex and pulse in my grip.

      When he came, I thought my heart would stop beating. To realize I had done that to him. I had made him feel that good...so good he squirted his stuff all over his belly.

      I couldn't wait for tomorrow night now. I knew I wouldn't hesitate to go in now. In fact, the reverse had hit when I had felt him cum. I wanted to SEE it. Time for another visit with Mom, I thought

      The next couple of days were bizarre to say the least. During the day, not a single word was mentioned about the night before. Yet, each night for two more nights, the ritual was repeated.

      While I might have been able to pass the first night off as some erotic dream, I couldn't explain away two more nights in a row. Each night was identical to the first. I would just drift to sleep, when I would feel that hand on my thigh. Kelly would interlock fingers with me while I tried to lie quietly. That soft hand with its persistent stroking, bringing my thick cum out in a steady stream to splatter on my belly and chest. My wife's soft voice telling me thanks you just as we fell asleep.

      Then, tonight, things changed. As I felt my balls starting to pinch, and my cock pulsed if that small hand, I heard a rustling from that side of the bed.

      I wanted to know what Krista was doing, but my on rushing orgasm took the thoughts from my brain at that moment. I could only grunt and grip the sheets tightly in balled fists, as I felt my cock jerk. Krista had picked up the pace of her pumping hand

      "Cum on her" the whispered voice of my wife filled my left ear.

      Did she say on her? Oh my God, I instantly got a mental picture of Krista leaned over my trembling body, my white cream dripping off her pert tits. I felt my mind explode in white light.

      "Oh fuck" I groaned as my cock erupted.

      I felt my sticky cum shoot straight into the air, but nothing came back to land on my belly this time. I could hear a soft moan from the right side of my bed, and I knew I was spraying my seed all over my daughters' bare chest.

      
        As my cock was once again gently lowered to rest against my heaving belly, I knew things were escalating, but I didn't give a damn right then. The only thought in my mind, was I had to see what was happening.

      Oh my God! I can't believe I just did that. I lay in my bed panting, even as I could feel the hot sticky fluids drying on my chest. It was like I was possessed when I felt him thicken and start to pulse. Normally I would kneel at the side of their bed, but I suddenly found myself standing, bent over the edge. I had jerked my night shirt up and in the dark aimed as best I could.

      When it first splashed onto my skin I wanted to scream. Not from fear or revulsion, but because of the ripples that tore through my tummy, and that river that started leaking down my thighs.

      Did I just cum tonight? I couldn't have. I reached down a finger and swirled it in the hot fluids clinging to my small breasts. Without even thinking, I brought the finger to my lips, I could smell him, and taste the saltiness as my tongue sucked on that finger.

      This is bullshit, I thought. I need to SEE it. God no...I need...I WANT...to taste it.

      The next day was Saturday, and I spent a large part of it trying to find a way to get a light into that damn bedroom. It was all to no avail. During the early afternoon, my wife asked me to help hang a new shower curtain in our bathroom. While working, the frisky minx unzipped my jeans right there in our bathroom, and with both kids still in the house, gave me the hottest blowjob I could ever remember.

      The simple act blew my mind, it was more than evident what was happening at night was having an effect on her too. I could only stare down into my wife's eyes as she swallowed every drop of my hot seed that day.

      As I prepared for bed later that evening, while my balls had been delightfully emptied by my wife earlier, I was still a little frustrated I had not come up with a way to bring a little light on what was happening at night. I should have known my wife better, because when I entered the bathroom to undress and prepare, I noticed a small plug in next to the sink.

      Holy Shit! I thought, a night light. The answer was so simple, why hadn't I thought of it before. Wait, then who put it there? I wondered. Oh my God, Kelly must have, that meant she wanted me to see what Krista was doing. I could feel my cock hardening at the thought.

      
        I left the pale light glowing, and deliberately left the bathroom door open just a bit. This cast a pale glow over just a sliver of my side of the bed. Kelly just ignored this sudden addition to our once dark bedroom.

      As I lay in bed, anxiously waiting; the thought of the night light kept turning over in my mind. Kelly had made no comments of the nocturnal visits of our daughter, yet she seemed totally aware.

      Kelly had made it clear I was to lay quiet, and let Krista be the one to explore. That meant, the night light may not be for me after all, I realized. Then, with a sudden realization, I felt the sheet slowly being lowered over my body.

      As my lower torso slid into the pale light, I heard a small gasp. Just as I opened my eyes to small slits, I again felt my wife's hand wrap into mine, commanding me to lay still. I peeked through half lids at the figure of my daughter as she bent over the bed.

      "Oh God" I heard Krista softly moan. Then she used both hands to almost reverently lift my already hard cock from my belly, holding it upright. The thick, mushroom head was clearly evident in the pale light.

      I turned my head to the left, my eyes locking with Kelly as she lay on her side watching me. Her eyes bright in the pale light as her fingers laced with mine.

      "Mmmmmmm" a soft mewling sound came from the other side of the bed. Then moist warmth caressed the shaft of my cock. I shuddered at the contact. Dear God, she couldn't, I thought.

      As my wife lay watching, I slowly turned my head back to the right. My vision filled with the shadowy form of Krista, bent at the waist over the bed. Her lips only inches from my throbbing cock. I could feel her warm breath as if wafted over my flesh, causing goose bumps to rise on my arms.

      This was hotter than any porn movie I could ever find on the internet. Once again Krista gave a soft mewling sound as her lips left a trail of soft kisses along my shaft. My whole body screamed inside of raw lust and passion as Krista bathed my cock in her warm saliva. My body shuddered, and small pants could be heard as Kelly continued to hold my hand throughout.

      Krista gave a soft sigh, and then I heard one word softly whispered. "Daddy".

      
        I didn't know what I would do if Krista...oh my God, I felt her lips parting near the ridged head, then a warmth envelope the swollen glands. Oh fuck...oh shit...she was...sucking my cock.

      The sensation was so different from earlier in the day. While Kelly had been aggressive, almost hungry in how she attacked my cock in the bathroom; Krista was softer, more hesitant. It was clear she had no idea how to proceed.

      Finally, I just couldn't stand it any longer. My right hand rose, my fingers tangling in my daughters soft blonde curls. I gently pressed on the back of her head, pushing her lips slowly down my cock. Only an inch or two and then I eased the pressure, letting her lips slide back up.

      After two or three times of this, it was like Krista finally got the idea; her head began to slowly move on its own. I could hear a soft slurping in the dark as Krista sucked my throbbing cock into her hot mouth.

      I tried to lie still as my body shook and trembled from the intensity. I glanced down, but in the slim light of the bathroom nightlight, all I saw was the back of Krista's head as she slowly sucked my pulsing cock.

      Suddenly, Krista's head tilted during an upstroke. Her face coming into my view, as her eyes locked with mine. I stared as her cheeks puffed out when she slid down, then sucked in as she rose back up. It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen.

      Krista neither sped up nor slowed down, even though she knew I was watching her. I could feel my balls tightening at the vision before me. I rolled my head back to the left, seeing the sparkle in Kelly's eyes.

      'Cum' my wife silently mouthed to me. That, and the soft mewling sound of our daughter, set off an explosion from deep in my balls.

      "Oh fuck...Krista" I softly moaned; even as my eyes rolled back.

      If you have ever heard the term earth shattering, this was it. I felt my toes start to curl as my legs drove out straight and rigid. The cheeks of my ass began to clench in time to Krista's mouth. My head dug back into my pillow as small sparks ignited in my head.

      
        "Unnngggggggg" I softly groaned, as the tidal wave swept over me. I felt my cock jerk inside her mouth, and then the first blast literally rocket out to spray the back of Krista's throat.

      I heard Krista choke softly and then try to swallow as another thick rope filled her mouth. I felt like a gallon of hot seed was pouring out of me as my balls spasmed so hard they almost hurt. I could not remember ever cumming this hard in my entire life.

      As the last of my orgasm pulsed through my cock, I realized I was half crushing Kelly's hand in my grip. I eased up as I felt my wife slide her head to within inches of mine on the pillow

      "Good boy" my wife whispered softly.

      Good boy! Jesus Christ. I could no more have stopped my orgasm, than if I had stood in the middle of a railroad track and tried to stop a runaway freight train with my bare hands.

      Just as I felt Krista's lips sliding off me, I glanced down in the sliver of light. Oh my God, the sight. My innocent little girl was kneeling at my bedside with my sticky cum dripping from her chin as she still gripped my softening cock.

      It was a vision you only see in a porn clip, and one that burned into my mind instantly. Her cheeks were flushed, and a fire blazed in her eyes as she softly laid my cock back on my panting belly. On unsteady feet, she rose and silently walked from the bedroom.

      I turned my head to Kelly, so many questions swirling in my brain. All I saw was her peacefully sleeping her eyes closed once more. So, this was how it was going to be, I thought. I let sleep slowly creep over my exhausted body, wondering what was next.

      OMG! I just sucked my fathers' cock. It drove me insane. Mom had said it would happen but I wasn't sure I believed her. She was right, when the moment came, it just seemed so natural. I could feel the veins pulsing along my palm, and see the swollen head it looked shiny in the light. When I kissed the shaft, it was like the smell and taste of him just invaded my whole body. Before I knew it, I had taken him into my mouth.

      The most fantastic thing happened, he came; right there with him in my mouth. Fuck, it was so HOT. The thick goo was sliding down my throat, the saltiness coating my tongue. Fuck, I gushed and came right there. God I need more.

      
        The next day was Sunday, a day we usually spent lounging around the house as a family. Kelly and I were sitting in the living room watching a retro movie, when Krista came in from the backyard. She had been out sunbathing,

      Usually she wore her towel around her waist when she was up and about, but this time she carried it in her hand as she walked by. I had an unobstructed view of her tight body barely covered in her bright yellow bikini.

      I could only stare as I watched her pert small breasts bounce with her steps, then her tight ass as she swayed out of the room. I wondered what it would be like to drive my cock into her as that tight ass slapped against me. What the fuck was I thinking, I shook my head.

      As Krista exited the room, I turned and looked at my wife, who sat staring at me, a twinkle in her eyes.

      "Nice ass isn't it"" Kelly said without preamble.

      I could only stare open mouthed at my wife's boldness. She knew I had been looking, and her statement acknowledged it.

      "Well it is" my wife stated as she rose from the couch. "Want a beer?" she asked.

      "Yes" was all I could choke out. Right then a cold bottle of alcohol might take the edge off things.

      Kelly took a few steps towards the kitchen, and then stopped. She turned and faced me, a look of thoughtfulness on her face. As if she wanted to say something, but wasn't sure.

      "You know...she wants to fuck you." My wife said softly. Again I just sat in dumb shock. "Get used to it." Kelly added as she turned away.

      That night, I lay in half fear, holding my wife's hand. Her words kept rolling through my mind; my daughter wants to fuck me. Oh God.

      When Krista entered our room, it was as if something hand changed in her. There was no hesitation, no tentative steps. She quickly strode to the bedside, and with a quick movement of her hand, the sheet was off my entire body.

      
        I swore she was going to climb on the bed and mount me right there, and I wasn't sure I had the willpower to say no. Instead, she swiftly knelt, taking my thickening cock in her hand. Her small hand was pumping up and down the shaft. I could only grunt as I felt the blood rushing in to harden the shaft to steel in her tiny grip.

      Once my cock stood proud and stiff from my belly, Krista leaned in towards me. Then, in a single movement she engulfed my entire cock into her hot mouth.

      "Oh fuck" I groaned softly, as the heat wrapped around my member. I could feel her lips gliding up and down the shaft as her head moved. She was like a lioness as she devoured my throbbing pole. Since she was making no pretense, it was time to give up the ghost I figured. My hips began to pump in time to her mouth.

      "Oh yeah baby" I whispered. "Suck daddy."

      Fuck I wish I could see better, I thought. The pale light from the nightlight was better than the darkness of before, but it made only a small field of view visible.

      Kelly had rolled to her side and propped onto one arm to watch the show, while the fingers of her free hand idly toyed with my rock hard nipples. Suddenly, Kelly rolled back over and slid from the bed. I worried my wife had finally gotten angry or jealous over what was happening.

      Instead, I watched as my wife walked around the bed and to the bathroom. Once there a small push from her hand brought the bathroom door almost fully open; washing my whole side of the bed in its soft glow. I looked down and almost lost it at the sight before me.

      There was my daughter, kneeling at my bedside, naked as the day she was born. Spit dripping from the corner of her mouth, as she drove her head up and down with a vengeance. She had every intention of making me cum, and made no bones about it.

      I could only watch stunned as Kelly slid onto the bed beside Krista, watching raptly as our daughter devoured her fathers' cock.

      "Oh Jesus...Oh God" I moaned as I looked back at Krista.

      She was now staring up at me, a look of sheer lust glowing in her eyes. I could hear the wet slurping as she sucked my cock into her mouth. My ass quivering as my hips moved to match her tempo.

      
        
      

      "You like sucking him, don't you baby" Kelly whispered to Krista.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" Krista moaned around my cock. Her lips had been halfway down my shaft, and the vibration traveled the rest of the length to slam into my balls.

      "Oh God...Krista..." I groaned. "Can't...hold...oh fuckkkkkkk" I moaned.

      I could hear a new squishing sound that blended with the sucking noises from my daughters' mouth. I looked over Krista's' back and watched as her crouching ass rose and fell, the sight of her arm stretched under her belly letting me know what she was doing.

      Holy SHIT as I realized my daughter was fingering her wet pussy while she sucked on my cock. If that sight didn't make my balls tighten, the next one DID. When my eyes slide to Kelly, sitting beside her, her legs lewdly spread, and two fingers jammed into her own wet hole.

      I mean, you can't make this shit up. Both my wife and daughter had their fingers buried in their wet pussies while my daughter sucked on her fathers' cock.

      "FFFUCKING HELLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL" I roared as my seed erupted from the tip of my cock.

      "That's it baby...cum" my wife said in a raspy voice. "Drink your daddy girl" she told Krista. ""Every hot drop." She encouraged.

      "MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" Krista hummed over my pulsing cock; I swore I could hear her throat working as she devoured every drop of my hot seed.

      As my body slowly lowered back to the bed, I felt her moth slide from me, hearing an obscene plop as my cock came free. I opened my eyes and looked up at my daughter, now standing beside the bed.

      Her face was flushed and sweating as she stared down at my slowly deflating cock with hunger. Her pert small breasts stood firm and proud, capped with puffy swollen nipples. I could see the glisten of her own juices on her inner thighs.

      
        "You want to fuck her...don't you" Kelly's voice filled the silence of the room.

      "Yes" I could barely choke out as my eyes drank our daughter in.

      "Not tonight darling" Kelly whispered.

      She rose and ushered Krista to the bedroom door, stopping she turned back to face me. I could see her hand resting on Krista's firm ass.

      "Tomorrow night" Kelly said to both of us. "She is going to crawl onto the bed, and slide her tight little cunt down your hard cock."

      Both Krista and I gasped at the lewdness in Kelly's voice. The look on her face brooked no option but hers.

      "When she does' Kelly looked hard at me. "I don't want to see a condom in this room, understand."

      I could only nod mutely as Kelly ushered our daughter from the room, and then turning off the bathroom nightlight, slid back into bed next to me.

      Tonight I couldn't take it anymore. I've been thinking of sucking him off again all day. When it finally came time, I just went in there, almost ripped the sheet off, and took him as deep as I could. Almost choked a few times, but damn it was HOT.

      This time I finally got a rise out of him. When he yelled he was cumming, I had to shove fingers into my puss to keep from screaming. When he blew, I was so proud, I didn't miss a drop this time.

      And mom, OMG, she was sitting right there watching. I knew she was frigging herself too, it was so fucking hot. Then, when she said about me wanting to fuck him, I almost died.

      Tomorrow, Oh God. Him...in my little pussy. I don't know if he will fit, but I intend to find out.

      The entire next day I could hardly focus. Customers would ask me questions and I would forget them five minutes later. By lunch I just stayed in the offices and waited for the day to finally end.

      
        
      

      By the time I got home I was already turning into a nervous wreck. Could Kelly be serious? I mean, fucking Krista; that's incest. Somehow, in my perverted mind, I had managed to separate oral sex from actual intercourse. My brain was able to accept that having oral sex was not really incest, since we weren't actually HAVING sex. I know it's all semantics, but when you are desperate to rationalize something, your brain does odd things.

      The entire afternoon and evening at home, things just kept on a downward spiral. It started when Kelly, who had gotten home before me, met me in the kitchen. Jesus, I got an instant chub staring at my wife's ass half hanging out of a pair of denim shorts I didn't recognize. When she turned around to give me a welcome kiss, my half chub went to instant full mast as the thin blouse she was wearing gave clear evidence she didn't have a bra on. Her dark nipples kept pressing against the tight sheer fabric.

      Agony turned to sheer torture when Krista came prancing through the living room while I was catching the news on television. I felt my jaw drop as a perfect ass walked by in the tightest black spandex shorts I had ever seen. The curve of the camel toe in the front of her shorts was a stark reminder that she wasn't wearing any panties under the snug garment.

      Krista was wearing a pink tube top that would constantly creep down, showing off the curve of her jutting firm breasts. She would stand right in front of me and tug at the cloth, letting me see flashes of smooth white skin.

      By the time dinner arrived, I had a permanent hard on that just would not go down, and both women were staring at it. Now I knew what a side of beef felt like at the meat market.

      In the dining room, the table had even been set differently tonight. All three plates lined the same side, and I could tell by the cold beer at the center plate where I was expected to sit. God, let me survive tonight, I thought.

      Sitting there through dinner, with Krista on my left and Kelly on my right, I actually thought how good it felt to have a family meal together like this. Startled, I felt a small hand land on my left thighs under the table.

      Looking up at Krista, there wasn't even the slightest change in her expression. She continued to prattle on about classes and her trip to the mall. All the while, I felt her hand sliding higher and higher on my thigh, until it rested only inches from the throbbing bulge in between my legs.

      
        At about that time, I turned and stared at Kelly, as I felt my wife's hand performing the same motion on my right thigh. I shifted in my chair, hoping the two hands would not meet. No such luck.

      Just as I felt Krista's' fingers slide over my throbbing erection, I felt her mother's hand come in contact with hers. Instead of stopping, or even being surprised, Kelly's hand continued an upward motion, until her fingers found the snap on my jeans.

      While continuing to discuss the mall trip, Krista found the tab of my zipper; I felt Kelly tug on the top of my jeans as my daughter lowered the zipper down. Then, Kelly deftly undid the snap on my jeans, fully exposing my hard cock encased in my boxers, under the table. What the hell? They were working together I suddenly realized.

      It was already too late by then. I felt Krista's small hand slide inside the leg of my boxers, cupping my aching balls. While her mothers' hand slid down inside the elastic waist, her fingers wrapping around my pulsing cock.

      "Oh my God" I groaned, as both hands caressed me.

      "You like that baby?" Kelly asked. She set down her fork and stared me in the eyes.

      "Fuck yessssss" I moaned. An entire day of teasing and torture was coming to a head very quickly right at the table.

      "Horny little bastard aren't you" Kelly teased.

      "Yessssssssssssss" I hissed through clenched teeth, as I tried to fight off the rising orgasm in my boiling balls.

      "You want more baby?" Kelly's voice rasped at me. I was going delirious.

      "Yes, Oh God Please" I begged the pair.

      Suddenly, both hands vanished from between my quaking thighs. I wanted to scream in agony I was so fucking close to blowing.

      
        "Then go upstairs, get undressed and lay back on our bed." My wife instructed me. "We'll be up in a moment."

      As I stumbled up the stairs, trying to strip as I went, my mind tried to tell me just how wrong all of this was. We were a normal suburban family, living a normal dull life. Yet, I was about to fuck my own daughter.

      Wrong or not, I couldn't get undressed fast enough or onto the bed. My cock was laying rock hard against my belly as I waited. After about five minutes, through my bedroom door, walked a sight I will never forget until the day I die. Hand in hand, mother and daughter walked in and over to the side of the bed. Both were stark naked, and both had this fire burning in their eyes.

      Kelly stared down at my raging hard cock; I could feel myself twitch under her burning gaze.

      "First, we need to take the edge off" my wife husked.

      I watched as she crawled on her hands and knees onto the bed between my spread thighs. Krista stood quietly at the side of the bed, watching her mother.

      "It's my turn" my wife almost growled. Her hand reached out and wrapped around my cock, pulling it up right.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I literally screamed as my wife's hot mouth slammed down onto my pole.

      "Oh Jesus...Kelly...Oh God...baby" I babbled as my wife sucked my entire length down her tight throat.

      "Do it Dad, cum in mom's mouth" I heard Krista say. "I want to see her drink you."

      My eyes snapped back open and I stared up at Krista. One hand was kneading her small breast, while the other pressed into her leaking sex between her thighs.

      "Mmmmmhmmmmmm" Kelly moaned into my balls, as she deep throated my cock.

      
        I opened my mouth to speak, but all that came out was a gurgling noise, as an entire day of being sexually tormented, exploded in my balls at that very moment.

      "Keeelllyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" I roared, as my ass lifted off the sheets, driving my cock as deep into her throat as I could. My body shook violently as my orgasm ripped through me.

      "CCCUMMMMIIINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I yelled at the top of my lungs. As the first blast of my hot cum sprayed into my wife's waiting mouth.

      My entire body jerked and spasmed as a second thick rope pumped out to ooze down her throat and into her belly. Still at my peak, I felt Kelly swallow the first two ropes, and then hold the rest of my hot load in her mouth.

      Kelly pulled her mouth free of my still throbbing cock. I watched in fascination as she rose to her knees and pressed her lips to Krista's. I stared as Kelly worked her mouth over Krista, sending my hot seed from mother to daughter in an erotic kiss. I thought after such an explosion, my cock would go down for sure, but the sight of the two of them sharing my hot seed, sent a fresh surge of blood pounding through my dick.

      Pulling her lips away, Kelly rocked back on her heels, still gripping my cock, holding it straight up in the air. As if by silent agreement, Krista crawled onto the bed, throwing one leg over my waist to straddle my hips.

      I could only lay helpless and watch as Krista lowered herself to me, while my wife held my cock poised at her daughter's swollen lips. The volcanic heat of the tightest cunt I have ever felt wrapped around the head of my cock as Krista slipped the swollen head between her own lips.

      "Oh God" I breathed out, feeling her wet vise gripping my cock head.

      "Finally, Oh daddddddd" Krista moaned as my swollen head stretched her tight walls.

      I watched Krista's eyes as she slowly inched down my throbbing shaft. Her face glazed over as she filled herself with me. She was rotating her hips, slowly sliding lower. I could feel her walls gripping me, my veins pulsing along them.

      "So good...so good" Krista moaned over and over.

      
        
      

      I had to agree with my daughter. She had the silkiest, hottest pussy I had ever been inside. I had the urge to grip her hips and just slam my cock up into her. Instead, my hands rested on her supple thighs, and caressed her soft skin as she pushed herself lower.

      After about three inches was inside, I felt a pressure against the head of my cock. My eyes locked to Krista as she pushed her body down against that barrier.

      Good God, she is a virgin I realized. I was filled with a sense of horror that I was going to take that final barrier from her, and a sense of awe that she wanted me to.

      "Krista, are you sure?" I asked softly.

      "Shut up!"" literally chorused back at me in stereo as both mother and daughter echoed the same words. I almost broke out in laughter at how they thought and spoke the same.

      A look of sheer determination was etched on Krista's face. She rose slightly, and then with a grunt drove herself down. I felt the pressure building against my cock, and then a sudden release as my cock tore through her hymen.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Krista moaned, as a single tear trickled down her cheek.

      I looked up into my daughters' eyes, seeing a mixture of pain and pleasure glowing in them. Her slender hands came down to rest on my chest as she held still, letting the burning sensation pass.

      "OH fuck yes" Krista moaned through gritted teeth. "Finally...a woman...your woman" she moaned.

      My hands gently pressed down on her thighs, pulling her onto me more. We were almost there as she slipped over three quarters of my hard cock inside her. I was glad my wife had emptied my balls before or I knew I would be unloading in her right now with the rippling of her walls along my shaft.

      Krista began a slow and gentle rocking motion with her hips. Each time her movements were trying to press more of my length inside her.

      "Fuck me...please, fuck me" Krista moaned softly.

      
        
      

      Who was I to deny my little girl? My hands slid up her thighs to grip her hips. I waited, and then just when she started her downward movement, I pushed up with my hips. Sinking the rest of my cock into her, I felt her settle on top of me.

      "GAWWWDDDDD" Krista moaned loudly, as she ground her pelvis into mine.

      I felt her body shudder on top of me, and a sudden gush of warm fluids coat my cock. My daughter had just cum on my cock, I realized. I could only stare up into her dazed face as she felt her first true cock filling her.

      Krista folded her legs under herself, her thighs lying along my sides. She stared off into space as she levered herself upward, as my cock slowly drew out of her. When just the head was lodged inside, she stopped, holding there for a moment. Then, with a grunt she slammed her small frame down onto me.

      "Fuck that's good" Krista gasped, her body pressing down onto mine, holding me deep in her belly.

      I watched as another hand slid across my daughters' taut belly. God, in my raw passion I had forgotten Kelly. My wife's fingers found the top of Krista's mound and pressed inward and down. I knew what my wife was doing; it was a maneuver she had often used on herself. By pressing down on Krista's pubic symphysis, it pushed her mons pubis inward, against the wall of her vagina; tightening the narrow canal around my probing dick.

      I shuddered as I felt my daughters velvet walls wrap around my throbbing cock. What had already been virgin tight just became like a hot vise on my dick.

      "Oh my God...mom...mom..." Krista panted. "What are you doing...oh fuck you're going to make me cum again." She quivered.

      "Then come on him" my wife hissed. "Cum all over your father...slut" she told our daughter.

      I was stunned at my wife's words. She was never one to use much profanity, but it was like a hidden part of her was being revealed. While I was stunned with Kelly, I was shocked to the core with Krista.

      
        It was like that single word flipped a switch in her. Krista began to quake and tremble as I felt her nails digging into my bare chest.

      "Slut...I'm a slut" Krista chanted. "Daddy's whore, fuck your whore daddy" she cried as the filth poured out of her. "That's it daddy, fuck your slut daughter...spunk her whore cunt" Krista babbled.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Krista screamed as her body exploded.

      I watched her eyes roll back in her sockets as I felt her nails dig so deep into my chest I swore she would draw blood. Never had I seen a woman cum this hard before. She quaked and rolled her hips as warm fluids literally splattered onto my belly where we were joined. I could feel her juices covering my balls and seeping down to soak the bed under us.

      All the while, Krista kept rocking and grinding, while more filth just poured out of my innocent girl.

      "FUCK ME DADDY" Krista screamed. "Harder...more...oh God don't stop" she kept crying.

      I felt a hand slip between my thighs, cupping my aching balls. At first the touch was gentle, but then it got tighter, and then tighter. I could feel the pressure building. My wife's face came into view hanging over mine as Krista continued to grind down into me.

      Kelly's face was flushed and had sheen of sweat glistening on her brow and lips. Her eyes were almost blazing with a look I had never seen on her face before. What had gotten into her?

      "Are these balls full?" Kelly almost growled down at me.

      "Yes" I gave a strangled reply.

      "Good" she hissed. "Look at you...fucking your daughter like some perverted animal" she half snarled at me.

      "Oh God...baby...please" I tried to whimper; as her grip tightened even more on my balls.

      "Do you like fucking your wife?" Kelly asked. "Shoving your hard cock into me until you fill my belly with your seed?" She hissed.

      
        
      

      "Oh God yes" I gasped.

      "Well, if you ever want to have this dick buried in my pussy again" she squeezed more. "Then FUCK this little bitch." My eyes widened at her words.

      "Kelly...please" I gasped.

      "You heard me" my wife grated down at me. "I want you to fuck your slut daughter like there is no tomorrow. I want you to pound your cock into her tight little pussy" she ranted to me. "Fuck her until you fill her virgin cunt with your seed."

      "Oh my fucking God" I could only moan in reply.

      "Now DO IT" Kelly all but commanded me.

      She released my balls as she rocked back on her heels, watching us. The same had that had just been holding my nuts dove between her thighs, and I heard a wet squelch as she jammed two fingers up into her own soaking hole.

      I didn't know what had gotten into either one of them, but I was not about to argue. It was like the last few weeks had transformed my wife and daughter into my own nightly porn stars.

      I reached up and grabbed Krista by the waist. With a grunt, I swung her petite body to the side, rolling us on the bed. Krista gave a small squeak as she suddenly found herself on her back, with my cock still lodged deep inside her.

      "Ohhhhh Godddd" Krista moaned. "Daddy...what are you..." She started to ask.

      At that point I leaned back onto my heels, gripping her ankles I brought her legs straight up into the air, spreading them wide. Before she had a second chance to even wonder what I was doing, I pulled my hips back, and then slammed my pelvis down onto her with all my strength.

      The motion not only drove her body down into the bed, it drove my cock deep into her clutching pussy. I could feel the walls ripple along my shaft as they expanded to fit me.

      
        
      

      "SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Krista screamed, as my cock drove deep into her drenched pussy.

      I watched her belly flex as a second orgasm exploded inside her from one single stroke. Her head thrashing from side to side as her small fists pounded against the bed.

      "FUCK ME...FUCK MEEEEEEE" Krista screamed. "Fuck my cunt daddy, pound me, and own me. Shove that cock into me, just don't stop fucking me" the filth poured out of Krista again.

      "Fuck me...fuck my whore cunt...please Daddy" Krista babbled. "Make me your slut...your whore. OH God, I'm cumming againnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" she wailed.

      I don't know which was hotter, watching my daughter cumming on my pounding cock, or watching my wife squirting her own juices around her pounding fingers onto the bed, as she knelt beside us.

      My wife's voice joined Krista as I pounded down into her small frame again and again. Her body bouncing on the bed under me, as her firm breasts rocked on her chest. Drops of sweat dripped off my chest to fall on her skin, coating her breasts and belly.

      That's it baby" my wife's voice filled my ear, joining her daughter. "Fuck her, harder, come on. Pound that tight little pussy until you spray her insides." She encouraged me.

      I could feel Krista's hot juices running out around my cock like a hot river, streaming down the crack of her ass to soak the bed. I looked down between our bodies and could only stare as I watched my cock driving in and out. Her tight lips clinging to my shaft with every outward stroke, followed by the wet squelch as I drove back in deep.

      I felt my wife reach behind, gripping one of my ass cheeks; she matched my movements, adding more power to my downward motions, grinding my pelvis down into Krista with every stroke.

      Gone was the face of my innocent daughter, her blonde hair was matted to her sweat covered face as it rolled side to side, only the whites of her eyes showing as wave after wave rolled through her belly.

      
        Feeling the growing tightness in my balls, I looked up at my wife's face beside me. I knew I was going to blow any moment.

      "Oh fuck baby" I groaned. "I'm going to cum...going...to...cum" I moaned.

      "Fill that little twat" my wife just continued her tirade. "Fuck her cunt full, I want to see it" she rasped.

      "Here...it...COMESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I roared; as I rammed my hips down hard. Holding my body down, pinning Krista's slight frame to the bed under me.

      "KRISTTTAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" I roared, as the first stream of scalding cum erupted from my cock, spraying her walls with my hot seed.

      "Da...Da...Da..." Krista babbled under me. I felt her body convulse as I emptied myself into her. Her body was literally flopping on the bed under me as I felt my cock jerk a second time deep in her belly.

      "AAARRRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Krista wailed as another orgasm tore through her tiny body.

      I felt like my balls were going to drain straight into my daughter, as I felt her small hands reach up, her nails raking down my arms as she took every drop.

      I couldn't believe in how just over a week, this normal house had turned into a den of depravity. My chest still heaving to catch my breath, I leaned back on my heels, as my cock slid from Krista's soaked pussy. I watched as a thick white glob of my semen oozed out and down the crack of her ass.

      God, what I done? My mind raged at me. I had just fucked my innocent daughter. I had just filled her virgin, fertile pussy with my hot seed. Through it all my own wife had spewed her filthy encouragement, driving me on.

      I lowered my daughters now limp legs to the bed, turning to see my wife staring down at Krista. Her hand shot out between us, fingers scooping the thick glob that had oozed out. I stared in amazement as she sucked the sticky cream from her fingers, a look of sheer lust on her face. Kelly crawled on her hands and knees across the bed until she was straddling Krista's exhausted form. Her face hovered over our daughters while her groin was only inches above Krista's.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me" Kelly growled, looking over her shoulder at me.

      I could see the slick juices that coated Kelly's thighs, as she shoved her ass back at me. It took me a moment to register what she had said.

      "Come on you daughter fucking bastard" Kelly almost spat at me. "Fuck your wife with that cum soaked cock." She said.

      Something in me snapped, I reached down and gripped my wife's full hips, aiming my still semi hard cock at her wet gaping pussy lips. With every ounce of strength I had left, I rammed my cock as deep as it would go inside her. I could feel my balls slap against her swollen lips as I drove in.

      "BASTARRRDDDDDDDDDDD" my wife screamed, as her body convulsed on me.

      "Is that what you want...bitch" I grated out. "You want your husbands COCK...covered in your daughters' CUM?" I pulled back and then slammed in hard, feeling the cheeks of her ass shake.

      I could feel the walls of Kelly's pussy slam down on my shaft as I pummeled into her. Her juices squirting out around my cock to drip onto Krista's belly and mound under her again and again.

      Between the dripping cream, and her mothers' scream, Krista's eyes fluttered open. She looked up into her mother's raptured face as I pounded into her again and again. Her hands reached up and cupped the swaying breasts above her, kneading the soft flesh as her fingers began pinching the hard nipples.

      "That's it mom, cum on daddy's fat cock" Krista rasped. "Take his dick mom; beg for his cum like I did." She egged her mother on.

      Kelly began to shake so hard, I had to tighten my grip on her hips to keep my cock buried in her. Her convulsions were threatening to throw her off of me.

      "Please baby...oh God please" her voice now a whimper of need. "Cum in me...like you did her...Oh My God please" Kelly gasped.

      
        For the second time in less than an hour, I felt my balls tightening. I could feel myself building to the apex as my vision blurred for a moment.

      "Love...you" I grunted. "Take my cum" I groaned. Then my balls literally felt like they were melting as my hot seed poured into my wife's belly.

      "AAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Kelly moaned. "Oh God I can FEEL it" she quivered. "Yessssssssssssss, cum in meeeeeeeeeee" she mewled back at me.

      I couldn't even speak, as rope after rope of thick cum pumped into my wife. Sweat dripped from my exhausted body as I felt myself softening inside her clutching walls.

      Finally, my wife eased forward, as my cock slid from her cum soaked hole with an obscene slurp. She tipped to her side and collapsed onto the bed beside our daughter, as I rocked back on my heels, trying to catch my breath from the most intense fucking of my life.

      "Fuck that was HOT" Kelly gasped.

      "Ditto" Krista whispered in a hoarse voice.

      All I could think of was...so much for a normal suburban household.

    
  
    
      Packing

    
  
    
      Part 1

      So let's start with the mental image, and get it over with. I am five foot four and a whopping one hundred and thirty pounds of nothing. Not a speck of athletic ability in my body so skip that idea. Bright red hair that stands out at midnight, let alone in a crowd. Now add the glasses. Get the idea? Not exactly a chick magnet right. By the summer after graduation I was probably about the only true virgin in my class. I made first base once with a girl, and I was nine years old; I didn't even know what a kiss even was. So, that's me; Mark Carter; the Don Juan want to be.

      I figured with college coming this fall I had to do something, and fast. I figured I needed help and went to the only person I could at least half way talk to. No not dad or mom, but Callie my nineteen year old sister. She still lived at home while attending local community college. While the two of us often didn't see eye to eye, she was fairly popular, she dated. I figured she could give me some pointers.

      Wednesday was Callie's short class day so I quietly knocked on her door before mom and dad got home. This was embarrassing enough I didn't need the sympathy patrol with the 'you'll find the right girl someday' routine.

      Stepping through the door to what had to be female heaven, I glanced at the hunk posters she still had plastered on her walls, and the stuffed animals strewn on her bed.

      "Hey Cal" I called.

      "What is it Carrot", God how I hated that nickname. "Make it fast I heading out"

      I watched as she swirled around the room. Her tight tank hugged the curves of her breasts, while her short skirt tried desperately not to ride higher when she bent over to retrieve her purse from the floor by her bed.

      "Listen" I tried again. "Sorry to bug you, but I have a personal question."

      "Make it quick" Callie didn't even stop moving as she shot back.

      "Well..." I hesitated. "I need to change some things. Get some pointers. I want...well I'm still...shit" I muttered.

      Callie laughed. "What, the brain wants to get laid. Is that it?"

      My face turned bright red. Yeah, Honor Roll, Valedictorian; I forgot those two on the list. I stuffed my hands in my pockets and looked at the floor.

      "Holy shit, you do" Callie exclaimed. "Oh my God"

      "Look" I shot back. "This is tough enough OK."

      
        "Little brother," she said, for the first time sympathy in his sisters' voice. "You don't stand a chance in hell."

      I almost broke into tears. "Don't you think I know" I cried. "Look at me for God's sake."

      "Can't you at least give me some pointers...advice...anything?" I asked.

      "Look Mark" Callie stepped to me and rested a hand on my shoulder. "There are three things that will start a girl's engine. One is muscles, second is money, and the third is dick."

      "You can skip the muscles" her eyes traveled over me. "And unless you have dads' credit card the money is out too." She stepped away and began to straighten her hair in the mirror. "Unless you are packing ten inches in those jeans, you can forget number three, OK".

      I could only sigh in frustration at her. "Yeah one and two are out." I shook my head. "And no I'm not ten inches...I think it's about eleven or so."

      Callie stopped dead as the words poured out of me. She turned slowly and stared at me. "What?" she asked in a quiet whisper.

      "I said one and two..." I started to say.

      "Did you just say you have an eleven inch cock?" Callie interrupted me.

      "Yeah" I mumbled. "I mean it's not the ten inches girls want though."

      "Bullshit" my sister muttered. She walked over staring into my face. "I'm calling your bluff asshole. No way that you have that inside those jeans." A flush had started to creep over her face as her eyes locked to mine.

      "What?" I asked confused. "I mean I haven't measured it in a few years or anything. But last time it was like eleven inches or so."

      
        Callie's hand shot out and cupped the bulge in the front of my jeans. "What are you...Oh God?" I groaned as she gently squeezed me.

      "Jesus Christ" Callie whispered. Her eyes grew as she pulled her hand back. "Show it to me." She told me in a husky voice.

      "Callie" I replied. "I mean...you're my sister. I shouldn't..."

      "Look" she growled back. "Either you are shitting with me or I am going to beat your ass. Or I am going to give the biggest apology of my life. Now SHOW it to me."

      I unsnapped my jeans and slowly wiggled them over my hips, pulling my underpants down with them. The squeeze she had given me a moment ago had fed some blood flow to my member. Meaning it wasn't hard yet, but neither was it totally flaccid.

      "Holy fuck" Callie whispered as her eyes stared down between us. She watched as my thickening pole slid free like a snake.

      All the sudden attention was getting to me. I could feel blood flowing into my thick cock, making it slowly harden and straighten in mid-air. Stunned, I watched as my sister slid to her knees in front of me. It was like she was kneeling at an altar or something.

      "Fucking beautiful" Callie groaned; her hand reaching out to wrap around my hardening shaft.

      "Oh shit" I moaned at the contact. The first hand to be on my cock not my own, and it was my sisters. How fucking hot was this turning out to be. My cock twitched in her grip as it continued to expand, forcing her fingers apart around the swelling girth.

      "God damn" she whispered. "You aren't even hard yet."

      "No" I grunted, as I felt her hand slide up and down my length. "But at this rate it won't take long."

      "Let's speed things up shall we" she said hoarsely. Before I could even reply, the hottest thing I had ever felt wrapped around my throbbing cock.

      
        "Ohhhh fuckkkkkkkk" I moaned as my own sisters' hot mouth descended onto my cock. Wet sucking noises were filling her bedroom.

      My cock literally jerked in her mouth, as I swore half the blood in my body drained into it. I shuddered as I watched her head bob up and down on me. Drool was dripping from the corner of her stretched mouth. Her hand pumping up and down the spit covered pole matching her mouth.

      By now my cock had grown steel hard and was throbbing as she pulled it to her greedy mouth. I could hear her gag as she pushed her face further down onto me. I watched in fascination as the first blowjob of my life brought spasms to my entire body.

      "Oh fuck, Callie" I gasped. "Oh shit yes, suck me."

      With an obscene pop her mouth came off me, and she stared up at me her eyes burning with a lust I had never seen in a girl or woman before.

      "You want your big sister to suck your horse dick" she grated. "Make me you bastard. Use my mouth...face fuck me like a man little brother."

      I don't know what possessed me at that moment; it was like every porn movie I had ever watched suddenly came to life in my brain. I reached down and wrapped my fingers in her hair, then pulled her face to me while my cock drove into her hot mouth.

      "Suck my cock you slut" I growled. Shock rippled through me at my own words.

      "Mmmmmmhmmmmm" Callie moaned her approval as my cock filled her mouth again and again. Then a soft "uurrkk...uurrkk" sound as my bloated cockhead banged against the back of her throat.

      The fact she didn't fight me, showed how much she liked what was happening, so I let myself go. I could feel the churning in my balls quickly reaching that point of no return.

      "Fuck yeahhh" I groaned. "I'm going to cum in the hot mouth sis."

      I heard that wet plop as my cock slid free again, followed by the sound of her hand stroking my slick shaft.

      
        
      

      "Can you do it more than once" Callie gasped as she caught her breath.

      "Yeah" I grunted, looking down at her. "I can cum two or three times. Why?"

      "Shit, I think I just died and went to heaven" Callie muttered. Then, her mouth slammed back down onto me. The hottest suction yet, wrapping around my aching cock.

      "Aaahhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned, feeling my balls start to contract. I reached back down and gripped the sides of her head.

      "Caaallieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" I screamed as a white heat exploded in my balls. I shuddered and shook as the first orgasm not of my own making, tore through me. Sparks lit behind my eyes as they rolled back, I could hear some animal grunting and realized it was me.

      "Mmmmppffffff" Callie gurgled as a thick rope of my hot cum pumped into her mouth. I could hear her first choke, and then try to sallow as a second thick string followed. I felt like the biggest cum of my life was draining my balls.

      Callie pulled her mouth free, giving a satisfied humming noise. I watched as a thick glob of my seed dripped from the corner of her mouth to her chin as she knelt there nude in front of me.

      Nude, my brain tried to kick in, when had she gotten undressed I wondered. I could only stare at her in wonder as a scene from some porn clip looked back up at me, a satisfied smile on her lips.

      "You're still hard" Callie whispered in awe as my cock bobbed in front of her face.

      "I know" I said sheepishly. "It usually takes a couple of rounds to make it go down."

      "Oh Christ" Callie shuddered. I watched as she spun around to all fours in front of me.

      "Time to punch that v-card little brother" she said over her shoulder. "Get down here and shove that horse cock so deep into me I scream. Make me fucking beg for it."

      
        I felt my cock throb with renewed life as I realized what she wanted. My first real pussy and it was right here before me, begging for my cock. I had to be an idiot to pass this up. I quickly knelt behind my sister, one hand resting on the curve of her ass, while the other gripped my dripping cock, aiming the swollen head at her fat wet lips.

      "Take it slut" I groaned as my hips lurched forward.

      "Yes, your sluuutttttttttttt" Callie wailed as I drove straight into her.

      Fuck was she tight, I could only get about the first six or seven inches into her before her tightness made me stop. I pulled back slowly, savoring her tight walls clinging to me, and then thrust forward harder. This time, watching as over eight inches sank into her hungry cunt.

      "Shitttttttttttttttttttt" Callie screamed as I felt her vise like walls trying to expand around me.

      I looked down between our bodies, and could still see a couple of inches yet to go. I was worried now that I might be hurting her. I looked up and Callie's face, her hair plastered with sweat to her forehead.

      "You OK?" I asked. "Is it hurting to much?"

      Callie turned her head and stared at me, a fire blazing in her eyes I had never seen before. I could feel as she tried to shove her ass further back onto me, trying to pull the rest of my cock into her.

      "You are splitting my fucking cunt in half you bastard" she growled. "And if you stop, I swear to God I will cut your nuts of and feed them to me. Now FUCK me!!"

      What was a guy to do, she asked for it. I gripped her hips in both hands, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. Pulling back, I slammed back in with all the force I could muster. I felt my hips slap against the quivering cheeks of her ass, just as the engorged head of my cock banged into a solid wall inside her. I realized I had just bottomed out inside my sister, coming up against her sensitive cervix. Buried in her I could only hold still as her body convulsed under me.

      I watched as Callie's head came up and back, her mouth hanging open. A high keening noise came from her throat as her orgasm tore through her.

      
        "Marrrrrrrrrrrrkkkk...yessssssssssssssssss" she wailed under me. I heard a splatter of wetness as her juices literally flooded out of her onto the floor. This was better than any porn movie I had ever jerked off to. Her earlier blowjob had me still hard as steel, but not anywhere near ready to blow a second time.

      Like a piston, my hips began to move. In and out I drove every inch I could. She wanted it all, I was going to give it all to her. I could feel the swollen head pressing against her cervix over and over as I bottomed out.

      Callie's upper body fell to the floor as her arms gave out. Her ass rose straight up in the air at me, letting me drive even deeper into her with every thrust.

      "OH God...Oh Fuck...Own me...Fuck me...fuck me" Callie babbled. Her eyes stared unfocused into space as I watched a small trickle of her own spit run from the corner of her mouth.

      The whole scene was driving my body insane. I could feel every ripple of her pussy along my shaft as my balls tightened. I knew I wouldn't last long.

      "Fuck" I grunted. "I'm going to cum Callie."

      Her head snapped back as her eyes tried to refocus on me. "Don't...pull...out" she grunted between thrusts. "Please...beg...inside". Then her body dropped to the floor as she surrendured to another violent orgasm.

      As her body literally almost flopped under me, I felt it hitting. "Cuummminngggggggggggg" I roared.

      I rammed as deep as I could, then held still; as the first jet of my thick cum made my cock jerk deep inside her belly. I could feel my own cream washing her walls as it pumped out of me.

      "Unnnnnggghhhhhhhhhh" Callie groaned as she felt my hot seed filling her. I stared down at her lying face down under me. I could feel cum seeping out around my cock as her body twitched with aftershocks.

      It was then I heard the soft clapping from off to the side. Turning, I stared at her still open bedroom door. There, gently applauding was our mother. OH Fuck! I thought.

      
        I stared in horror as mom slowly walked into the room to stand beside us. With a wet sucking sound, I drew my cock out of Callie, seeing a thick glob of my seed ooze out of her to puddle on the floor.

      "You just fucked the shit out of your sister young man" mom said.

      "Mom...I...we" I stuttered. Then, I realized her eyes were now locked on my dripping, cum drenched cock. I was still semi hard from all the stimulation. Stunned, I watched her hands begin to unfasten the front of her jeans.

      "Got any more left in there for your poor, needy mother" she whispered down at me.

      Holy Shit, did she really just say that? I watched as mom first slowly disrobed, and then stretched out on her back on the floor right beside her daughter. This was no teenager; this was a full bodied woman with rounded hips and thick breasts; her nipples standing hard and proud. As her legs slid apart, my eyes fastened on her smoothly shaved lips, glistening with her juices.

      "It's mommas' turn, come on" Mom said as she held her arms out to me.

      Could I really do it, I wondered, cum three times in only a little over an hour. Staring at my mothers' dripping snatch, I realized, Hell yeah.

      "Ohhhhhhhhhhh Markkkkkk" Mom cried; as my face dove between her spread thighs. I wanted a taste of this first. Callie had been in such a hurry to get fucked, I hadn't had this experience, and I didn't want to miss anything.

      I flattened my tongue and drug it up the length of her swollen lips, letting it drag over that hard nub at the top I now knew was her clit. I felt mom's hands gripping the sides of my head as her hips arched off the floor. I tried to use every trick I had ever seen in the porn movies I had watched.

      I tortured her clit with the tip of my tongue, and then drove it as deep into her as I could. I reveled in the sweet flavor of the juices gushing out of her. I could feel her coat my face with her excitement.

      "OH shit...oh yes..." mom moaned. "That's it baby, eat me, make mommy cum."

      
        My eyes caught a slight movement to the side as Callie began to finally stir. The effects of our coupling was slowly wearing off. I renewed my attack on mom as I sucked her throbbing clit into my mouth, and then hipped at it with my teeth.

      "Maarkkkkkkkkkk" mom wailed as her body began to shake violently. A warm gush of fluids spurted onto my face as she rocketed through her first orgasm. I made a production of loudly swallowing her cream as it filled my mouth, letting her know how much I loved the taste of her.

      As her ass settled back to the floor, I felt her hands tugging, trying to pull me up her body. I slowly slid my frame up until I rested between her spread thighs.

      "Do it" mom gurgled. "Fuck me. Shove that monster in me and make me yours. Be a man my son...be a motherfuuuuunnnnnnggggg"

      Mom's last words turned into a guttural groan as I slid my now hard cock into her. There was a loud pop as the swollen head forced her lips wide, then inch by inch I began to slide deeper. Fuck she was tight, tighter than I thought she would be.

      "Fuck you're big" mom grunted, her eyes glazing. "Don't stop" her hands slapped to my ass as her nails dug into my skin, urging me deeper.

      "You want it all mom" I whispered down at her. "You want your sons' thick, hard cock filling your tight cunt."

      "OH God yesssssss" mom screamed under me. "Take me...use me" she cried back.

      "Callie is now my slut" my voice hoarse in moms' ear. "That makes you...my whore."

      "I'm your mother, I'm your whore" she gasped back

      "Fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" mom screamed as my hips drove every inch straight down into her. Her legs shot out and I swore I could hear her hips pop as she spread wide to meet me. I felt a burning as her nails dug deeper into my ass as my cock split her walls wide.

      I could hear her head banging against the floor as I began to pound down into her with a renewed frenzy. The scent of sex filled the air in my sisters room, as she lay dripping our mixed cum onto the floor, while my mother took every inch of my cock right beside her. My balls slapping against her slick ass as her own juices dribbled out and down her crack.

      "So big...so fucking good..." Mom kept grunting between thrusts "cumming...oh god still cumming...can't stop." She wailed.

      "That's it mom, take that huge dick, cum on your son you whore." I heard Callie's voice from beside us.

      "Aaaaaaiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii" mom screamed under me as her body convulsed again. Her hands released my ass as her fists beat on the floor beside us. I could feel another hot gush of fluids as she soaked my cock in her.

      I turned and stared into Callie's face as my cock began to expand inside my mother's hot cunt. "Oh fuck" I whispered.

      "Yesssss" Callie hissed. "Breed your mother with that horse cock"

      "Mooooooooommmmmmmmmmmm" I roared, as I felt my balls explode. My hot cream began flooding her waiting womb. I couldn't believe that in such a short time I could have so much spunk, but it flooded into her willing body.

      "Oh God...oh baby" mom gasped as she collapsed into a heap under my spasming body.

      Slowly I drew my now softening cock from her tight wet hole. With an obscene plop I came free. I rose to my feet and gathered my clothing. Looking down I stared at two women, covered in sweat and cum lying before me.

      Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all, I thought.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 2

      Frustrating was not the word, here I had the cock of a woman's dreams, and I didn't know shit to do with it. Oh, I got pussy when I wanted; I could have my sister Callie or mom almost whenever I wanted. Hell, once I came into the house, told mom how horny I was and the next thing she had her slacks at her ankles and was bent over the kitchen tabling taking every inch of my into her.

      I wanted more, a lot more; I just didn't know how. Callie had said once word got out the girls would come flocking. Well, it didn't seem like the word was getting out. It had been over a week since my realization not only was I not nerd freak; I bordered on being a fucking stud. OK...ok...so the nerd still is a nerd; what's a guy to do?

      Saturday I came home from a game of pick up with the guys, and headed into the kitchen for cold water. I froze just as I reached for the kitchen faucet. Holy SHIT! Laying out on blankets in our back yard was three of the hottest babes I had ever seen. The fact one of them was my sister Callie didn't matter to my hardening dick.

      I ground against the kitchen sink as I watched them talking, spreading suntan lotion over their bodies. Their swimsuits left nothing to the imagination, and I mean nothing. I almost drooled as I stared at six protruding nipples, and three tight camel toes in bikinis.

      I watched as Callie rose and headed for the back door. I wanted to run to my room and hide my hard cock, but something made me stay this time. When Callie came into the kitchen, seeing me, she smiled.

      "Hey Carrot" she said.

      I could only stare as her tits swayed while she walked across the kitchen to the fridge. Opening the door, she bent over and retrieved a cold bottle of water. The cloth of her suit bottom stretched over the firm globes of her ass as I watched.

      "Oh fuck" I whispered.

      Callie rose and turned to face me, a smile on her lips. "You wish little bro" she told me. "Did you score today?"

      Thinking she meant the basketball game I had just come from, I snorted.

      
        
      

      "Yeah...some." I replied.

      A wicked smile came over Callie's mouth as she realized how slow I was today. She stepped closer and reached down, her hand cupping my now half hard cock bulging in my shorts.

      "Stick around" she whispered as her hand gently squeezed my thickening shaft. "You might score again."

      Holy shit, did my sister just grab my cock right here in the kitchen while her friends were half nude in our back yard. God damn, I thought.

      I watched as Callie strode back into the yard and plopped down on the blanket next to a hot blonde. Watching them giggle and talk, my eyes traveled over the blondes trim figure. Slimmer than my sister, her small frame made her tits look enormous on her, as he nipples tried to poke through the top. Her supple thighs glistened with baby oil as she moved on the blanket. I could feel myself quickly rising to full mast as I thought of the hot blonde on all fours taking my cock.

      Suddenly, the blondes head jerked up at something Callie said, and then she looked right at me through the kitchen window. Her eyes were huge and she violently shook her head. Callie said something, and I watched as the blonde climbed to her feet and headed for the back door. Oh shit, what to do. While my numbed mind tried to work, the girl came walking through the door.

      "Oh hey" the girl said. "You must be Mark, I'm Megan."

      "Uh...hi Megan" I mumbled. I kept my body facing the sink, trying to hide my raging hard on. While my eyes fastened to those glorious tits.

      "I know; they're pretty big" Megan said. "But they aren't my best feature", she smiled.

      I stared as Megan turned just like Callie had done. Opening the refrigerator, she bent and pulled out a bottle of cold water. I gazed at the firmest, sweetest ass I had ever seen. Feeling a rush of blood make my cock filling to full length and begin to throb.

      As Megan turned back, she held the bottle of water close to her, lightly rubbing it across one nipple, the cold making the bud harden and protrude even more.

      
        
      

      "Oh Jesus" I mumbled.

      "So Callie tells me you have a best feature" Megan said in a throaty voice. "Is it true?"

      I couldn't speak; it was like my voice was frozen. I did the only thing my hormone over loaded brain could think of. I turned and faced Megan, my thumbs hooking into the sides of my shorts. In one swift motion I jerked them down, releasing eleven inches of hard cock from its tight confinement.

      "Holy fuck" Megan whispered in awe, her eyes never leaving my throbbing cock.

      "It's not my best talent" I tried not to gloat to Megan.

      "What is?" Megan asked, her saucer eyes staring back at my face.

      "Why don't you slip that suit bottom off, and hop up on the table and I'll show you" I asked.

      I was surprised when Megan set the water bottle on the counter and stepped over to the kitchen table. It was like a wet cream come true as she peeled her suit off, then slid her ass onto the small table. Like I was going to let this opportunity pass by, I had to be fucking dead if I did.

      I stepped between her firm thighs, separating them with my hands. As I kneeled between her spread legs, my eyes took in the bald, smooth pussy; her pouty lips beginning to glisten with her juices already.

      "You're going to..." Megan started ask in surprise. Then my hot mouth closed over her wet lips and sucked them in, ending any intelligent conversation Megan was capable of.

      "Oh shit yessssssssssss" Megan mewled as her head rolled back.

      I drove my tongue between her lips, tasting her sweet cream as it coated my tongue. Fuck she tasted good I thought. I opened my mouth wider as sucked her hard clit in deep.

      
        "Oh God...oh fuck..." Megan groaned. Her hands came down and gripped my head, as she ground her pelvis into my face.

      "A fucking monster cock" she gasped above me. "And a cunt lapper too, where did I go right." Her hips jerking as my tongue drove in and out.

      I sucked and tugged on her throbbing lips, while my fingers splayed her pinkness open to me. I knew she had to get outside before the other two came to check on her. I nipped at her clit and then began to lash it with the tip of my tongue.

      "Oh shit" Megan grunted. "You're going to make me cum; so fucking good." She moaned.

      As I felt her thighs begin to quiver around my head, I thought of the trick my mother had taught me. Without warning, I rammed two fingers deep into her clutching pussy. Curling them, I let the tips scrape across that spot at the top of her vagina.

      "Unnngggggggggghhh" Megan groaned as I felt her ass try to lift off the table. I felt a hot gush of fluids fill my mouth as she convulsed in pleasure.

      "Fuck you're good" Megan moaned as I watched her belly ripple from the intensity of her orgasm.

      I felt her pulling up on my head, and slowly rose between her splayed thighs. She stared at my face lathered in her cream with a lust burning in her eyes.

      "Fuck me" she growled. "Shove that monster in me baby. I want you to drive it so deep into me I feel it coming out my fucking throat."

      Never one to ignore a lady, I stepped closer, letting the swollen head of my cock lodge against her cunt lips. My hips drove forward as I tried to ram my cock deep into her. I could feel eight; maybe nine inches sink in before her tightness stopped my forward movement.

      "Arrgghhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Megan screamed. I looked at the kitchen door, hoping Callie and her other friend hadn't heard.

      "Don't stop" Megan breathed. I felt her legs rise up and wrap around my waist. "I want all of it...oh God."

      
        
      

      Pulling back, I braced myself, and then slammed even harder into her. This time, sinking in until about an inch or so remained yet.

      "Oh fuccckkkkkkkkkkk" Megan moaned. Her eyes had rolled back, and I could feel her nails digging into my shoulders.

      "It hurts sooooo fucking GOOD" she almost screamed.

      The last stroke I had felt her body start to slide back on the table, forcing me to lose some leverage. I reached down and cupped that perfect ass as I drew back. This time, I was going to finish the job.

      I used every ounce of strength I had, and slammed hard into her. I felt my cock sink deep in until my pelvis ground against her slick mound. My balls lightly slapping her ass as I buried myself into her.

      "Oh my GOD" Megan cried. "Eleven fucking inches" then her body began to violently shake against mine. "Cumming...oh fuck I'm cumming" Megan mumbled.

      I felt her hot juices seeping out around my cock and puddle on the table under her. I was worried I was hurting her and then realized the locked legs around my ass told me otherwise.

      My hips began to piston in and out. Looking down I watched my thick cock as her tight lips dragged along the length. It was the hottest sight I had ever seen, as her white cream coated my entire length. With long strokes I fucked into Megan, one of the hottest girls in my class, and she was now mine.

      I pulled back to just the swollen head, then drove back in; letting her feel every inch of my cock with long, powerful strokes.

      Megan babbled, and then cried as I felt her nails clawing at my back. I kept up the rhythm, fucking into her over and over. With her head hanging back, her eyes almost permanently rolled back, I watched her shudder through one, and then two, and finally three orgasms in a row as I pounded into her.

      A constant gurgling sound was the only noise she made as her heels banged against my ass cheeks with every stroke. I could feel my balls tightening, signaling my release.

      
        
      

      "Megan...I'm going to cum." I tried to warn her. I felt her legs tighten around my waist.

      "Do it" she rumbled in my ear. "Cum inside me...mark me...make me your woman." Her voice was hoarse as she spoke. "Oh God I want to feel it...please" she almost begged.

      "OH fuck" I grunted, driving my hips forward into the swamp that was now her pussy. Holding still, my cock buried deep inside her clutching cunt. My cock jerked, as I felt the first blast of my thick cum spew deep inside her.

      "Yessssssssssssssss" Megan wailed as another orgasm tore through her body. "I feel it, oh sweet Jesus." She cried.

      I clung to her quaking body as my balls emptied themselves inside her. I felt her pussy cream gushing out, forming almost a lake now under her ass on the table. Spent, I finally began to disentangle myself from her grasp.

      "Jesus, you're still hard" Megan said in wonder as she gazed down as my cum slick cock slid free.

      "It usually takes a few rounds" I said sheepishly.

      Megan slid off the table and bent to retrieve her discarded suit bottom. As she stepped into it, she looked up.

      "Baby, give me twenty four hours with that thing and I would fucking love to see if I could drain you." She said.

      I watched as she pulled her suit bottom into place, an instant stain forming in the crotch as our mixed juices seeped out of her still gaping pussy, soaking into the cloth.

      "You are only my third" Mark muttered. He watched in wonder as Megan straightened her suit and hair, then turned to face him. It was like she was business as usual, when he had just been pounding into her like a jack hammer not ten minutes ago.

      "You're shitting me" Megan said with surprise. She stared at me with a puzzled look.

      
        
      

      "No" I told her. "You really are only the third girl I've been with."

      "Well stallion" Megan said. "Get ready." Megan rose to her tip toes and kissed his cheek. Her voice was a soft whisper in his ear. "You just hit the big time buddy."

      Megan glanced out the kitchen window, and then turned back. "In fact" she said with a smile. "Stay just like that big boy." The she headed for the back door.

    
  
    
      Presents

      Stepping through the front door, Kathy Sherman kicked off her sandals; barefoot she ascended the stairs to her room. School had been as boring as ever; teachers droning on and on, while childish boys made a total ass of themselves. Four weeks left, the eighteen year old sighed, she couldn't wait.

      As she passed by the closed door of her fathers' study, Kathy paused. "I'm home daddy", the young girl called through the door.

      "Hey Sweetie", the voice of her father Derek called back. "Don't forget movie night tonight babe", he father added as she stepped away.

      Movie night had become their ritual whenever her mother had to leave town. In Boston for a conference, Becky Sherman had laughed at the idea of a teenage girl wanting a movie night with her father, but Kathy had come to cherish the special time just the two of them spent each time.

      As Kathy stepped into her bedroom, her eyes automatically swept her room. Her heart skipped a small beat when she saw the sock hanging on the front of her dresser. Yep, she mused, there it is. She had deliberately left the sock off to the right this morning. Now, while looking at quick glance the same, Kathy could tell it had been moved and was now more centered.

      Closing and locking her bedroom door, Kathy set down her books and powered up her computer. She had been noticing things the last couple of months; little things, nothing really special. Small items moved in her room, subtle changes, as if someone had been there.

      
        When she had told her friend Angie at school her suspicion that her parents were spying on her, her friend had been outraged. Quickly lending Kathy the small mini cam she used to monitor her own bedroom from her own prying parents.

      Kathy didn't tell the girl it wasn't about drugs or some secret diary. It was something that had shocked Kathy at her discovery. It was her dresser, specifically her panty drawer. It didn't happen every day, only now and then. But, it was something she had noticed. It was always when dad her father was home.

      Kathy had set up the cam and waited. It had taken three days, but now she finally had something. She sat and watched as the program for the mini cam started up, fast forwarding through the images of her empty room. The cam was capable of Bluetooth directly to her hard drive. She had set the timer to ten hours of recording; it had started at 9am and was set to turn off at 7pm.

      As the timer hit a little after noon, Kathy caught a blur on the screen. She slowed the playback and rewound. She sat and watched as her father entered her room. Dressed in a bathrobe, his hair wet from the shower, she watched as he walked to the bed. As he slowly ran his hand over the wrinkles she had been sleeping on the night before, Kathy felt a tremor run through her body as she watched; how could he, she wondered.

      Stunned, she watched as her father turned and strode to her dresser. Moving the sock she had carefully placed, he pulled open the top drawer. Kathy watched as he slowly lifted pair after pair of her panties out. Running the material through his fingers; before folding them neatly to place them back as they were. Just as he pulled out a pair of white lace panties, she saw him turn and walk out of the view of the camera. 'What the hell', the young girl thought.

      Then, she saw him step back into view' slowly easing his tall frame onto her bed. She could see the white lace still in his left hand, as he held something else in his right. As his right hand slowly rose to his face, the realization struck Kathy like a bolt of lightning. 'Oh my God', she thought, 'he dug out my thong from my fucking laundry!'

      Even as disgust swept through her, Kathy felt an intense heat fire up in her own loins. 'Jesus girl, he's your damn father'; she told herself. As Kathy reached for the mouse to shut down the program, she caught his hand sliding down his body. Holding the white lace panties, she watched as her father opened his robe, wrapping the lacy cloth around his cock.

      "Oh God" Kathy softly moaned. She wasn't a virgin by a long shot; she had seen her share of cocks. But, what she stared at now damn near hit perfection. At least eight inches long, and thick, the swollen head glistened with a drop of pre cum. She shuddered as her father brought his cock straight up, letting her see the slight curve in the shaft. 'Fuck would that hit the right spot' Kathy thought.

      
        
      

      Kathy could only stare at the screen as her fathers' hand slid up and down the shaft. She swore she could even see it throb on the screen. Her lace panties, gliding along with his hand; "Oh daddy" she whispered.

      Suddenly she scrambled to get her headphones on and plugged in. No sooner had the jack hit home then words poured into her ears.

      "That's it baby girl...suck daddy" filled the young girls ears.

      A violent tremor shot through the eighteen year old. 'Fuck, he wants me to suck him'. Her eyes riveted to the thick cock being stroked only inches from her face on the screen. 'God help me I would' was the first thought burning through her mind.

      Kathy watched as her lace panties were slowly soaked in her fathers' pre cum. She could tell by the motion of his hips he was nearing release. "Cum for me daddy", she whispered.

      "Oh Kathy", her father groaned on the screen.

      As she watched a fountain of thick white cream erupted from the tip of his cock. Kathy felt her own body convulse with each spurt she watched, her juices gushing out to coat her hand. Hand? She looked down stunned. He hand was grinding between her own thighs, two fingers buried in her drenched hole

      "Oh fuck...daddy" she gasped; as a second convulsion tore through her. Her eyes watching the screen again as a second thick rope of hot, white cream pulse form her father. Her mouth watered to taste him, while her pussy clenched around her fingers to feel it burst inside her.

      Her eyes rolling back, Kathy could only sit and shake as the most mind bending orgasm of her life roared through her. "Unnnnggghhhhhhh..D..d..da..daddy" she gasped. All guilt and shame erased by the intensity of her body.

      Kathy sat shaking at her desk; her trembling hand shutting down the mini cam program. Her mind reached a conclusion no daughter should ever consider. Pulling her cum soaked panties from between her legs, she grabbed a small post-it note and quickly scribbled a message. Then, walking into her bathroom she wrapped the note inside the still dripping cloth, carefully placing them on the top of her laundry basket.

      
        
      

      Tomorrow should prove to be very interesting, she mused.

      Derek Sherman worked at his computer for the first half of the day; then, headed to his usual mid-day shower. As he stood in the cascading warm water, he mind shifted back to breakfast, seeing Kathy as she left for school. The tight skirt, and those damned long toned legs. The curve of her breasts through the lettered senior sweater she had worn. The last few months had been pure torture for him. They were only getting worse.

      His wife's career had hit zenith, her trips to the corporate offices in Boston happening more often now. Their love life, while never the hottest to begin with, had tapered off even more. Beck was very traditional. In the dark, missionary, if he was lucky once every couple of weeks.

      Derek had always had a higher drive than his wife. Usually augmented with porn he had made do. Then, he had stumbled across panty porn online and his mind had nearly exploded. Before he knew it, he had rummaged through first Becky and then Kathy's dressers. Becky was nothing compared to their eighteen year old daughter with her lacy thongs and tight silk boy shorts. What had started as a curiosity, quickly evolved into a fetish. Going from clean to dirty panties, from stroking in his own office, to laying on her bed smelling her scent. The first times had been fraught with guilt, but that slowly faded as he came to see it as a harmless way to relieve his sexual tension. After all, who was he hurting.

      That all changed the morning he opened Kathy's laundry hamper and found her surprise. His fingers slowly drew out the dried, crusted panties from the day before. 'Oh fuck', he thought 'she fingered off in these.'

      As Derek raised the panties to his nose, he felt something else inside the crusted cloth. Unfolding the layers, he found a small yellow post-it note. He stood stunned in her bathroom as he read.

      'I see you daddy. This is for you. Show me. Check the bookcase'

      Half in a daze, still carrying the cum encrusted panties, Derek walked into his daughters' bedroom and over to the bookcase. Looking over it, at first he didn't see anything. Then, the small tube on the third shelf caught his eye. What looked like a thick pencil, he immediately recognized as a mini cam.

      'Oh shit', his terrified mind thought. 'She knows.' Then, his fingers rubbed across the dried stains in the panties in his hand. Wait a minute, she gave these to me. She knows and wants to SEE me. At that point, all reason left the fathers' mind.

      
        
      

      Feeling his cock throb inside his robe, Derek backed away from the bookcase. Reaching out he pulled the desk chair out and slowly eased down into it. Staring at the bookcase, he slowly opened his robe, freeing his thick cock.

      Derek didn't know for sure if the mini cam had voice, but he banked it did. It was too thick for simply visual. "Is this what you want baby girl?" he croaked out. "You want to see daddy's cock hard for you?" His hand reaching over to her dresser, he slipped out a pair of her black thongs. Wrapping the cloth around his cock, he began to slowly stroke for his daughter.

      Derek brought her dried panties to his nose, he inhaled deeply. "Fuck you smell so good baby" he groaned. Then, he slowly stroked his tongue along the dried cum stains. "Mmmmm, you taste even better". Every motion he made clearly viewed by the small cam.

      Derek stroked faster as the thought his daughter would be watching him struck home. "Oh god" he moaned. Staring at the bookcase he muttered, "Kneel in front of daddy baby girl. Take my whole load." He knew he wasn't going to last long, as his panty clad hand increased in speed up and down his now pulsing cock.

      Derek's' entire body convulsed in the chair, as his ass lifted off the seat. His head falling back, "Kathyyyyyyyyyyyyy" roaring from his open mouth.

      Derek couldn't stop himself; as he stuffed the cum soaked panties deep into his own mouth, just as the first jet of his hot cum flew from his cock head. The thick cream literally arching across the room straight at the dresser, to splatter to the carpet right in front of the camera.

      Wailing, he felt a second and then a third thick rope erupt to fly towards what he imagined was his daughter kneeling in front of him. Derek could felt his balls contract as every last drop was milked from his body.

      Collapsing down into the chair, sweat glistening on his chest, he stared at the camera. "Enjoy baby girl" he rasped.

      Kathy slowly climbed the stairs towards her room. Had he found it? What had he done? What would he say? These and a thousand other questions swirled through her mind. The whole day had been a blur at school, as she ran the spectrum between worried sick her father would throw her from the house, and soaking wet that he would actually jerk off with her panties again.

      
        "Hey Dad", the young girl called softly through the closed office door.

      "Hey sweetie" her fathers' voice answered. Through the muffled door, she couldn't detect any difference. So she quietly entered her own bedroom. Turning and locking the door, Kathy took one step towards her desk, stopping dead. Something was different, something new.

      Taking a deep breath to clear her mind, it hit Kathy like a brick wall. That scent. 'Oh My God', she thought. The smell of sex rolled through her nostrils, invading her brain. Mixed with something, what was it. It was HIM! She could actually smell her fathers' scent. His sweat mixed with his cologne hung in the air.

      Nearly throwing her books to the side, the eighteen year old scrambled into her chair bringing her computer to life. Tapping her fingers impatiently, she waited for the cam program to spin up. Slamming her headphones over her head as her eyes remained glued to the screen.

      Quickly fast forwarding again, she found his timeline. It was right after lunch, only a couple of hours before she got home. That was why she could still smell him in the room, she mused. Then, there he was on the screen. Silently he padded to her dresser. This time he selected a couple of pairs of her panties. He stood smelling them for a moment, and Kathy worried. Did he?

      Then, discarding the cloth back into her dresser, he vanished from the screen again. This time, he was gone longer than before. The young girl watched as her father slowly emerged from her bathroom. Her eyes staring straight at the dried cloth he held in his hand. "Oh fuck!' she thought.

      The stunned look on her fathers' face worried Kathy, but only for a moment. As she watched, it was slowly replaced by something she had never seen on his face before. It was a look of almost primal lust. She swore her nipples would tear through her sweater as the expression swept over his face. She felt a sudden gush of hot fluids between her thighs as she watched the lust take over her father. Lust for HER!

      As Kathy watched her father pull out her computer chair, slowly lowering to face her mini cam, she quickly rose; all but ripping off her skirt and sweater, her bra and panties rapidly joining them on the floor.

      "Is this what you want baby girl?" her father croaked out for the camera. "You want to see daddy's cock hard for you?"

      
        "Oh fuck yesssssssssss", Kathy hissed back at the computer. She groaned as two finger rammed hard into her now dripping pussy.

      Her hand matched the pace of his as she watched. She could hear the wet sloshing of her own juices as she fingered herself in time with her father on the screen. Her eyes grew wide as she watched. "Oh fuck Daddy" she moaned as her father licked her dried juice from her panties.

      Kathy watched as her fathers' cock swelled in his grip, feeling the knot in her belly matching it. Growing...hotter. "Cum", she whispered; "God...please cum Daddy".

      Just as her father roared out her name into her ears Kathy totally lost it. Ramming her fingers as deep as they could go, she envisioned that hard cock exploding deep inside her belly. "Aaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" she wailed, grinding her hand against her pulsing clit.

      The young girls' body literally lifted and the flopped in the chair, as hot juice squirted from her. Spraying across her room to soak the carpet right where she knew her fathers' cum had landed.

      Her entire body shook like a leaf in a heavy fall wind, as he slowly came back to earth. The roaring in her ears now down to a rumble. 'Fucking hell', she thought. 'I've never cum so hard; and I have NEVER squirted.'

      Slowly recovering her breathing, she reached out and shut down the cam program. Her mind whirled with what to do now. It was more than evident what both wanted, it was only a matter of time, and who would make the first move.

      Rising on still wobbly legs from the intensity of her own orgasm, Kathy walked slowly towards her bedroom door. Should she dress? No. Steeling her resolve, she turned the handle, and then slowly padded down the hall to the door of her fathers' office.

      For the first time since he could remember, Derek left the door to his office unlocked. He had heard his daughter arrive from school, along with her soft greeting. Answering her he didn't hear a response.

      Rising from his desk, he stepped into the hall to see her closed bedroom door. Should he try and talk with her? No, he had resolved to wait, see what she did. It needed to be both of them, or nothing.

      
        Derek returned to his desk, trying to focus on his work. His eyes kept straying to the clock at the corner. Ten minutes...then twenty minutes passed. Did she watch it? Wash she repulsed? Just as his resolve began to weaken, he heard the door to his office slowly swing open. His eyes looked up and he froze.

      The vision standing in his doorway took his breath away. Perfection was the only word that entered his mine. Kathy stood silent, watching him. Her skin glistened with her sweat, as her perfect 36C breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing. His eyes traveled down her taut belly, to the smooth valley between her thighs. She shaves, Jesus! was all Derek could think clearly.

      He watched as she slowly walked into the office, closing the door behind her, this time locking it. Steps away she walked over to the small leather couch across from his desk. As she slid onto the seat, her thighs parted. Derek could see the sheen of copious fluids clinging to her thighs as swollen pussy lips. 'Fuck, she drenched' he realized.

      Locking eyes with his daughter, he watched her hand slide down her flexing belly in his peripheral vision. "Show me" he voice penetrated to him. He looked at her puzzled. "Do it again...now", Kathy whispered.

      Almost in a trance, Derek rose from his chair and rounded his desk. Leaning back against the edge, he faced his daughter across the room. Only maybe four feet separated the pair, as he slowly undid his slacks, letting them slide to the floor

      As his steel hard cock came into view, he heard her gasp. Her hand slowly sinking between her own thighs, "Fuck yeah", Kathy moaned watching him.

      "OH God baby girl", Derek moaned in unison. His hand began to slide up and down his thick shaft, matching the wet sucking sounds as Kathy plowed her fingers in and out of her dripping pussy.

      Standing there, the pair watched as each pleasured themselves to thoughts of the other. Derek could hear how wet his daughter was, while Kathy could smell her fathers' growing arousal. He stared as a puddle of her dripping cream formed on the leather couch between her lewdly spread thighs.

      "Oh fuck baby" Derek hoarsely whispered. "So wet for daddy".

      "Mmmmmmmmm" his daughter echoed back. Slowly drawing her juice coated fingers out for him to see. She used both hands to spread open her engorged pussy lips.

      
        
      

      "You want to suck your daughters' cunt daddy" Kathy rasped at him. "Is that it? You want to suck your sweet little girls wet pussy don't you."

      All barriers vanished in that moment in Dereks' lust fogged mind. "Yesssssss", he moaned back.

      "Yes...WHAT", he heard Kathy's voice commanding.

      Trembling, he heard his own words flow from his mouth. "I want...I want to suck my little girls pussy", he groaned.

      "Then do it...NOW" his daughter growled back.

      Like a possessed man, Derek couldn't cover the few feet between them fast enough. Dropping to his knees, his face buried between her firm thighs. His sense of smell was instantly overwhelmed with the scent had had found in her old, used panties. While his tongue reveled; not in dried old cum this time, but in wet...sweet..fresh juices.

      "Oh fuck" Derek moaned. Knowing now, he had totally lost, that whatever Kathy commanded, he would do.

      "Aaaghhhhhhhhhhh" he heard his daughter scream above him; as his tongue drove deep inside her hot tunnel, his tongue, lapping at the juices still dripping from her. "Eat me daddy", Kathy wailed above him, as her hands gripped the sides of his head. "Eat your daughters fucking pussy".

      Derek smeared his face in her hot cream, sucking every drop he could from her. Then, sucking her hot clit into his thirsty mouth, he strummed at it. Pushing, trying to force that orgasm from her wracked body.

      Suddenly, Derek felt his daughter give a tremendous shove, almost snapping his head back as she drove him between her violently shaking thighs.

      "Noooooooooooooooooo" Kathy wailed above him.

      
        "Noooooooooooooooooo", Kathy wailed. Giving the strongest shove she could to drive her father back.

      She looked down at his face, watching as her juices literally dripped from his chin. Her pussy had been flooding his hot mouth over and over. Mini orgasms tearing through her from the moment his mouth had made contact.

      Kathy had been licked before, but this was like nothing she had ever experienced. Mere boys licking between her thighs had nothing on her dad. This was a MAN, one who knew what he was doing and knew her body and how it responded. He wasn't licking her, he was fucking devouring her pussy like there was no tomorrow.

      When he had sucked her clit into his mouth, Kathy couldn't hold back the scream that filled her fathers' office. Bright sparks exploded behind her eyeballs as her body erupted. What had been waves of mini orgasm had coalesced into a volcanic fire deep in her belly building to where she knew she would lose total control.

      Then, she realized that her first true orgasm was about to happen on her fathers' mouth. 'No god dammit' her brain roared; 'if he's going to make me cum like this, it sure the fuck won't be with his mouth.'

      Kathy's' eyes burned as she stared at her fathers surprised face. She had just been on the verge of the greatest orgasm of her life, and she had told him no. What the hell, he wondered. Spreading her thighs even wider, her cream pulsing out her gaping pussy in time to the waves rolling across her belly, Kathy finally found her voice.

      "Fuck me Daddy" she all but growled. "Fuck your daughter right NOW".

      She saw her fathers' startled look, knew the thoughts that passed through his brain. "You heard me", she panted. "Fuck me daddy, and I know exactly what I am saying. Because if you don't fuck me right now", he sweat covered brow furrowed; "I swear to God I will go insane."

      She watched as her father rose to his knees between her spread thighs, his rampant cock gleaming with her spit, dripping pre cum like a leaky faucet. She stared hard into his gleaming eyes.

      "That's it", she coaxed him. "Shove that monster deep into your daughters needy...slut..cunt. Make me yours Daddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyeeeeeeeeee"

      
        Kathy's last word turned into a wailing scream, as her father did the unexpected. Exactly what she told him to do, ramming his thick cock deep into her in one swift stroke. She felt her walls expand to try and fit him. Her mind simply blanked, as her fathers' body joined with hers. Two as one.

      Derek looked down at his daughter, his sweet...innocent girl. Hearing her babble like a common slut, begging for his cock. Seeing her wet...dripping pussy. Knowing she wanted this as much, if not more, than he did. His mind slammed shut on all thoughts of fatherhood as his hips drove forward.

      "Fuuccckkkkkk" Derek groaned. Feeling the tight, velvet heat of his daughters pussy envelope his cock; from the tip to the root, as he buried himself in her. Pulling back slowly..he then slid back home...once...twice...then he could only hold on and stare at his daughter beneath him.

      Kathy thought having her fathers' cock buried deep in her was heaven. Nothing had ever felt this good, this right. No one had ever brought her to this height, ever made her body feel this good. Then...Nirvana hit; as the volcano in her belly exploded. Fire bellowing out from her belly to her groin.

      Derek watched as his daughters' body began to almost go into seizures under him. Her body flopped about on the couch, her arms banging against the leather of the couch. Animal noises pouring out of her mouth, as he watched her own drool slowly drip from one corner and down her chin. All he could see was the whites of her eyes as she convulsed again and again. Then, he felt a hot spray of fluid as his daughter spewed her cream out over his belly pressed against her.

      At first, Derek thought his daughter had lost control of her bladder and was actually pissing on him. Then, watching the clear fluids drip down his belly; realized he was watching a woman squirting pure pussy juice for the first time.

      "Ungh...fuck...ungh..shit..." the young girl babbled. "Cummmmm...ohhh fuckkkk". Flares exploded behind her rolled eyes. The roaring in her ears turned into a freight train that roared right by her head. The fire in her belly consumed her loins, as it ripped up into her chest, seizing her ability to even breathe. Just as the darkness wrapped itself around her mind, she felt her pussy explode with sheer violence, as her juices erupted out, spraying her father with pure liquid pleasure.

      Derek was horrified as he watched Kathy go totally limp under him. "My God, what have I done" he screamed inside. He watched as her breasts rose and fell slowly, at least she's breathing, he sighed. Bracing himself on the leather couch with his arms, he began to slowly withdraw his cock from her heated tightness; wanting to give her ravaged body a break.

      
        Her eyes fluttering open as she felt the motion, Kathy reached up; digging her nails into his biceps until she knew she was leaving marks on her fathers' skin. "Don't you dare fucking stop" she whispered hoarsely.

      "Baby", Derek tried to say; looking down at his daughter. Her face was flushed bright red, her hair matted to her sweat covered brow. "You just...I mean...Jesus", he stammered.

      A crooked smile crossed Kathy's lips. "I just fucking came dad", she replied. "No little whimpers; no little trickles. I fucking CAME." Her eyes took on a new glow; "Now, it's your turn."

      As her father hesitated above her, Kathy arched her hips off the couch; driving his thick cock back deep into her still spasming pussy. "Oh god" she heard her father moan.

      "DO it Daddy", Kathy told him as she used her sweet innocent girl voice. "Fuck your little girl. Use her like your private slut, because I now am. Fill me with that big cock until you fill me with your seed Daddy."

      For the next twenty minutes, her father did exactly that. Changing between slow, deep strokes; to hammering blows that rang through her clitoris and cervix combined. Kathy lay on the couch in her fathers' office as he used her like no man ever had; or ever would again.

      As she felt her own juices pooling on the cool leather under her ass, she felt the rising tide in her belly start again. This time, she knew what was happening, and tried to keep it in check. Even as she felt herself losing the battle once again, she stared up into her fathers' face.

      There! She watched as his upper lip began to quiver. Felt his hips jerk a little harder, just slightly out of time as he began to lose control.

      "OH fuck yesssss" the young girl cried out. "Fill me Daddy, fill me."

      "Oh shit...Kathy...I can't...I shouldn't" Derek gasped above her. He could feel his balls starting to give that tell-tale tingle, the growing tightness in his nuts signaling his release.

      Kathy wrapped her supple legs around her fathers' waist; her heels digging into his ass, pulling him even deeper into her. She could feel the swollen head of his cock bumping against the spongy surface of her cervix.

      
        
      

      "OH fuck Daddy" she gasped. "Don't stop...oh God please...I want it..." In her mind she saw again that fountain of cum erupt from her fathers' thick cock on the computer screen, wanting desperately to feel that scalding cream deep in her belly.

      Derek felt himself rapidly losing the battle against his balls. Her tight walls squeezing his shaft, her velvet heat trying to milk him dry of every drop. His hips rammed hard into his daughter, as his body held rigid still. Looking down into his daughters' face, he saw a small smile creep across her lips. Telling him that she knew exactly what was about to happen and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

      Kathy watched as her fathers' face turned to a mask of pure animal lust, just as his cock jerked deep inside her belly. "Yesssssssssssss", she hissed up at him. Then, the only word that counted to her, roared from her father's lips.

      "Kathyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Derek wailed. The same sound he had made sitting in her chair as he came for his daughter. Only this time, he was buried balls deep inside her quivering pussy. He felt his thick cream speed the length of his shaft, to erupt from the tip; washing her cervix and walls with his hot seed.

      As the first molten blast poured into her, Kathy felt herself turn inside out once again. This time she battled back the darkness that had taken her the first time. This time, she wanted to enjoy every fucking moment.

      Derek felt his daughter convulse under him a second time, looking down his eyes locked with hers. First one thick rope spewed out, followed by another; as he emptied his aching balls deep inside her.

      As Kathy felt her father unloading inside her, she felt that warm glow spread throughout her entire body. This was what having sex was really like. As her father lowered his exhausted, sweat covered body to hers, she wrapped him in her arms. "Oh baby...oh God baby..." her father softly murmured in her ear.

      Kathy turned her head and softly kissed her fathers' cheek. "Yes Daddy", she whispered back in his ear. "Give me your baby"; she tightened her grip on him as she felt him shudder against her.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Property Rights

      CHAPER ONE

      Mike Paulson sat in stunned silence in the large, high backed Victorian chair. He could hear the clock ticking in the background as he heard his mother clear her voice from the seat beside him.

      "Did you say two million?" Becky Paulson asked stunned.

      The lawyer in front of the pair looked back down at the papers on his desk. "I must say Mrs. Paulson; your husband was a meticulously organized man."

      Mike didn't know whether to laugh or cry at the comment. His sadness over the loss of his father had been all consuming over the last two weeks for both he and his mothers.

      Richard Paulson had been a strong and almost dominant figure in their house all his life. He had guided his family with a loving and caring hand, yet firmly in control.

      Mike wondered what that last moment his father had thought. To not be in control the seconds before the semi-truck had slid and slammed into his SUV on that icy road. He couldn't imagine his father ever NOT being in control, even in his own death.

      The voice of the lawyer brought the 26 year old back from his thoughts.

      "His insurance policies were very strong. The mortgage for your home and both cars are now paid. "The man looked at Mike. "His son Michael is now the owner of his construction company, which is doing strong business."

      The lawyer turned to Mikes' mother. "He had a two million dollar investment portfolio that has lain dormant during his life. Upon his death, it will activate and essentially replace dollar for dollar your monthly income."

      The lawyer shook his head. "Your husband, Mrs. Paulson, thought of every minor detail."

      
        Mike watched as a tear dripped down his mother's cheek. "Not everything" she quietly whispered. "Oh Richard, what will I do." she quietly sighed.

      As the lawyer rose to his feet, mother and son realized the reading of the will had been completed and both stood to leave. Mike stretched his hand out to the man. "Thank you for everything."

      Rather than shaking the young man's hand, the lawyer reached down and picked up two white envelopes. "There is one last detail." He handed one envelope to Becky and the other to Mike. On the front was written their names in the flourish of their father's handwriting.

      "These were given to us to hold a few years ago. We have very specific instructions for them." As Mike started to open the envelope, the; lawyer raised his voice "Stop!"

      The two looked at the man in surprise. "I am sorry," he added quietly. "Per Mr. Paulson's instructions. Each is to be given their envelope. They are not to open them until they are alone. Only then may they be read."

      The man cleared his voice, almost nervous. "Of course, you realize, we do not know the contents. Therefore, we cannot accept any responsibility for what is written inside" His face grew solemn. "Mr. Paulson was very specific; this was to be his final instructions to each of you."

      Mike slipped the envelope into his jacket pocket, while his mother slid hers into her purse. Reaching out his hand again, he shook and thanked the lawyer for all their work. Making sure his father's wishes had been completed.

      As Mike and his mother left the building, he looked down at his mother's face. "Now what?" he asked quietly. Even in her grief, he saw the soft markings of her cheeks, the color of her lips. Like his father, he knew this woman beside him was special, and always had been. He felt a tingle in his groin as he looked at her. 'God, her husband is just dead and you are getting a hard on for her...asshole'

      Becky took her sons hand in hers, reassured at the feeling of strength in his grip. Like her husband Richard, Michael was a tall strapping man. A fitting 'replacement' for her husband. Except in one thing, her mind wandered.

      "I just want to go home" she replied softly.

      
        The drive home had been slow and quiet. Entering their home, the pair had separated. Mike to head for his room to change, Becky to hers.

      As the young man pulled his shirt off, his eyes fell on the white envelope he had discarded on his desk. Stepping over, he closed the bedroom door, and then sat. Opening the envelope he slid out a single sheet of paper. He instantly recognized his father's own handwriting.

      As the young man began to read his father's words, unknown to him, his mother sat alone, at the kitchen table doing the same. Both, hearing the last words of Richard Paulson.

      Dear Michael

      Well, something must have gone wrong, or you wouldn't be holding this right now. I don't know what or how, but it means I am gone.

      First, know that I love you, as my son, my partner, and my friend. I will miss you as much as you will miss me my boy.

      Second, if everything went the way it should have. Then the lawyers should have taken care of any major issues. The house, the car, the bills...everything. I can only hope so.

      Third, you will take the next two weeks off work. The company will do just fine. I would prefer a month. But I know you. You are as driven as me. The office has instructions that for the next two weeks you are not to be disturbed. You have another 'job' to do.

      The lawyers should have handled all of my property, but one. That is for you to handle. You are a man now, the man of the house. In that house is the most valued piece of property I own. Rebecca Paulson.

      Mike gasped at the words he just read. Property? Jesus dad. How in the hell could you even consider your wife to be your property.

      As he read further, Mike began to see the hidden world that had existed in his own house for years. One he had never known about, but had been very real.

      
        Your mother is a strong woman in her own rights. Yet, she lacks the ability for direction. She NEEDS someone to show her. That someone is now you.

      Give up the Mikey, cast aside the Mike. BE Michael Paulson. Give your mother what she desperately needs. A man.

      She now belongs to you, my son and heir. She will serve you faithfully and loyally, in whatever way you wish. Whether domestic. Or yes sexual. But she must be told. Do not let her shrink back...do not let her hide inside that shell I found her in. MAKE her obey. TELL her what her role is.

      Be loyal and loving to her. She deserves that. But be her man. My one piece of advice I could give you. Don't make love to her the first time. Fuck her. Hard, strong, commanding. Take what you now own my son.

      You lucky bastard.

      Love dad

      Mike set the paper on the desk as his mind tried to wrap around the words. His mother, submissive? Good God. In his mind's eye, he flashed back over 26 years. The hints he had never seen. How his mother had jumped to bring things to his father.

      How his father's words, soft but strong, had always directed her footsteps. Mike knew without a doubt, what he had just read was truth. His father not lonely loved his mother. He owned her.

      Now, he Michael Paulson. Owned the rights to one Rebecca Paulson. What do I do now? He wondered. Then, his father's words came to him from when he was ten years old.

      "Words are great son" his father had told him. "They can work wonders. But actions, those work miracles. Sometimes, you just have to jump in with both feet, and do it."

      Michael stood from his chair, without even putting his shirt back on, opened the door to his bedroom and walked down the stairs to what would be a new life.

      
        Becky sat stone still in the kitchen. The words from the letter in her hand burning into her mind. Traveling form her eyes down her body, reigniting a fire between her thighs she thought had died with the loss of her husband. 'Oh God Richard' she thought wildly. 'You did think of everything.'

      Even as she had tried to not see the words her husband had written, her body had.

      My Dearest Rebecca

      My wife, my friend, my life partner. My toy. For you to be reading this, something terrible has happened. I know the grief that burns within you at my loss. Yet, the world must and will go on.

      I cannot, and will not, leave you ship sailing without a rudder my love. There must be a new captain. His name is Michael. I hereby. Bequeath my most prized possession...to Michael Paulson.

      HE is no longer Mike. HE is Michael. His words are now mine. His desires are mine. You shallow follow both as you followed them for me.

      You shall have his dinner ready when he arrives home. You shall stand at his side in that church pew on Sunday. You shall bring him whatever food or drink he needs.

      You shall kneel when he tells you. You shall obey his commands as you have mine. When he tells you to suck...then you my talented little whore; shall suck him DRY.

      When he bends you over and fills you with his manhood. You shall cry his name in joy as you did mine. When he has sated himself on your body, you will thank him as you thanked me.

      This is not a request my love. Michael has received his instructions as well. Of all the things I worry the most about in parting. This is my one worry. That you both shall be happy.

      I love you my Dearest

      Your husband and owner Richard Paulson

      
        Before she could totally process the words. She heard the strong footsteps of her son coming down the wooden stairs. As she knew every path in the house, she heard him walk to the living room. The sound of his settling into a chair greeted her ears. She sat stock still, waiting. The next word she heard exploded in her mind.

      "Rebecca" echoed from the living room. 'Dear God" she thought. Not Mom, not Mommy, not even Becky' As if on auto pilot, the 46 year old mother was out of her chair and moving to the sound of her name. She was half way into the living room when the sight greeted her.

      Michael sat not on the couch where he normally did. Now, he sat in his father's large recliner. His eyes watching her as she walked towards him.

      Standing at the side of the chair her hand rested lightly on his shoulder. "Yes dear" she whispered.

      Michael's eyes traveled the full length of her body in one glance. She could see the burning in his eyes. This mixture of lust and love she had grown used to for over twenty five years.

      "I would like a beer" her sons' strong voice rang in her ears.

      Rebecca Paulson nodded and turned towards the kitchen door.

      "Rebecca" she heard called behind her again. Turning she faced the new man in her life. "I love you."

      As she felt her heart almost melt, she looked her son straight in the eyes. "I love you...Michael."

      Turning back she made it almost to the kitchen door when the voice called out again.

      "Oh and Rebecca. Bring it nude."

      As her eyes grew wide she registered the words. Not an order, not even a request. Just a simple statement. One the man sitting in the chair needed no response for, he expected it to be followed.

      
        As she started to resume her steps her body shuddered as she felt her nipples ache under the fabric of her blouse. He knees almost shaking as she headed for the kitchen. Her hands, slowly undoing the buttons of her pale yellow blouse without even a second thought.

      CHAPTER TWO

      The next three days Rebecca Paulson spent in almost total torment. Her mind swinging from shame at standing nude in front of her only son. To joy at seeing his smile or hearing his praise when she did as he told her. To that fiery knot in the pit of her stomach when his eyes raked over her, seeing that familiar lust and hunger she had seen in her late husband's eyes.

      Yet, he never touched her. Never did anything to reproach her. Each night he kissed her softly on the lips as she took herself to her lonely bedroom. Her hand caressing the empty pillow beside her head. Her tears silently slipping down her cheeks.

      By that Saturday, her body was a coil of nerves, and her mind nearly a nervous wreck. It had been almost two weeks since the death of Richard. For a woman who rarely went more than two days without her husband's ravaging attention on her body. It had been a long drought.

      That afternoon, when Michael had come back into the house after mowing the lawn. Seeing him standing there, shirtless, getting something as simple as a cold glass of water. Watching the sweat trickle down his bare chest. Smelling his male aroma as his body had drifted close to hers. Something snapped inside Rebecca.

      Silently, she stood from the kitchen table, walking to her purse; she pulled out the paper given to her by the lawyer from her late husband. She had read the words so many times; she could almost recite them from memory.

      Stepping over to the 'man" now standing at the sink; "Michael" she whispered. When her son turned and faced her, Rebecca reached out and placed the folded paper into his hand.

      "I am yours" she told him. Hearing the strange calmness in her own voice.

      Michael looked down at the paper he held. Then, a small smile crept across his face. "It's about time woman" his voice softly rumbled.

      
        'Dear God' Rebecca realized with a start. A shiver ran down her spine causing her small body to shudder. 'He waited..for ME. Lovingly, patient. He waited for me to accept.'

      She watched as Michael set the now empty glass on the counter with the folded paper. Her eyes followed his hands as he took one step back. Reaching down he slowly undid the snap, then the zipper to his jeans.

      Rebecca could only stare as the jeans slowly slid downward. The boxers coming with them in one fluid motion. Her eyes widening as the thickest cock she had ever seen, slowly came into view.

      "Oh God" the woman moaned. She felt that knot nearly explode inside her belly as the fire erupted inside her.

      Michael stood still in front of his mother. He had read the words his father had written him, and while not the same man. He knew this was something his mother had to come to terms with as well. Now, she had decided.

      "Suck me" Michael all but growled at her.

      "Yessssssss" Rebecca almost hissed, as she lowered to her knees in the middle of the kitchen. Her hand coming out...griping the slowly thickening rod. "Mmmmmmmm" she murmured, as her lips surrounded the knob. Sucking the flesh into her hot mouth.

      Michael stared down and could only watch as his mother's mouth descended on him. As he felt her head begin to bob up and down on his rapidly hardening cock. He knew his father had been right. Fuck, she sucked like a whore in heat, he thought.

      Michael wrapped his hands in her hair, arching his hips as his cock slid deeper into his mother's throat. He pushed deeper, until he felt his balls slap her spit covered chin. Hearing her softly gag on his length.

      "You...are mine now" he told Rebecca.

      Her arms dropping to her sides, Rebecca surrendured the last vestige. Her body now owned by the man standing over her. "Mmmhmmmm" was all she could mumble around the thick cock. Her throat relaxed as she felt him pusher further in each thrust. No longer a simple blowjob. Michael was truly fucking her sucking mouth. Taking what belonged to him.

      
        
      

      Having waited for so long, Michael knew he wouldn't last long. The first time. He could feel his balls tightening, as the muscles in his ass flexed with each thrust. "Oh fuck yessss" he groaned.

      Rebecca could sense his urgency; feel the swelling in the cock plowing into her throat. Her juices gushed between her spread legs as she knelt on the floor. God, he was going to cum. For a second, the thought she was in her own kitchen, kneeling, sucking her sons cock; flashed though her mind. Then, even that was ripped away, with the realization that son or not, this man who was ravaging her mouth...owned her now.

      With a renewed vigor Rebecca sucked faster. Harder. Trying to draw the hot cream out she knew was churning in Michaels balls.

      "OH my fucking God" Michael roared above her. She felt his cock jerk inside her mouth. Then, the first molten blast of his hot cum literally jet down her throat. Oozing down to fill her hungry belly.

      "Mmmmpppfffff" Rebecca grunted. Trying not to choke as a second thick rope filled her mouth. By the third blast, she felt his cum dripping out the corners...filling her faster than she could even swallow. Jesus, she thought, how big is his load.

      As another shot filled her greedy mouth, Rebecca felt him suddenly pull his hips back. She lurched forward, trying desperately to keep the pulsing rod inside her sucking mouth. He was too quick. She felt his hands grip the sides of her head, tilting her head upward until their eyes locked.

      "Show me" he commanded her.

      Rebecca opened her mouth, letting him see the white, thick coating on her tongue. The viscous cream filling her mouth.

      "Now swallow it Rebecca" She shudder hearing him call her by her name. They were no longer mother and son. Now, they were paired. Her eyes staring into his, she closed her mouth and made a scene of swallowing his hot spunk. Feeling the last drops slide down her throat.

      "Eeeeppppp" Rebecca squealed. Feeling Michael's powerful arms reaching under her. Lifting her to her feet and twirling her around in on motion.

      
        Bent over the sink, she tried to look back and see, as she felt her skirt thrown up over her back. Then, strong fingers grip at the crotch of the lace panties she wore. Her eyes growing wide as she heard the ripping of the cloth as Michael removed them from her.

      Michaels now inflamed with lust for this woman before him. Let his body do the speaking for him. As he dropped the shred of her panties on the kitchen floor, he gripped his still rock hard cock in his hand. Aiming the swollen head for the glistening lips between his mother's thighs.

      Rebecca realized in shock what was happening. "He can't be still hard...I just swallowed his huge load. Even Richard took time to recover.'

      "Michael" she gasped. The last word her coherent mind could shape. The next instant she felt ten inches of hard, thick cock literally rammed up her. One stroke..balls deep inside her.

      "AAAGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH" she screamed as her eyes rolled back in their sockets. The fire in her belly exploding throughout her entire body.

      Michael felt her juices squirt out and splatter to the kitchen floor, as her orgasm tore through her. Not a virgin by a long measure, he had never felt such hunger and need as he did right now.

      Heeding the words of his father's note. He cast aside the romance, passion, and tenderness that so many women seemed to crave. Drawing back, he slammed his cock hard back into the hot tunnel of his mother's sex.

      Rebecca felt her own juices flowing down her thighs as Michael drove into her again and again from behind. Barely over her first orgasm, she felt the tremors of a second one rippling through the walls of her cunt as her body tried to stretch and accommodate his thickness.

      Feeling her spasming walls grip his shaft in a hot velvet. Michael increased the tempo even more. His hips slapping against her ass as he used her body. "That's it baby" his hot voice whispered in her ear. "Do it. Cum on your owners cock."

      "Michaeelllllllllllll" Rebecca screamed, as her entire body tunneled down to the huge cock invading her over and over.

      She shuddered as she could feel every pulsing vein along his thick shaft rubbing her walls. Dragging over her throbbing clit.

      
        
      

      Rebecca eyes flew open as it suddenly dawned on her. He was bareback in her. His hard cock pounding her mercilessly. Richard had been fixed; she hadn't taken birth control in years. But..Michael. 'Oh God', she thought.

      "Michael" she tried to gasp. "I'm not..." Then her mind went blank again as he drove so deep inside her, she felt the head of his thick cock bumping against her cervix. "Fuucckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" was all she could scream.

      "What?" Michaels voiced echoed in her ears. "Not protected? I am well aware of that fact Rebecca dear." His cock slammed even harder into her. His full balls slapping against her soaked lips.

      "After all, your owner needs a new heir." His voiced chuckled obscenely.

      "Oh..God...Oh...Michael" Rebecca grunted between deep thrust. Feeling like a freight train was barreling down on her body. Even as she felt the telltale swelling of his ten inches inside her belly.

      "First things first" Michael rumbled. "I am going..to BREED you."

      Breed? Dear God he couldn't mean... Images flashed through her sex hazed brain. His seed in her womb, her belly swollen with his child. Her lover, her owner, her son.

      "AAAaaaiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Rebecca screamed as the freight train slammed home between her thighs. Her eyes rolling back again as her body literally convulsed with the most intense orgasm she could ever remember.

      As Michael felt her find that release, he allowed his own body to find it also. With a savage grunt, he empties his full balls deep inside his mother's clutching pussy.

      Desperately hanging onto the sink, Rebecca felt his hot seed washing her fertile womb. Coating her walls deep inside. She knew now, beyond any doubt, she was his.

      "Yesssssssssssssssssss" she cried as she felt his seed impregnating her shaking belly. Burst after burst filling her until it dripped down her quivering thighs.

      
        Exhausted, Rebecca lay her cheek against the cool metal of the sink. Feeling Michael slowly withdrawing his finally softening member from inside her. With a sick plop, she heard him come free, then withdraw from behind her.

      "Where" she gasped "are you going."

      As Michael bent and retrieved his jeans, he looked over at the woman he had just ravaged.

      "To move my things" he told Rebecca. "Into OUR bedroom. Where they belong."

    
  
    
      Real Sex

    
  
    
      Part 1

      My name is Steve Barr and I'm twenty-five years old. I am a computer security specialist; my job is to hack into the data base of a company; and then hand them a report to help them from keeping it happen for real. I enjoy my work, but it's not my real passion. If I had to list that it would be sex.

      I don't mean making love, I mean sex. You know the kind; where you seduce the hottest girl you see in the bar; bring her back home; and fuck the living shit out of her. Maybe you will see her again and maybe not. It's not about the relationship, it's about the sex.

      I'm not stupid; I know some day I hope to meet the girl of my dreams, fall in love, start a family; all the normal things. I just figure until that happens; I'm going to enjoy every tight pussy I can.

      If that makes me sexist or base, too bad; it's me. The interesting thing is I'm not some stud beefcake or Adonis model. I'm just your average guy; I stand about six feet and weight in about one eighty; I've got that sandy brown hair that makes me look like I've lived on the beach all my life.

      How do I get the women? That's easy; I am a porn fanatic first of all. I have probably as much porn stored on my personal computer as most porn sited even have. Masturbation, voyeur, hardcore, softcore, couples, threesomes; the list goes on and on.

      What makes the difference is I really watch my porn. Not that I don't wank one out when I do; but I also watch. I watch the guys' technique; I watch the girls' reactions. While professional porn is basically fake and junk; real amateur porn can be very educational.

      
        
      

      I learned how to perfect my oral techniques; I also learned all the various positions most women have never heard of or tried. I also learned how to find the G spot; which while difficult to find in a lot of women, when you do you hit gold.

      Of course the second thing that has helped; is having a decent dick. No, I'm not ten inches or some porn length. But at a respectable eight inches, and fairly thick; I am larger than a lot of males, and yet not so large to cause pain.

      I tend to prefer a slightly older woman. For one thing a woman in her late thirties to middle fifties has a LOT less inhibitions, so they tend to enjoy sex more. For a lot of them they have never had a larger cock; and honestly never had what I like to call real sex. Meaning they get the lovey dovey kind of sex; while many of them quickly find they thoroughly enjoy the rutting pounding kind of sex even more; they just never experienced it. That is until they meet me.

      I graduated from college when I was twenty-two; and immediately moved out on my own after getting a job. I loved my folks, but it's hard to bring a date home and have screaming sex when your folks are upstairs.

      The last couple of years have been utterly fantastic. I've been getting a steady stream of pussy while learning all the best hot spots in town to hit. I even had three separate women in one night a few months ago; God did that wear my ass out. The fact that many of these women were also married; actually made life a lot easier; since there wasn't the clinging attachment and drama you so often find with a single woman.

      Did it bother me to fuck a married woman? It did at first, but when one woman frankly told me it was nice to have 'real sex' and not have to pester her husband; it occurred to me I was just giving them what they wanted while emptying my balls every time. I call that a win/win situation.

      I kind of think it was because of everything going so well for me, that led to me making a slip. I wasn't paying attention to the small details; like where a woman lived or what her job was. I had spotted this hot woman wearing a short skirt and tight blouse at a country bar I frequented because of the older clientele.

      Her name was Carol and she was there having drinks with a couple of her co-workers. By the time the night ended, Carol had come back to my place. I had eaten her out twice, and fucked her through two loads by the time she wobbled back into her clothes. She kept ranting about having the best sex of her life, and that she wanted to see me again. I knew she was married so thought what the hell.

      
        The second time I got together with Carol, she came to my place. We were both naked within fifteen minutes and I had her legs straight in the air. She was in her forties, and had a fucking tight cunt. I pumped my first load deep into her belly while she squirted on my cock, and then dumped a second load deep into her ass while she screamed my name.

      Before she left that night, Carol gave me a half a dozen slips of paper with telephone numbers and first names on them. Telling me they were all co-workers, all married; and all just as needy as she was.

      I admit I felt a bit like a gigolo; but the fact I wasn't charging kind of eased that idea. The first number I called had been this fifty year old bleached blonde. She had a fantastic pair of 38D tits that wobbled like melons when she rode me like a wild horse. Fuck, that woman drained my balls four times before she left early Saturday morning.

      I figured this was going to be one fantastic fan club. Then the second one got all nervous and squirrely on me when we both got naked. She never really relaxed the whole time; and no offense it's hard to fuck a stiff board.

      Needless to say I was a bit wary when I agreed to meet the third one at the same club I had met Carol. I was wearing a shirt like Jon Voight wore in Midnight Cowboy. It was distinctive and easy to spot; I also liked it because it snapped instead of buttoned, which made taking it off a lot easier.

      I was sitting at a small table, waiting for this woman Carol had written down as Stella, when I felt a hand come to rest on my shoulder.

      "Steve?" the voice was soft behind me.

      Turning, expecting to see a woman in her mid-forties, dressed in a white shirt with blue sweater. Oh she matched the description all right, and I felt my blood chill.

      She looked over the shirt I was wearing, her eyes wide and frightened. I could see her clutch her purse as she searched for words.

      "I should go" she whispered.

      As she turned to leave, I did what came naturally. I reached out and took her hand in mine. She froze and looked down at our hands.

      
        
      

      "You came a long way" I said finding my voice. "I think at least a drink before you go would be in order." I waited.

      "I don't..." she started to say.

      I tugged gently on her hand, and she drifted around the small table, sliding into the chair opposite mine. We stared at each other for a moment, until the waitress appeared.

      "What can I get you?" the young girl asked.

      "Another beer for me, and a vodka with a twist for the lady." I said calmly.

      "It's a pleasure to meet you...Stella" I brought her hand to my lips and softly kissed the back.

      "Why..." she started to ask. She stopped and looked at me for a moment.

      "It's nice to meet you...Steve" she said softly.

      I stared at her sitting across from me. Before she had sat, I had seen those long tapered legs; now I followed the contour of her sweater, as what had to be at least 36D's stared back at me. Her lips were painted a soft red and looked like they were begging to be kissed.

      "You're staring." Stella broke my reverie.

      "You're beautiful." Was all I could think to say.

      "Thank you" a soft blush colored her cheeks.

      She opened her mouth to speak, but stopped when the waitress arrived with our drinks. I knew she was full of questions, but I didn't want things to go astray. I can't tell you why; but I really wanted things to stay on track. Raising my glass I looked at her flustered face, and smiled.

      
        "To a beautiful lady, a beautiful evening; and whatever it may bring" I toasted.

      "You wouldn't?' Stella's eyes were large with surprise.

      "In a heartbeat" I softly chuckled.

      "But...I'm...." a shocked look crossed her face.

      "I am well aware." I cut her off.

      I really didn't want to hear the words. I wanted to just enjoy the moments. Stella took a swift swallow of her drink, making a small face at its strength. With glittering eyes she looked at me.

      "You shouldn't be having that kind of...reaction." She said calmly.

      "Well, it's a bit late for that." I gave my most charming smile.

      "Seriously?" she said in a hushed voice.

      "Are you asking?" I slowly sipped my beer.

      Stella slid her purse onto the small table, I knew then she was here for the duration. This conversation was going to go places I had never imagined in my life. I took a small breath, and decided honestly would be the only route I could go from here.

      "Yes, I'm asking" Stella reached for her drink.

      I took another sip of my beer, clearing my head. The night had been a surprise; and I needed to think. I wanted to be honest, but I also wanted to be safe. This needed to be her, not some child's game.

      "Are you asking me as a man...or something else?" I sipped my drink.

      
        Stella took a large swallow, damn that had to burn going down I thought. She toyed with the glass and then looked back up at me.

      "I'm asking for both" she said.

      "Well, as a man" I hesitated. "I'm sitting here staring at a beautiful woman...with a raging hard on." There was nothing like being brutally honest I figured.

      "Oh my God" Stella whispered.

      "As for the ...other" I continued. "I couldn't count the number of times you were the object of..." I smiled.

      "Steve" Stella gasped.

      I rose from my chair and extended my hand. In the background I had been listening to the music, and what I had waited for finally came. As the slow strum of a guitar sounded, I took her hand.

      Stella didn't resist as she slid from her seat, and then followed me to the dance floor. I felt her shudder as I wrapped her in my arms and we began to slowly sway to the music.

      "It's been so long" I heard her murmur into my shoulder where she rested her head.

      "How long?" I asked softly.

      I stroked her hair, while one hand slid down her back. I used the same maneuvers I had found worked so many times before. I could feel her tremble under my fingers. With my fingers spread along her lower back, I pressed her closer to me.

      One advantage of an eight inch cock, there is no way in hell they can't feel it when it presses into them. Her head came up and her eyes met mine in surprise.

      "You're...hard." Her voice was filled with wonder.

      
        "I told you I was" I smiled.

      "But I'm...." again with those words.

      My head lowered, my lips capturing hers. I kissed a lot of women, but even I had to admit the electric current between us was more than evident. For a brief second she stiffened, then as my tongue slid into her mouth; I heard a soft moan and her body melted into mine.

      My fingers caressed just the top curve of her ass as her breasts pressed into my chest. Her hot tongue dueled with mine as I tasted her saliva. God I wanted this woman.

      Pulling her head back, her lips finally leaving mine, she stared up into my eyes.

      "You're seducing me" she whispered softly.

      I leaned back down and trailed my warm lips along the soft edge of her neck, I felt her shudder again.

      "Is it working?" I whispered in her ear.

      "God help me...yes" Stella quivered.

      I glanced over her shoulder at my watch, it was already almost ten, the night was moving along. As the slow song ended, I took her by the hand and led her back to our small table.

      "What time does the lady need to be home?" I asked her.

      A look of sadness came into her eyes at my question.

      "It doesn't matter" she sighed. "He wouldn't notice anyway."

      In that moment, my image of her husband changed. A man I had known for so long went from the loving husband I had thought of him as, to one of the biggest fools and asses I could imagine. It only served to strengthen what I wanted to say.

      
        
      

      I leaned down and softly kissed her lips, then pressed my lips to her ear over the growing music.

      "Then I think it's time we left" I felt her shudder. "It's the ladies call" I told her.

      Stella pulled back and looked into my eyes. I saw surprise, and then desire, and finally a steel calmness come over her. Reaching down she lifted her glass, draining it in one swallow. Setting down the glass, she picked up her purse and turned to me

      . "Shall we." She said; I could barely hear her over the music.

      Taking her by the hand I walked through the small crowd, as we exited the bar, the sudden quiet settled over us. I led her to my car where I held the passenger door open for her. I watched as she slid into the seat, once again a vision of those toned legs filling my eyes.

      As I circled the car to my door, I wondered if I could keep this going. Like all women, she liked to be complimented, appreciated. Could I really do this?

      As I slid into my seat, I could see her watching me. I turned to look at her as I started the car.

      "You have fantastic legs" I smiled at her.

      Stella looked down at her lap, her fingers twitched, and then slowly drew the hem f her skirt up an inch or so, more smooth skin sliding into view.

      "I'm glad you like them" she said in a husky voice.

      "I don't like them, I love them" I replied as I put the car into gear.

      The entire drive back to my place was mostly silent. This was one the most critical parts I had always found. Here was when so many women felt that shame and guilt slip in. I reached over and rested one hand on a smooth bare thigh. My fingers began gently teasing along her inner thigh. I had found the physical contact tended to make things easier for so many women.

      
        "Oh God" I heard Stella mutter as she shivered at my touch.

      By the time we reached my apartment, I could already smell the musk of her arousal as it filled the car. She was more than primed and ready.

      There were sometimes I knew she needed to be in control; deciding this was really what she wanted, to being able to actually follow through. But, in many others, I had found the older woman didn't want control; they wanted a man. One who would not tell her, but show her how desirable they still were.

      When we stepped into the apartment, Stella set her small purse onto the table by the door. She gave a small squeak when I suddenly pressed her body up against the wall. She moaned as I filled my hand with her large breast, kneading the soft flesh through her top. I could feel her diamond hard nipple through the cloth.

      "I want you" I whispered, as my teeth gently nipped at her neck.

      "Bedroom...now" Stella gasped.

      To hell with the bedroom, I had never felt desire lie this. I wanted her, and right now. I turned her body, easing her back until the edge of the couch hit the back of her legs. As she eased down to a sitting position, I slowly knelt between her thighs.

      "Steve...oh God" she moaned.

      I slid my hands along her bare thighs, slipping under the hem of her skirt. She lifted her hips and began to tug the cloth to her waist as my fingers gripped the elastic waistband of her panties.

      Oral sex seemed to be something a lot of men never did, or at best rarely. Why I was never sure. To me there was nothing like the taste of an aroused woman. I began to kiss my way up those tanned thighs, the heady odor of her excitement filling nostrils.

      "So long...oh God yes" I heard her moan.

      
        I could feel the slickness along her thighs; see the glisten on that trimmed mat of pubic hair. She was fucking soaking wet already. I felt her fingers wrap in my hair at the back of my head, tugging me closer.

      "Don't...stop...please...please..." Stella softly begged.

      I extended my tongue, and without warning slid it from the crease of her ass straight up. I scooped her leaking fluids into my mouth and swallowed them.

      "Fuuuckkkkkkkkkk" I heard her moan above me.

      "Ghhaaaaaaa" a soft mewl came out as the length of my tongue slid along her clit.

      Her feet shot up and planted on the edge of the couch, as my tongue drove between her soaked lips. I gripped her hips as she spread wider, her hips lifting to jam her pelvis into my face.

      "Oh fuck...eat me you wonderful man." Stella moaned.

      I didn't just eat her, I feasted on her. Wet slurping filled the living room as I pulled out that river of flowing hot cream, swallowing it down. God she tasted so sweet I could have done this for hours.

      I felt her thighs begin to quiver where they pressed into my cheeks. I knew she was close. I opened my mouth, and sucked the hard bud of a clit in deep.

      "Sttteeevvvvvvveeeeeeeeeee" a piercing scream filled the room as she erupted.

      Hot cream pulsed out of her as I felt her belly flex. Her first orgasm of the night roared through her as I drank her juices. Stella mewled and gurgled as I worked her drenched pussy.

      As her body slowly settled back to the couch, I lifted my head. I was startled to realize that in the short mayhem, she had managed to pull her top and bra completely off. Her heavy breasts now swung free in front of me.

      
        My face still slick from her juices, I leaned in and captured one nipple. Two fingers drove up into her wet hole as I sucked her bud deep.

      "Suck my tit's" Stella moaned with abandon. "Oh God finger me baby" she quivered.

      "Perfect...beautiful...." Stella moaned as I worked her body.

      "Oh shit" I heard a sense of wonder in her voice. "I'm going...to cum...again..." she moaned.

      "Don't stop; oh God Steve" I heard her moan.

      I curled my two fingers into a come here motion, and began to pump them in and out. I could just feel that small rough spot as I grazed over it with my fingers.

      "Oh God...what are you...." Stella groaned.

      I increased the speed of my fingers, as her ass once again rose from the couch. Wet sucking noises from my fingers mixed with the sounds of sucking her hot tit flesh.

      Out of the corner of my vision I saw her hands claw at the couch as her thighs began to quiver. I raised my head from her spit covered breast and watched as raw pleasure ripped through her for the first time in how many years.

      "Never felt...oh my God....Steve..." Stella grunted.

      I watched her eyes roll back and a soft keening coming out of her mouth as it hung wide open. I had accomplished my goal. For me as a lover, it was personally important that she have the first orgasm or two. To me this raised her hunger and let her know that she came first, something many older women had not felt from their partners.

      Women orgasm in a lot of different ways; some scream through it, others moan; Stella vibrated. Her entire body began to shake as a hot gush of fluids washed over my hand, dripping down onto the couch. I kept the heel of my hand pressed against her pulsing clit as I felt a second flood gush from her body. God, she wasn't just cumming, she was exploding like only a few women had before. I wondered how long it had been since she had enjoyed such pleasure; too damn long I thought.

      
        
      

      I was a bit caught off guard when her ass suddenly dropped to the couch, pulling my fingers free with a wet squelch. Her body shot forward and her hands began to claw at my waist.

      She was far beyond caring that she was a married woman, or that I wasn't her husband. She was wallowing in physical need now. My jeans came unsnapped and she all but ripped them down over my hips, pulling my briefs down with them.

      Warm slender fingers wrapped around my thick cock, and she used it to pull my body closer to hers, aiming the swollen head for her gaping opening.

      "In me...dear God put it in..." Stella panted.

      "Are you sure?" I asked.

      I had never hesitated at this point before, but this time it was different. I needed to make sure this was really what she wanted. There could be no questions afterwards.

      "Fuck me" she gasped, staring straight into my eyes.

      "Fuck your motherrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" her last word turned into a wail as all eight inches of my cock sank into her.

      What I hadn't known when Carol gave me that list of co-workers names; was that she worked at the same company my mother did. I never made the connection with the names, because my mother was Sheila Barr; HER mother was Stella Pendleton. She had used her mother's name to hide who she really was.

      It wasn't until when I turned in the bar and saw her that I realized what had happened. The unthinkable, my mother and I had connected. As I sank into her hot depths, a brief flash of my father crossed my mind; then her tight walls gripped me.

      The man I loved and knew as my father; was nothing more than seventy percent of all men out there in the world. He was absorbed with his work and his golf and his friends. Somewhere along the line, he had left behind a beautiful and vibrant woman who needed satisfaction.

      
        If he wouldn't give it to her, I would; and I rammed my hips forward with all my strength. I felt every inch sink into her as I knelt between her thighs in front of my couch.

      "Stteeeveeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" mom screamed for the first time.

      Her legs came up and wrapped around my waist, her hells pressing into my ass pulling me deeper. Her hands gripped my waist as her nails dug into my flesh, trying to pull all of me into her belly.

      It always amazed me how people thought women like Sheila Barr were unique, when they weren't. I had found that as a woman aged, her hormones changed, usually increasing her sex drive; while their husbands usually faded into their work or personal lives.

      When I had been younger, I admit my mother had been the focus of many a masturbation session. Probably one of the reasons I so favored older women now in my adulthood. I had never really thought my fantasies of my youth would ever come to reality, but every single one did as her tight walls sucked me in.

      "Oh fuck mom" I gasped as my pelvis drove against hers.

      I felt my balls slap against her upturned ass when she pushed up against me; this was one hungry female, and I planned to give her everything she ever dreamed of.

      I pulled back my hips until just the crowned head of my cock was being bathed in her juices, and then I slammed back home.

      "Oh God yessssssssss" mom hissed as her eyes rolled back a second time.

      "Like that mom" I panted. "Like your sons cock inside you."

      "So good" my mom groaned. "Fuck me baby, fuck me like you mean it." She gasped.

      I kicked into high gear, my hips pounding into her. The sound of skin slapping mixing with wet squelching filling the room. After two years of getting pussy like this, I knew how to hold off. I wanted to make this last, I wanted this to be the perfect fuck.

      
        I extended my legs and braced myself on my toes, while reaching down and propping my arms on the couch on each side of her hips. I rocked forward, forcing her ass higher into the air as she clung to me.

      This new angle had the effect of dragging eight inches of hard cock along her clit with every thrust, sending a bolt through her belly each time I drove in.

      "How....again...so good..." mom moaned.

      I watched her face as another orgasm rolled through her ravaged body. Her hair plastered to her sweat streaked face, as I powered into her. I could feel her walls pulse, and a hot stream of pussy cream bathe my cock; I never stopped fucking her.

      I matched my strokes to the pulsing along her walls, timing every thrust to meet each wave. Mom gurgled and moaned as her body shook under me. I knew like many women, she was being truly fucked for the first time; her first experience with real sex.

      I slowed my hips as her convulsions began to ease down. As her belly fluttered one last time, I eased back to my knees, feeling her legs slowly unfold from around me. Sweat glistened on her breasts as they settled on her chest.

      I slowly pulled my still throbbing cock from her depths, looking down I watched a trickle of her white froth dribble from her pussy and down the crack of her ass.

      I pushed off the couch and rose to my feet between her lewdly spread legs, my stiff cock standing straight out, her cum dripping from the shaft. Now, it was my turn.

      "Suck it" I softly commanded her.

      Mom's eyes fluttered open and she stared at my drenched cock. Without a word, she sat forward on the couch, she never even raised a hand to grip me as she just opened her mouth and swallowed me to the root.

      I was shocked as her lips sank the full length of my cock, until her nose bumped my pubic hair. Holy fuck, my mother had just deep throated my entire cock.

      
        "Fuuckkkkkkkkk" I moaned as her tongue extended out to swirl around my balls; fuck was she good.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm" I heard mom moan as she sucked her own juices from my shaft.

      I reached down and wrapped my fingers in her hair as lust drove my brain. My hips began to move as I pumped in and out, fucking her hot mouth.

      It didn't take long before I felt that familiar pinch in my balls. Not only did the surprise of being deep throated start me off the fact this was my mother sliding her hot lips up and down me; drove me to the edge.

      "Going to cum" I grunted above her.

      This was purely force of habit. Some women didn't mind giving blowjobs, but very few were actually into swallowing. The animal growl from my mother; and feeling her head pick up speed as she sucked the life out of my balls; told me this was going to be one of those wonderful moments.

      "Shit, drink it mom." I panted as my balls tightened.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" I heard and FELT her moan.

      That vibration went straight down my shaft, and hit my balls like lighting a match to a barrel of gunpowder.

      "CUMMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I roared.

      I heard mom cough as the first thick wad erupted into her mouth; and then I heard the most obscene sound as my mother began to swallow my hot load.

      I swore I couldn't even see straight as she drained my balls. I felt her cup and gently massage my nuts as a second and then third wad spewed into her hungry mouth. I had to admit, she could give as much as receive when it came to oral sex.

      
        Pulling my hips back, I heard a soft pop as my cock slid free. The last of my sticky seed dripped out as mom rubbed the head of my cock against her cheeks and lips.

      She looked up at me as she gripped my cock; her eyes burning with lust.

      "How long...." She rasped out; and then gave a squeal as I reached down and pulled her to her feet.

      Turning her around to face the couch, I thought mom was going to lose it right there. She released her grip of my cock and began to scramble onto the couch.

      "God yes...yes...fuck me again baby..." she panted.

      Mom crawled onto her knees on the seat of the couch, gripping the back. She thrust her ass out at me, looking over her shoulder. I stepped up behind her and with one hand gripped her hip, while with the other I aimed my cock from that dripping pussy.

      "Mount meeee...nnnghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" her words turning to a low growl as I slammed forward.

      I used my one hand to lever her ass back to me, as my hips slapped into her, watching those twin globes shake at the impact. I couldn't believe how tight and wet she was after giving birth to two children; but I was too far past caring.

      This time it was as much about me as it was her; and I began to hammer into her. For over twenty minutes I pounded into her, fucking her like I hoped she had never experienced before.

      I slapped those shaking ass cheeks, pulled back on her hair and mashed my lips to hers. One hand slid underneath and kneaded her swinging tit flesh, while my fingers tugged on her distended nipples. I could feel the river of her juices as they oozed out around my cock and ran down her thighs.

      With a glazed expression, mom leaned her chest into the couch, releasing her grip on the back. She reached back and gripped each ass cheek in her hands, spreading them wide.

      "Ass...in my ass..." she panted.

      
        
      

      God my own mother was past redemption; but then I was past caring as I slid my cream coated cock free of her tight pussy. Dripping in her juices, I pressed the fat head against her tight sphincter.

      I leaned over her sweat slick back, and with a wet pop, the fat head of my cock slid into her tight ass.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as her walls slammed down on me.

      Mom gave a whimper as I sank half my cock into her tight bowels. I reached around her waist and slid my fingers over her soaked clit. I felt her body spasm as I sank the rest of my cock deep inside her ass. My hand was coated with a fresh gush of hot cream as she exploded on my hand.

      "So full....oh God." Mom moaned.

      For the next ten minutes I pounded into the tightest ass I had felt in my life. It wasn't a total surprise my father had no idea the woman he had living in his house, I felt a pang of regret he would probably never know; then I drove in deeper.

      I could feel my balls tightening for a second time. I wanted to cum, but her ass wasn't my top choice. I slid my body over her sweaty back, my breathe hot in her ear.

      "I want...I want to cum...in your cunt..." I panted.

      Many older women were still fertile. Some still took birth control pills, other had been fixed; but I always tried to warn them when I was going to cum; just in case.

      Mom pulled her body forward against the back of the couch. Reaching back she gripped my cock as it slid free of her gaping ass.

      "Fill me baby" she grunted as she slammed back at me.

      Without having to do any of the work, I felt her volcanic pussy envelope me again. As I felt the ripple along her walls, I felt my nuts tighten even more.

      
        "Are you..." I tried to groan out.

      "Just fucking fill me" mom growled.

      She had devolved down to an almost animal state as she rocked back and forth, fucking herself on my cock. I just held still and hung on for the ride as she now used my cock, trying to drain all of my seed into her body.

      "Fuck me...fill me...Oh shit..." mom chanted.

      "Fill your mother" I heard the words that tripped my switch.

      With a roar I rammed as deep into her as I could, feeling a heat envelope my balls as my cock jerked deep inside her.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" mom screamed as the first thick wad exploded inside her. "CUMMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGG" she wailed as she joined me.

      I felt like a half a gallon of hot cum poured out of my balls and deep into her belly. Mom cooed and whimpered as she took every drop. I felt our mixed cream ooze out around my cock as her walls pulsed along my buried shaft.

      Finally I felt my spent balls spasm, and slid my now softening cock free. As I turned and eased myself to sit on the couch beside her, mom slowly turned and collapsed beside me.

      I glance over at the clock and was stunned to realize it was nearly one in the morning. We had been fucking for nearly two hours straight.

      I saw mom reach for her discarded panties, and I knew the time had come. I gave her a moment of privacy as I slipped into the bedroom and pulled my robe on. Usually I made it to the bedroom and had it handy, the fact we had attacked each other like animals in heat meant a lot of my usual motions were a bit different.

      Other than the ride to my place, this was one of the most critical times for many of the women I spent time with. The act had been committed, and for many it was the first time. Often guilt set in, or a sense of shame.

      
        
      

      When I exited the bedroom, I was a little surprised to see mom mostly dressed. She finished settling her top into place, and then glanced at the clock.

      "I better be going." She said calmly.

      "Mom" I started to say, stepping closer.

      She reached up and placed her fingers against my lips, silencing me. She looked into my eyes, and then gave a small smile.

      "It was a pleasure to meet you...Steve" she said in a soft voice.

      I watched mom as she walked to the door. I admit I stared at that fine ass a moment before I raised my eyes. She was looking back at me with a smile.

      "Are you free next Friday evening Steve?" she asked as she reached for the doorknob.

      "I don't have any plans right now." I told her.

      "Well you do now" she said in a sultry voice.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      Something strange happened the next week; I did something I couldn't remember doing since I had learned what sex was and had fucked my first pussy. I went a week without sex.

      That doesn't sound like much to a lot of people; but for me that was not only odd, it was weird. I usually get laid two or three times a week; so to go an entire seven days was not anywhere like me.

      By Friday I was a hot mess. I was walking around with a permanent hard on that there was no way I could hide. I took off work early to clean the apartment and pick up; Christ I usually didn't give a shit.

      My phone beeped about two that afternoon, and I saw it was from mom.

      
        
      

      "Same place, same time?" I read.

      "No, same time; my place" I quickly sent back.

      A single question mark appeared on my phone. She wanted to know why the change. Why did I change my usual routine?

      "I want more time" I typed in.

      "How long can you go?" Jesus she was a horny freak.

      "Have you ever been fucked all night?" I sent her.

      "Never; I'll bring a change of clothes." I shuddered at her words.

      I was so bad I even fussed over what to wear; finally settling on just jeans and a t-shirt. When the doorbell rang, I was so nervous you would have thought on I was on my first date.

      When mom entered my apartment, I watched her walk through the door. She was wearing a buttoned pale yellow blouse and a short tight white skirt that showcased that fantastic ass.

      She set her small bag and her purse on the small stand by the door, and turned to face me.

      "Kiss me" she said with a husk in her voice.

      I pressed my lips to hers as I pushed into her body, slowly pinning her to the wall beside the door. Our tongues swapped back and forth as we traded warm spit; God she was hot and ready.

      When we pulled our mouths back, we were both panting heavily and staring into the others eyes.

      "I'm not wearing panties" her eyes smoldered at me.

      
        
      

      "Jesus Christ" I moaned as I slid one hand under the hem of her short skirt.

      I felt her hand reach down and cup my hard cock through my jeans. God, if I got any harder I would rip the zipper off my clothes.

      "I've thought of this cock all week" she whispered.

      As two of my fingers sank into the swamp between her thighs, she cooed softly; her fingers working deftly to undo the front of my jeans. I added a third finger and felt her walls grip me; just as my cock sprang free and she wrapped a small hand around the thick shaft.

      I began to pump my fingers in and out, her juices coating my hand; her fist matched me as she stroked my throbbing cock, my own pre-cum smearing across her fingers.

      Pulling my soaked fingers free, I flex me knees, bringing the head of my cock just under the hem of her skirt.

      "I can't wait" I grunted.

      Mom lined that fat head up with her pussy; I could feel hot drips on my head as she pressed the tip against her opening.

      "Then don't" she grated.

      I straightened my knees as I watched her face. With an obscene slurp the fat head of my cock slid inside.

      "Fuck" mom grunted.

      "Damn right I'm going to fuck you." I hissed in her ear.

      
        I jammed my hips forward, sending every inch I had into her. I felt her trapped body try to give ground, but the wall behind her helped stop her. I stared into her eyes as I felt her walls contract, then stretch to take me in.

      "Love that cock" she whispered.

      "Then take it" I rumbled.

      I pulled back and slammed hard up into her. My height was taller than hers, and when I slammed home, I kept going. Mom's eyes popped open wide as her body lifted from the floor, pinned against the wall

      "Steeeevvvveeeeeeeeeeeeee" I heard her scream.

      I heard a heel clatter to the floor from her dangling foot; she hung there against the wall, impaled on my cock. She clawed at my chest as her body convulsed; I felt hot fluids flood around my cock as she orgasmed.

      I pulled back slammed home again into her quaking body; feeling another hot splatter of her cream. I knew she had to be dripping to the floor but I really didn't listen; my hips began to power my cock in and out of her again and again.

      Mom's head banged back against the walls as one leg came up and wrapped around my waist. I was giving her everything I had as I pounded her into the wall. Seven days of no sex ignited every thrust. It was base and primal, almost brutal as I fucked into her. I had been rough before with women, but never like this.

      "Fuck me...oh God yes...fuck my cunt..." mom babbled.

      I just pounded away at her as I watched her face. Her glassy eyes stared at the ceiling as juices ran out of her. I wanted to cum, and badly; but I wanted her to hit a height that would bring her back to me time and again. I didn't just want her body, I wanted her mind.

      I changed my angle slightly, letting my thick shaft drag across her throbbing clit. I watched her shudder as her walls began to tighten around my cock.

      
        Her head rolled forward and her eyes burned with lust. No longer glassy she stared at me. I felt her tighten more, and a look of wonder crept across her face. One thing I had learned was how to tell just when a woman was going to orgasm. If her body wasn't giving enough signals, her rambling was.

      "Oh God...don't stop...Steveeee..." she moaned. "Make me...oh fuckkkk..." she whimpered.

      So close, but not there yet; I waited. I heard her give a soft grunt and then...I ripped my cock free. My sudden movement back dropped mom back to her feet and she stumbled to keep her balance.

      "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO" she wailed.

      Here is a tip for all you guys out there. They claim the old fashioned coitus interruptus, reduced pregnancy rates; I don't know. What I do know is that when an older woman hangs on the edge of her orgasm, and you yank free; they come unglued.

      "Oh God no...please...more..." I heard mom beg. "Oh fuck...so close..." she moaned.

      "Steve...please...don't leave me..." I heard her whimper.

      I ignored it all. I grabbed her arms and quickly turned her in a circle. She whimpered and moaned as I shoved her forward to the back of the couch. Before she could move I bent her face forward over the back, and then reached down and jerked her skirt over the cheeks of her ass.

      When it dawned on her what was happening, her head jerked up and she looked back at me. Now was the time to make my move. She opened her mouth to speak, but I moved faster. I lunged forward, driving every inch of my eight inch dick; straight up her cunt.

      "GGGGHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" mom screamed at the top of her lungs.

      Her arms waved wildly as her knees buckled; she settled onto her belly hanging over the back of the couch, she was now mine. I pulled back and slammed into her again, even as hot juice sprayed out from between her thighs and dripped down her legs.

      I kept up the pressure as I gripped her by the hips, ramming deep into her again and again. I could feel her walls rippling as she came on my cock. Spit dripped down the corner of her mouth as she mewled in pleasure, I reached over the back of the couch and jerked on the front of her blouse, buttons went flying across the living room as her breasts sprang free. Not only had she not worn panties, she hadn't worn anything at all under her blouse or skirt.

      I gripped one swinging breast and lightly pinched her rock hard nipple as I levered into her. I know a lot of people who will say taking a woman like this is demeaning; but honestly it depends on the woman.

      Some women; just like men; need to be in control; while others are into sharing. Some; like mom; just needed to be owned. How do you know? When a woman tells you to fuck her harder and faster when she's spread over a couch, believe me, she wants to be owned.

      "Fuck me...oh my God yes...ram it in me baby..." Mom groaned.

      Her head finally came up and she turned back to me; her eyes were glassy and her face flushed. I pounded into my middle aged mother while she quivered and shook under me.

      "Cumming...can't stop...cumminggggggg." Mom moaned.

      I bent my body over hers, my chest pressing into her sweat slick back. My mouth was inches from her ear as my hips worked like pistons.

      "I'm going to cum." I didn't ask, I simply told her.

      "In me...dear God please..." Mom gurgled

      "Is that what you want?" my voice filled her ear. "You want your son's hot seed in your cunt?" I whispered.

      "IN my cunt...your cunt..." Mom moaned. "Oh God Steven..." her eyes grew wider. "How...I'm going to...oh God..."

      I felt her already tight walls suddenly slam down on me like a vise. Mom vibrated under me as another hot splash of pussy cream washed over my cock. Her eyes rolled back until only her whites showed as a third orgasm tore through her.

      
        "Fuck" I grunted as my balls lit on fire.

      "Yeeesssssssssss" I heard her moan as the first blast of hot cum washed her walls.

      "Fucking hell" I whispered as a second volley fired deep inside her.

      "God fill me Steven" mom groaned.

      I did just that, I pumped every drop I had into her as she trembled under me. God, I don't think I've ever cum that hard or that much in my entire life.

      By the time my balls were finally empty, thick white cum oozed down her thighs. When I pulled back and my cock slipped free, I watched as my cream oozed out from between her abused lips.

      Pulling herself off the couch, mom stood on wobbly legs; turning she looked down at my still rigid cock. You could see the white froth that clung to it, mute testament to her level of pleasure.

      "Jesus, you're still hard" she whispered in surprise.

      "I always am around you." I said.

      Mom turned and walked towards my bedroom door, she turned and faced me. I couldn't reconcile the fact she was my mother; I saw a sex hungry woman is y hot seed dripping from her belly.

      "Come and get it" Mom whispered; and then stepped into the bedroom.

      God we did it doggy; and then missionary. Then she wanted it cowgirl; and I took her sweet tight ass for a ride. By five in the morning; mom finally dragged herself from the bed, and headed towards the shower.

      I thought about following her, but Christ I had dumped four hot loads into her during the night; I wasn't sure I had any left in my poor aching balls.

      
        When mom came out she was dressed in tight jeans that followed the contour of her ass like a second skin; her fresh blouse was buttoned halfway up, letting me see the deep cleavage between her tanned breasts.

      I rose from the bed and slipped on my robe; it was evident she had decided it was time. Mom watched as I covered my still half hard cock, a soft smile on her lips.

      "You could do it again, couldn't you." She seemed a little awed.

      "Take your clothes off and we'll find out." I challenged her.

      "I would love to baby" mom chuckled. "But his flight is due in at noon, and this old lady needs some sleep." She sighed.

      "Fuck his flight" I said softly. "And you can sleep here." I looked at her.

      "You mean that don't you?" her voice was soft.

      "In a heartbeat" that seemed to be my go to phrase with mom.

      I silently followed mom back to the living room where she gathered her purse and bag. As she walked to the front door I called out to her.

      "So the same time next Friday?" I had to know.

      Mom turned and looked at me for a moment; her eyes seemed to be searching mine.

      "No" God my heart dropped right there. "I'm not waiting that long; why don't you pay your mother a visit say Wednesday afternoon."

      My semi hard cock shot to steel hard in seconds as I realized she was inviting me into the house this time.

      
        "Mom" I said as she reached for the door knob. "I'm getting addicted to you" I admitted softly.

      "That makes two of us" Mom sighed; and then she was gone.

      Sunday I had the opportunity to spend some time with Carol; I admit she has a great body, and I did pump a hot load into her, finally. When we were done and she was dressed to leave, she looked over at me.

      "So when do you see her again?" she asked me.

      "See who?" I glanced up.

      Who...dear God Steve" she laughed. "I'm not just her co-worker, I'm her best friend."

      "Wednesday" I admitted softly. I looked at Carol; "How much do you..." I couldn't ask the whole question.

      "How much do I know?" Carol had a twinkle in her eyes. "Which part, that her name is Sheila not Stella" Carol stepped closer. "Or the fact that you are fucking the living shit out of your mother?" she said.

      "Jesus Christ" I whispered.

      "Its OK baby" she reached up and stroked my cheek. "I haven't seen her happy in years; and honestly I know love when I see it" she said softly.

      "Carol..." I stuttered at her words.

      "Steve; the way I see it you've got two choices. Door number one; break it off now before both of your break your hearts. Door number two; give up the game and settle down." Her words were soft but firm as she stared into my eyes.

      "Personally, I'd take door number two." She said quietly.

      
        I stood rooted to the living room floor as Carol walked out of the apartment. Did I really love her? Was it that evident that even Carol could see something I couldn't?

      I spent the rest of the day and all through Monday trying to sort out my feelings. I loved my mother, I mean shit she's my mom. But did I love Sheila? That was a tough nut to hit.

      My answer actually came Tuesday after work. I could have gone with the guys to the bar, hell I know I would have gotten laid. Instead I passed and headed home. When I entered my apartment, I went to the small dining room table and picked up the small post-it notes from Carol that night; with the various names. I glanced at the photo of mom I kept on the small table by the couch, the same couch I had fucked her on; and crumpled them up and threw them away.

      "Game is on Dad" I whispered the empty room.

      Wednesday, I showered and shaved, cleaning myself in every nook and cranny. As I slipped into my jeans and t-shirt, my phone beeped.

      "Bring your suit" mom's message said.

      I opened my dresser drawer; starting to reach for the normal suit I took to mom and dad's house. I hesitated, and instead picked up the tighter bright blue speedos; time to fire round one, I thought.

      When I pulled into the driveway and stepped out of the car, the warm eighty-five degrees reminded me why my parents had a pool put in. I stepped into the house without knocking, and looked for mom. She wasn't in the living room or dining room, when I entered the kitchen I saw her through the kitchen window.

      She was stretched out on a lounge chair lying on her stomach taking in the sun. Her skin had a light bronze to it I had never noticed before. I followed down her bare back, realizing either she was topless or she had untied her bikini top.

      My eyes drank in the perfect curve of that mature ass, barely encased in a tight yellow bikini bottom. Standing there, I could feel my cock thicken at just seeing her. I quickly stripped out my jeans and shirt, pulling my suit on; I slid open the patio door and stepped outside.

      
        Mom turned at the sound of the sliding door, watching me. She never said a word as I walked across the warm tiles to her chair. I bent down and picked up the small bottle of lotion off the table, and then slid onto my knees on the lounger between her thighs.

      Mom adjusted by opening her thighs more as I got into position. Oiling my hands, I began a gentle massage of her back.

      "Mmmmmmmm" I heard her murmur as I worked the muscles in her back.

      Not a word of protest came out as my hands slid up along her sides, my fingers gently massaging the sides of her breasts. As my hands worked lower, molding her firm thighs, I could hear her breath quicken to my touch.

      I slide my hands up along her inner thighs, listening to a soft moan as my thumbs just grazed the elastic edge of her swimsuit. I slid my fingers under the elastic of her suit bottom, kneading the cheeks of her ass.

      "Ahhhhhhhhh" I heard a soft coo.

      I slid back on my knees, settling between her feet. Without a word of direction, mom flexed one knee and then rolled onto her back. Stretching out she rested one leg on either side of my thighs, her suit drawing tight over her swollen lips.

      I spread lotion up her thighs and sides, then across her taut belly. I have news, age does things to a woman; one of them is it gives her a soft malleable belly that presses so sweetly to you when you couple.

      I heard her grunt softly as I kneaded her belly, slowly working my hands upward. Sliding my hands higher, I cupped her now bare breasts; her breasts were warm against my hands from the sun, and her nipples stood like two pencil erasers

      I leaned down and softly kissed first one nipple and then the other. I could taste her sweat mixed with the lotion on my tongue.

      "Steevvveeee" mom moaned at the touch of my lips.

      
        Her hand came up and her fingers gently ran through my hair as I drew my tongue in slow circles around those hard nubs. Her back arched as she tried to push them into my mouth; not yet, I decided; I wanted her so ready she would cum when I slid inside her.

      I began to slowly kiss my way down her trembling body. As my tongue swirled in her navel, I slid y hands up her thighs, gripping the top of her bikini; slowly I began to slide the small cloth down over her hips.

      Her ass came off the lounger as I slid her suit down. Each foot came up to free the cloth, and when she brought them back down, she spread them wider letting each foot fall wider to rest on the warm tiles on each side of the chair.

      I blew softly on those slick lips, feeling her quiver, and then extending my tongue slid it from the crease of her ass through her sodden lips and across her pulsing clit.

      "Oh shit...oh God...never felt..." mom gasped as I used the tip of my tongue to tease her clit.

      Her hand came back down; this time her fingers curling in my hair as I feasted on her. I felt her ass give a small jump when I sipped my tongue inside her.

      "Oh God Steve...what are you...oh fuck baby..." Mom gurgled above me as I tortured her pussy.

      "I'm stealing you Sheila" I whispered up at her.

      Her head came up off the lounger and she stared down at me. I know the words registered in her lust filled mind; as did the fact I had used her real name.

      I watched her eyes grow wider as I slid one finger into the swamp of her pussy; and at the same time pursed my lips and sucked her hard clit in. Her head suddenly dropped back to the lounger as her hips bucked. Her fingers tightened into talons in my hair as she hung there.

      I had been slow and methodical this time, building her to this moment. I could feel her thighs quiver as I drove my tongue in deep. Curling my finger, I gently scraped the tip across that small rough spot.

      "Oh God...Steve...Steeveeeee...STEEVEEEEEEEEEEE" mom's voice climbed in volume

      
        
      

      Her ass rose off the lounger as she rammed her mound into the bridge of my nose, Her head pressed into the lounger, her feet planted on the warm tile, her body hung suspended in the air for a brief moment.

      "YOUUURRRSSSSSSSS" Mom screamed as her body convulsed.

      Hot juices sprayed out to cover my face as a violent orgasm ripped through her. Her ass bounced on the lounger as first one wave and then a second pulsed out.

      I thought she was going to pull my hair out by the root as she rammed her pelvis into my face. As my tongue lashed her throbbing clit I heard a low growl come from her. I used my other hand to support her ass suspended in the air as I devoured her juices; making a point to noisily lap up the flood that poured out of her.

      As the strength ebbed from her muscles, I slowly lowered her back to the lounger. Her legs trembled and the muscles in her belly continued to flex as small aftershocks rippled through her.

      I pulled my face from between her clenched thighs, and slid my body up her sweat soaked skin. I stared down into her eyes; glassy and filled with lust.

      "I love you mom" I gently kissed her lips.

      "Mmmm no" she shook her head, freeing her lips. "Sheila...call me Sheila baby" she whispered.

      "I love you...Sheila" I told her.

      "Love you...Oh God..." she gasped as I leaned in.

      The fat head of my cock slipped between her folds, stretching her opening. Her eyes locked to mine and she just watched as I eased my body down onto hers.

      "Oh God...Steven..." she grunted as the first few inches slid home.

      
        I wanted to slam home in her; pound the living shit out of her. To just own her right there; but I wanted her to BE owned. So I moved slowly, almost torturous slowly. Inch by slow inch I slid inside her gripping walls.

      Mom's eyes widened as she felt the growing fullness in her belly. She lifted her head and stared between our bodies, watching the thick shaft of my cock disappear inch by inch.

      Mom gave a soft grunt as my full eight inches seated in her. One leg came up and wrapped around my waist, as her hands slid along my sweat soaked back.

      "So good" she whispered softly.

      I wasn't done; I gripped the sides of the lounger, and pulled myself down more; using my full weight I pressed in...deeper and deeper. What I wanted to do was risky; for some women it could be painful so gentle was necessary. I ground my pelvis down onto mom's mound, watching her eyes.

      "Oh God...Steven..." Mom groaned as her clit was mashed between our bodies.

      I slowly rotated my body, grinding into her; edging my body just a bit higher I suddenly felt it. The tip of my cock pressed lightly against her spongy cervix.

      Mom reached up and gripped my biceps in surprise, her eyes wide. Her leg around my waist tightened, and I felt a shudder run through her body.

      "Steve...what are you...oh fuck..." she grunted softly.

      Like a tidal wave I watched it roll over her; her eyes slowly rolling back, as her breasts pressed against my chest. She quivered for a moment, and then her hips gave a huge lurch.

      "Cum Sheila" I whispered in her ear.

      "Oh...my...fucking...GAAAWWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Mom screeched.

      
        I applied the pressure against her cervix again, gently not slamming in; just a rise of fullness in her belly. A hot splash of fluids against my pelvis signaled her release as she convulsed under me.

      "Cummming...oh fuck...cummingggggggggg...Steveeeeevvveeeeeee" she keened.

      As I felt her walls tighten around my shaft, I slowly pulled back and then powered down into her. You could hear the wet squelch of my cock filling her, followed by her soft grunt with every thrust.

      "Ghaaa...Stee...ungghhhh..." Mom's gurgled.

      "I'm going to fill you" I told her. "Feel it Sheila...I'm cumming...inside you." My voice was raspy as I plowed into her.

      "Oh my God yes...please...inside..." she whimpered.

      I felt her nails slowly drag down my biceps as my balls tightened. I couldn't have stopped at that moment if I had wanted to; and I didn't. I WANTED this woman more than anyone in my life.

      I felt my cock jerk deep inside her, as hot cum spewed into her spasming cunt. Her eyes stared up at me as I pumped load after load into her belly. God I thought I was never going to stop cumming.

      As my balls emptied their precious cargo, I relaxed on top of her. Mom's leg unwound but both arms wrapped around me, her hands resting flat on my back. My head nestled into the crook of her shoulder as I tried to catch my breath. Mom tilted her head, bringing her lips against my ear.

      "You want to replace him, don't you." Her voice was warm and husky.

      "Yes" I admitted

      "Well; consider yourself successful young man" she lightly kissed my neck.

      Later we stood in the kitchen as I slowly put my jeans and shirt back on. Mom leaned against the counter and watched me as I dressed. It felt odd, this tie I was the one leaving; and suddenly I hated it.

      
        
      

      "First you seduced me" he words were slow and measured, as if she was thinking each word. "Then, you fucked me like no other man." I heard her sigh softly.

      "Now...you made love...to every inch of me" he eyes never left my face. "Are you competing?" she asked quietly.

      "Am I winning?" I asked as I straightened my shirt.

      "Baby" mom stepped over.

      I couldn't help but notice the small trickle leak from her suit bottom and down her thigh as she moved; my cum seeping from her sore pussy.

      "You've already won." She leaned up and softly kissed my lips.

      I can't describe the feeling that swept through me; the joy and pain. I had just stolen someone's wife; and more, I had stolen my father's wife. But I didn't care, I wanted her, and now she was mine.

      "He is going to Denver this weekend." Mom said quietly.

      "Another one of his business trips" I asked.

      "If you consider banging your twenty-two year old secretary business then yes." There was no sadness or bitterness in her voice; only a simple statement of fact.

      "Leave him" I said flatly.

      Mom looked carefully at me, silent for a moment, and then her face seemed to change, as if she made a decision.

      "I want you to pick me up Saturday morning." She said. "I'll be waiting, about ten." She said.

      
        I looked at her puzzled but that seemed to be the end of the conversation. I walked to my car alone; and realized I didn't like this sensation of leaving. Something I had never considered of the women I had been with. Being on the other side of the coin was definitely enlightening.

      On Saturday morning, I pulled into the driveway, and found mom already waiting. She was dressed differently than I had seen her before. She had on a knee length dress that was gray and almost somber. I did admire those legs from the knees down, and the curve of her breasts in that form fitting top; but she looked business, so I didn't make any advances.

      Mom stepped off the porch with a small bag that she placed into the back seat. She slid into the passenger seat before I could even get out of the car.

      For the next forty minutes I drove, and mom gave me directions. We didn't chat much; she didn't seem to be in the mood for idle chatter. I was a bit surprised when my last turn brought us down the long dirt path in one of the city cemeteries.

      Mom climbed from the car and went to the backseat. She pulled three flowers out of her bag; two red roses and a single daisy.

      "Come on" she told me as she closed the car door.

      I wasn't much for the morbidity of death; I preferred life and all it had to offer. But, mom's words didn't offer any rebuttal so I climbed out and followed her.

      Silently mom walked through the rows of gravestones until she reached a plot that held one large head stone and one smaller one. Kneeling down she placed a rose on each side of the large head stone.

      "You've never visited your grandparents have you?" she said softly.

      "No" I said. "I guess it never really occurred to me." I watched her. "I guess I prefer to remember them alive." I added quietly.

      Mom just nodded, and then stepped over to the smaller stone. Bending down, she laid the daisy at the stone and then stared for a moment.

      
        "Her name was Megan" mom said softly. "We had been friends and neighbors since I was literally born"

      I watched mom reach out and run her fingers over the top of the stone. She turned and looked at me, there was such sadness in her face I wanted to reach down and hold her.

      "She died...in childbirth...twenty-five years ago." I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach.

      Mom stood and laced her fingers in my one hand, she looked back at the stone, and then into my eyes. I could see the pain and tears in her eyes as she spoke.

      "It was her idea...the big goof." She sighed. "I was getting married, and Megan had come up with the idea of this big bachelorette party. You know the kind; a lot of alcohol, a lot of giggling women; and a very hunky stripper."

      I saw a brief smile on her lips as she stood there and relived the past.

      "I wouldn't do it" Mom sighed again. "I couldn't, I was a faithful wife. Now Megan; God she had the sex drive of a nymphomaniac." I heard mom give a small laugh.

      "She fucked him senseless" she looked at me. "Two months later she told me she was pregnant."

      Mom reached out and took my other hand; she stood there in the cold wind, staring into my eyes.

      "When she died, her parents had disowned her; they were going to put the baby into a home." Her eyes filled with tears. "I couldn't let you...him...oh God" she sighed.

      "She's my mother?" I was incredulous.

      "You were all I had left of Megan; I loved you as much as I loved her." Mom choked. "I always wanted to tell you; but was afraid...afraid I would lose you."

      "Wait" a thought slammed into my brain. "Is she's my mother...then you're not..." I stumbled over the words.

      
        
      

      "That depends" she smiled at me. "If you talking about the woman who gave birth to you...then no I'm not." She sighed. "If you're talking about the woman who raised you, kissed your owies, and watched your school programs...the yes I'm your mother."

      "What about dad" I had to ask the question.

      Mom gave a sigh and stared at our coupled hands. "He never was in favor really, but he did it because I made him." She looked up at me. "That's why you always thought he was a bit distant."

      "Bastard" I muttered.

      "Well, you don't have to worry about it" she said softly. "When he gets back from Denver the divorce papers will be waiting for him on the kitchen table."

      I stared in shock at her. This was my parents for all intents, and she had just told me she was getting a divorce. Then, that forbidden thought crept into my mind.

      "Why now?" I asked her.

      "Before I answer that; you have a choice" she looked at me. "Take me to my old house, I tear up the papers and life goes on." She tried to read my expression. "Or take me to my new house...and I'll never leave again." She whispered.

      I stared at her for a moment. "Get in the car." I told her.

      "Steven..." she started to say.

      "Get in the damn car" I repeated.

      I drove and thought at the same time. A lot of things were going through my mind at the same time, but there was one thing I was VERY sure of.

      
        Mom sat silent, watching the road, I suspect trying to figure out which way I was driving. I admit I took a bit of malicious glee in taking a different route, which caught her completely off guard.

      Mom turned and stared at me as I pulled into the parking lot of my apartment building. I could see her eyes glitter with tears, and see the relief in her face. Did she honestly think I could refuse her?

      "Steven...are you sure?" she asked softly.

      I leaned over and reached past her knees, taking the emergency house key out of my glove compartment. Sorry I'm male, locking myself out had happened before. I handed mom the key.

      "Get upstairs." I told her.

      I didn't even watch her as she walked away; instead I went around the car and pulled her bag out of the back seat. By the time I entered my apartment and set down the bag, Mom was standing in the living room.

      "Steven..." was al she got out before I wrapped her in my arms; my lips crushing into hers.

      "Mmmmmmm" mom moaned as our tongues dueled.

      I pulled back, my hands finding the top of her dress zipper at her back. You could hear the sound as I slowly drew the tab downward.

      "Does that answer your question?" I asked softly.

      "God yes" mom panted as she tried to catch her breath from our kiss.

      She stepped closer, bringing her head alongside mine, our cheeks pressed together. I could feel her hot breath against my ear.

      "Finish what you started" she husked. "Take me from your father." She nipped lightly at my ear lobe.

      
        "So tell me" I said with a chuckle. "What should I call you?"

      "When you kiss me like that; call me Sheila" I saw a sparkle in her eyes. "And when you fuck me...call me mom."

      "And when I cum inside you?" I rasped.

      "Call me any damn thing you want baby" mom all but growled.

    
  
    
      Revenge of a Nerd

      I know the proper term today is Geek; but let's face it; a nerd is still a nerd. I should know because I am a nerd. My name is Riley and I live in Boston with my parents. At twenty I am in my second year at MIT with a major in Biomedical Engineering; and yes I have straight A's and I am a full ride scholarship.

      Just so you know, I'm also a virgin and yes I live in my parents basement; so suck my dick. It really isn't a bad arrangement. Dad converted most of the downstairs into a self sustained apartment for me. I have my own kitchen, bedroom and living room. Frankly I can go days and not see my parents. I use the back kitchen door that leads to the stairs, so I rarely come through the front of the house.

      Yes, I like my video games; but I also spend a fair amount of time on my Peloton. Just because I'm a nerd doesn't mean I don't like staying in shape. Honestly I'm still a virgin as much through choice as I am through personality. The empty headed blondes most jocks go to just aren't my thing, they never were.

      Frankly sex never really rated that high on my agenda, until recently. And if you want to poke fun at that, don't forget that by the time I'm thirty, I'll be making twice the money in salary you ever dreamed of. I just figured there would always be time for that later, once I got my life together.

      What started my interest in sex was something so unplanned; I never saw it coming. It started when a guy named Frank visited the house. It wasn't Frank himself that got me hormonally charged, sorry guys I don't swing that way. It was what Frank was doing that so caught me off guard. Frank was fucking the living shit, out of my mom.

      
        I think I better set the rest of the story here, if you know what I mean. My mom Carol is a college professor; no slouch herself. Honestly I never really knew what mom's body looked like, until that day. She always was dressed in mid length skirts and loose tops; which pretty much hid what I saw spread out on her bed that afternoon.

      My dad is a chemist at one of the large pharmaceutical companies; and no his name is NOT Frank; it's David. He kind of fits the nerd image a bit more than me; he's smart, very smart, but he's also buried in his work. For me that wasn't a bad deal; he paid my bills and pretty much left me on my own; which fit my twenty year old lifestyle just perfect.

      Apparently that hands off approach did not translate well for mom. Because beneath that proper professor image; was a pure bred slut. Let me explain.

      I had come home from class a bit early on a Friday. I knew dad would be working late, he had mentioned it at dinner the night before. I parked in the driveway and immediately headed around the house to the kitchen door.

      I changed into my gym shorts and spent about thirty minutes running a routine on my Peloton; and had decided to cool off with a drink and some game time on the computer; before mom had dinner. The only problem was, I hadn't gone shopping yet, and while water is fine I really wanted a cold beer. Yeah I know; twenty-one to drink; the nice thing about living with parents who hardly noticed you, was you could drink what you wanted.

      I headed up to the kitchen, figuring I would pilfer a couple of beers from the folks fridge. I had my shorts on and a towel around my shoulders as I pulled two cold ones out and set them on the counter. I was just about to twist the top off when I heard my mother's voice.

      "Come on baby, we don't have much time" I heard her say.

      I glanced at the clock, it was only three-thirty; she was home damned early. I started to call out to her I was home; when I slammed my mouth shut at the next voice.

      "Is someone horny" I heard a male voice chuckle.

      The only words I caught from mom as the pair headed for the stairs was "cock and "fuck hard". I stood there shocked, was this really my staid proper mother? Was I in the wrong house?

      
        I decided to give them a minute so I headed back downstairs and stashed the two cold brews in my own fridge; and then I headed back up. I crossed through the kitchen and into the main hallway where the stairs were.

      The first thing I found was mom's blouse lying on the stairs, and that was followed by a shirt I didn't recognize. By the time I had climbed the stairs and gone down the hall to the master bedroom door, I encountered almost every article of clothing she had been wearing. God, she was stripping as they went, I was numb.

      Worse was bending down to pick up her discarded panties right outside her bedroom door. Just holding them in my hand told me how damp they were, and the pungent odor of her sex wafted to my nose. I started to raise them to my face, when mom's voice broke through the silence.

      "Oh fuck yes, eat me baby" I heard her through the door.

      I dropped the panties where I had found them, and slowly turned the knob, easing the door open just a couple of inches. I peeked around the corner of the cracked door and into the room. Mom and dad had their bed positioned so the foot faced the door, thank God for my luck.

      What I saw; well let me just say this twenty year old who had never been interested in sex before, went from limp to rock hard in less than three seconds.

      Mom was stretched out on her back on the bed; her knees bent and spread wide open. Lying between her spread thighs, was a young guy no more than my age; with his face buried between her firm thighs.

      And I do mean firm; I was entranced as I saw my mother nude for the first time. She had long tapered legs that led to full firm thighs, which were currently wrapped around the guys head. Her breasts jutted straight up; I mentally calculated they were probably a nice set of 36 C's or D's.

      She was squeezing her breasts with both hands, making her rock hard nipples stand up like two pencil erasers. I could hear the slurping and sucking as the guy feasted on her. I couldn't see much else because the guys head was in the way.

      "Oh fuck...don't stop...close..." I heard mom moan.

      
        They guy named Frank did exactly what she told him too, he didn't stop. It only took a few moments and I saw her thighs start to quiver.

      "Oh God...here it comes..." she moaned. "Yes...YES...YEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Mom wailed.

      I could actually hear the guy swallow as mom exploded into his mouth. I had the sudden urge to reach down for my throbbing cock in my shorts; but I kept watching.

      Mom shook and trembled through her orgasm; and then the guy raised his head from her heaving body. I watched as he slid up her still shaking body. Now propped on his arms; her legs splayed wide open; I could just see under him. I saw her soaking wet lips as he reached down and pressed the head of his cock at her entrance.

      "Time for the main event" Frank rumbled.

      "Fuck me...oh God fuck me" I heard mom moan.

      "Nnnnggggggggggg" Mom moaned.

      I watched what had to be eight or nine inches of hard cock slice through her like a hot knife through butter. She was so fucking wet there was almost no resistance.

      I wasn't getting much of a view for the first few strokes, and then mom brought her legs up, wrapping them around his waist, locking her ankles.

      "Fuck me...fuck me...she chanted.

      Now my view was better, and I could see the white froth of her excitement as the guy pounded her hungry pussy.

      "Need this...Oh God yes...don't stop...fuck me" Mom babbled.

      
        I admit it, by this time my shorts were at my knees, my hand was wrapped around my cock; and I was stroking away. My hand matched Frank's hips as I thought of sinking my own nine inches of meat into her.

      "Oh shit" the guy grunted.

      "Fuck yes" Mom panted

      I suppressed my own groan.

      "Going to cum" he told her.

      "Inside, fill me" Mom granted him permission.

      I felt my balls pulse with the thought.

      "Awww shittttttt" I heard Frank moan

      "Yesssssssssssssss" Mom cooed

      I blew every fucking drop my balls had all over her bedroom door. How I didn't scream out as I emptied I don't know; but I managed to keep quiet. Realizing what I had done, I pulled the towel from around my neck and tried to wipe away the evidence.

      I staggered back down the hall, downstairs and to the kitchen. I grabbed a cold bottle of water and took a big swig to wet my parched throat. Christ they must have banged and then bought it, because it wasn't five minutes or more and I heard them in the living room.

      "How about next week?" I heard him ask.

      "We'll see" God she suddenly sounded so flat. It was as if she had gotten what she wanted and couldn't get him out of the house fast enough.

      
        I heard him mumble something about a second round; and then mom cut him off.

      "Look Frank" her voice was clipped. "You're a good student; and a good fuck." She told him. "Let's just keep it that way."

      I heard him try to say something else, but the closing front door cut him off. Mom was heading towards the kitchen when I heard her sigh.

      "I've had better" her voice seemed sad.

      I scrambled for the stairs leading down to my apartment. For the rest of the afternoon I hid downstairs; and then realized I needed to make an appearance as if I had gotten home. I slipped back upstairs and opened then closed the back door loud.

      "Riley?" I heard mom from the living room.

      "Hey mom" I called back.

      "Dinner will be in an hour" mom yelled at me.

      I acknowledged her and headed to my room. All the way through dinner I couldn't help but watch her. This woman who I had always seen as my staid simple mom had been transformed. Now, she was a cheating, two-timing slut.

      I spent my night trying to think of how I was going to tell dad. I mean how do you say to your father; oh by the way, your wife is a whore who fucks her students? I was screwed, and I knew it.

      I watched mom closely over the next three days; I figured if I could get her in the act again, and maybe this time remember my cell phone; at least I would have some evidence. Mom didn't fail me.

      I had been cutting the last class of the day, and let's be real; I knew the material; class was an excuse to get out of the house. I aced my quiz the following Friday and beat a fast path home.

      
        Sure enough, I wasn't home half an hour and I heard the front door. Glancing at the clock I saw once again it was about three-thirty. I gave them about fifteen minutes and grabbed my cell phone and then headed upstairs.

      This time I was dressed in my workout pants since I had been waiting for her. I slipped my phone into my pocket and crept down the hallway to the master bedroom door. I hadn't encountered any discarded clothing this time, so I was a bit worried. I didn't need to be. As I eased the door open and peeked inside, the first thing I saw was mom's dress, shoes and panties scattered on the floor. The next thing absolutely floored me.

      Mom was kneeling on the bed, and God help me she was sideways staring into the mirror from her dresser. Behind her knelt a sandy haired guy who I knew wasn't much older than me.

      "Come on Tony, fuck me" mom growled.

      "Jesus you're a slut" the guy behind her groaned.

      "Then FUCK me like one" mom hissed.

      I stared as his cock slid in and out of her, I could see her white froth coating his shaft. Her ass cheeks shook every time he slammed into her; and she moaned with every thrust.

      For the first time I got a clear view of her breasts as they swung under her. God they were fantastic. They had to be 36 D's at the least I thought. They were heavy and full and swayed as the guy pounded into her. They were capped with swollen hard nipples that just begged to be sucked.

      Unlike Frank, poor Tony didn't seem to be as aggressive, and this seemed to be frustrating mom.

      "Come on baby, fuck me harder" she told him.

      For one thing, I suddenly realized that where Frank was probably eight or so inches, Tony was maybe seven; just a bit smaller. I wondered if that had anything to do with it.

      I watched mom bunch the sheets in her fists, and slam her ass back hard, nearly toppling the poor guy backwards.

      
        
      

      "FUCK ME" she yelled.

      That seemed to perk the guy up and he started really hammering at her.

      "Oh fuck yes...use that cunt..." mom moaned.

      Tony was so focused on fucking her all he could get out was soft grunts as he drove into her ass. In a way I felt sorry for the guy, mom was much more woman that he apparently could handle.

      "Oh shit...fuck..." the guy suddenly moaned.

      "Not yet baby...I'm not..." mom started to tell him.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Tony moaned and I watched his body spasm.

      "Shit" I heard a soft explosion from mom.

      "God that was fantastic" Tony sighed as he slowed down.

      "Yeah baby" I could see the frustration and disgust on mom's face.

      I quietly slipped away and headed back to my apartment. Remembering every vision, I began to get a new vision of mom. I thought carefully of dad, and how he might be in the bedroom.

      I sat down at my computer and pulled up google. For the next hour I surfed the net and studied female behavior. What I read surprised me, but also gave me a logical explaination for what I was seeing.

      Mom and dad had been married for over twenty years. My father really was your typical nerd; quiet and soft spoken. What some psychologist theorized, was that when some women hit menopause; their sex drive accelerated.

      
        This would explain why mom was suddenly so into sex and not dad. It was also researched how many women fantasized about being the total opposite of what they really were. For mom, it had been a life of quiet normalcy. What she had sought was what she had never been, a total slut.

      That explained why the reaction to Frank's aggression, and her disgust as Tony blew his load too soon. She wanted to be used in ways life had never let her be used.

      As I read the studies, a thought began to form in my mind. Here was an opportunity, for both mom and me. For her to have the experience to become that which she had never been; and a chance for me to prove I wasn't the nerd everyone thought I was.

      I had seven days to prepare, I realized. Mom seemed to stick to the Friday pattern. Dad worked late, I had late class; and she had access to boy toys. That meant if she kept to her pattern, she would show up at home next Friday, with another student in tow.

      This time, I had other plans. Plans that would satisfy her so she wouldn't keep looking outside the house; and plans to end my twenty years of virginity.

      I spent the next four days watching porn, and I mean watching not jerking off to it. I quickly learned there was a huge difference between a slut and a whore. My mother wanted to be a slut, but she was not a whore. There was also a difference between control and dominance; she wanted a man in control; but tying her up and whipping her was definitely not in the picture.

      I watched film after film how men seduced and took control of their women. I watched clip after clip of ways a man could fuck a woman. God, I never realized there were so many positions until that week.

      By Thursday I had soaked up everything I could, it was time to take everything I had learned, and see where this would go. I knew that last Friday's little adventure with Tony had left mom frustrated. That meant she would be especially needy tomorrow.

      When dad once again mentioned he would be working late tomorrow, I saw mom's eyes light up. Yeah right bitch, I thought; go ahead and think you'll be having some student of yours banging your box.

      The next day I cut both my last two classes and headed back home. It was just a little before two so I had plenty of time. I headed downstairs and threw on my workout shorts. I skipped my shirt and underwear, I wanted to be ready.

      
        
      

      I ran a forty minute routine on the Peloton to make sure I had worked up a good sweat. Everything I had read about pheromones was about to be tested, I figured.

      At three I hit the kitchen upstairs, pulling out a bottle of water from the fridge. I just stood at the kitchen counter, dripping sweat down my chest, and waited.

      Sure enough just about three-thirty and I heard the front door. I waited for about thirty seconds, and then walked through the kitchen door into the living room.

      "We don't have much time" I heard mom say. What, was that her tag line I almost laughed.

      "Hey mom" I said, surprised at how calm my voice was.

      "Riley" mom's head whipped around and she stared at me.

      Sure as shit, there was number three standing behind her, a shocked expression on his face. It wasn't Frank or Tony; and quite frankly at that point I didn't give a shit what his name was. Calmly I walked over and stood inches from my mother.

      "You...can go home now" I said to the young man.

      Mom's mouth worked but no sound came out. The guy looked between me and mom for a moment.

      "She said..," he started to complain.

      "I know what she said" I tried to keep my voice icy calm. "There won't be any pussy for you today junior...go home." I stared at him.

      "Riley" mom gasped beside me.

      Her eyes grew wider as she spoke, just the act of speaking had caused her to take a deep breath, and I saw the scent of my sweat covered body hit her nostrils.

      
        
      

      I just stared the kid down for a moment, and then he finally sighed and headed out the door. Once the door was closed, I turned on mom.

      "Let's go" I said as I gripped her wrist.

      Mom was so stunned she actually let me lead her to the stairs before she finally started to gather her wits.

      "Riley, what are you doing" she asked.

      "Just say I know everything" I told her as we hit the top of the stairs.

      "Riley..." I cut her off this time.

      "Shouldn't you be stripping by now...slut" I said.

      "Riley" her eyes grew wide again. "I'm your mother, you can't..." I stopped her cold. It was time to see if truly being controlling worked; time to see if the psychology papers about sexual mindset had any truth to them.

      "You're not my mother right now" I looked into her eyes. "You're my slut."

      Before she could react I leaned down and mashed my lips to hers, quickly sliding my tongue into her hot mouth, exploring.

      "Mmmmmmmm" I heard a soft moan. Oh yes, this really was working.

      I steered her down the hall without removing my lips, backing her into her bedroom. By the time I separated my mouth from hers, she looked around dazed.

      "Take off the dress" I told her.

      
        "You can't be serious" she whispered.

      She was wearing a mid length dress that buttoned in the front, so I decided to a little show on control was in order. I reached out and gripped the front of her dress. With a quick jerk buttons went flying across the bedroom. Her dress gaped open showing her white laced bra.

      "Is that serious enough?" I asked.

      "Oh God" mom moaned.

      "Either you take it off, or I'll rip it off, and you can explain to my father" I told her.

      Mom shrugged her shoulders and tugged the top of her dress the rest of the way off. As it fell to the floor at her feet, I finally got the chance to appreciate the view up close.

      My mother is forty-six years old; and her body put half the porn models I had seen to shame. Her bra barely held in the globes of her breasts; full firm flesh that threatened to spill out at any moment. I could see her nipples through the lace fabric, and I swore they were already hard. Her matching lace panties were pulled up tight into an almost wedge against the swollen lips of her pussy; and there was no mistaking the dark stain of her juices on the white cloth.

      "Such a horny little slut" I told her, seeing her eyes flash.

      I put my hands on her shoulders and pressed down, it didn't take much for her to understand as she slowly lowered to her knees in front of me. Her eyes locked to the obvious bulge in my shorts, and I knew I had her.

      "Go ahead, take it out" I told her. "Find out what you're dealing with" I chuckled.

      "This is wrong" I heard her whisper. Yet her trembling hands rose and found the elastic waist of my shorts and began to slide them downward.

      This was the one factor I had gambled on. I remembered her reaction to Frank, and her frustration with Tony. Size did seem to matter to her to some degree, and size was something I had. I watched her eyes widen as almost nine inches of hard cock slid into view.

      
        "God help me" I heard her whisper.

      "God ahead, suck it" I told her.

      "Riley...this is wrong" she barely choked out.

      Once again that didn't seem to stop her body, as I felt her warm hand wrap around my cock. She seemed almost hypnotized, so I decided to play this harder.

      "It may be wrong, but you're going to suck it anyway" I told her. "Because you're such a slut...mother" I let the sarcasm drip from my voice with the last word.

      I saw her eyes flash again, and she leaned in, opening her mouth; and I watched as I lost my first sexual virginity as my mother swallowed my cock.

      "Oh Goddddd" I couldn't help the moan as heat surrounded my cock.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" I felt her hum through my entire groin.

      She slid her mouth over half way down, and then with the most obscene sucking noise, pulled back. I felt a spasm run through my body as her head began to bob up and down on my cock; God she was really sucking it, my mother was sucking my cock. I wanted to blow my load down her throat right then.

      "Take your panties off" I grated down at her.

      With one hand still gripping my thick shaft, she reached down and pulled her panties over her hips. She twisted her body as she pulled them over her legs and dropped them on the floor. Through the entire process her mouth never missed a beat as she sucked my pulsing cock.

      I slid my hands down her smooth back, feeling her skin under my fingers. Finding the catch to her bra, I popped it open and pulled it free over her arms. She arched her back, offering her freed breasts to me, but I had other thoughts.

      
        I knew I wouldn't last long in her hot mouth. Not only ever article I had read said that; but every nerve fiber in my body screamed it. I wanted our final joining to last, and the only way to do that was to take the edge off my balls. I slid my hands back up her back and wrapped my fingers in her hair.

      "Slut's shouldn't suck" I grunted. "They should be fucked" I jerked my hips forward.

      I heard her gag as well over half my cock drove into her mouth; I could feel the head hit the back of her throat. Her eyes flew open wide as I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth.

      "Take it slut, take that cock" I grunted.

      "Unnggggg uullkkkk" I heard her moan and then choke as I drove even deeper into her throat.

      I could feel a hot pinch in my balls and I knew I was getting close. I jerked her head back by her hair, my cock springing free with a loud pop. I looked down at her. Tears stained her cheeks, and a trail of spit ran from one corner of her mouth. Yet, her eyes blazed with lust.

      "What do you want slut" I rumbled at her.

      "Cum" she gasped up at me. "Want...your cum" she panted as she struggled to catch her breath.

      "Whose cum...say it" I demanded.

      "God no...please" she whimpered.

      "Then you don't get it" I told her. I hoped everything I had read was right; and with her next words, mom confirmed it.

      "My son's...she gasped. "I want my son's cum...please" she begged softly.

      "Then take it" I rumbled again.

      
        I heard a gag as I drove myself in to the root. I could feel her nose against my pubic bone; and then I pulled her face back. She choked and gasped for air; and then I drove in again.

      Her hands came up, gripping the cheeks of my ass, her nails digging into the flesh as I fucked her mouth like a madman. I was beyond control as I felt the boiling in my balls climbing.

      "Fuck...going to cum" I warned her. "Drink it mom" I told her.

      "Mmmmmnggggggggggggggggggggg" her moan turned to a slow gurgle as I flood her mouth.

      My first orgasm created by a female, and it was my loving mother on her knees, taking my cream. I watched as a glob of white ooze seep from the corner of her mouth as a second thick wad rocketed in. God I thought my nuts were going to melt right off. I had never felt anything this good in my life. Yet, I wanted more.

      Jerking my still spasming cock free, the last trickle of my seed erupting across her face. I reached down and gripped under her arms, and pulled up.

      "Riley...what are...Aiieeeeeeee" she screetched as I lifted her up and just tossed her onto the bed.

      She lay on her back at the foot of the bed, her legs hanging over the edge. I worked on pure instinct as I dropped to my knees and jerked her legs apart.

      "Riley...oh baby...RILLEEYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" mom wailed as I buried my face between her thighs.

      Just like I had seen Frank do that first time, I rammed my tongue between her fat lips, and drove deep. I used every trick I had seen in the hours of porn movies. I sucked her fat lips in, I probed her gushing pussy, I tortured her clit with the tip of my tongue.

      All the way through mom clawed at the sheets of the bed, babbling my name over and over as I devoured her. God, her taste overwhelmed me and I couldn't get enough of her.

      "Oh God Riley...what are you doing...oh fuck yes eat me" mom panted above me. "Oh my God...Oh my God I'm cumming...don't stop...fuck yesssss" her body convulsed under me and I never slowed.

      
        
      

      I sucked her clit into my mouth, and slid my hand between her thighs. Just as her ass bucked I rammed two fingers into her soaked depths.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit...can't...no more..can't...Oh my God..AGGAAIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNN" Mom wailed as another orgasm roared through her.

      I felt her literally flop under me on the bed as a wave rolled through her, I gave her orgasm a moment to cool; until her entire body just lay there quivering; and then pulling my face free, rose to my knees. It was time to end my virginity, right in her pussy.

      "Such a good slut" I whiuspered down at her.

      "Son's..slut..slllUUTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT OHHHHH FUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKK" mom screamed as I rammed every inch I had into her.

      I was no longer a virgin as I felt her tight walls wrap around my cock like a hot glove. It was incredible,

      I had never felt anything like it. How had I not have been interested in sex, I wondered. I held still just savoring the sensations, and realized for once the internet had been right. If I hadn't dumped my first load down her throat, I would have blown my nuts just from being inside her.

      I reached down and gripped her waist, slowly pulling back; feeling her walls grip me as I slid out until just the crowned head lay nestled between her lips.

      "Time to take my slut for a ride" I told her in a hoarse voice.

      Before she could say anything, I slammed back home. Mom's eyes snapped open wide, her back arching as my hips slapped into her pelvis. I watched those heavy breasts wobble from the force of my thrust.

      I slid my hands over her soft belly, taking a handful of her tits in each palm. I pinched her hard nipples between my fingers and thumbs as I pounded in again. I used her breasts to pull her body into me, driving to drive as deep as I could.

      
        ""Oh God baby" Mom gasped as she stared up at me. "Fuck me, don't ever stop fucking me" she begged.

      I remembered her frustration with Tony, and began to slowly increase my speed. The wet sound of her pussy sucking me in; mixed with the scent of sex and sweat filled the air.

      "No other men, ever again" I husked down at her.

      "No men...only you...only you..." Mom moaned as my hips became a blur.

      "You're my slut now" I told her as I started putting everything I had into fucking her.

      "Yours...never...Ghaaa...Nggghhhh...unnnnnnn" mom slowly devolved down into animal sounds as I pounded into her.

      I felt her full thighs slide up to my hips, her legs wrapping around my waist. Her heels drummed against my ass when she locked her ankles behind my low back trapping me inside her.

      "Come on me mom" I told her. "come on your son's fat dick."

      That did the trick; I felt her body grow rigid as she arched her back, driving her dripping pussy into my thrusts. Her eyes slowly rolled back until all I saw was the whites.

      Sweat trickled down my chest as I hammered her relentlessly. If this was what she wanted I was going to give it to her. I felt hot juices gush out around my cock as her body vibrated under me.

      "Cumming...oh God...cummminnnggggggggggggggggggg" she gave a low growl.

      Her tight walls clamped around my cock as I felt them ripple along my shaft. A red flush spread from her cheeks down her neck and across her chest as she washed my cock with her cream.

      "So am I" I grunted as my nuts began to hit critical.

      
        "Oh God...you don't have...condom..." Mom groaned out; but her hips never stopped moving.

      She was right; I was buried inside her bareback. I couldn't remember if her students before had been wearing protection before or not. Honestly, at that point I really didn't care. I was about to blow the first load of my life inside a live pussy. I couldn't have stopped if my life depended on it.

      I drove in hard and deep, my cock buried completely inside her as my body lowered down. I felt her breasts press against my chest, and then her arms wrap around me, holding me close.

      "I love you mom" I whispered as my body jerked.

      "Cum baby...cum" mom moaned.

      "Oh Goddddddddddddd" I moaned as the first volley traveled the length of my cock and burst free deep inside her.

      "I feel it, Oh Riley I feel itttt" she moaned into my ear. "Fill me baby"

      We just lay there entangled in each others arms as I fired wad after wad into her. God, how could I have so much cum after the first round? I emptied what felt like a half a gallon of hot seed inside her eager belly. I could even feel it seeping out around my cock as the third thick spurt pumped into her.

      "Thank you...oh God thank you" Mom started gently kissing my neck and cheek as her body quivered under me.

      By the time I had finished my balls ached from unloading into her. I felt the first true satisfaction of having sex, and realized I would be wanting this again and again.

      Her legs slowly relaxed and slid from around my waist. I pulled myself up out of her embrace. As I rose to my feet I looked down at my mother. She lay sprawled across her bed, sweat glistening on her breasts as hot cum slowly oozed from between her pussy lips.

      What do you say when you've just fucked the shit out of your mother? When you've just lost your virginity to the same woman who gave birth to you?

      
        "Next time, I'm taking your ass" I told her with a grin; and then walked from the bedroom.

      The following Monday I met with my guidance counselor, and asked about taking a CLEPP for my last class. It was a basic chemical electronics class and qualified so I set the test for the following week.

      For those that don't know, a CLEPP lets you take a test, that if passed gives you credit for any class listed in your major that is a 'building block' or base class towards some more advanced study. I had no doubt I would pass the test, hell I had skipped how many classes and just aced the last two tests.

      What that did was remove my last class of the day for Monday Wednesday; and you got it...Friday. I spent the rest of the week doing something I had never thought of before, I watched dad. Not my mother, I watched my father interact with her.

      Oh there were a few pecks on the cheek; but there were some things missing. Subtle touches, lingering kisses; and the most notable was that they went to bed at separate times.

      I decided that if dad was going to open that door I was damned well going to step through.

      That following Friday I delayed leaving for class until dad had left for his office. I walked into the kitchen to find mom standing by the kitchen counter finishing her coffee. I knew I only had a few minutes so I needed to move fast. I walked up behind mom and reached up under that conservative skirt, gripping the elastic waist of her panties. With a swift jerk I brought the thin cloth to her knees.

      "Get them off" mom's head snapped around and she stared at me.

      "Riley, we can't...Nnnggggggggggggg" mom's voice turned into a groan as my hand shot under her skirt again, this time two fat fingers driving between your damp lips.

      "We can and we will" I hissed in her ear as I ground the heel of my hand against her clit.

      "Oh God...how...who..." mom's voice quavered as she stared at me in shock.

      She gripped the counter until her knuckles turned white as her knees threatened to buckle under her. I pumped my fingers into her now dripping cunt. With a smile I jerked my hand out from between her thighs.

      
        
      

      "Oh God no...so close" mom groaned.

      "Three thirty...sharp" I whispered in her ear, and headed out the front door.

      I got home about two thirty, which gave me time to change out of my slacks and shirt, putting only a pair of stretch workout pants on. True to form, fight as she might, my mother's hormonal needs brought her through the front door at three sharp.

    
  
    
      Right Place

      Myra Fennington looked up from the television at the sound of the front door. She watched as her daughter Shelly half walked and half stomped from the front door past the living room entry and up the stairs. She glanced up at the clock on the wall and sighed. It wasn't even ten and Shelly was home all ready? she thought.

      Raising from the couch she quietly slipped up the stairs, as she padded on bare feet down the hall she could hear the slam of a closet door followed by the thump of shoes being thrown on the floor.

      This doesn't bode well, she mused to herself. Shelly had been excited not more than two hours ago when she had left for prom. Being back this early, and alone, definitely did not bode well.

      Myra has spent eighteen years raising her daughter alone. A single mother, she had never married. Instead she had focused on family and her career selling real estate. The house bust of 2008 had hit the Fennington house hard; it had been tough times for Myra, but she had hung in where other agents threw up their hands and quit.

      Now, ten years later, she was the experienced agent buyers were coming to, and her patience had paid off. Recent sales of three homes over a million each had added that padding to her bank account she had been waiting for.

      Standing outside her daughters' door, she listened first before she knocked. The forty year old had raised her daughter as best she could. She hadn't hidden the difficulties of the world, or sheltered her from reality. She had always been honest when Shelly had questioned why they didn't have money, or why she didn't have a father. That same honesty had carried into womanhood as Shelly struggled through puberty and her own sexual awakening.

      She had advised her on everything from periods, to boys and even masturbation. In fact it had been Myra who had bought her daughter her first vibrator. Myra had blushingly admitted to Shelly that yes she masturbated when she had told her everyone did it.

      That openness had created a strong bond between the two. So, when prom had come around. It had been Myra that Shelly had gone to. She had been invited out by a boy she liked...a lot. It had been Shelly's intention to "cure my virginity" as she had put it.

      The conversation had left Myra with conflicting emotions. On one hand her little girl was growing up. The idea that some boy would be sticking his penis into her had caused her stomach to flutter.

      It wasn't that Shelly wanted to lose her virginity, hell every girl did at some time. It was the mental image of a man sliding his cock into her daughters tight little slit that sent tremors through her.

      While Myra had spent years telling people, including Shelly, that she didn't need a man in her life; that raising her daughter and working was enough for her. The reality was she didn't WANT a man in her life.

      Oh, there had been a few lovers she had shared time with. How do you tell your daughter that your lover is named Ann, or Cheryl; not Bob? Oh she had tried men; but by the age of twenty she knew she preferred the touch of a woman, the passion she only found in the arms of someone who knew her body as well as they knew their own, because they were built the same.

      Sighing, she raised her hand and gently knocked on her daughters door, she steeled herself for what she was about to see. These last two years had been especially difficult for Myra as her daughter had grown into a beautiful young woman. Myra had made a point to let her daughter find her own sexuality, not impose hers on her.

      "Come on in mom" she heard through the door.

      Myra tuned the knob and stepped into the typically cluttered room. Her first sight was of the prom dress cast onto the floor by the closet, and the shoes strewn on the floor next to them. Turning, she almost groaned as she watched Shelly pull a white old t-shirt over her head.

      
        Shelly had her back turned to her mother, so she didn't see the flash of hunger that swept over her mother's face as the pulled the tight cloth over the curve of her bare ass.

      Jesus what I would do with that ass, Myra briefly thought. Then she shook herself to try and rid the thought, Shelly had apparently not had a good night, now was not the time.

      "So, what happened?" Myra asked quietly. She stayed standing at the door watching her daughter.

      "Is it that obvious?" Shelly grimaced.

      "Let's see; the front door slamming, or may be the closet door." Myra actually laughed lightly.

      "Sorry mom" Shelly sighed as she dropped to the edge of her bed. She looked up at her mother as her eyes started to brim with tears.

      "I don't get it." Shelly almost sobbed.

      "Shhhhhhhh" Myra quickly crossed the room and sat beside her daughter, wrapping one arm around her.

      "What happened" she asked again. "Did he do something you didn't want?" The idea her daughter might have been raped raced through her mind.

      "I wish" Shelly snorted.

      "Then what happened sweetie" Myra was confused.

      Shelly just shook her head and sighed. "Don't worry mom he didn't rape me" as if the young girl could read her mothers' thoughts.

      "It just didn't go like I thought it would" Shelly made a sour face.

      "So...you're still..." Myra tried to put her question into words.

      
        
      

      "IF you mean am I a virgin, no." Shelly said flatly.

      "Oh" was all Myra could mumble.

      "Mom, I wasn't technically a virgin tonight, OK." Shelly said.

      "Ummm, I don't understand" Myra was even more confused.

      "I took care of that myself almost a year ago" Shelly sighed. "I didn't want it to hurt when I was with a guy, so I used one of my dildos."

      Myra shuddered at the thought of her daughter laying on her bed shoving a dildo up her virgin hole. She could feel that familiar tingle between her legs, and knew she was getting into dangerous territory, but she wanted to help her daughter through this.

      "OK" she said softly

      "We snuck off to the chemistry lad" Shelly started finally talking. "I gave him a blow job, I mean tried." She snorted.

      Shelly started to gesture with her hands as she became more animated. Myra tried to focus on her daughters' face, but couldn't ignore the vision of her breasts swaying from side to side in the tight t-shirt. She felt the tingle grow between her thighs and clenched them together to try and subdue the growing itch.

      "We used one of the desks, I even let him take me from behind" she looked up at her mother. "No offense mom, but a bit on the demeaning side if you ask me."

      "Not your favorite I take it" Myra could only smile as the image of her daughter bent over a desk with that hot ass showing seared into her mind.

      "It was OK" Shelly just shrugged. "But, when he finally got it inside" She grimaced again "That was a chore in itself." She looked at her mother.

      
        
      

      Myra sat quietly as the continued images rolled through her mind.

      "But finally, he got it where it belonged" Shelly snorted again. "It was like...OK, is that it?"

      Myra stared at her daughter and tried to image the scene; some young boy panting and drooling while he fucked her daughter who just lay there with a bored look on her face. The sight just suddenly struck her funny.

      "It wasn't funny" Shelly said as her mother sat and laughed beside her.

      "Sorry" Myra said with a last chuckle.

      "I was like, OK fucker get started. Hump, hump; and nothing" Shelly said exasperated. "I mean where were the fireworks; the moans, even a little sparkle would have been nice" Shelly said with disgust.

      "Jesus five minutes later he pulled out, squirted on my ass" Shelly shook her head. "I was ready for home. Hell the Flash couldn't have cum quicker." She grated.

      "Didn't he do something for you?" Myra choked out. "I mean after all, you gave him a blowjob."

      :"Fuck that was worse" Shelly threw herself back onto the narrow bed. "He felt bad after and I lay out on the desk" Shelly bent her knees imitating her position.

      Myra couldn't suppress the gasp as her daughters' tight slit came into view. Oh God, she is not wearing panties, she almost groaned. The tingle between her thighs was igniting into a smoldering heat.

      "He shoved his head down there like he was running a football play" Shelly spread her thighs as gripped her inner thighs. "The licking wasn't bad, but when he tried to suck one lip off and then pulled the hair with his teeth, I wanted to smack his head" her daughter kept ranting.

      Through her whole description, Shelly opened her thighs, her small lips barely parting, as her shirt slid higher, revealing a well-trimmed landing strip of dark hair just above her mons.

      
        
      

      Myra could feel her breathing shallow out as her eyes glued to her daughter. The fire that smoldered in her belly called out to her, it was all she could do to not shove her hand between her own thighs.

      "He never did find my fucking clit" Shelly exclaimed as her enraptured mother watched her open her lips with delicate fingers, allowing the small pink bud to slip into view.

      "Jesus" Myra whispered. She could feel her rock hard nipples strain at her own blouse while her panties dampened with anxious juices.

      "You know what the bitch is mom" Shelly sighed as she dropped her legs back to the bed. "Mom?" she looked at her mother.

      "Hmmm" Myra was almost in a trance. "What sweetie" she barely croaked out.

      Shelly stared at her mother in surprise. She could see the glassy look in her mothers' eyes as she stared down at her. Her glance took in the flushed cheeks, and the light sheen of perspiration on her mother's forehead as her breasts rose and fell with her almost labored breathing.

      "You OK mom" Shelly asked concerned.

      "What? Yes, I'm fine" Myra shook herself and looked up at her daughter. "What was the bitch, as you put it?" she tried to smile.

      "It wasn't my virginity mom" Shelly softly whispered. "I wanted an orgasm."

      "Orgasm" Myra asked stunned.

      "Yeah an orgasm" Shelly whispered again. "I've never had one. At least not what all the other girls talk about; you know, all the fireworks, light show, body wracking." She said.

      Some people call it an epiphany, others just call it 'that moment'; for Myra that was the moment. Sitting there beside her daughter, watching her trace a finger along her cloth covered belly. Myra felt love and lust collide deep inside her belly. She shuddered and closed her eyes for a moment.

      
        
      

      "Mom" Shelly asked in a hushed whisper.

      Myra rose from her daughters' bed and looked down at the most beautiful creature she had ever set eyes on. She could feel her aching nipples, sense her dampness between her thighs. She could smell her daughters' arousal as she took a deep breath.

      "Stay put" Myra told her daughter.

      Before Shelly could respond or ask, Myra stepped out of the bedroom and quickly went down the hall to her own. Swiftly she pulled the small cloth from her bedside drawer and then rummaged until her hand wrapped around a small pink object. Quickly she headed back to her daughter.

      Myra couldn't believe she was about to do this, but the need in her daughters' voice had triggered the memories of her own confusion and need through her younger years.

      For Shelly, she lay in confusion; what was her mom planning. She turned to the bedroom door as her mother stepped back inside. Her mother approached the bed and without a word leaned down and slipped the sleep mask she had brought over her face.

      "Mom, what..." she felt her mother press her fingers to her lips silencing her.

      "Myra" she heard her mothers' soft voice. "Right now I am Myra and only Myra, do you understand?" Shelly silently nodded her head.

      Shelly lay staring into the darkness of the sleep mask, trying to figure out what was happening. After a moment, she felt the mattress shift as her mother slowly eased down beside her. Fingers traced along the exposed skin of her belly, and then began to roll the cloth of her t-shirt higher and higher.

      If she goes any higher she'll...Oh God; was all Shelly could think as she felt the cloth slip over her breasts. She could feel the cool air of the room wash over her skin.

      "Mo...Myra, what are you...Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh" Shelly could only moan as she felt hot breath waft over first one exposed nipple and then the other.

      
        As the hot breath washed over her second nipple, Shelly involuntarily arched her back as it sent a tingle down her spine. At that moment she felt a hot wetness close over her aching nipple.

      "Oh Godddd" the young girl gasped. Her mother was sucking her breast. The passion and gentles in that single action threatened to short circuit her brain.

      "What are you...oh God...Myra...Oh God..." Shelly moaned as for the first time in her young life she felt a bolt shoot from the tip of her nipple straight to her belly.

      As her mother left a hot moist trail from one breast to the other, Shelly felt a hand slide slowly down her belly. This is so wrong, she thought, and then the fingers tangled in her pubic hair and pressed down gently on her mons.

      "Oh fuck" Shelly could only gasp as her belly suddenly flexed.

      Blind, but hypersensitive to those fingers Shelly withered on the bed. She almost screamed when they got so close to her pussy, but then pulled back. Her thighs spread as they traced along only inches from her womanhood.

      Myra watched as her daughter clutched her fists into the sheets, her hips jerking and rising, searching for her fingers. She continued to circle all around her daughters labia, knowing she was teasing the poor girl.

      When those hot lips left her rock hard nipples, and slowly began to kiss along the soft skin of her neck, Shelly felt a startling wetness seep from between her thighs. Oh my God, my mother is making me wet; then that hot breath filled her ear.

      "Like that baby?" her mother whispered in her ear.

      Shelly could only groan as she arched her ass off the bed again. "Please...mom..." she gasped. To hell with what her mother had said; all her brain could focus on was the fingers between her thighs.

      "Please what?" her mother teased. "Tell me baby, what does my little girl want?"

      "Oh God" Shelly moaned. "Please...touch me...please" the young girl almost sobbed.

      
        
      

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Shelly sighed as she felt her mothers' light touch slide over her now soaked lips. "Yessssssssssssss" she hissed as her ass slammed back onto the bed.

      Shelly felt a fire start deep inside her stomach as her mother slid her long fingers down the sides of her outer lips, squeezing them together softly.

      "What are you...Oh God mom...?" Shelly gasped out. "What are you doing to me?" she groaned.

      "Just making you feel good baby" she heard her mothers' voice. It was distant this time, like her mother had shifted on the bed.

      "It's going to get a lot better my love" Myra told her daughter.

      Better? God how, Shelly wondered. Wait, did the bed shift again? She felt her thighs parted even further, and then the presence of a body sliding between her legs. God, her mother wouldn't... she thought.

      Then, in less than one second, Shelly felt her entire world explode. One second her mothers' fingers were pressed over her throbbing clit, then there was a brief wash of warm air, then hot lips closed over her swollen sex.

      "Mooommmmmmmmmmmmmm" Shelly screamed as her ass rose off the bed to grind against the face between her thighs. Her hands shot down, fingers curling in her mothers' hair.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm" Myra moaned as her mouth was filled with the sweet nectar of her daughter.

      Myra was in seventh heaven as she lapped at her daughters' leaking sex. The hot fluids coated her tongue as she drank deeply of Shelly's tight pussy. It had been a long time since she had tasted a pussy as sweet as this, and she intended to enjoy every drop.

      Shelly felt lightheaded as the knot in her belly grew, something was happening and she couldn't control it. It almost frightened her how she felt like she was losing control of her body as her mother devoured her. Between the swipes across her throbbing clit, and then that plunging tongue, Shelly rocketed out of control.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God...mom...something...oh God" the young girl babbled. "Going...oh fuck...going to..." it felt like a bomb was set to go off her belly.

      Just as her body hit peak, as if her mother instinctively knew, Shelly felt her belly clench and then a slender finger slide between her pussy lips as that tongue strummed her exploding clit.

      "Aaaghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Shelly screamed as her body erupted.

      Her eyes rolled in their sockets behind the sleep mask as the fireworks she had so craved exploded deep inside her. Roaring filled her ears, followed by a piercing scream she dimly realized was her own.

      Myra watched as her daughter shuddered and shook through her first orgasm. One hand gripping her hips as she felt her legs go rigid on the bed, her entire body vibrating with the intensity of her orgasm. A hot gush of fluids filled her mouth and she hummed as she drank her daughter's pleasure.

      The prom, the chemistry room, the fumbling boy; all that vanished as Shelly felt her body go rigid and then explode in raw pleasure. She opened her mouth to speak, but could only grunt and whimper as wave after wave rolled through her.

      As her body began to slowly seep back down from that mountain, she could feel her muscles ache as she began to relax on the bed. God, now this was SEX she faintly thought.

      Myra watched her daughter slowly ease back down; she pulled her cum covered mouth free, her fingers still slowly gliding in and out of the tight walls that gripped them.

      "That...is an orgasm" she said in a husky voice.

      Reaching up a hand, Shelly ripped the sleep mask from her face. Raising her head, she stared down at the most erotic sight her mind could conceive of. Her mother, laying belly down between her lewdly spread thighs, smiling up at her with a cum slick face.

      "Oh my God" Shelly gasped, trying to catch her breath. "Fucking hell" she whispered.

      
        Myra started to pull her body from between her daughters' thighs when Shelly reached down and wrapped her fingers in her hair again.

      "Oh noooo" Shelly half growled. "Do it again" she husked. "Eat me mom, eat my fucking cunt." She pulled on her mothers' head.

      Myra was startled when Shelly pulled her face back between her thighs. Her mouth once again closed over those puffy lips as the scent of her aroused daughter filled her nose pressed against her.

      "You started this...now finish it" Shelly told her mother.

      Myra buried her face between her daughters' quivering thighs. Leaning her weight to one side, she reached out and picked up the small pink object she had brought with her.

      "You want to cum again baby" Myra cooed up to her daughter.

      "Oh fuck yessss" Shelly moaned. "Make me cum again mom" she told her mother.

      "I'm going to do more than that baby" Myra said as she jammed two fingers up her daughter's tight channel. "Momma is going to make you fucking explode" she husked.

      "Oh fuck...eat me...oh God..." Shelly chanted as her mother attacked her pussy again.

      This time it wasn't just the feeling; it was the whole package for the young girl. She could smell their sex in the air while she heard her mother lapping at your dripping cunt. She lifted her head to watch the obscene scene of her mother servicing her hot sex.

      "That's it...Oh God mom..." she gasped. "Make me cum...make me cum..." she cried as her hips busked on the bed.

      The speed of her mother's attack was rapidly driving her back up the mountain again, this time Shelly knew what was happening and relished every sensation.

      
        Myra could feel her walls tightening around her fingers, she knew it wouldn't be long this time and her daughter would peak again. She raised her hand holding the small pink egg, flipping the switch she poised it above her daughter and waited.

      "So close...oh God again..." Shelly moaned as her belly tightened.

      Just as she felt the tightening hit its limit, a new sensation ripped through her body. Her mothers' hand descended and pressed the vibrating egg right over her mons. The vibrations shot straight through her mons and rippled through the walls of her pussy as she felt them explode.

      "FFFUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" the young girl screamed as nirvana tore through her body.

      Shelly had never experienced anything like this in her entire life as her mind shredded with raw lust and pleasure. Her legs shot rigid as her fists beat on the mattress as her sides. Her entire body convulsed as she felt her hot cream shooting out to spray over her mothers' face.

      Myra sucked in the fluids as they literally pumped into her waiting mouth, trying to hold onto her spasming daughter as her orgasm took hold. She couldn't remember the last time she had been with a woman who squirted, and it was a pleasant surprise as she felt her daughter wash her face in her juices.

      "Mom...Mom...love you...oh god..." Shelly moaned softly as her body suddenly collapsed onto the bed. She could feel the twitches as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her.

      Rising to her feet, Myra looked down at her exhausted daughter. She's so beautiful, Myra thought. Leaning down she gently kissed her daughters soft lips.

      "I love you, more than you know" she whispered.

      Pulling the sheet over her daughters still trembling form, she slipped from the bedroom and padded down the hall. She briefly thought of bringing herself some much needed relief, but the intensity of their encounter brought sleep to her eyes as she stretched out on her own bed.

      ***********************

      
        The next morning Shelly slowly stretched in her bed, feeling the smooth sheets glide along her naked skin. With a start her eyes opened to the sunlight just starting to come in through her bedroom window.

      She glanced around the room at the usual disarray. Mo mom wasn't here. Had last night just been some kind of frustrated and perverted dream? No, that had definitely not been a dream she thought. The ache of her muscles and the t-shirt cast to the floor were evidence, and the dried pools of her pleasure on the sheets were more than proof.

      She didn't know whether to be happy or horrified. Her mother had seduced her last night. Wait a minute, Shelly wanted to smack herself, she hadn't seduced her, she had brought her to a level of pleasure she had never known.

      OK, yeah she seduced me; Shelly almost chuckled. But Jesus had it been good, God in fact it had been utterly fantastic. Her screams, the orgasms she had washed through; if this was being a lesbian then fuck the boys, she sighed to herself.

      The young girl cast her sheets aside and rose from her bed. She stopped and looked at herself in the full length mirror of her closet door. Long brunette hair cascaded down past her shoulders, a pouty smile stared back at her. She looked over the perky curves of her 34C breasts and down her flat belly to her tapered waist. Her fingers traced along the landing strip of dark hair at the junction of her thighs.

      For the first time she saw herself not as the object of some boys attention, but as a woman. Firm nipples capping supple breasts, that hidden valley of delight; it was as if she were looking at herself in a different light.

      "OK mom" she whispered to herself. "You woke up the monster, now deal with it" she smiled at her reflection.

      Without even dressing, the young girl padded on bare feet down the hallway to the door of her mothers' bedroom. Pushing open the cracked door, her eyes fell on the large bed across the room.

      Myra was stretched out sleeping, her breasts rising and falling in slumber. Shelly drank in the sight of her body. Her mother had stretched out on the top of her bed last night, intending to relieve her own desires when exhaustion had over taken her. Now, her nude body was on full display to Shelly.

      
        Why have I never seen her before, Shelly mused as she drank in the view. The sheen of her tan skin showed the young girl her mother had been sunbathing nude, no lines she realized. Her 36D breasts were fuller than her own, and had that soft plushness that age brings. Her nipples capped small dark areoles that seemed to call for the young girls' mouth.

      Sliding her eyes downward, Shelly took in the slight paunch of motherhood that had not left the belly, then the flare of wider more mature hips. One leg was bent at the knee, opening that fur covered vista for the young girl, she swore her mouth watered just looking at the swollen lips that lined her mothers' valley.

      Shelly was startled to realize just how sexy her mother was as she drank in the sight. No, not sexy; her mother was fucking hot. She wasn't sure if it was the growing wetness between her thighs, or the love that swelled inside her for this woman. God she wanted her mother to feel the same pleasure she had.

      Hesitantly she slipped to the foot of the bed, and gently eased herself onto the mattress at her mothers' feet. She reached out and slowly inched her mothers' feet apart, her eyes locked to her face.

      Shelly had no idea what she was doing and she wanted to try this without being interrupted. Her eyes lowered and riveted to the junction of her mother's thighs.

      "God" she whispered as she stared at the puffy lips just visible through the light thatch of dark hair.

      Lying flat the girl slid closer, staring at her mother. She traced the one full lip gently with a finger, watching them puff even more. She heard a soft moan and looked up, no her mother slept fairly heavy, she must be dreaming Shelly realized.

      The young girl shuddered to think she might be dreaming of her. She leaned in closer and inhaled deeply, the scent sending a shock wave through her. She felt her nipples harden against the sheets, and a small gush of fluids seep from between her own thighs.

      Fuck, this was driving her nuts; she thought. I just want a little taste, she told herself. I just need to know, even as she eased her face forward.

      "Ooohhh" Myra softly moaned as the flat of her daughters tongue slid along her crack. Her fevered mind was dreaming of her nude daughter spread between her thighs, lapping at her hungry slit. All night she had been having perverted pornographic dreams of all the things she wanted to share with her beautiful daughter.

      "Oh Shelly" Myra whispered as her hips jerked at the contact of that tongue on her clit.

      Shelly's eyes darted up to her mother. No, she was still sleeping; which meant she was dreaming. Oh my God, she's dreaming of me; the young girl shuddered.

      As if the scent filling her nostrils, and the taste coating her tongue weren't enough, the thought this woman was dreaming of her spurred her onward. Stiffening her tongue, she slid it between the fat wet lips, probing deeper.

      Scooping the warm fluids hidden inside with her tongue, Shelly pulled them into her mouth and swallowed. As the taste of her mother slid down to fill her belly, she couldn't suppress the small moan of growing desire.

      The mounting pressure in her belly brought flutters to Myra's eyes. First she saw the ceiling of her own bedroom, then looking down she was transfixed by the erotic sight of her nude daughter between her thighs.

      "Shelly...Oh God" the mature mother moaned as she felt that tongue probe into her again. "Yes baby...yes" she grunted as her hips pushed upward.

      Reaching up Shelly gripped her mothers' thighs, she was awake now but Shelly didn't care. She could more stop this than she could stop breathing as she explored her mothers' dripping sex.

      "Oh baby...going to cum...don't stop" Myra breathed out as her body trembled.

      "Mmmmmmm" Shelly hummed against her mother. The vibration sending ripples through the woman's walls.

      Shelly wasn't totally sure what she was doing, but the squirming and moaning from her mother showed her she was on the right track. God she wanted to taste her mother right then. She knew how sensitive her own clit was from when she masturbated, opening her mouth further, she pulled the hard bud inside.

      
        "OH shit...oh fuck..." Myra grunted as her hips bucked.

      That was it, the young girl realized. Sliding one hand between her mother's slick thighs, she pulled her mouth away for a brief moment.

      "Cum for me mom" she whispered.

      Myra threw her head back onto the pillow as that hot mouth engulfed her clit once again. The bolt racing through her body followed closely by a second as her daughter jammed two fingers deep into her spasming cunt.

      Myra knew this was going to be a big one; it had been a long time since her body had felt this intense. She rode the crest as the twin bolts ran through her like fuses, until they hit the bomb buried deep in her pussy.

      "Shellyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" she screamed as her body exploded.

      Shelly jammed her fingers harder into her mother as she felt a gush of hot fluids coat her hand and then fill her hungry mouth. God no wonder they called it a crack, she thought, this was fucking addictive.

      "Cumming...CCUmminnggg...CUMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGG" Shelly's voice rose in crescendo as the waves tore through her freshly awakened body.

      Shelly marveled as her mother rode her orgasm out, her body shaking and vibrating on the bed. Was this what she was like last night, she wondered. Pulse after pulse of hot fluids poured into her hungry mouth, she drank as if she couldn't get enough of this woman.

      As her mother eased back down, Shelly pulled her slick face free with an obscene slurp. She slid her slender body up her mother until the two women were face to face. She could feel her breasts now mashed against her mothers' as she stared into her eyes.

      "I love you" Shelly whispered softly, then ground her cum covered lips into her mother.

      
        Myra felt the passion and love envelope her as their lips met. The barriers were now down as she wrapped her daughter in a loving embrace. This nymph in her arms was bringing her back to life in ways she hadn't felt in decades.

      "I love you baby" she softly kissed her daughters' lips. A glint came to her eyes as she stared up at this young vixen. "Last night you got to experience cumming" she smiled. "This time..." with a flex of her hips she flipped the pair over on the bed.

      Shelly squealed as she suddenly felt her mother roll them over until she had pressed her body down on hers.

      "This time, I'm going to fuck you baby" her mothers' hot voice filled her ear.

      "Oh Jesus" Shelly groaned as she felt her mother slide a hand down between their pressed bodies.

      "Oh fuck yes" the young girl grunted as she felt her mother drive a slender finger between her lips and deep into her hungry pussy.

      Shelly stared up into her mothers' eyes as she felt first one, then two, and finally three fingers stretching her walls open.

      "Oh God...mom" she gasped as her cunt stretched more and more.

      "Like that don't you" the lust dripped from Myra as she stared down at her daughter. "Like having that tight little cunt fucked, don't you." She began to pump her hand in and out to a wet squelching.

      "Yessssssssssss" Shelly hissed as she humped up against the invading fingers. "Fuck me mom" she grunted. "Fuck your horny daughter" she gasped.

      Her daughters' words were like lightning bolts. This wasn't just the hottest partner she could ever remember, this was her daughter writing underneath her. The thought was like a key, unlocking the slumbering animal she had kept locked inside herself. Pulling herself to her knees, she reached over and rummaged in her nightstand.

      Shelly felt the weight shift, and heard the sounds, but the pumping fingers deep in her core shoved all that away as her body began that wonderful climb again.

      
        
      

      "Noooo" Shelly moaned when her mother jerked her hand free. She had been so fucking close, she groaned.

      "You want me to fuck you baby" Myra hovered her face over her daughters' their eyes locking again.

      "Yes, I want you...my mother" Shelly almost choked on the words. "Fuck me mom...please" she begged softly.

      Shelly opened her eyes wider, staring up at her mother, as she felt something solid and cool press at her dripping entrance. She glanced down and saw the head of her mothers' tan dildo poised at her gaping hole.

      Her fiery eyes locked with her mother, her body rigid in anticipation. "Do it" Shelly gasped. "Fuck your virgin daughter" she grunted.

      Myra knew her daughter wasn't technically a virgin, she had said as much last night. But the thought she would be the first person to give her daughter pleasure, something she had tried alone before and failed, drove a searing brand into the older woman's mind. The idea she was about to give her daughter something that sniveling boy had failed at the night before, sent her heart pounding.

      "Like...this" Myra whispered as her shoved her hand forward.

      "Oh fuckkkkkkk" Shelly moaned as she felt the hard head part her lips and slide inside.

      Her mother's toys were slightly larger than hers, and she could feel her walls stretching to accommodate the invasion. It sent a sensation of full pleasure tearing through her.

      "Oh shit...Oh God..." the young girl grunted as inch by inch the silicone cock filled her. "So deep...oh fuck" she gasped.

      Myra could feel the hot cream oozing out to coat her hand as she pushed deeper. Her eyes stared down into Shelly's as she pushed even more inside. She saw the wonder growing in the young girls' face as her body mounted.

      
        "Oh God...mom...mom...mommmmmmmmmmmmmmm" the young girl wailed as her first orgasm erupted deep in her cunt. Walls rippling around the toy as it squished in and out of her slender body.

      Shelly kept her eyes open this time, her eyes locked to her mother as she felt waves pulse through her. She couldn't believe how erotic it was to stare up at this woman as she fucked her body to new heights.

      "Cumminnnggg" she moaned. "Make me cum mom" she moaned.

      Myra intended just that, but she wanted more this time. She rotated her body and then threw one leg over her daughter. Shelly could smell the musk of her mothers' arousal, and if that wasn't enough, her entire vision was filled with glistening swollen lips lightly covered in brown hair. Nothing had ever looked so erotic to her.

      "You want to take, you have to give baby" Myra grunted.

      Without being asked or even told, Shelly reached up and gripped the cheeks of her mothers' ass, her nails digging into the soft flesh. She pulled down until her tongue drove back up into her mothers' sweet gash.

      "Oh fuck" Myra grunted as she felt her juices smear across her daughters face. Her whole body jerked at the invasion, causing her to jam the toy even deeper into Shelly's stretched pussy.

      "Mppffffff" Shelly grunted as her gut wrenched in response.

      "That's it my baby girl" Myra moaned as she ground her hips down. "Suck my cuunttttttt"

      Shelly felt the invading toy pick up speed as her hips arched up and down. Around the pressed thighs her ears could hear the wet sloshing as her mother fucked into her. Even when masturbating Shelly had never been this wet as it felt like a hot swamp between her thighs.

      Just as she felt the most mind blowing explosion ever go off in her belly, the young girl opened her mouth and sucked in the hard bud of her mothers' clit. She tugged it as her head fell back, pulling her mother down onto her face.

      "Nnnnggggg...UNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Shelly moaned against her mothers' dripping pussy.

      
        
      

      Myra felt the walls of her daughters pussy suck the thick toy deep inside. She could only stare as a hot spray of fluids erupted from her vibrating hips as the girl screamed against the pussy shoved into her face. The smell of Shelly's hot cream filled the room as she soaked the bed under her bucking hips. The scent and smell set of her own orgasm as she ground harder down with her hips.

      "Cum for momma...cum for momma" Myra moaned. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming baby...momma's cumming...momma's cumming" she babbled.

      Shelly tried to scream, but all she could manage was a gurgle as her face was washed in the hot sticky fluids gushing from her mother. The sweet taste filled her mouth as wave after wave rolled through her belly.

      "Oh God...Oh my God" Myra moaned as she slowly collapsed onto the bed. The intensity of her own orgasm was still sending tremors through her cunt as she felt her belly tighten and relax in waves.

      "Fuck" Shelly gasped as her face found the cool air of the room. Her body was drenched in sweat and cum and she felt like it would be hours before her muscles would work right again.

      "If this is lesbian sex." The young girl panted "Then fuck straight sex".

      Myra dragged her tired body in a circle until she lay on the bed facing her daughter. Reaching out she stroked a finger along the girls' cheek. This beautiful creature that she had created, had just given her the most intense orgasm of her forty years. Yet, she worried she had led her daughter down a path not of her own choosing.

      "Oh Shelly" she whispered softly. "Don't make yourself into anything my dear" she told her daughter. "Just be you, and whether that is straight, or lesbian; or even bi" she smiled. "As long as you are happy."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Role Reversal

      "Look we all have family" the woman sitting at the desk spoke. "If you have problems then see personnel and take time off. You DON'T bring it to the office; understand." Her voice was firm.

      "Yes Ms. Crawford" Mark Benson answered softly.

      "I want that research by the end of the day, got it." The icy voice continued.

      Mark knew the meeting was over and silently left the office. God, how could someone so hot, be so fucking cold; he wondered. Well, at least he wasn't fired. Time to hustle, he figured heading for his own office.

      Behind him, Carolyn Crawford paid little attention to his leaving. She had spent years of hard work making her way up the corporate ladder. Not a moment had been spent on her knees either. Hard work and proven results had gained her the Vice-President of Marketing; and she was damned well sure no upstart runt was going to make her look like an ass at the next management meeting.

      Just as Carolyn reached for the keyboard to her computer, she heard her cell phone buzz. Glancing over, she froze in mid motion staring at the screen. The image of a red bullseye flashed slowly on the small screen.

      The image caused two rushes of emotion through her; the first was a rush of fear, dear god he wouldn't...not now; her terrified mind thought. At the same time she was totally unable to prevent the sudden gush of fluids that soaked the gusset of her panties.

      Carolyn knew everyone in the office thought of her as the Ice Queen. What would they think watching their corporate vice president quivering like a child as she sat at her desk?

      Carolyn tried to think clearly. He couldn't, not here at the office; and besides how would he know where she was. When the next image came across the small screen, she felt her stomach almost roll.

      It was a snapshot of her calendar book, the same one resting on the corner of her desk. She could tell by the image it was of her schedule for today. Pulling the book closer she compared the images. Oh God, it WAS her schedule for today; he knew she was all but OCD about her calendar; and he had used it.

      
        
      

      Carolyn touched her intercom. "Grace, I'm heading over to the tower for the board." She was surprised at how calm her voice was.

      "Yes Ms. Crawford" the disembodied voice of her secretary came back. "I'll prepare for your interview at three" Grace said.

      A shudder went through Carolyn; a meeting from one to two, then the interview at three with the new marketing company. She knew that meeting would take most of the rest of the afternoon, that meant somewhere between...Carolyn almost moaned.

      "Good, have them waiting." She told Grace, and then snapped off the intercom.

      The ten minute walk and elevator ride over to the "tower" as it was known was pure hell for Carolyn. She kept looking at faces, watching dark corners, worried. The game was on, and the prey was growing more frightened by the moment.

      Once the meeting started, the mental shift for Carolyn was almost a relief. Her mind was totally consumed and all other thoughts she pushed to the back.

      As the small group filed out of the conference room, the sudden rise of darkness threatened to overwhelm her. She barely heard the voice beside her.

      "Hey want to grab a quick bite, we have some time" Andrew Pritchard assistant head of accounting said.

      Her first thought was to say yes, keeping someone beside her would offer her a sense of protection. When she looked at Andrew and saw his eyes staring at her breasts with almost a leer, a shudder of revulsion went through her.

      The prick had been trying to get into her panties for almost a year. Forget the fact he was married, she thought.

      "Sorry have to pass" she tried to smile. "I have a marketing interview."

      
        "No problem" she could see the disappointment in his eyes. "You know maybe we could catch dinner sometime, just the two of us. I really think we would have a good time." He flashed a leering smile.

      On your deathbed asshole, she whispered to herself. "I bet" she only replied sourly. "Later" she cut him off and strode down the hall.

      Just the image of Andrew sweating above her sent a shudder of disgust through her. Her mind so preoccupied with fending him off, she dropped her guard, if only for a second. That was all it took.

      With a squeak, Carolyn felt a powerful hand grip her upper arm and jerk her entire body to the side. Before she could even react, she stumbled into a small room and the door slammed shut, enveloping her in total darkness.

      A hand clamped over her mouth, cutting of the small scream that rose in her throat. She could feel her body shoved forward until she pressed against a shelf.

      Carolyn could smell pine sol and cleaning supplies; they had to be in one of the housekeeping closets, but where. She was furious with herself for letting her guard down, and now HE had her.

      "Slut" a male voice hissed in her ear from behind, as his weight pressed her into the shelf.

      "Unnngggggg" was all Carolyn could moan against the hand over her mouth.

      Carolyn shuddered as she felt a steel pipe pressing against the cheeks of her ass through her skirt. God he was hard, her terrified mind thought.

      The hand over her mouth shifted, and she opened to try and speak. Just as she started to try and tell him that here at the office was not the place, she felt a small rag stuffed into her open mouth, effectively gagging any sound.

      NO, she tried to scream; not now. She struggled back, trying to turn her body to face him in the darkness. All the fighting did was to spur him on more.

      "I'll bet your fucking soaked" his voice filled her ear. "Little bitch."

      
        Violently Carolyn shook her head, to no avail. She felt the weight pressing her forward until her breasts mashed painfully into one of the shelves.

      "The Ice Queen is a fucking SLUT" the voice pounded in her ears.

      Carolyn's eyes grew wide in the dark as she felt her skirt suddenly jerked up and over the curve of her ass.

      "Nnnnnnnn" she tried to muffle out over the cloth gag. Then her mind literally blanked as two fat fingers bypassed the gusset of her wet panties, and rammed up into her cunt.

      "Fffffffuuuuuuuggghhhhhh" she moaned into the spit soaked cloth.

      "Tight little twat bitch" the voice hummed.

      Carolyn couldn't even respond as she felt that hand pump hard into her. Every shove of his fingers drove her to her tip toes as he almost lifted her in his powerful grip. Reaching out she held onto one of the shelves as he rocked her body in the dark.

      Carolyn felt her eyes wanting to roll back as a knot grew deep in her belly. Fuck, he was going to make her cum, she dimly realized. Then, just as the wave started to crest she felt him jerk his hand back, his fingers coming free of her grasping walls with a wet slurp.

      "Nnnnnnn...nnnnn" Carolyn almost screamed as the sudden emptiness between her thighs rocketed through her. She was so fucking CLOSE, she raged.

      Quivering and shaking, she felt her body violently twisted around. As she was shoved to her knees she heard boxes fall and a small can roll across the floor. With a sudden jerk, the cloth came free of her mouth. She wanted to speak, to tell him to stop, but she couldn't. Instead of the cloth, her mouth was suddenly filled even more, as his hard cock drove down her throat.

      "Ullkkkkkkkkk" Carolyn gagged as her mouth was totally filled with throbbing dick.

      Fingers wrapped in the hair, pulling the strands tight on her scalp. The motion sent a quiver of pain through her body as she knelt in the dark storeroom.

      
        
      

      "Ullggg...ulllgggg" she panted as his cock began to drive in and out. She could barely move as he began to fuck her mouth in earnest.

      Fighting to catch her breath between strokes, it never occurred to Carolyn to fight back. Instead she knelt there in the dark, submitting to his need. She could feel her spit dribble down her chin as her own juices dripped down her soaked thighs.

      She could feel his veins throb along her tongue, the smell and taste of him swarming over her. His balls slapped lightly at her chin as his length slid in and out.

      "Suck it slut, suck my cock" he growled above her.

      "Ulllkkkkkk" was all Carolyn got out in reply.

      Just as she felt his balls tighten up against her chin, he suddenly once again pulled back. This time he was denying himself. Gasping in the dark to regain her breath she felt him bend over and pressed his sweat covered forehead to hers.

      "You want it slut?" his voice hissed in her face.

      "Yes...please" she softly mewled.

      "Yes WHAT?" his voice commanded her.

      "Please...fuck me" she gasped up at him.

      Suddenly she felt her body jerked back to her feet, flailing in the dark she finally gripped a cardboard box of some kind as he bent her at the waist. Her ass jutting out, her skirt wadded at her waist, she heard him shuffle behind her.

      He never even removed her panties, as Carolyn felt the gusset roughly jerked to the side, then eight and a half inches of hard cock ram up into her in one stroke.

      
        "Cummmmmmmmmmmmm" Carolyn moaned as her body erupted in pleasure. The orgasm she had been denied on his fingers rolled through her body as she felt herself filled with him.

      She could feel her juices gush out around his driving cock, and hear them as they splattered to the floor between her spread feet. She didn't need to see to know he was making her squirt as he began to pound into her.

      There was no finesse, no tender grace as her cunt was plowed over and over. She heard his hips slapping the cheeks of her ass in the darkness as she desperately hung onto the box in front of her.

      "Yes...fuck me...fuck me..." she groaned as he rammed in.

      "You like that cock?" his voice rumbled behind her.

      "Yes...oh God." Carolyn moaned back, totally lost now.

      "You like that cock?" he said again.

      "Yes...love...cock...oh fuck." She grunted in surrender.

      "Going to cum" Carolyn gasped out.

      Her whole body erupted as a sting of pain shot from her ass through her. She could hear the loud slap as his hand came down on her quivering cheek.

      "Not yet slut." His voice growled. "I cum FIRST." He told her.

      "Yes...you first...please..." Carolyn almost begged.

      "Cum in me, cum in your slut" she whimpered in the dark.

      "You want me to cum in your whore cunt?" his voice egged her on.

      
        "Cum in your slut...cum in your whore...oh god cum in me" Carolyn babbled as her belly rolled over and over.

      "Take it slut" his voice grunted behind her.

      As if on command, she felt his thick cock swell inside her, and then jerk as it began to spit its hot load. The sudden sensation of warmth filling her belly was more than she could take.

      "OH shittttttttttt" Carolyn moaned as her body erupted again.

      Bent over she could feel her juices spray out around his buried cock, as he mauled her swinging breasts trapped in her bra and blouse. Every jerk of his hips kept sending another hot rope of seed deep into her belly.

      "Thank you...thank youuuuuuu" Carolyn moaned

      Just as quickly as it had started, it was gone. That thick pole slid free of her with a wet slurp, and she heard him rustle in the dark as he rearranged his clothes. She rested her forehead against the cool of the cardboard box as she caught her breath.

      "Catch you later." Carolyn heard him say as his shadow shifted towards the door.

      "Hey" she stopped him. "Want to grab Chinese on the way home?" she asked.

      "Sure" the dark form answered. "Are you going to be on time?" he asked.

      "I should be" Carolyn rose up and began to straighten her clothes.

      "See you at home" and then with a soft voice he told her "I love you mom."

      "Love you to baby" Carolyn shuddered at his words. "Very much." She added.

      
        As the form slipped from the dark storeroom, Carolyn glanced at her watch, the lit digital numbers showing her barely thirty minutes had passed since the meeting. She might have time to grab a bite before the marketing interview; she smiled and slipped from the storeroom into the busy hallway.

    
  
    
      Silent Love

    
  
    
      Part 1

      I know for the reader the beginning of these stories can often be rather dry. Honestly, when I was a reader I would have agreed; but as a writer I suddenly began to understand the need for the backstory. I'll try to be quick, so you can get to the juicy parts I know you all want.

      First of all my name is Mark Barr; I'm forty-six years old and an architect. I'm no Remington Steele or Tom Cruise, whichever generation you come from; but I would like to think that at six foot two and a hundred and ninety pounds I can still cut a decent manly pose. We have an in home gym in our basement that I will admit I probably could and should use more; but find the time.

      MY wife's name is Carol, she teaches English at our local high school. No our sex life isn't terrible, and no she doesn't screw every male in town. Like me; at forty-five age has caught up to her a bit; her 36C's hang a big heavier on her chest, and her hips might be a bit fuller after two kids; but she has an ass you could grip all night long.

      Carol loves her poetry and her classics, which shouldn't surprise anyone. Me, I'm more into movies, especially all the special effects. I love my wife very much, don't get me wrong; but like any couple that has been married for over twenty years, we have our differences; and yes sometimes those differences spill into the bedroom.

      As a design architect I am more into form than function. I let the mechanical engineers worry about the guts of a building; I work with flow and form; how the building transitions from floor to floor or section to section; and especially that first impression you get when you get out of your car in the parking lot and see the building.

      For Carol, it's much more what you say than how you say it, to her as an English teacher; it's all about the words. Carol will sometimes get frustrated, claiming I'm not enjoying sex with her because I'm not expressive enough. Let's be real; when you've been married over twenty years, and you've made love over two thousand times; to me why do you need to be.

      I know what trips her lights, and what not to do; I would think after this long she would know me just as well. In some ways she is very verbal, and in other things very conservative.

      
        
      

      Last night we were getting frisky after going to bed. We have two children by the way. Our oldest son is twenty-two and he attends state university. Our youngest is Raye, our nineteen year old daughter; who attends local community college. She decided the first two years were basic education and she could just as easily get it at community college as she could at university; and at half the cost. Leave it to Raye to be logical about these things.

      Anyway, back to where I was. Things were beginning to warm up, when Carol started in about me not being 'into it'. She wanted me to be more assertive and more verbal; I just wanted to enjoy the sensations. It was our usual disagreement.

      Of course it didn't help when I gave a smart remark about fucking her tight wet cunt; Carol can be rather reserved about some things. Needless to say things deteriorated down from there, ending when Carol turned on her side in a huff; calling off our little tryst.

      The next morning I tried to apologize and be more romantic; but the damage was done. Carol commented about how she was tired she was the only putting anything into our lovemaking; then off to the mall she went in a huff.

      Being a Saturday morning, I headed to my office; I figured I could get some work done since getting my blue balls off didn't seem to be on the agenda.

      My office used to be our sons bedroom, I had converted it when he entered his second year at university and it was evident he had no plans on returning. I settled in my chair and flipped on my computer, I could hear Raye's music rumbling through the wall since her bedroom was right beside the office.

      I sat waiting for the system to boot up my mind wandering. Like all men, I have fantasies, and one of them was recurring. To just once have a partner to go through the entire act with and never say a word. Too just know what each other wanted, and to do it; no directions, no reminders; just synchronized sex.

      It startled me when I realized someone was standing beside my chair. I swiveled slightly and found Raye standing there staring at me. How to describe Raye? Would you call her willowy? Not really I would have to say.

      She took more after her maternal grandmother than either her mom or I. Like Grandma Nora she barely stood over five feet tall, and I bet the girl weighed a whopping hundred pounds at best. Her size belied her strength, which could be seen in those tanned and tones legs; strengthened from four years of volleyball and girls soccer.

      The same legs that were on display right now as she stood by my chair in her night shirt, which barely ended below her ass. But it wasn't her ass my eyes landed on when I turned. I would say Raye's breasts were probably a 34C; which you might consider normal for most women, but when you put them on that small frame, it made them look huge.

      At that moment I was staring right at them, as two points pressed against the fabric of her night shirt. I didn't usually perv over my daughters breasts, but when they are eye level it's kind of hard not to.

      I pulled my eyes away from what I knew were her braless breasts and looked up. Raye has long auburn hair that she usually keeps in a ponytail. When she lets it hang loose like she was this morning, it falls in waves to frame her face, and what I consider to be one of her best features. Those big brown doe like eyes that looked at me now.

      I stared up at her, wondering how much this was going to cost me this time. Let's be real, Raye is a teenage girl; and if she could get away with it she would max out my credit cards.

      I sat in dumb shock as Raye reached down and gripped the armrests of my chair, finishing my turn until I faced her. Then, without uttering a word, she began to climb onto my lap.

      Let me say here that my office chair is not what you think. When you spend as much time as I do sitting in it; you tend to get the one you like. My chair had bigger armrests for me to lean on; ones Raye used quite well as she levered herself up. The seat was a bit wider than most, allowing me to shift around. Raye used that width as she slid her slender legs along the outside of mine, straddling me.

      The whole motion caught me so off guard I was totally mute. Raye had never been the clinging 'sit on daddy's lap' kind of girl. Oh she was loving and affectionate, but never like this.

      Raye positioned herself and I realized she wasn't climbing into my lap; she had climbed ONTO my lap. MY eyes must have enlarged to double their size as my nineteen year old daughter lowered herself onto my lap.

      That tight night shirt slid up those tanned thighs until the edge of her panties peeked out. I felt pure heat descend and then press into my groin. I have news guys; I challenge any male out there to tell me what would happen if a nubile nineteen your old suddenly pressed her heated sex down onto his bulge. You got it; my cock reared its lions head in mere seconds.

      I saw the hint of a smile cross Raye's face as she felt that growing bulge under her. I opened my mouth to ask her what the hell she was doing. Suddenly one hand shot up from the arm rest and two soft fingers tapped at my lips, her head shaking no.

      I closed my mouth, and damn near groaned when she gripped the arms again, and began to slowly grind her body into me. I stared into her large brown eyes as that hint of a smile returned when she felt me pulse under her.

      That was quickly replaced by a glassy look as she shifted her hips, sliding those panty covered lips up and then back down my now huge bulge.

      I couldn't help it, I just couldn't. My hands lifted from the arm rests, my hands slipping around her trim waist; and I pulled her harder onto me.

      I felt her shudder at the increased contact, and her head came down to rest on my shoulder. Dear God she had just given me the green light to dry hump her wet pussy.

      Before I knew what I was doing, my hands slipped around her waist and I gripped the firmest ass I had held in my hands in over twenty years. I felt her teeth softly graze my neck, her silent acknowledgement to continue.

      I picked up the pace, my hips pressing up into her; my bulge pressing into the crease of her panties. The sheer intensity and the suddenness coupled to bring me to the edge much faster than I really wanted. I wanted to cum so badly it hurt, but I wanted HER to cum also.

      Then the flood gates opened; I felt her body twitch as her hard nipples pressed into my chest.

      "Nnnngggggggg" she gave a small groan as her belly erupted.

      Raye was cumming; and she was cumming on MY cock. I lost it. With a grunt I pushed my hips up, my balls spasming. I felt a gush of hot cum pump into my briefs as Raye trembled on my lap.

      
        Raye raised her head and her eyes stared deep into mine as I felt her shudder on me a second time; I could feel the rise in the wetness and heat pressed against my groin as she soaked through her panties.

      I watched her as my cock pulsed a second and then third time as I literally flooded my briefs; God I hadn't cum this hard in years. That small smiled swept across her lips as I released my frustrations.

      Reluctantly I released her ass as she slid from my lap, standing in front of me. Just as her night shirt slid back into place, my eyes glanced down and I caught the vision of her dark cream stained panties molded to her swollen lips.

      Raye leaned down and lightly pressed her lips to mine. I could only sit and watch, basking in the after-glow as she silently walked from my office. I wanted to get up and march to her room and demand she explain what the hell had just happened. But then I thought, what do I ask? How do you ask your daughter why she just rubbed one out on your hard cock? Of course, that would mean I would have to explain my hard cock; or worse, my orgasm.

      Later that night, after the house had grown quiet; I rolled onto my side on the bed, and slowly slid my hand up my wife's bare thigh. I had been in an almost constant state of horniness since that morning, and now was the perfect time to release it.

      Surprisingly Carol was elated at my sudden aggression, as I told her in a hushed voice exactly what I wanted to do to her body. Things were way past getting hot and heavy, when my hormonal brain short circuited and I did the unthinkable; I asked my wife for a blowjob.

      Now I have to say, don't be too hard on Carol; she grew up in a very conservative home. It had taken me a few years just to convince her sex was more than procreation. It had been the work of two decades just to get here to admit she enjoyed fucking.

      Unfortunately there were still a few things on her 'dirty' list. Anal sex was an absolute no-no; and any kind of oral was something only whores did, not good wives.

      At first I tried to push the idea; come on it was just a simple blowjob. Then I tried to back pedal, but the damage had been done. The mood evaporated faster than if the pope had walked in the room.

      Carol turned and fell asleep, still muttering about the indecency of men. I tried to go to sleep; but my aching balls were just too insistent. Slipping out of bed, I looked down at Carol, listening to her even breathing, and with a sigh headed down to my office.

      
        
      

      Because we had been just about to have sex, I wasn't wearing my usual pajama pants, so I slipped on my robe and padded down the hall. In my chair I flipped on the monitor and pulled up the internet.

      I should say that Carol was also death on porn and masturbating; if she had any idea of what I was doing; she would have flipped a cork. But, unlike her it was hard for me to just turn that switch off.

      Pulling up one of my favorite sites, I spent a little while on MILF's and then watched a nice hot gangbang; but oral sex was still occupying my mind. I pulled up a blowjob compilation and settled into my chair.

      I hadn't been at it more than ten minutes, and there she was again. My first realization was when she gently tugged on the back of my office chair, pulling me back slightly from the screen.

      I watched as Raye silently slid around my chair to stand between me and the computer screen. Her night shirt this time was different. It was one of her outsized ones and it hung on her small frame like a loose sack. I admit I was a bit disappointed to not see the curve of her breasts.

      Considering what we had done earlier in the day, it seemed to be a moot point I was sitting there with my robe open and my hard cock gripped in my fist.

      Sometimes things work in ways you never plan, it happened then. Raye turned and looked at the screen behind her; just as a young brunette swallowed the hard cock of a man who had to be at least twice her age. I didn't plan it that way I swear; it was just one of the scenes from the compilation.

      When Raye turned back to me she had a smoldering look in her eyes; I almost choked as I watched her silently kneel between my spread thighs. I felt my hand brushed aside and then slender fingers wrap around my cock; as if in a daze I sat there and watched as she leaned in and planted a soft wet kiss on the tip of my cock. I shuddered and tried not to blow my load right then.

      Her doe like brown eyes look up at me, her delicate mouth opened; and Raye leaned in and swallowed my cock. Now I'm not hung like a porn star, but I am respectable seven or so inches; so don't get me wrong.

      And this teenage nymph didn't suck me in; she literally swallowed me to the damn root. I wanted to scream at how wrong this was, to tell her to stop. What did I do? I reached down and locked my fingers in her dark auburn hair, and surrendered to the sensation.

      
        
      

      I couldn't tear my eyes away as her mouth began to bob up and down, sliding along the full length of my shaft. Her eyes never left mine as I heard the most obscene sucking sounds. It was a vision hotter than any porn scene I had ever seen.

      Raye cupped my balls, gently massaging them; I couldn't suppress the small groan that passed my lips. Her eyes twinkled with that smoldering look; and fuck if she didn't pick up the pace.

      I was lost, totally lost. My hips began to pump up as I fucked into her hot mouth. I watched her cheeks puff out as she slid down; then felt those pursed lips along my shaft as she pulled back. I had asked for a blowjob, and I was getting the hottest one of my life; from my daughter.

      My breathing was hot and ragged, echoing in my office; as the wet sounds of Raye's mouth blended with it. Popping my throbbing cock out of her mouth, she tilted and lowered her head, sucking in my sensitive balls.

      As her small hand slid up and down my slick stalk, I lifted my ass straight off the chair. Holy fuck did this girl know how to blow a guy. For a brief moment dad kicked in and I wondered where she had gotten so good at this; then the raging male took hold as my balls began to tighten.

      Raye felt my cock throb in her grip, and my balls pull tighter. Her mouth released my boiling sac and slammed back over the crowned head of my cock. Once again her doe like eyes locked to mine, watching my face...waiting.

      I didn't even realize I had been holding my breath; as with a huge expulsion of air my nuts blew. I saw my cock jerk in her grip, and she never moved her mouth as the first blast of my molten cream filled her mouth.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm" I heard her hum as she began to swallow my hot load.

      It was the first sound I had heard her make; and between her hum of approval, and the vibration; I shot a second thick wad down her throat. This little nineteen year old hussy; my loving daughter Raye; knelt between my lewdly spread thighs and took every hot drop I had.

      If it hadn't been for the fact I had watched the whole thing I would never have believed it. I felt her hot mouth slowly pull off my now softening cock. Rising to her feet in front of me, I watched her reach up with one slender finger and scoop up the trickle of thick cum that had oozed from the corner of her mouth. With a wonderfully wicked smile, she slid that cum covered finger into her mouth, and sucked it clean.

      I was beside myself with lust; I had never wanted someone as badly as I wanted Raye at that moment. I leaned forward and slid my hands up those smooth thighs. She held perfectly still as my fingers found the elastic edge of her panties, and slowly pulled them down.

      Raye stepped out of the flimsy cloth, and as she watched I brought the moist warm material to my face, inhaling deeply of her scent. It was as if she knew; as she slowly slid back onto the edge of my desk, sliding her loose night shirt upward.

      I stared as more of her flesh came into view; and then my eyes locked on the smooth bare lips. They were swollen with desire, and glistened with her juices; it drove me crazy to realize this was making her as hot as it was me.

      Reaching up I gripped those firm thighs, opening them further, watching the petal open and her pink interior open for me. I could have kissed my way to her, or even teased her by licking; it was too late.

      Just like Raye had done, I scooted forward in my chair, and drove my head been her thighs. Her entire body spasmed in my grip as my tongue sliced between those open lips and probed deep inside her.

      I felt her thighs rise slightly, pressing against the sides of my head; her small hands reaching down to grip the back of my head. She tugged at the back of my head, grinding my mouth into her. I felt her clit against the bridge of my nose and I pushed into her.

      I sucked her warm cream into my mouth, and then teased along her lips. I felt her shudder as the fat of my tongue slid across her throbbing clit.

      Raye tugged at the hair on the back of my head, tilting my head upward. My eyes slid up her belly, and across her now bare breasts. God, when did she take off her night shirt?

      My eyes locked with hers, large brown saucers staring down at me; with a burning lust lighting her face. I sucked in on her clit, and then bit it lightly with my teeth. Her eyes fluttered but never left my face.

      Reaching down one hand, she took mine in hers. Lifting our hands, she placed the flat of my palm against her firm round breast. I have to tell you that Carol has beautiful breasts, and I love giving them the special attention they deserve; but God help me there is something about the breasts of a nineteen year old.

      They stand proud out from her tiny body, firm and full; yet are pliant and soft when you knead them. The nipples are puffy and swollen with desire with dark areoles that crinkle under your touch.

      As I sat there, staring into her eyes, I felt and saw every signal her body gave. Her nipple hardened like small rock under my palm; I felt her thighs begin to quiver against my cheeks. Her fingers at the back of my head curled like talons as she gripped me tighter.

      I silently lifted my other hand to between her thighs, hidden just under my chin and waited. I saw her eyelids flutter and knew; driving a single fat finger between her swollen lips and deep into her.

      "Daddy" a soft whisper escaped her lips.

      Ray's eyes popped open wide in surprise as she felt her tight walls stretched; her body gave a violent jerk and I watched the muscles in her belly flex. Her eyes never left mine as a hot gush of fluids filled my mouth.

      I sat there and drank deeply of my daughters' sweet cream as she watched. When the second gush washed out of her, I deliberately let it soak into my face and drip down my chin; reveling in her smell.

      I could feel her body start to slowly settle onto the desk as her orgasm ebbed. I pulled my face from between her thighs, running my tongue over my lips. Raye released my head and as she pulled her hand back, her finger traced along my glistening cheek.

      I watched shock as she raised that wet finger to her own lips, and as I stared at her, licked the juices clean. God damn she was going to be the death of me.

      I eased back into my chair as Raye slipped from the desk. Silently she reached down and retrieved the discarded panties. Instead of slipping them back on, she bent slightly and drew the wadded cloth along her soaked pussy.

      With the most satisfied smile I had ever seen on her face, she turned and deposited the now soaked cloth onto my desk next to my keyboard. Leaning down her soft lips once again brushed mine.

      
        I watched her tanned legs as she walked from my office; and when I glanced at the clock I realized we had been in here for almost an hour. The entire time only one word had been spoken; when she whispered daddy.

      Rising from my chair I headed back to the master bedroom, I slipped into the bathroom and used a warm washcloth to rinse my face. Sliding into bed, I could hear Carol's soft breathing. For the first time in I couldn't remember how long I drifted into a sated sleep.

      For the next week Raye and I basically lived a normal life. It wasn't that we were avoiding each other; but just between her school schedule and my work; nothing ever connected. Thursday Carol finally forgave me, and we enjoyed a nice romp in bed that night.

      Like I said before, sex with Carol was good; she is a very passionate and sexy woman. But I had to admit to myself, that even after I had filled her full of hot cream; there was a gaping difference between her and Raye.

      While Carol was passionate and verbal as always; there was a level of intensity that had come with the silence I shared with Raye. As I lay there in the dark, hearing Carol's soft breathing, I thought about what would happen between Raye and I. I knew things had crossed the line long ago; I just wasn't sure how far things would actually go.

      It shouldn't come as a surprise when it wasn't Raye that instigated the next time; it was more Carol than anything. That Sunday evening, when I thought Raye was with friends, I snuck up behind Carol in the kitchen while she was preparing dinner.

      I wrapped my arms around her body, my hands cupping her full breasts. My lips kissed along her neck as I pressed into her ass from behind.

      "Not now" my wife said sharply.

      I tried to entice her with soft words as I squeezed her soft breasts. I was startled when she reached up and gently removed my hands.

      "It's not bedtime" she reprimanded me. "Besides we just did it the other day, your insatiable." Her words hit home.

      
        The other day, Jesus Christ that was three days ago, is more than once a week too much? We used to have sex every couple of days. What really hit hard was Carol's next comment.

      "I did it for you Thursday, why do you need it so often?" she asked.

      My hands dropped to my side and I backed up. I tried to say something about when two people are in love; but the same comments about love and sex being totally different came back at me.

      I just wasn't up to a fight right then; so with a raging hard cock, I left the kitchen. I figured head to my office and back to the usual. I knew Carol would be in the kitchen cooking for at least an hour; and she would think I was working. Time for the usual porn release I reasoned.

      Just when I reached the door to my office, instead I kept walking; and to this day I could not tell you why. I actually thought Raye wasn't home, so I really had no reason to approach her bedroom door.

      I admit to being surprised when I saw Raye in her room, standing at her dresser. She was layering on her lipstick as she looked in the mirror. She was wearing a spaghetti strap top that gave off the fact she wasn't wearing a bra as her pert breasts pushed at the tight thin cloth.

      Worse was the tight denim skirt she was wearing. The damn thing barely went below her ass cheeks, showcasing her tanned lean legs. The curve of her ass just screamed for my hands.

      Silently I stepped into her room and pulled the door shut behind me. I knew she heard the sound, and her eyes flickered across me through the mirror. Her eyes went lower and I knew she could see the state I was in, let's be real you can't exactly hide more than seven inches of hard cock in shorts even if they are khaki's.

      Looking back up into my eyes, I saw a smile spread over those glossed lips. Raye lowered the lipstick tube to the dresser, and then watched my face as she bent down and slid her panties down from under that skirt.

      Reaching back she gripped the hem of that short skirt, and then inch by inch slid it higher. God those perfect firm ass cheeks came into view as she slid her skirt up around her waist.

      Leaning forward, Raye gripped the edge of the dresser, and then slowly thrust that beautiful ass out at me.

      
        
      

      I looked into the mirror and saw her smoldering eyes watching me, inviting me. I could tell by the glint of her eyes in the mirror she was waiting. She had offered and now the rest was entirely up to me.

      Without even a thought of the woman downstairs, I stepped up behind her. My fingers unsnapped my shorts, and pulled both my shorts and briefs down until they joined her panties on the floor.

      My cock was so hard it stood out straight like a thick pole from my body. It felt like I could cut diamonds with it, it was so hard. Wearing what had to be at least three or four inch heels, it gave Raye a slightly higher position than normal. I caught movement as she slowly spread her feet apart.

      If that wasn't an invitation, I didn't know what the hell was. I stepped closer and reached down; gripping my cock I aimed the swollen head at her wet hole. When I had nestled the fat head between those soggy lips, I looked up into her eyes in the mirror.

      An almost imperceptible nod of Raye's head was all it took. I reached down and gripped that oh so slim waist, and I pushed forward. Just like the last time we were together like this, our eyes stayed locked in the mirror; I couldn't have torn mine away if I had wanted to.

      Tight was not the word as my fat head pushed against her wet lips Her fresh young pussy was resisting the invasion, until I flexed my knees and aimed a bit straighter; and then it happened.

      "Ooohhhhhh" Raye moaned softly as the head slipped inside.

      "Godddddd" I hissed in a low voice as a hot velvet vise gripped my cock head.

      It was done; we had crossed the last line. I stood in my daughters' bedroom, while my wife prepared dinner; and began to push every inch of my dick into her nineteen year old body.

      While part of my brain registered how wrong this was; the nerve fibers in my cock lit on fire as pure heat wrapped around me. I watched Raye's eyes grow wide as I pushed again, I could feel her walls ripple as I slid my thick cock in.

      
        Any thought this was one sided vanished when Raye gripped the front edge of the dresser, and with a soft grunt shoved her ass back against me. The move sank close to six inches of my length inside her; close but not quite all and I wanted every inch in her.

      For the first time I broke eye contact with her; looking down between our bodies I began to pull back. It was erotic; it was obscene and it was about the hottest thing I had ever witnessed. My thick cock started to slide out, and her pussy, so tightly wrapped around me, the lips stretched out and slid along my shaft.

      I heard a soft sucking noise the room was so quiet. Juice glistened on my shaft as I saw for the first time just how wet she was. This wasn't just for me...Raye WANTED this.

      When just the crowned head rested inside her, I looked back into the mirror at Raye's face. Gone was my innocent daughter; I stared into the feral eyes of a woman demanding to be fucked.

      "Fuck" I grunted softly.

      "Shit" Raye gasped.

      They weren't commands or even demands; but a unified expression of pleasure. At the same moment I gripped her hips and jammed forward again; Raye gripped the edge of the dresser and shoved her firm ass back at me.

      When my hips came to rest against her ass, and I realized my cock was buried to the root inside her; I lost control. I felt the first blast of hot cum tear out of my balls; it shot down the length of my cock and spewed into her tight cunt.

      I saw a look of surprise cross her face in the mirror as she felt that increased pressure deep in her belly while I filled her. I knew she had to feel the heat, to know her father was pumping his seed into her.

      She did; I watched as Raye's eyes slowly rolled back in raw pleasure; her body trembled; and a hot gush of liquid fire soaked my cock and balls.

      I couldn't believe I was cumming already; I hadn't cum this quickly since I was a teenager. Any doubts I had about what we were doing vanished as the second thick rope filled her. Raye slid her body forward, and then reversed direction and literally slammed her ass back against me.

      
        
      

      Her face was a mask of lust; flushed hot and glistening with sweat as she rocked, fucking herself on me. I just held still as Raye used my body for her pleasure; I had never experienced this and the sensations were new and sweeping through me.

      Raye's walls gripped me tight as she impaled herself on me again and again. God I had never felt a woman so tight, so volcanic hot. If it hadn't been for the fact I hadn't encountered a hymen, I almost would have sworn she was a virgin.

      Between those tight walls, and rippling muscles I was staring down at my cock, still steel hard and coated with the froth of our combined juices. If this had been Carol and I, we would have rolled over in bed and been asleep within moments. It was more than evident that even though her belly was full of my thick cum; Raye was far from being done.

      I gripped her slender hips and began to move my pelvis, matching her rhythm. The soft sound of flesh slapping blended with the heavy breathing in the air.

      I could feel her walls starting to tighten around me again, God she was going to cum again. I leaned over her sweat slick back; and reaching around her slight form I gripped one of the breasts. I cupped and then kneaded the firm flesh; rolling that fat nipple between my fingers. I could feel her whole body begin to quiver as she climbed again.

      I felt like a man possessed as I increased the pace again. My hips were now hammering into her small body as I took her. Raye matched me blow for blow with her rocking hips. I felt her hot juices flowing like a river as I pounded into her. The hot smell of sex quickly filled the air as we rutted like two silent animals.

      I could hear her nails drag across the top of the dresser, I knew she was perched right on the edge; but somehow was holding back. I looked up into the mirror and saw those large doe eyes staring back at me.

      Raye was past smoldering, not even lusty could describe what I saw. It was more primal, almost hungry as she stared at me. I felt my cock throb deep inside her; as that small smile crept onto her lips

      Turning slightly, Raye brought one hand back to rest on my chest; God it looked so tiny compared to my broad chest. I stared back into the mirror as her hand slid down my chest, her fingers finding my rock hard nipple and she gripped it.

      
        
      

      Raye just held still, staring...waiting. Wet sucking now filled the room as my cock sliced in and out of her. I don't know what signal I gave; there must have been one. Just as my nuts hit critical, her fingers gave a violent twist.

      I felt a burning pain rocket down my chest at almost the same instant as my balls spasmed; it felt like a bomb went off in my entire groin. I wanted to scream but the sheer shock overwhelmed me; where the hell had she learned THAT?

      Almost against my will I rammed my hips forward, pinning her small frame against the dresser as I drove my cock deep; and God do I mean deep. I actually felt the swollen tip of my cock press into the spongy surface of her cervix as every inch rammed into her tiny body.

      "Raye" I gasped.

      My balls jerked...my cock jerked...my entire body spasmed; as the first volley of hot seed erupted and washed the opening of her womb. I leaned into her more, her breasts mashed against the cool wood as I emptied every fucking drop I had.

      "Daddy" Raye gave a soft whine.

      If my head hadn't been pressed against hers I probably would have never heard her. It sent a shiver down my spine; it wasn't just passion or lust, but the whine of total surrender as she accepted my seed into her belly.

      You know how when you are sick, and when you throw up so hard you swear your shoes or socks would come out of your mouth. That was the only thing I could think of for how violently I came. I wouldn't have been surprised in the least if my balls would have shot out the end of my dick.

      I poured so much spunk into my daughter's slim body; I felt a glob ooze out around my thick cock and heard it splatter to the floor between her spread feet. Through it all Raye watched my eyes, silently accepting my load with that sultry smile.

      I eased up on her trapped body, still trying to catch my breath. Raye simply watched me in the mirror as I slowly pulled out my finally softening cock.

      
        As I pulled totally free, Raye finally moved. Bending down she retrieved her cast aside panties. I stood and pulled my brief's and shorts back into place as she stepped into her panties and then drew them up her hips. I could actually see a wet spot form on the gusset as another thick wad of mixed cream tried to escape.

      Raye patted the thin cloth as if she were trying to tell that sticky slime to stay inside. She stood on her tip toes to reach and softly kissed me on the lips. As she settled her skirt back into place, there was only one thing I could do. Silently I turned and walked from her room and back down to the kitchen.

      Carol had just set the table as I arrived, and I couldn't help but notice there were only two plates. I started to ask why when I heard Raye's lilting voice coming from the front door.

      "I should be back about eleven" Raye called out as I heard the front door close behind her.

      "Is Raye going out?" I asked; trying to keep my voice steady.

      "She said something about a music festival and a couple of friend's" Carol said dismissively.

      I settled at the table, trying to reconcile in my brain that what I had thought was my sweet innocent Raye, was heading out with friends; with her belly full of my hot cream.

      The sheer nastiness sent a shiver down my back. Though what we had shared had been by far the most intense sex I had ever experienced; I resolved that the two of us needed to have a talk. Both about what was happening and why; and also where things were going between us.

      At this point I have to admit things were so damned hot with Raye, I honestly didn't have a lot of guilt as far as Carol was concerned. We still had sex now and then; which seemed to fit her preferences just fine.

      I kept meaning to ask Raye, to pull her aside and have a hard talk; but it never quite worked out. Every time we did find alone time; hardly a single word was exchanged, as I fucked her like a madman. Each time was totally unplanned, and hotter than the one before.

      On one occasion I was under her car in the garage, on a creeper; for those that don't know you lie on your back and roll under the car on it. I was just draining her oil, when I felt a pair of small hands undo the belt and front of my jeans. I just lay there gasping as this nineteen year old vixen drained my balls. I came so hard I almost smacked my head on the underside of her car.

      One of the hottest was when Raye talked with her mother through the open kitchen window, while I pounded her from behind. They had been sunning in the backyard together, and seeing that firm tight ass in a bright yellow bikini was too much for my hormones.

      When Carol asked if she was coming back out, Raye's comment about coming any moment; followed by a hot gush of pussy juice over my cock; let's just say I rivaled a volcano I blew so hard.

      The one time that I did manage to corner her was the last time she headed out with her friends; this time the scent of my thick cum was fresh on her breath; the girl was driving me crazy.

      When I asked her how far things were going between us, she just gave a sultry smile. When I pressed about what we were doing was not only immoral but illegal, she gave a soft laugh.

      "I like to fuck daddy, and so do you; so what's the problem?" she shot back at me.

      When I asked about her mother, that was when she turned those smoldering eyes on me.

      "Don't sweat it dad" she whispered after she softly kissed me.

      But I did sweat it; at least for three days; and then everything came to a head. The world of Carol and I collided head on with the world of Raye and I; in a way I never saw coming.

      It was Monday and I had been at a build site that morning. The weather turned shitty so we called it a day by early afternoon. I knew it wasn't my normal time to head home, but I just wasn't in the mood to return to the office for a mere hour and a half.

      I pulled in the driveway, cut the car engine and headed through the front door. Just as I closed the front door I froze.

      "OH fuck yes eat me baby" rolled out from upstairs.

      
        I felt my blood rage through me. Who the FUCK was she with? OK, I was not the person who had any right to be jealous; but just the idea of some guy banging Carol sent me right for the stairs.

      I didn't give a shit about being quiet as I bounded up the stairs; but I really didn't have to.

      "Yes...yes...right there..." I heard Carol's usual verbal encouragement.

      I hit the door to the bedroom like a charging bull, and literally froze on the spot. I had missed something; something VERY important. I had heard how Carol had cried out, what I hadn't thought through was WHAT she had cried out.

      There, in the middle of our king sized bed, naked as the day she was born; my wife withered and squirmed through her orgasm. I could only stare as the face of my innocent daughter rose from between her mother's quivering thighs and looked over at me.

      Jesus, Carol's juices dripped from her chin; and glistened on her face. Raye opened her mouth, letting me see the pool of her mothers' cream she had sucked out. All the blood rage in me immediately dropped south of my belt.

      I know for a lot of guys out there, the idea or sight of two women in a Sapphic embrace is not their thing. Sorry guys, for me erotic and hot just don't do the sight justice. I went from limp dick to raging hard from zero to three seconds.

      "Don't stop...oh God baby more..." Carol moaned out. "Yessssssss" I heard her groan as Raye's head descended back between her mother's thighs.

      Carol, verbal as ever, rambled on as our daughter noisily sucked her juices out.

      "Eat me...oh fuck yes...eat that cunt baby..." Carol babbled.

      "Right there...oh yes...harder baby...oh FUCK!" Carol yelled as her hips jerked.

      Carol was oblivious to her surroundings as Raye sucked her clit and fucked her with her tongue. I watched two slender fingers delve deep inside Carol's pussy as Raye started to finger her.

      
        "God fuck me...oh shit yes...fuck me..." Carol grunted.

      OK, I'm a base animal; guilty as charged. I had my shirt off in a flash and had undone my pants when Raye tilted her head to look back at me. I could see her eyes sparkle as my rock hard cock popped out of my briefs and into view.

      Raye watched me finish stripping, and then simply nodded towards her upraised ass where she knelt between Carol's vibrating thighs. It was all the invitation I needed. Silently I stepped up to the edge of the bed, aiming I sank into Raye in one thrust.

      God it was like sliding through scalding hot butter as my cock filled her. She was dripping wet from her mother, and I was so fucking horny at this point; nothing went past her tight teenage pussy.

      Raye's head snapped up and she stared back at me with smoldering eyes. She leaned forward and then drove her ass back hard into my cock, sending it deeper into her than ever before.

      That was my signal, reaching down I gripped her slender hips, and started pounding. I could hear her slurping as her face plowed between her mother's thighs. My cock was squeezed by those tight hot walls as I drove in and out.

      This was not love making, this was primal, down in the gutter, fucking. I couldn't see what she was doing to her mother, but whatever it was, it was driving Carol insane.

      I listened to my wife whimper and moan as our innocent nineteen year old daughter feasted on her. I picked up the pace, hammering into Raye as I listened to Carol begin what I knew was her pre-orgasm tirade.

      "That's so good baby girl" Carol moaned. "Eat momma of fuck...suck my clit...shove those fingers deep baby..." she babbled.

      Then, the most amazing thing happened; Raye pulled her head free of her mother's clenching thighs. She stared back at me with juices dripping down her chin. I could feel her walls tightening around my thick cock; I could tell she was getting close herself.

      I shifted forward as Raye leaned up her mothers' body; I could see her pert tits sliding across her mothers' as she slid up. When her face was even with Carol's; my silent lover put the final touches to her mother.

      
        "You like that mommy" I heard her say in a little girl voice. "You like your little girls fingers buried in your cunt?"

      "Yes...God help me yes" I heard Carol pant.

      "My little mommy slut" Raye's voice drove into Carol. "Letting her teenage daughter eat her wet pussy" her voice dripped with lust.

      God she was driving Carol insane, I could tell by the moaning that was now constant. I could feel the tension building in my balls as I listened.

      "I'd eat your pussy...with daddy's cock buried inside you" Raye almost hissed down at her mother. "I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you mommy slut." her voice egging Carol higher.

      "Oh God...Raye...what you doing..." Carol grunted as her hips jerked.

      "I'm cumming mommy" Raye whispered. "I'm cumming for you...on daddy's cock."

      I don't know if Carol believed it was actually happening, or if she thought Raye was just talking; but at that moment a hot velvet glove gripped my cock. I felt hot cream pump out around my shaft, and I knew it was dripping down my daughter's thighs.

      "Cumming...daddy's..." that was as far as Carol got when a deep gurgling noise came from her throat.

      Carol was cumming, and hard, it had been years since I had heard that reaction from her. The fact she was cumming on her daughter's fingers; while her daughter spewed hot pussy cream all over me; was too much.

      I gritted my teeth, trying not to moan or scream out. I felt my cock jerk deep inside Raye. My daughter looked over her shoulder at me, and that sultry smile played on her lips as I filled her tight pussy with my cream.

      Drained completely, I pulled my hips back; and with a soft sucking noise slid free of Raye. I looked down and could see my thick white cum clinging to her pouty lips; I knew she had to be filled totally after that load.

      
        
      

      I staggered back and retrieved my cast aside clothes, I looked up and Raye was watching me silently. I started to head for the door to the bedroom, Carol had not discovered me here yet, and I wanted it to stay that way for now.

      Just as I reached the bedroom door, I looked back at the pair. I watched amazed, as Raye straddled her mother's head, and slowly lowered her cum filled pussy onto her mother's face.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      I didn't know how much Carol knew or didn't know; that was what tormented my mind. I hadn't intended for things to go this far. I admit to weakness I mean who wouldn't cave when a nubile nineteen year old vixen all but shoves her pussy in your face.

      Raye was insatiable; I had never seen a woman who craved sex as much as that girl did. God, I thought my sex drive was high; she dwarfed me by a mile. If she wasn't after me, she was after her mother.

      That first time I had seen them together had set off a hormonal fuse in my brain; and as I had left the bedroom, I had watched as Raye lowered her cum filled cunt over her mother's face.

      Even though I knew Carol wasn't much for sucking my cock; there was no way she could mistake the two distinct flavors in her daughters soaked pussy.

      Yet, she said nothing; her silence driving me nearly insane. I was wracked with guilt, until my cock was buried in that tight cunt again. What confused me was how had Raye gotten her mother to even consider being with another woman. I mean, Jesus her list of no-no's was a mile long; and topping that list was oral sex.

      The fact I had witnessed Raye munching on her mothers' dripping pussy, and then had gotten her to do the same; simply amazed me. But, then again we were talking about the same young woman who had shoved my dick down her throat to the root.

      I did have to admit, it added some spice for Carol and me. While she still had those same barriers; she seemed more tolerant of my silence. For me, the thought I was fucking the same pussy my daughter had been eating, set off mind blowing explosions in my nuts.

      
        I never had the opportunity to witness them together over the next couple of weeks, though it wasn't for lack of trying. Carol seemed quite adept at hiding what was going on with Raye; and it wasn't exactly like I was going to confront her.

      What the hell would I say? By the way honey, I watched our daughter eat your pussy while I fucked her? Jesus Christ I would be dead in five minutes.

      It was Raye who created my next adventure into hedonistic sex. I had been at work that Tuesday, and it was early afternoon when my cellphone beeped. I pulled it out and opened the text message. I immediately jammed my cell back into its carrier at my hip.

      "I need to take this" I told the foreman for the work site.

      I looked around for somewhere private, and finally stepped into one of those port-a-potties you see at fairs. We use them at construction sites.

      I pulled my cell phone out and reopened the text message. I felt blood drain into my cock at the photo Raye had sent. It was a clear shot between Raye's spread thighs, with her mother's head buried in her crotch.

      You couldn't see a lot of Carol's face, but what you did see was smeared with Raye's juices. Raye had held her mother's hair back with one hand and snapped the picture with the other.

      Underneath the image were only two words. 'Come home.'

      I made excuses to the foreman and climbed into my car. What should have been a twenty-five minute drive; took me less than fifteen minutes. The entire way there my cock throbbed and pulsed in my jeans.

      I parked in the driveway to not use the garage door, and slipped into the house. Quietly I ascended the stairs; I could hear moaning from our bedroom as I walked down the hall. I was curious I couldn't hear Carol and her usual monologue; but I knew why when I stepped to the bedroom door.

      God that was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. Carol was stretched out nude on our bed, her legs splayed wide open and Raye's face buried between them. Carol couldn't talk because our daughter had her own pussy jammed over her mother's face in the hottest sixty-nine I had ever seen.

      
        
      

      I heard Carol moan and mumble something against that wet pussy. When Raye lifted her head her eyes locked to mine. She raised her body slightly upward, her hips lifting just a bit to give her mother more room.

      The sudden reprieve was like flipping a switch, and the monologue started again.

      "Oh God Raye what are you doing to me?" I could hear the fear and desire in her voice.

      "I'm eating your cunt mother" I heard Raye's raspy voice.

      "We shouldn't...we can't..." I heard Carol moan.

      "Oh I can and I will mother" Raye hissed as she stared at me.

      "I can shove my finger in your cunt" I watched a slender finger drive between Carol's soaked lips.

      "Nnnnghhhhhhh" Carol moaned as her hips bounced on the bed.

      "I can fuck your sweet cunt" I stared wide eyed as a second and then a third finger stretched Carol open.

      Even at the few feet across the room, I watched as Raye opened her mother up for me to see. This was deliberate, and for my show; and I knew it.

      Raye leaned a bit to the side, picking something up off the sheet; suddenly a pair of pale green thong underwear went flying through the air at me. They landed at my feet as I stood rooted to the spot.

      I could hear the rhythmic squelching of Raye's fingers as they fucked in and out. I could hear Carol moaning for more. I slowly bent down, never taking my eyes off the pair, and retrieved the still warm and moist thin cloth.

      
        A lust filled smile crept over Raye's face as I raised the cloth to my face and inhaled. I instantly recognized Raye's musky scent as the smell filled my brain. My other hand unsnapped my jeans and pulled down my zipper softly.

      Standing at the door, I gripped my steel hard cock and started pumping. I felt my heavy balls swing free between my thighs as my jeans bunched at my knees. God I watched mesmerized as Raye fucked her mother.

      "More...need more..." Carol grunted in time to those invading fingers.

      "You want me to fuck you mom? You want me to fuck that tight mother cunt?" Raye grated as she stared at me.

      "Fuck me...please." Carol whimpered under her.

      "Dirty little girl, I want you to fuck me good. Fuck your momma" Carol babbled.

      I wrapped that soft cloth around the head of my cock as my fist picked up speed. I watched as Raye leaned back slightly, her free hand searching behind the pair. When it came forward, I saw the long pink cylinder in her hand. Oh fuck, she had a vibrator.

      "You want me to fuck you?" Raye hissed again. "Fuck that tight cunt...like this."

      In a split second Raye ripped all three fingers free of her mother; I could see the gaping opening of her pink pussy; and then the image was gone as a bright pink cylinder slammed up her mother.

      "GHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" Carol screamed; her ass lifting off the bed.

      "Fuck...good...cumming..." Carol grunted.

      My dear loving verbal wife was reduced to beyond words as her own daughter did what I hadn't; fucked the living shit out of her. All the while Raye kept up a tirade of words. Pure filth that seemed to drive her mother as high as the physical act of fucking her did.

      
        "Take that cock, take it mom; like the slut you can be." Raye's voice filled the room. "Come on, fuck me; fuck my dildo mom." Raye pushed her mother.

      "Think of daddy, ramming his cock into you; while I watch." Raye was tormenting her mother with mental image after mental image.

      "I bet you would watch wouldn't you" Raye's voice was hot with lust. "Watch your husband fuck my tight teenage pussy" She told her mother.

      "Raye...oh God Raye..." Carol moaned.

      "Watch his balls...empty into me." Raye grated. "I bet you would suck that cum out of me." She moaned down at her mother.

      All the way through it Raye stared at me, watching my hand as it pumped the length of my cock. I could feel my balls tighten as I neared my own climax.

      It was as if the words triggered Carol; her ass rose straight into the air, supported by her heels and her back as she arched upward. I saw the muscles of her thighs quiver as Raye fucked into her unrelenting.

      A piercing wail echoed off the bedroom walls as Carol exploded. I was stunned as an arc of fluids shot out of my wife; like she was pissing and cumming at the same time, hot cream jetting out too splatter to the sheets between her planted feet.

      "RAAAYYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" Carol screamed as release ripped through her.

      At the same moment my cock pulsed, and a hot jet of fluid pumped from the tip, soaking into the soft green cloth. Raye watched as I exploded staring at them; that satisfied smile spreading across her face.

      I stumbled from the bedroom and back to the car, sitting there in the driveway I reeked of sex and hot cum. I stared down into my lap at that cum soaked thong still clutched in my grip.

      Was it me; was it Carol...or maybe even Raye? It was as if our house was changing and I could only hang on for the ride.

      
        
      

      It was three days later that roles switched; I became the one on display; and honestly it was so sudden I didn't even have the chance or strength to fight.

      I had tried to find time with Raye; God I needed to bury my cock in that tight pussy; but it seemed almost as if this time she was deliberately avoiding me.

      By Friday I was in a frenzied state of horny and had resolved one way or the other I was going to empty my balls tonight; whether it was Raye or Carol didn't matter at this point.

      Carol and I were sitting in the living room watching television that evening. I was stretched out in my recliner watching some show I can't even remember now. Carol was on the couch with her iPad, scrolling through her Facebook.

      We tended to stay up a bit later on weekends. So we had both already showered and changed and we were just relaxing before heading upstairs. Carol had on her night slip; and every now and then I would glance over at the curves of her full breasts through the loose cloth; or scan my legs up those tanned thighs stretched out on the couch.

      Yeah, I has semi hard, I admit it. But sitting in my chair in my lounger pants gave me the advantage I could hide my thick hungry cock. Every now and then I would reach down and adjust my half hard dick, thinking of what I wanted to do to my wife.

      I figured Raye was upstairs finishing her school work, or just jamming to her music as usual. I was a bit surprised when I heard the soft steps of her feet across the living room carpet. I turned my head to look, and froze in my chair.

      Totally nude; I mean stark raving nude; Raye walked across the living room. Those firm teenage breasts barely moved with her gait; my eyes drank in her flat belly and that smooth junction between her thighs.

      She never hesitated as she advanced on my chair; before I could move or say a word, Raye reached down and stuffed something into my mouth as it hung open in shock.

      It was the same green panties I had jerked off to three days ago; this time they weren't damp, they were fucking soaked in her juices. Her taste and scent overwhelmed my horny brain as she shoved them between my lips without a word.

      
        
      

      Her slender fingers slid inside the top elastic waistband of my lounger pants, and with a swift jerk she had them down to my knees. My cock gave a slap as it pulled forward and then sprang back against my belly in freedom.

      I started to look over in shock at Carol; but my vision went fuzzy at that moment. My cock, free in the cool air of the living room; was suddenly enveloped in warm wet heat.

      Bending at the waist, Raye gripped my cock by the thick shaft, opened her mouth, and in haled my entire cock. Just like the first time she had blown me; there wasn't a single moment of hesitation as my entire length slid down her tight throat.

      I gave a soft whimper through the cloth as my hands gripped the arms of my recliner. My ass lifted slightly as Raye began to suck; and I mean SUCK. Wet slurping filled the room as her head bobbed up and down; spit ran down my shaft; and one small hand cupped my balls.

      I wanted to scream; to ask what she was doing. I turned towards Carol, suddenly realizing Raye had deliberately come to the opposite side of my chair. This meant my wife had an unobstructed view, as our daughter swallowed my cock.

      Carol sat frozen on the couch, clutching her iPad as she stared. Her eyes were huge and round as she watched Raye bob up and down my throbbing cock.

      It only took a few strokes of Raye's steaming mouth and I was rock hard. I started to reach up and pull the cloth from my mouth, freezing as Raye began to once again climb into my lap. Memories of our first time, in my office, flooded through my mind.

      This incredibly sexy nineteen year old woman, climbed straight into my lap, reaching down she gripped my rigid pole, aiming it straight into the air. Her hips hovered over me, and I swore I could feel drops of hot cream dripping onto my cockhead.

      She smeared the swollen purple head along her lips, soaking me in her juices. Looking to the side, she began to slowly lower onto me.

      My head snapped to my side, seeing Carol still stretched out on the couch only feet away. The iPad had been set aside, and one hand was balled into a fist, pressing the thin cloth of her night slip between her now partially spread thighs.

      
        
      

      I wanted to say something, ask what was going on; all I got out was a soft gurgle as an incredible tight heat enveloped my cock. With an obscene wet slurp my engorged head slipped inside; then slowly, as if in slow motion, Raye lowered herself.

      Dear God, she was showing off for her mother, my brain tried to assimilate. I knew at the angle and slow speed; there was no way Carol could miss the entire scene as Raye's tight cunt swallowed my cock.

      "Unnnnn" Raye gave a soft groan as my cock expanded her tight walls.

      "Ohhhh" I heard Carol softly gasp out.

      Jesus I wanted to scream out loud, but all I could do was shudder as Raye slid lower and lower. I heard her give a soft grunt as her firm ass came to rest on my thighs; fuck I was buried to the base inside her.

      Raye reached out and lifted my frozen hands from the arms of the chair; she pulled them around her waist, resting my large palms on that tight teenage ass. In reflex I gripped her, kneading that firm flesh.

      I felt that small frame slide up, and then drop back down again. I looked up as Raye turned and stared down at me. Her eyes blazed as she slowly rode my cock. She had that all too familiar fuck me look; and my frazzled brain did what it always had done; it complied.

      Gripping her ass, I waited until she had started a slow downward stroke; then drove my hips straight up.

      "Fuck" Raye gasped softly as my cock rammed home.

      I leaned my head to the side and spit the soft cloth free; then brought my body upward. My mouth closed over one puffy nipple as I fucked up into her.

      "Mmmmmmm" Raye cooed as her hands wrapped behind my head.

      
        The sound of her ass softly slapping into my thighs, mixed with the sucking noises of my mouth. No, wait; there was a third sound; a wet squelch that matched the pace of my hips.

      Not releasing that rock hard nipple, I angled my head sideways. I admit; I did stop sucking for a moment, in pure shock. There was Carol, stretched out on the couch; she had one leg dangled over the edge, her foot resting on the floor. Her other bare leg was bent at the knee and rested against the back of the couch. I couldn't see between her thighs with her slip covering everything; but the movement of the cloth as it covered her hand left no doubt what was happening.

      I could hear that wet squelch as her hand movement matched Raye as she rose and fell. Raye reached up and braced her hands on my shoulders, pushing her upper body back. With a wet pop her breast came free of my mouth.

      I looked into my daughter's face, and saw her staring silently at her mother. Raye turned and stared down at me, and I could see the lust in her eyes, a small smile crept over her face. Oh God, what was she up to now?

      Raye rose straight up in the recliner, until my hard cock came free with a wet slap as it snapped back to my belly. Like a lithe athlete she scrambled around, reversing her positon.

      I felt slender finger wrap around my juice coated cock, holding it up right. Raye positioned herself over me, hovering. Raye held that positon, watching her mother intently. I wanted to scream at her, to bury my dick so deep inside her; but I sat silent as something passed between the two women unspoken.

      That tight nineteen year old pussy nudged my cockhead but held. I turned to Carol just in time to watch her free hand find the hem of her slip. I stared as that thin cloth drifted the rest of the way up her full thighs.

      When it cleared her hand, my cock jerked at the sight. Good God, she didn't have just one or two fingers inside; she had the first three fingers of her hand jammed into her stretched pussy. I could even see the glisten of her cream as it slowly oozed down the crack of her ass.

      Just as that obscene sight came into view; Raye dropped her weight. Since she was now facing her mother, it gave Carol an unobstructed view as my thick cock slid in inch by inch.

      
        I couldn't see what was happening, but I could feel it. Jesus was the girl wet as I sliced through hot butter. The fact she was stretched from our fucking meant nothing as hot velvet walls gripped my cock.

      My hands instinctively came off the arms of the recliner and reached around, gripping those firm orbs. I kneaded her breasts as I rolled her puffy nipples. I grunted as she settled on me; I heard Raye's matching grunt.

      I watched as Carol rammed her fingers deep, staring between our spread thighs. Her eyes were glassy and her face ruddy and sweating. I could see her cream cling to her hand; feel Raye's walls ripple; and I lost it.

      It was amazing; there was no prelude or warning build; my cock jerked deep inside Raye and the first molten blast spewed out without warning. Raye turned her head and looked at me with surprise in her eyes; I was beyond anything as my body shuddered and a second volley pumped up into her tight little pussy.

      As she turned back to her mother, Raye eased her body back until she was resting against my chest; her sweat slick back hot on my skin. She raised her feet, and planted her feet on the recliner seat outside my knees. I couldn't see, but I could imagine what Carol was now looking at.

      Raye slowly lifted and dropped her body along my cock, and I could feel my hot cum oozing out and running down my shaft to coat my balls. I could see Carol shudder and a pulse of white froth coat her hand and soak into the couch as she orgasmed with me.

      The room was filled with the stench of our combined sex; but only the sounds of our heaving breathing broke the silence. Not a single word had been said until Raye started to pick up the pace and ride me harder.

      "Daddy" she whispered softly. God it sounded so loud in the silence.

      I gripped her slender hips and pulled her down harder with each stroke, driving my cock deeper. I turned and watched Raye's eyes flutter, her walls gripping my shaft tight as she slid up and down. A hot gush of fluids coated my balls as her body shook. I was stunned; my nineteen year old daughter was cumming on my cock, riding my lap; while only feet away her mother watched.

      
        I looked over at Carol; she sat frozen on the couch. Her fingers were jammed knuckle deep in her pussy; her eyes riveted to between my thighs. God, she had to be watching the river of cream that I could feel flowing out over my balls.

      I could only watch as the most amazing thing happened; Carol's entire body jerked as if she were having some kind of seizure; her eyes rolled back as I saw the muscles in her belly suddenly flex.

      I literally stared between her spread thighs, as a wet spot grew on the couch cushion between her legs. Jesus she was cumming watching us, and for once she hadn't uttered a single word.

      I turned and looked at Raye; she had that sultry smile back on her face. I could feel my nuts tighten as I raced to my own release. Raye tilted her body backward against me further, sliding upward just a bit. She had exposed the lower half of my cock as I felt the cool room air. What was she doing?

      One hand came off the armrest of my recliner, and the next thing I felt was the tip of her nail drag lightly at the base of my cock. My body spasmed as my cock pulsed hot cum up inside my daughter.

      "Fuck" I grunted softly.

      I could feel a thick glob escape around my shaft as Raye held herself up from me; I knew Carol had to see it as it slowly slid down my shaft. I'm not sure if it was her own orgasm; or the sight in front of her; but it was like someone suddenly flipped a switch in my wife.

      "Fuck yesssssssssss" Carol rumbled. "Cum in her baby" my wife all but commanded.

      Ripping her hand free from between her soaked thighs; Carol all but launched herself off the couch. I lost sight of her as she knelt between my spread legs; but God did I feel her.

      Her tongue slid from my balls up my shaft, sucking in the glob of sticky cum with an obscene slurping sound. My body jerked again as a second thick rope pulsed inside Raye's tight pussy.

      Like an eager child after candy, Carol licked and slurped as more of my hot cream oozed out. All the while she encouraged me.

      "That's it Mark, fill your daughter's tight cunt." I heard Carol hiss. "Pump your seed into her baby; breed the little slut." She ranted.

      
        Breed her? What was she talking about? I looked up at Raye and god damn if that smile wasn't back. The little vixen KNEW.

      "That's right daddy" Raye whispered in my ear. "I'm fertile."

      "Oh shit...we can't" I tried to moan.

      God knows where my sudden streak of morality came from; but right then it was driven out of me by none other than my loving wife. I still couldn't see her crouched in front of Raye, the way my daughter was splayed out across my chest cut off any view other than over her shoulder.

      I felt Carol drag a slender finger along my wet cum coated cock, covering her finger in the mixed cream that oozed out from Raye. The next thing I felt...was that same greased finger, sliding straight up my ass until it hit my prostate.

      My cock turned steel hard in an instant as Carol teased my sensitive prostate; my brain lit on fire as the burning in my ass joined a surge of raw pleasure that tore through me. I did the only thing my body could. I roared.

      "AAAAWWWW FFFUUCKKKK CAARROOOOOLLLLLLL" I screamed across the living room.

      I felt Raye's slim body heave on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her to hold her in place. I felt a fresh gush of warm fluids soak my balls.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMM" Raye wailed at the same time.

      "Clit...my clit...oh God..." Raye gurgled.

      It seemed my adoring wife had committed a dual assault. With her finger tickling my prostate, she had sucked Raye's pulsing clit into her mouth...hard.

      For Carol talking was over; her mouth was filled with her daughter's swamp of a pussy; and her finger began to pump into my ass. For Raye and I, the flood gates suddenly opened. This time it was Carol who was silent; as Raye and I both babbled our way to a mutual orgasm.

      
        "Oh Jesus...eat me mom" Raye moaned. "Fuck me daddy...oh shit..." her mind going back and forth from the two stimulations.

      "Fuck that cunt" I growled as my hips slammed up. "Oh shit...baby" I moaned to Carol as her finger swirled in my ass.

      "Going to cum" Raye groaned.

      "Can't...hold..." I moaned with her.

      At the same time those tight walls clamped down; my cock jerked deep inside her. I felt Raye stiffen on my lap as hot wetness enveloped my groin; but I didn't register it. I did register that my balls exploded and began to spew their hot load up into her pussy.

      I could hear Carol humming as she lapped up the two creams. I felt blast after blast as I filled what I now knew was my daughter's fertile belly.

      By the time I had emptied every drop, I was a sweating mass of flesh sitting in my recliner with this limp wet young woman on my lap. I could hear Raye's raspy breathing as I sat there stunned at what had just happened.

      I watched as Carol rose to her feet in front of us; her face glistening with our pleasure. She looked down at the two of us for a moment.

      "Next time...it's my turn." She whispered softly.

      Next time; Holy God I didn't know if I was going to survive this house.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Stranger In The Night

      Katelynn looked around the kitchen and her mind reeled; who could it be she wondered. The room was over half full of laughing and talking people, but she was able to dismiss nearly half of them; after all she didn't think the average woman had the right equipment to leave the ache she felt in her belly. No, it was a male; that she was sure of; and it teased her mind as to which one.

      The Baxter family reunion was in full swing when she had gotten her 'visitor' last night. Her family was staying with her father's parents in their large farmhouse and everyone was bustling around preparing for the potluck at the park today.

      She glanced at her grandfather; who even at sixty was still a strong and dominant man. Those calloused and weathered hands, it could have been, she thought. She remembered startling awake in the darkness of her room as a large calloused hand rested over her mouth. The sudden realization her sheet had been pulled back, and her nightgown neatly tucked under her arms.

      She never heard a voice, how could she when a hot mouth wrapped around her turgid nipple, pulling it in. She remembered her own moans as her back had arched, forcing more of her soft breast into that wonderful mouth.

      Grandpa Mike was certainly capable of that, she thought. She glanced down from his tanned farmer arms, to the bulge that filled his jeans. He had the right equipment, she thought. But did the old man have the vigor to pound her whimpering body into the mattress for well over thirty minutes straight. Katelynn doubted that; no this man had been the strong; demanding, and forceful type. Grandpa Mike reminded her of the quiet imposing man who was capable but unwilling.

      Her eyes went to her Uncle Billy standing by the sink. Her stomach did a small somersault as she saw the package between his thighs; yeah that thing was capable of leaving the burning ache she now felt between her thighs.

      Could her Uncle be the shadow that had slid onto her bed, his knees forcing her legs apart in the darkness; his hand holding in the mewl of pleasure as he rammed inch after hard inch into her belly.

      Katelynn shuddered remember the thickness as it stretched her tight walls. God he had been so hard, like a steel pipe she remembered. Not that her body had argued; because even as he had violated her, she had felt the gush of fluids coat his cock as her body surrendered.

      
        To say Katelynn liked sex was an understatement; at times she thought she had the hormonal drives of a teenage male, not a young liberated female. You name the positon she loved it; missionary, doggy, standing; straight or anal it didn't matter; she loved fucking.

      When that hard cock has driven into her in the dark, her body had lit on fire. This was someone who knew how to fuck. They had set the perfect pace; the perfect depth; hammering into her helpless body as she creamed again and again.

      She tried to focus her mind back on the task, even as she felt the growing wetness in her panties sitting there. All right, so that meant Uncle Billy was a candidate; she thought. How about Cousin Rick; she looked over at the twenty year old standing beside his father.

      No, she realized as her eyes traveled down his arms. All she saw was thin limbs and soft hands. This wasn't the power that had pinned her to her bed in the dark; wrapping fingers around her throat to choke off the screams of raw pleasure as he hammered into her.

      His post pubescent laughter hit the wrong pitch as she listened to Rick. No, that didn't match the animal grunts she had heard every time he had shoved his fat dick deep into her gut. His guttural growls as she fucked her like some bitch in heat until he filled her aching belly with scalding hot seed.

      No, Ricky was on the list; but his father far outstripped him Katelynn realized. That left only two others. Her eyes drifted across the room to Paul her brother. His arms, already strong from his high school wrestling years; they had only gained in power and strength through the summer of landscaping her did before he headed back to college.

      She stared at Paul as juices soaked into the thin cloth of her panties. She remembered watching him masturbate a little over a year ago. God, she remembered those eight inches of thick hard dick as she watched him pound his fist. Yep, he definitely had the equipment she thought.

      The fact she had caught Paul twice spying on her in the shower only added fuel to her imagination. It had been one of the best fucking's she had ever received; lying there helpless on her bed while this towering shadow had ravaged every part of her body; his bare cock stretching her hole even as she silently begged for more. The fact it wasn't the right time of the month didn't take away from the fact that whoever it had been; the fact they could have impregnated her; had not been a concern.

      So Paul shot to the top of her list as she watched him pull a bowl from the cupboard and pour his cereal. What if really was him, she thought; could she do it again, knowing it was her brother; knowing it was truly incest? She remembered the mind bending orgasm that had shredded through her as she felt those thick wads of seed dumping into her.

      
        
      

      Yeah, I would fuck him in a heartbeat; she thought with a half-smile. The fact it was her brother meant little to her as her body still tingled from the over half an hour of constant pounding. Yeah, Paul had the stamina; there was no question.

      Then Katelynn's world turned inside out; as her parents walked into the kitchen. Her mother was hugging Grandma, as she watched HIM stride purposefully across the kitchen. At six foot two her father towered over most of the people in the room; strong tanned arms from construction work reached for a bowl. Her eyes went to that tight firm ass encased in blue jeans.

      Could it be the same ass that she had willing wrapped her legs around as he hammered into her? Those calloused hands that held the cereal box could one of them be the one that had muffled her screams as her pussy was taken, stroke after stroke.

      Her mind reeled at the thought; it couldn't be her father. She was his princess; he would never do anything to hurt her. Yet, the fucking she had received last night hadn't hurt; God it had only driven her lust to have it again. Could it have been...her mind balked at the thought of her father, taking her the way she had been taken last night?

      To force himself, on his daughter, until she was a sweat and cum covered puddle lying gasping her bed; and then to simply vanish in the dark; the whole thing drove her mad with confusion.

      The sick part was Katelynn knew her father had the right equipment for the job. A little less than a year ago she had watched through the cracked bedroom door one night; as her father had pounded her mother to the bed. What had to be at least nine inches of steel hard cock swam in her memory of that night. What also rose in her mind, was how pissed her mother had been at her dad; over how aggressive he had been. It was evident she hadn't liked it; but God did Katelynn enjoying being owned last night.

      It had been the perfect session to her. Raw, powerful sex; for the sake of sex alone had been divine. Sweating grunting bodies slapping together as she had driven her hips up to meet that powerful dick; the smell of sweat and sex that had filled her room even after they had finished.

      All she knew was she wanted it again; and if that meant her father; Katelynn shrugged. She glanced over at her mother; if you don't want it I'll take it, she thought.

      
        All right, Katelynn thought; rising from the table. That left three candidates. Her Uncle Billy; her brother Paul; and like it or not, her dad. All through the car ride to the family reunion, her mind flooded with ways to divine which of the three it had been.

      Katelynn realized it was out of her control for it to happen again; all she could do was wait and hope. If it did happen again; she intended to leave some kind of mark she could identify later. A bite or a scratch; in a location only she knew of.

      Throughout the day half of Katelynn's mind was on the reunion, and half was on plotting her next move. Later that evening, as the get together began to wind down; and the women started to clear the mountain of food still left; she wandered across the park to the low cement building that housed the bathroom.

      Katelynn pulled her light summer dress to her waist, and tugged her panties to her knees. As she eased onto the stool, she thought how ironic it was there wasn't a door on the ancient stalls. She had just finished wiping; when everything went dark.

      It had always been her thought it would happen in her room, in the night; and she had let her guard down. Now, isolated in what amounted to a small concrete bunker; her world plunged into near total darkness.

      He wouldn't; not here, not with all these people around. She heard the heavy footsteps as they crossed the room. She sat frozen, trembling as the shadow filled the open door.

      Suddenly powerful arms reached under her armpits, and in one fluid motion she was lifted to her feet and spun around. The cool metal wall of the stall pressed against her body as he pinned her; everything was happening so fast her dress was still bunched at her waist, and her panties dangled around her knees.

      She desperately tried to pierce the darkness, but the dim light from the vent across the room just wasn't enough. She heard a button open and a zipper lower; and then the rustle of clothing behind her.

      "Oh God" Katelynn moaned as she felt it for the second time in her life.

      That swollen cock head pressed between her thighs from behind, sliding though the grove between her slender legs, until it lodged against her now moist lips.

      
        
      

      Her hands slapped against the metal wall as she braced herself; the thought of screaming came to mind; but vanished when that engorged head slid into her with an obscene pop.

      "Yesssssss" Katelynn moaned as the head stretched her entry. Fuck, he was bigger than she remembered last night.

      "Slut" a voice rumbled in the dark behind her.

      He had spoken, even if a single word. But her mind was too hazed to place the voice; every part of her being focused on that fat cock. Her nails scratched against the cold metal as she waited for that plunge.

      "Fuck your slut" she hissed back.

      He did just that, as Katelynn felt his hips shift; and inch after inch of hard dick filled her.

      "Ahhhh shimmpppfffffffffffff" she started to scream, until a calloused hand slapped over her mouth.

      "Quiet bitch" hissed in her ear again.

      Once again she tried to place the voice; but that thought vanished when he pulled his hips back, and slammed his entire length into her. His slut; his bitch; Katelynn couldn't agree more as hot juices erupted from between her thighs to splatter to the concrete floor. Pinned to the cool metal, all she could do was stand there and take every inch.

      The sheer perversion of what was happening; that some family member would be fucking her in a public bathroom, while other family members chatted on the other side of the walls. The obscenity shocked her that here; in the darkness; she was once again being taken in pure incest by her family; set off a bomb in her gut.

      "Nnnnggggggg" Katelynn moaned against the palm, as her body shook violently.

      
        But, he didn't stop; his hips slapping her shaking ass cheeks as he continued to hammer into her. The hand slid from her face and gripped her shoulder, pulling her body back into him with every thrust; shoving that magnificent dick deeper and deeper.

      Katelynn knew how this was going to end, the same way it had last night. Her cheek pressed against the cool metal, she whispered into the darkness.

      "Cum in me...oh God please" she mewled.

      As if in answer to her begging, the shadow rammed hard into her, her breasts now mashing against the metal wall of the stall. His cock sank deep, and then held; she felt him swell thicker and thicker. God, I've never been so full, she dimly thought.

      She felt him straighten his legs, her body sliding up the wall; hanging there, suspended on his massive cock. He's taller than me, she thought. Just as her gut knotted again, she reached up and dug the nails of her hand into his powerful forearm. As she dragged her nails downward, leaving a red streak; a hot blast suddenly filled her belly.

      "Fuck" she heard that animal grunt behind her.

      Katelynn's eyes rolled back as the most powerful orgasm of her life tore through her. Never had she felt so powerless, so owned; the idea of this much raw forbidden pleasure was too much.

      "Cummminnggg" she gurgled, even as she felt a second thick wad fill her unprotected pussy.

      By the time he had finished unloading into her, Katelynn was a limp rag doll gasping for breath. She felt her body slowly eased down until she knelt beside the toilet in the darkness. She could feel a glob of warm semen ooze from between her still gaping lips as she listened to a zipper being pulled up and clothes straightened.

      She thought of trying to see him again, but was too weak to even rise to her feet. As she listened to his purposeful steps heading for the door, she just hoped the mark she had left would be visible. After she was alone, she finally pulled herself up, pulling her panties into place over her still dripping sex.

      
        Back at the gathering she helped her mother begin to load everything back into their SUV. As her brother tossed one of the coolers into the back, Katelynn glanced at his bare bulging arms. The deep sun tan along his forearms was unblemished.

      So, Katelynn thought; it isn't Paul. She almost felt regret as she watched his powerful body walk away. She could just imagine herself pinned under him as she stared into his eyes; while he drove his fat cock into her. She sighed and turned back to loading the car.

      As the family prepared to head back to her Grandparent's house, she slid into the back seat as her parents climbed into the front.

      "Everyone hooked in" her mother asked the same old question.

      "Yeah" Katelynn replied automatically.

      She glanced up and froze as her father reached back to grab his seat belt. There, running down his powerful forearm, was a red line. At the same time her stomach did a flip, her panties were filled with a sudden gush of hot fluids.

      Dad, oh God it WAS her father. It had to be, that was the mark she had scratched as he fucked the shit out of her in the bathroom. During the drive home, Katelynn's image of her father evolved. From the loving and doting man she had known; into a dark shadow with a huge cock hanging to his knees leering over her.

      After they had reached the house, Katelynn tried to find a way to isolate her father, to confront this man who had in a way taken away her innocent view of him, and yet shown him the kind of lover her mother would never understand. Yet, it was her mother who continuously thwarted every moment she almost had him alone. It was as if she knew what her daughter was trying to do.

      Later that evening, in total frustration, Katelynn retreated to the bathroom for a long soaking bath. Her mother had successfully kept her from being alone with her father; even to the point the two of them had gone into town for drinks.

      On one hand she was pissed because she wanted another round tonight; but she also knew once they reached home tomorrow she would get more than ample chances to pull that fat cock out and show her father how much she appreciated him.

      
        Katelynn was deep in thought about how to confront her father when she walked from the bathroom down to the guest room she was sleeping in. Stepping through the dark doorway, she had totally opened herself; completely dropping her guard since she thought she had all the answers.

      That all vanished in a heartbeat, when a powerful arm wrapped around her from behind and a calloused hand clapped over her mouth. She felt the towel she had wrapped around her slender form jerked away and tossed to the floor.

      Standing there in the dark, totally nude; her mind went blank. How...who? Her father was in town and he was the one; this isn't happening.

      "Oh fuck" Katelynn grunted against that hand, when a second hand slid down her belly and two fat fingers suddenly plunged into her hole.

      Within seconds her body responded to the sudden violation. Juices dripped down her thighs, and her nipples turned diamond hard. The hand at her mouth slid lower until the arm wrapped around her slim waist.

      "Who..." Katelynn gasped as she felt herself lifted from her feet. "Oh God" she moaned as she felt the fingers slide deeper.

      Holding her around the waist, and impaled on his fingers; the strong shadow brought her the remaining feet to her bed. Like a feather, she was released, turned; and deposited to find herself sitting on the edge of her bed.

      "Who Mmmppffff" she started to ask, her words cut off not by a hand this time; but by the engorged head of a cock as it slid between her lips.

      Two powerful hands wrapped in her hair, and tugged her head forward. Her throat filled with musky thick cock as she started to gag the deeper he went. She wasn't sucking him, he was fucking her mouth; using her as she sat there helpless.

      The taste and smell overwhelmed her brain as she reached up and gripped his hips. Her moment of confusion gave way to rising lust; she had always loved sucking cock; here was her chance.

      "Gluukkk" she gave a squeak as the man shoved his fat cock deeper into her throat.

      
        
      

      Katelynn didn't know how long the shadow ravaged her throat and mouth; time didn't seem to matter in the darkness. It was long enough that by the time he pulled her head away her jaw ached, and spit ran down her chin.

      Gasping to catch her breath he shoved against her shoulders, causing her body to sprawl out onto her back on the bed. Her legs dangled over the edge as she heard a soft thump. She wondered what he was doing and then she felt two calloused hands grip her knees, and jerk her legs apart.

      "Yessss" Katelynn couldn't help but moan.

      She had wanted to be fucked again, needed to be fucked again; but then her parents had gone and she had thought her chances disappeared with her father. Now, somehow, he was back; and she WANTED it.

      "Fuck me" Katelynn growled into the darkness.

      She felt the engorged head of his cock press against her soaked and swollen lips. She reached down and gripped fistfuls of the bedsheets, trying to brace herself. It did little good as his steel cock slammed deep into her in one stroke.

      Thank God he had already dumped one load today, she thought dimly; it seemed to have reduced his size just a bit, making his assault a little easier to handle.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." Katelynn grunted as he began to hammer into her.

      She felt one calloused hand rest on her flexing belly, feeling his hard cock deep inside as he pressed down lightly. Then, his thumb curled downward; and hit her clit.

      "Oh Goddddddd" Katelynn moaned as her body lit on fire.

      "Fuck me...don't stop...going to cum...going to cum..." Katelynn babbled into the darkness.

      As the freight train of her orgasm barreled down on her, the unthinkable happened. Suddenly the lights to the room flipped on. It took a few seconds for her eyes to adjust to the sudden glare; all the while the roaring in her ears grew and bolts of raw pleasure shot between her clit and nipples then back to her womb.

      Raising her head slightly from the bed, Katelynn stared into the face of her grandfather, kneeling between her lewdly spread thighs. Wet sucking noises filled the room when he didn't even hesitate; continuing to pound her stretched pussy.

      Her eyes grew wide when just over his shoulder, standing in the doorway to her room; was her parents.

      "FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKK" Katelynn screamed as her orgasm slammed home.

      Hot juices sprayed from between her thighs to soak her grandfathers' belly; and still he fucked her. The horror of being caught; blended with sheer pleasure as a second wave rolled through her body.

      "CUMMMINNGGGGGGG" she wailed as her parents stood by and watched.

      "Give it to her good old man" she faintly heard her mothers' voice.

      Something was going on, her parents weren't screaming or yelling; but her frazzled mind was simply unable to grasp anything. The wet slurping had slowed, but the flood of juices were still running freely down the crack of her ass and soaking the bed.

      "Done yet?" she heard her father ask.

      Done yet, why was he asking; Katelynn tried to grasp their words. She felt that fat cock slowly slide free of her with an obscene sucking sound.

      "Noooo" she mewled softly as her belly suddenly felt empty.

      "Your turn boy" her grandfather grunted.

      Katelynn watched stunned as her grandfather rose to his feet and moved back. She tried to understand as she watched her father pull his shirt over his head and begin to unfasten his jeans.

      
        "No it's MY turn" Katelynn glanced over at her mothers' words.

      She was shocked to see her mother reach down and raise the hem of her own light summer dress; and even more shocked when a bare, glistening pussy slid into view.

      "Finish in this you old fart" her mother half laughed.

      Katelynn was jerked back, when her now nude father knelt between her sill quivering thighs. She could feel the tiny waves of her orgasm still ripple through her walls as he slid the fat head of his cock into the groove of her dripping hole.

      Her eyes went from her father, to her Grandfather; and then back again. In her frazzled mind it finally clicked. Two moments, two different cocks; that was why the size difference. That was why one had spoken and one hadn't. She had been so blind, she thought.

      It wasn't her father or her grandfather; she suddenly realized. It was her father AND her grandfather.

      "I love you Princess" her father whispered down at her.

      Katelynn stared up at her father as her belly rippled from the after effects of her grandfather.

      "Fuck me" she whispered.

      Without a word, her father did exactly that. Almost nine inches of fat, steel hard cock drove home inside her wanton belly. Her legs came up and wrapped around his waist, trapping him inside her.

      The darkness was gone, the light had come on. In its glow there was a whole new world, and all new possibilities. There was one thing that was not a possibility, of that Katelyn was sure.

      "Cum in me" she whimpered. "Fill me daddy" she gasped.

      She might not get pregnant today; but one day...

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Take It All Off

      'Come on Gayle' I heard the chorus of giggles as I locked my car.

      I sighed as I walked across the parking lot to the small group of waiting women; how had I gotten myself talked into this. A forty year old professional woman who prided herself on logic and hard work, I was herded through the door by this gaggle of giggles and into a world I knew about, but had never chosen to participate in.

      The first thing that hit me was the noise of the music, followed by the laughter and hoots of females. We each paid our fifty dollar cover charge; everyone but me that was; after all this was ostensibly for me and my fortieth birthday; or so my co-workers had convinced me.

      It was a Friday, and the girls at the office had cornered me about my birthday; and the fact they all claimed I never cut loose or had fun. It wasn't that I didn't cut loose; I just didn't need booze and a night out to do it. Their constant harping had resulted in me agreeing to visit the bar after work with them; of course they never told me that their choice of 'bar' was called Dick's.

      The name fit, it was nothing but a house of dicks, yes the male kind and yes the nude kind. Dick's was apparently a high end male strip club in town that I had never even known about. Oh I knew such places were around, but they were never much on my radar.

      An establishment for middle aged women to live their fantasies mostly. Let's be real most men who lather their attention on a forty year old woman are not nineteen or twenty, and most men in the real world aren't beef cake cut with eight or nine inch dicks. Places like this made a point of having high 'standards' where every dancer was young, bulging biceps and six pack abs. They usually sported the swinging dicks that belonged in magazines or in porn movies. Come on, I'm divorced, I am not blind or stupid; ninety percent of the male population were either skinny teenagers of out of shape middle aged men; and on a good night a six or seven inch cock was the usual.

      But, places like Dick's catered to the fantasy, and so here I was weaving through tables hearing banging music, while women stood at the small circle stages hooting and stuffing dollar bills into the g-strings of hunky hung males.

      As we settled into our seats, it quickly became apparent that some of the girls had been here before, the quickly pulled piles of dollar bills from their purses and stacked them in neat little piles in front of them.

      
        I sighed and sipped my drink, I was damned if I was going to waste good money on this fiasco. Hell, I had a nineteen year old son, and paying for his college was not cheap; there were better places to waste my money. My wishful thinking was not to be as a sudden small stack of about twenty or thirty ones appeared in front of me.

      "On the house" Maxine; the leader of the group cackled over the noise.

      I sat for the next half hour or so and watched as half the women in the room made asses out of themselves. But it seemed par for the course; they were either drunk, horny or both as a parade of male flesh circled from one small stage to the next.

      The runway extended out from one wall and was lined with small out croppings equipped with a pole; three up one side and three down the other; the end was a large open area that also had a pole, but afforded the dancer to move around closer to the audience.

      Women were seated at small tables around the room, and the girls had managed to get us a table between one small pole area and the end of the main runway.

      I watched as Maxine, and then Shelly stuffed dollars into bulging loin cloths. God the way Leah shoved her hand inside you knew the fifty year old housewife and receptionist had to be getting a heft handful.

      After the first round, the men all headed off stage, and the girls promptly refilled their glasses; it was a good thing I had told my son I would be late tonight; I don't think the girls would let me out of here before midnight. Tonight had actually worked out better than I had thought, Peter my son had said he would be working the late shift when I had called to tell him.

      I didn't say where the girls were taking me, only that we were going out for drinks, peter had been insistent I go, it was my birthday; and frankly that had been what had tipped the scale. The idea of sitting at home alone with a glass of wine on my fortieth birthday just roiled at me.

      Normally I didn't mind being a single parent, and Peter was a great kid. He studied hard his second year of college, made good grades, and had picked up a part-time job. I had felt guilty at first, but when he fixed his own car and actually helped with some bills; I had to admit his being responsible had been a sense of pride; and being a single parent I couldn't exactly refuse the help.

      
        They had started what they called the Main Event; apparently each guy took fifteen minutes on the main stage near us, and then moved off to a smaller pole area. It gave the audience a chance to focus on them one at a time, and let's be real a time for them to earn the much needed tips.

      I almost laughed at the comedy of it. Eddie the Butcher; who came out dressed in an apron. Then there was Mike the Plumber and his 'magic tool'; although I do admit nine inches of waving cock IS quite the tool. Christ I thought Maxine was going to cum in her jeans when she stuffed bills into his string.

      The girls were sizing them up like slabs of meat; trying to decide which ones they wanted to have come to the table for me. God that was all I needed; some chiseled male swinging his dick in front of my face; yep I got wet.

      It was about halfway through the stable, and every reader here knows what happened. They called him 'Pete's Dragon'; I watched him strut to the front stage; my vagina drying up and my tongue locked in my mouth.

      In all the noise, dim lights, and confusion I knew he couldn't see me. He didn't know any of the women from my work, so I wasn't worried about them knowing him; so I slid down slightly in my seat and just watched; as my son strutted down that runway.

      As a mother I was shocked; this was his part-time job he never talked about. Who was I to complain, I never talked about my work either. Between his busy school schedule, my work and his work; let's be frank we didn't get as much mom and son time like when he was ten.

      As Pete flowed around the stage, slowly twirling and dancing to the music, I just stared. I had to admit he did look good up there. He was six feet of pure muscle, bronzed skin; biceps that any woman would die to have hold them. And judging by the bulge in the cloth pouch he wore, he was definitely packing.

      I watched some brunette from a neighboring table grab that bulge as she slid her dollar into his string. Then up went first Nancy and then the insane Maxine. It was strange watching these women treating my son like some Adonis; and yet at the same time there was a twinge of jealousy that this one was MINE.

      Maxine whispered something, and I watched peter give a laugh. As Maxine headed back to the table, Peter's clear voice came over the crowd.

      
        "So we have a birthday girl here tonight" and the crowd hooted. "How about a special tip and we'll see if we can set this little ole dragon free" oh my God the screaming started.

      The next thing I knew a twenty dollar bill had been thrust into my hand, and the unthinkable was happening; I was being propelled to the edge of the stage. I knew when I stepped up there, there would be no hiding; we would both know.

      I looked back at the table, and saw the hungry looks on the faces of these women. You want to see my son's cock, I thought; all right then let momma show it to you, I growled to myself.

      I stood tall at the edge of the stage and waited; when Peter turned his steps faltered. I give him credit, looking down and seeing your mother watching you strip had to be a shock; but he kept his poise. He kept swaying as he stared down at me wide eyed.

      "Happy Birthday" he crooned in an off key voice.

      I took the twenty, and licked one side of it while he watched me in shock, then I reached up and slapped the moist bill to his sweat and oil slick chest. When I pulled my hand back, it clung to one flexing pectoral.

      "Take it all off" I said as calmly as I could.

      Peter stared down at me, his eyes growing even wider as he realized I had called the bluff. I had paid him, he was now cornered. Not only that, I had said it in a voice loud enough for the girls at the table to hear; who immediately erupted into hoots and cat calls for him to strip it off.

      I just stood there and waited, the ball was in his court. As I watched that small piece of cloth slip away, I had the strangest sensation. My nipples hardened in my bra, and a rush of warmth filled the thin panties I was wearing.

      "Jesus" I whispered as he pulled the cloth away.

      There, swinging in the breeze in front of me; had to be at least six inches of flaccid cock. The unmotherly thought of how big the damned thing hard was, coursed through my mind. Behind me I could hear the girls yelling for him to make it hard and I knew I needed to move before that happened.

      
        
      

      Marching back to the table, I slumped in my seat. "You want it hard, go for it" I mumbled.

      That seemed to trigger them even worse. They huddled, and then called over a waiter for a hushed conference; money exchanged hands and the girls settled into enjoying the rest of the show. By the time it had ended I had gotten control of the dripping in my panties, but my nipples were still pushing out against my bra and blouse like two hard pebbles.

      I heard the music changing and figured the Main Event was over, sighing that I had made it through the worst. My min d was whirling with how Peter and I were going to discuss this; and so I wasn't really paying attention; that was my demise. The next thing I knew the girls at the table had shifted their chairs, I was now sitting half alone; and there was Peter in front of me.

      "Hi birthday girl" peter's baritone voice called me. "Your friends have arranged a private show" he tried to smile.

      I could tell he was as nervous as I was. They had no way to know this was my son; I wasn't about to tell them; and Peter sure wasn't going to admit his mother had just asked him to take his thong off. In a way we were both stuck, I sighed softly and just nodded. I could see the worry in his eyes ease a bit as he positioned himself in front of me.

      Just so everyone knows, there is a difference between a male and a female lap dance; a HUGE difference. A guy can't sit in your lap and grind away, not much to grind on; and shoving his tits in your face is out of the question. While rubbing on you can work, frottage (as they call it) is usually frowned on. That means a male will dance mostly for visual. In a way it's an art I found out. It's all in the twists, flexing, gyrations; how he makes his body move.

      Two things made the night memorable; the first is that I am very visual. While a male physical appearance is not an end all; I do appreciate visual art; ice skating, dance, things like that. The second was that peter was actually rather good; no skip that he was damned good.

      He turned, he bent, and he gyrated. I watched pectorals shift and biceps flex. I smelled his male odor; I could have leaned forward and licked the sweat from his abs. He did this fantastic move where he dropped to the floor, bent in an arc; and when he rose; his bare body slid up between my spread thighs only inches from my groin and breasts. God I almost soiled my panties when he did that.

      
        He brought my trembling hands up to his muscular chest, my fingers caressing down his damn near perfect body; my nipples threatening to burst from my bra. When they rested on his hips, feeling the knots of his G-string I didn't even have to think; I pulled both knots free.

      The cloth fell away, and so did the hooting around the table; my eyes focused and my ears shut down as that 'dragon' swung inches away from me. The hell of it was, on the stage he had been flaccid; he wasn't now. God he was half hard as that thing reared in front of me.

      I watched a slender hand with pink nail polish reach over my shoulder and wrap around that stalk. I heard Peter give a soft grunt as that hand began to stroke him. God, he thickened even more. The head became angry and purple; his balls hung heavy; and that thing kept getting harder and harder and harder.

      When that hand finally released him, it didn't swing anywhere. It rose tall and solid from his mat of pubic hair; and fuck it looked good. I felt my mouth fill with saliva; and I knew I was only inches away from the most illegal act there was. Suprisingly, it was Peter who saved me.

      "Sorry ladies, the private show is over; unless you want the gold treatment" peter said.

      Gold treatment, what the hell was that; I looked up into peters eyes in confusion. I could see uncertainty in his eyes; what was he worried about? Dear God no, the gold treatment, did that mean what I thought it meant. But, apparently that meant a sizeable investment; one the girls weren't ready to make birthday or not.

      Peter slowly drifted away and the night returned to racous laughter, booxe and women shoving dollar bills. By the time I headed out the door and to my car; I had managed to avoid peter the remainder of the night.

      On the drive home, I pulled into a convenience store and picked up a bottle of red wine. At home I stood in the kitchen and thought about the night. How I had reacted to my son's body; and how he had reacted to mine. It had been months since I had felt the intimacy of a man; and while masturbation helps relieve a lot of the stress; it doesn't substitute for the real thing.

      I couldn't believe I was thinking of my son that way, or worse wondering what he had been thinking of me. I would like to blame my actions on the booze from the club and the two glasses of wine at home; but I know better. It was my body and not my brain that moved that night.

      
        I cleared out the middle of the living room, and then set a single chair from the dining room and a small TV tray next to it. I sat in the chair with my wine bottle and glass and waited.

      About two I think, the door opened and in walked Peter. He stared into the dim lighting of the living room, his voice filled with surprise. "Mom, what are you doing" he asked.

      "I want you to change" I said before I changed my own mind. "Put on your...work clothes" I told him.

      Peter stood in the dim light and looked at me. I knew so much was going through his mind right then, but God help me he did the right thing. He stepped into the kitchen, and when he appeared back once again he was wearing that small pouch.

      Reaching behind me, I pressed the play on my Ipod; music like what I had heard at the club filled the living room. I picked up a dollar bill from the small stand and waved it in the air. Peter slowly advanced on me, until he stood right in front of me. With trembling hands, I committed myself as I slid that bill into his string.

      I sat mesmerized as once again Peter twirled and gyrated to the music filling the room. This time there were no prying eyes; and I stared unashamed at that body before me. My nipples instantly returned to their rock hard state from before, and my panties clung to my now moist lips.

      "God you're perfect" I whispered.

      Peter was silent as he twisted and turned; letting me see every muscle and sinew on his body. As the second song began to wind down he looked down at me sitting there.

      "The routine is usually two songs" he said softly.

      I nodded and reached over to the small table. Picking up the twenty I had laid there, I slowly licked the bill again, and with a shaking hand; pressed it to his powerful chest.

      "Take it all off" I whispered for a second time that night.

      Once again that small piece of cloth slid away, and there it was. Hanging mostly limp that thick tube of flesh. God he was hung. Oh he wasn't ten or twelve inches; but Jesus he was a long way from the usual six; I figured he had to be at least nine or so inches.

      
        
      

      This time there was no pink nailed hand; but it was my manicured nails and slender fingers that wrapped around that cock. I felt it throb with blood; and as my hand slowly glided up and down the length, I felt it thicken and stiffen in my grip.

      Until the point the only sound was the music; with soft heavy breathing from both of us in the background. That same urge, the same desire filled my body as it had in the club. Pulling him forward by that thick stalk; I leaned in and slip my lips over that fat head.

      "Oh shit" I heard Peter grunt above me.

      God he filled my mouth, stretching my jaw open, I took a breath through my nose, inhaling his scent in the process; I felt a sudden swamp fill my panties as I breathed him in.

      My head began to slowly bod up and down as I took him deeper, tasting him; reveling in the pre cum that coated my tongue. I felt his hands reach down and grip my hair, guiding me as his hips hunched; fucking into my mouth.

      I had crossed the line, I had committed to unforgiveable act; I was sucking my son's cock; and God I was in love. I could hear him moaning above me as one hand cupped his heavy balls, the other stroking along the spit covered shaft I couldn't even fit into my mouth.

      The music had stopped, and I heard Peter panting above me. "Gold Treatment" he husked.

      Pulling my mouth free with an obscene plop; I looked up at him. I was about to drink his cum; but there was so much more waiting. I reached over to the small stand beside my wine glass, and picked up the money I had taken from the ATM at the store; I held the money out to him.

      "I want Gold...silver...bronze...all of it" I told him.

      Peter stared at me; I could see his cock throb and pulse, a small clear drop oozing from the tip. He wanted me...ME; a forty year old worn out mother.

      "Are you sure mom" he asked softly.

      
        "I've never wanted anything more in my life" I said in a hoarse voice.

      "Put your money away...lady" Peter smiled. "You aren't the only one with fantasies."

      Before I could respond, he began to dance around my chair, that hard cock bobbing and weaving. I watched his chest, his thighs, that cock and his face as he moved. I hate to admit it, but he really was a master; he did this slow twirl and thrust that would draw your eyes to that thick cock, missing the fact that his hands had undone a button on your blouse.

      It was only moments and I sat there with my bra encased breasts heaving in full view, God he was driving me insane. I sat in fascination as he did that squat and the arc, and then rising between my thighs. Only this time his tight body literally slid up my crotch. There was no management here to say otherwise; and when his body rubbed along mine I shuddered; and yes I totally missed he had reached around me and unsnapped my bra.

      "Peter" I gasped as his pectorals brushed across my bare nipples; my blouse and bra lying on the living room floor, and I had no idea how he got them off me.

      "Oh God" I whispered as he bent in, drawing his hot tongue from my navel up and between my aching breasts as his body slid up along mine.

      The act caused me to throw my head back, moaning; arching my back as my ass rose from the chair to follow his tongue. God my panties were suddenly around my knees and I couldn't get my legs wide enough to fit him, reaching down in a haze I jerked the offending cloth free, spreading my thighs as he slid between them again.

      By now the only items of clothing left on my quivering body were my skirt and nylons I had worn to the office that morning; everything else was scattered on the floor. The next time his body slid up against mine, I reached out and wrapped my hand around that pulsing log. I drew his hips in as he rose to his feet, my mouth opening as I drove my face down on him.

      "Mom" I heard his grunt as I swallowed as much of him as I could.

      "Guukkkk" I gagged as he drove deep into my throat. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth, yet I pushed my head down.

      
        I could have suffocated to death with that thing shoved down my throat and I wouldn't have cared at that moment. I felt like a starved woman sitting at a buffet not being able to eat for the last half hour; then suddenly being released, and I devoured him.

      Wet sucking and slurping filled the living room as my bobbed my head up and down; his hands guiding my head as fingers wrapped in my hair. He was fucking my mouth as his hips pumped, and I was sucking him as deep as my throat could stand.

      "Mom...oh God mom" I heard him moan above me.

      Yes, give it to me; I thought. I sucked even harder, jamming my throat deeper as I gagged. His hips moved faster as he pumped that massive cock in and out. Was he using my mouth; was I sucking him like some sex crazed whore? It didn't really matter anymore; the only thing important boiled inside those heavy balls, and I wanted it.

      "AHHHHGGGGGGGGGGG" I heard his primal roar fill the living room.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" I murmured my approval as that thick cock pulsed along my tongue.

      That first hot blast literally rocketed past my gullet and slid down my throat to my belly. Pulling my head back, I clamped my lips around the swollen crown as a second hot eruption filled my mouth with his thick salty cream. I swirled my tongue in it as his head popped free, I tasted him and just as I swallowed a third weaker blast coated my face. God he came and came; I had never met a man who could produce so much sperm as he bathed my face.

      I sat there, trembling in the chair not as his mother; but as some wanton woman who offered her body to an alpha male; and he took it. He dropped to his knees between my thighs, gripping my hips as his head drove forward.

      "Peter" I gasped as I realized what he was about to do.

      "PEEETTEERRRRRRRRRRRRRR" I wailed as his hot mouth slammed over my dripping pussy.

      My hand slapped onto his broad shoulders, my nails digging into his flesh as that fat tongue drove up inside me. If he hadn't been holding me down I think I would have rocketed out of the chair right there.

      
        
      

      "Oh God...Peter...yes...oh god yes...lick...oh fuck..." I babbled as he devoured me.

      Hot juices gushed out to coat his face, and he continued. My gut knotted as I vibrated on the chair. I heard slurping and sucking, obscene sexy noises fill the room. I held onto his shoulders as my ass threatened to bounce up and down. A haze slipped over me as I hung on that cliff...waiting.

      Then he opened his mouth, sucked in my clit, and lashed it inside his hot mouth with the tip of his tongue. My brain melted and my gut wrenched.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed as my body released for the first time in ages.

      I gurgled and whimpered as he held me to the chair, I felt hot juices spray from between my thighs and I knew I was washing his face, yet he pressed on. The first orgasm simply rolled into a second as I lost myself in the sensations. In that moment, my nineteen year old child; became the man of my dreams.

      "Peter...oh my God" I moaned as his face came free and I felt his body once again slide upward between my thighs.

      When he had settled back onto his knees between my lewdly spread thighs, he stared into my eyes. "I love you" he whispered.

      "I...oh FUCK" I grunted as that fat head slid between my slick lips and slid inside me with an obscene sucking sound.

      I reached out and wrapped my arms around him, clinging to him as I stared into his eyes; feeling inch by inch as that hard thick cock filled me. God he stretched me like I had never felt, touched places so deep I didn't know they existed. MY body shook and clung to him as he drove past where any man had ever been.

      "Mom" he moaned softly as he pressed against me, my breasts flattened against his chest.

      "Peter" I moaned back as I felt him finally bottom out inside me.

      
        "Where should I..." Peter grunted softly.

      God even now he was thinking of me; I stared into his burning eyes. "Fill me" I grunted.

      I wasn't a forty year old mother as he effortless lifted my body from the chair. I clung to him powerful body as he turned on his knees and slowly lowered me to my back on the living room floor. I stared up into the same lust and hunger that had to be showing from me.

      "Fuck me" I gasped as he laid me out for the taking.

      His hips slowly drew back until the crowned head rested inside me. "Happy Birthday" he muttered, and then his hips slammed down on me.

      "FFFUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as it felt like a log split me in half.

      Peter levered himself onto his arms as he towered over me; his hips slamming down into me as I felt every stroke. Having sex in a bed is one thing, the mattress gives under you. On the floor, whether carpeted or not, the hard surface gives you nowhere to go. I took every damned inch as Peter pounded down into me.

      "God yes...fuck me...fuck me..." I grunted in time to his strokes.

      "Love you...wanted this..." I heard him pant above me.

      Cum half dried on my face as he leaned down and pressed his lips to mine; my breasts bouncing and swaying to his powerful thrusts as my nipples scrapped his chest. I brought my legs up and wrapped them around his waist, locking my ankles as I opened myself more to him. I could feel my juices dribbling down the crack of my ass as wet sucking noises mixed in the air with the sound of skin slapping on skin.

      I looked up and saw the concentration in his face as he held back, wanting to prolong it further. I could have fucked like this forever, but there was something I wanted; no something I needed. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I lifted my head up.

      "Don't stop...don't ever stop fucking me" I whispered as I nipped at his earlobe.

      
        
      

      "Mom...I'm going to cum" Peter's voice cracked with desire.

      "I know baby" I breathed into his ear. "Give it to me, cum in momma" I grunted as he drove down.

      That did the trick; Peter threw his head back and with a primal howl slammed his cock deep. God, I was so full I couldn't even think straight, I swore he was pressing into my womb. A white heat filled my belly as Peter roared his release. I was doing it, I was committing not only incest; but possibly breeding incest as my son unloaded inside of me.

      There would be time to worry about that in the morning my brain dimly thought; I could only whimper my surrender as that massive cock poured hot cream deep into my belly.

      My arms and legs dropped limp to the floor as Peter pinned me there. In total surrender, I convulsed as my pussy clamped down on him. An orgasm the likes I had never felt erupted in my core.

      "Cumming" I grunted softly; then my body convulsed.

      "CUMMMMINNNGGGGGG" I screamed as hot juices sprayed out to wash his belly pressed against mine.

      I blindly reached up and raked my nails down his powerful pectorals as I exploded under him. Hot cream was gushing out around his cock to run down my ass and form a hot puddle under me.

      In the middle of my convulsion I felt the unbelievable sensation as Peter pulled back and then slammed down hard into me.

      "NAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I wailed as the vibrations and convulsions only intensified.

      My God this nineteen year old knew tricks men twice his age had never learned. His buried cock jerked inside my belly and I felt; God help me I FELT his cum start to fill me. It was the most incredible sensation as heat swept over my walls as I felt his first blast wash my pussy.

      "YES, OH MY FUCKING GOD" I screamed as he drove my convulsions even higher. "Fill me...fill my pussy...Oh God yes..." I babbled.

      
        
      

      Peter grunted and a second thick wad dumped inside me, I felt that sensation of fullness grow as he stretched me completely with both cock and cum. God how much cum was in him I marveled as a third thick rope pumped into me.

      I felt his arms starting to give and as he slowly lowered down, I managed to lever our bodies over until we lay on our sides facing each other, his still twitching cock buried inside me. I know the look of bliss had to me mirrored on my face. Alcohol or not, that was the best fuck I had ever experienced.

      "Holy shit" Peter whispered as he looked into my face. "That was..."

      "Perfection" I whispered back as I carressed his face.

      Peter gave a slow groan as his exhausted body relaxed wrapped in my arms. I knew there was no denial; I wanted this again and again. I looked deep into my own sons' eyes and committed my final act.

      "When do you work next" I asked with a crooked smile.

      "Tuesday" he panted back.

      "You know, I've always told you to be the best at whatever you do" I told him. "So I think you should practice between now and Tuesday...a lot" I smiled.

      "Oh really" a small smirk I always saw on his face when he was so confident of himself.

      "When you want, where you want, and how often you want" I cooed back.

      "Oh really" he repeated softly.

      I felt his hips shift against me, and God damn if that thick cock wasn't still steel hard buried inside me; God the virility of youth. "You're still hard" I said in wonder.

      "I hate to tell you mom, I always am around you" I saw him blush at his words.

      
        
      

      "Oh God" I couldn't stop the moan.

    
  
    
      Taking Mom for a Ride

      Beverly Campbell stood in her sons' driveway and scowled. Her eyes fixed on the object sitting in front of her sons' garage door. Mike stood on the front stoop and watched his mother; he knew the moment she had stopped walking from her car to the front door what had happened. He had forgotten and left the bike out. Shit, Mike thought, I should have put the damn thing in the garage.

      With a sigh the twenty-seven year old walked down the sidewalk to his mother. He could tell by her expression she was not very happy right now.

      "Yes mom" Mike said. "It's a motorcycle."

      "You know how I feel about these things" his mother continued to scowl.

      "I know" Mike sighed. "Look, I wear a helmet, I took every safety course." He told his mother. "I'm twenty-seven mom, and I LIKE riding OK."

      Beverly sighed heavily. She knew her son was a man now. God forbid his physical appearance reminded her of it whenever she saw him. His piercing blue eyes and broad shoulders, along with his strong embrace when they met were constant reminders of the lack of attention her husband had been giving her for almost the last year.

      But this...a motorcycle...he knew how much she hated these things. The idea of him riding about unprotected sent a shiver of fear down her spine.

      "I see people every day come through the emergency room mangled from these things" Beverly said as she turned to her son.

      She tried not to stare at his chest as the shirtless young man stood beside her. She had to get a grip on herself, she realized. This was her son for God's sake.

      
        "Look" Mike said, stepping closer. "The only way to put your mind at ease is to try it."

      "Try it?" Beverly asked confused. His nearness made his cologne fill her nostrils. The smell of his sweat mixed with aftershave made her head spin. She tried to clear her thoughts.

      Her son reached forward and plucked two helmets from the seat of the motorcycle. He extended one towards his mother.

      "Let me show you why Kelli likes it so much" Mike chuckled.

      Kelli was her sons' most recent girlfriend. One in a string her had changed over the last few years. Each lasting no more than six months at best his mother knew. What had struck the forty-eight year old woman was the uncanny resemblance the last three had to her own self.

      All three had been over thirty at least, they all had soft shoulder length red hair like herself, and most important all three had been rather well endowed in the breast department. For Beverly, her 38D's were something she had always been proud of, especially the fact that there had been little sag as the years had crept up on her.

      The thought of some woman crouched on this thing, clutching her son from behind, sent a pang through her body. She shook her head to clear the thought, it couldn't be jealousy.

      Mike took her head movement as a continued refusal, but he pushed forward regardless. Leaning in he slipped the helmet over his mothers, head and then slipped his own on.

      "Mike..." Beverly tried to protest. She watched as he swung one leg over and then flipped a key, the rumble of the engine filling the air. She sighed; he wasn't going to take a refusal.

      With resignation she climbed on behind her son, reasoning a quick run around the block, and then she could restart her tirade about motorcycles. As her leg slid over the seat, one thing became instantly obvious; the short summer skirt she was wearing was not the best choice for a motorcycle. She felt the hem slide up her thighs, and then was startled when her panty clad groin came in contact with the leather seat.

      "Honey..." she tried to say.

      
        "Hang on mom" Mike's voice crackled in her ear. She looked up surprised.

      "Yeah, we have two way mics in the helmet so we can still talk" her son laughed.

      Before she could even respond, she felt the bike start to roll down the driveway. Instinctively her arms wrapped around her sons' bare torso, as she leaned into him, feeling her breasts press firmly against his back. The scent of his skin now so close it almost made her head swim again.

      As Mike opened the throttle, Beverly felt a unique sensation. The vibration from the engine right below their seat went straight through the leather and right into her over heated loins. It sent a tingling sensation that caused her juices to start to leak into her stretched panties.

      "OH God" she moaned as Mike opened the bike up even more.

      "Great isn't it" Mike enthused over the noise in her helmet. "What a feeling."

      "You have no idea" his mother moaned as the thrum of the machine sent tingles through her now pulsing clit.

      "Want to bet" his voice filled her ears. "You're wet as hell right now aren't you?"

      "Michael!" his mother exclaimed. "That is not something you say to your mother."

      "No it isn't" Mikes' voice filled her ears. "But it is to a hot and sexy woman riding behind me."

      Beverly couldn't suppress the shudder that rippled through her. That her son thought of her as hot and sexy created a sudden gush of fluids against the soft leather.

      Mike knew exactly what his mother was feeling right now. He couldn't tell her how many women had experienced the same physical response to his motorcycle she was. His mind swirled, dreams since he was a teenager came to his mind. Should he? With a quick banked turn, he headed them up the on ramp and towards the highway, opening the throttle even more.

      
        Oh my God, Beverly thought. He has to stop...or something she never dreamed of was going to happen, and very soon. The yearlong drought of inattention from her husband, coupled with the constant vibrations coursing through her, was turning into a hot knot deep in her belly very quickly.

      "Try this sexy" Mike told his mother.

      Then, Beverly watched in horror as they edged closer to the shoulder. Her grip tightened on him as she thought they were going to crash. Her lips brushed his bare back, and the taste of his skin started her trembling.

      "Ohhh Michael...please." she keened softly.

      Suddenly, her whole world exploded in white heat, as the motorcycle crossed onto the rumble strips at the side of the highway. The intense rhythmic bouncing drove the seat deep between her legs like a wedge, grinding her clit against the leather. The intense vibrations caused a bolt to rocket straight from her now throbbing clit, slamming through her hardened nipples, and swamp her brain.

      "Michaeeellllllllllll" Beverly screamed as her body exploded in the most intense orgasm she could remember.

      "That's it mom...cum for me" his voice echoed in the helmet.

      "Oh my fucking GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" Beverly screamed as her body convulsed. She sank her teeth into her sons' bare back as her mind almost melted from the sensations. She could feel her juices gush out to soak her panties and coat the seat under her.

      As her body shook against him, Mike pulled the bike back into the lane; he could hear his mother gasping through the microphone.

      "Liked that didn't you" his raspy voice came out. "How about another round?" he asked.

      "Oh shit no" Beverly gasped as she felt the bike drift again. "I'm your motherrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr" the last word came out as a wail as the wheels hit the rumble strip once again.

      
        Mike felt his mother convulse once again behind him. He could feel the dampness against his jeans as her fluids soaked between them.

      "Do it...cum for me" he whispered.

      Beverly cursed and screamed her way through a second intense orgasm as the bumping seat ground against her clit. Her nipples now dragged along Mikes' back as her body shook and trembled.

      As Mike pulled back into the lane he felt his mother sag against his back, and then her voice came through the helmet. This time there was huskiness to her voice and a deep guttural tone.

      "Bastard" Beverly hissed. "Pull this thing over right now."

      "Hey...I'm sorry if..." Mike said, worried he had done something to really upset his mother. He couldn't see her face but felt the tension in her body as she clung to him.

      "Heyyyyyyyyyyyyyy...ouch" Mike yelped; as the next thing he felt was his mothers' teeth sink into the bare skin of his back.

      Beverly slid her hand down her sons' taut belly, her hand finding a hard steel pole between his thighs. The bastard is hard, she realized. Her fingers gripped the hard flesh through his jeans, she was shocked when she felt how thick and long Mikes' cock was in her tight grip. All that was secondary in her mind right now, the only thing driving her was the pure fire burning in the pit of her belly, fueled by the constant hum from the engine of the motorcycle.

      If he hadn't been sitting on the moving bike, Mike would have jumped at the sudden contact in his crotch. He was shocked at the directness of his mother as her grip tightened on his cock, making it throb through the fabric of his jeans.

      "I swear to God" his mothers, voice growled through the speakers. "If you don't find somewhere to pull over right now, I will rip this damn thing off."

      As her grip tightened, Mike didn't doubt a single word. He quickly took the off ramp and coated the bike into a supermarket parking lot, he slowly rolled until they had drifted away from the other cars and around almost to the back of the building.

      
        He had no more than come to a stop and dropped the kickstand, and his mother was off the bike, staring at him. She made no effort to remove her helmet as she waited.

      "Get off NOW" she rasped.

      Mike swung one leg off the bike and stood next to his almost shaking mother. Her eyes traveled his body, staring at his bare chest, and then locking to the obvious bulge in his jeans.

      Part of her mind tried to tell her this was her son, but that small voice was quickly drowned out by the roar of need between her thighs. Stepping closer, she once again reached out and gripped the steel hard cock trapped in those jeans.

      "Do you know how to use this thing you son-of-a-bitch" she growled.

      "Mom...I..." Mike sputtered. He had never seen his mother behave like this, almost as if she was possessed.

      Beverly couldn't stand it any longer. Her other hand shot out, unsnapping his jeans she yanked down the zipper hard, causing his tight jeans and boxers to shift down. Mike felt his thick cock spring free into the cool air, then surrounded by his mothers' warm fingers.

      "Answer the damn question" she told her son. Her eyes burning with raw lust as she stared at him. "Do you know...how...to...FUCK" she emphasized each word.

      "Yes" Mike could only gasp back.

      Beverly released her grip on his cock, reaching up she pulled her skirt to her waist and then shoved her soaked panties to her knees. Mike stared as his wanton mother leaned over the seat of the still running bike, moaning as the vibrations course through her belly.

      Mike could only stare as his gaze took in her fleshy ass as she stuck it straight at him. He could see the juices slick on her inner thighs as she spread her legs for him.

      "Come on...do it" Beverly stared back at her son over her shoulder. "Fuck me you bastard, you started this, now finish it."

      
        
      

      For Mike, it was like every dream he had ever had since he was in puberty stared back at him. He stepped forward and pressed the engorged head of his cock against his mothers' soaked lips.

      "What about Dad?" his only resistance trying to find a foothold.

      The laugh his mother gave was as cold as he had ever heard. Her words, telling him not only did she want this, she needed it.

      "You mean the same man who is banging some twenty year old secretary in a hotel right now" she spat back. "Where do you think he has spending his weekends for the last year, it sure the hell wasn't golfing." His mother said.

      "OH shit" Mike groaned. His hips shifted and just the swollen head slipped inside his mother. Her steaming lips wrapping around the crown.

      "Fuck yessssssss" Beverly hissed as she felt the walls of her pussy starting to stretch. After a year, she knew she would be tight, and Mike wasn't exactly small. This was like a tease to her.

      Mike felt her ass shift, trying to pull more of him into her tight channel.

      "Mother fucker" his mothers' voice echoed inside his helmet.

      The idea sent his body into overdrive, as Mike rammed the entire length of his cock up into his mothers' body with one stroke. He was fucking his mother...dreams DO come true.

      "Gawwwwwwwww" Beverly screamed as she felt herself stuffed like she couldn't remember.

      The steady rumble of the motorcycle vibrated through her belly as she leaned over the machine. She felt the walls of her pussy stretching to try and fit her sons' invading cock as he pounded into her over and over. Now this, she dimly thought, is fucking.

      "Fucking tight" Mike grunted as he felt the velvet walls of his mothers' dripping pussy grip his cock. His hands reached down and gripped her hips, pulling her shaking body back into him as he powered into his mother.

      
        
      

      It was almost surreal to the young man as he stared down between their bodies, watching the shaft of his thick cock disappear into her. He saw the thick white cream clinging to his cock, mute evidence of his mothers' pleasure.

      "Shit...oh fuck yes..." Beverly chanted as she felt her sons' hips slap against her ass. This may be forbidden incest, but this was the best fucking the forty-eight year old woman could ever remember receiving.

      "That's it baby" her voice crackled in his ears through the helmet. "Fuck your momma good." She praised him.

      Mike's vision began to swim as he felt her clutch at his cock with every thrust. His mothers' soft throaty voice kept driving him on.

      "You've wanted this a long time you little mother fucker" his mother told him. "I know you have, now make it count. Fuck the living shit out of me. You started this game with this damn bike, now finish it. Give me that hot load deep inside my pussy you bastard." Her voice rasped.

      The thought his mother actually wanted him to unload inside her, exploded inside Mikes' mind. His hips picked up speed as he rammed hard into her, making her ass shake with the power of his blows.

      "OH godddddddddd, going to cum againnnnnnnnnnn" Beverly wailed, her voice filling his helmet. "Cum with me baby, please." She gasped

      Mike felt his mothers' hot fluids gush out, coating his cock and balls, and then run down her quivering thighs. He was making her cum; his own mother was cumming on his cock.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Mike roared as his balls ignited. He rammed as deep into her as he could as his cock jerked, and then spewed his hot seed into her needy cunt.

      "Yes...yes...yessssssssssss" Beverly screamed. She thought her orgasm had been intense just being fucked. The moment Mikes' hot cream washed her walls, her entire body convulsed.

      The sound of gurgling and whimpers filled his ears as he unloaded every drop from his balls he could. No other woman had ever responded with the primal lust his mother was right now.

      
        
      

      "Fucking hell" Mike gasped as he slid his still pulsing cock from his mother. "You, my dear mother, are the hottest fuck ever" he said.

      Beverly rose up off the humming motorcycle, and reached down with shaking hands. She pulled her panties up over her cum drenched pussy, trying to capture as much of the hot load inside her. She swung one leg over, settling her dripping womanhood onto the leather seat.

      "Take me home Michael." Her voice filled his ears.

      Mike quickly pulled his jeans back into place and mounted the bike. His numbed mind wondering if now that the heat of the moment had passed, would his mother rail on him for what had happened. Then, he felt her arms slip around his bare chest, her fingers gripping his hard nipples.

      "Take me home" she breathed into the mic in her helmet. "I want you on top of me, and watch you next time. I want to see your face when you shove that thing back into me, you understand."

      "Yes" Mike replied.

      "Yes...WHAT" his mother gave his nipples a soft twist.

      "Yes mother" Mike gasped as the combination of light pain mixed with raw pleasure ran through his chest.

      "That's right you mother fucker" he heard his mother. "If you want to shove that cock between my fat tits until you cover your mothers face, then you better haul ass bastard." She growled to him.

      Mike listened to the squeal of the rear tire as he peeled the bike out of the supermarket parking lot, and headed back to the house. There was no way in hell he was turning down that offer.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Taking Turns

      I won't take a lot of your time; I'll just get the simple stuff out of the way quick. My name is Darlene and I am celebrating my fortieth birthday this year. I grew up in rural Kansas, where they roll up the sidewalks at ten at night and don't sell beer on Sunday.

      I live on a farm in a small town called Maple Hill outside of Topeka where my husband farms. I teach match at the local middle school, I baked cookies for my children for Sunday school; and wear conservative blue jeans and loose tops to hide my 36C's.

      I am also a closet slut; and no I am not in the least ashamed of it. I met my husband at Kansas State when I got my teaching degree; we've been married for twenty-one years and yes we love each other very much.

      Daniel knew of my love of sex when we met, I made no bones about it. When I hit college and that wonderful world of cocks opened up to me; I went nuts. I've been going nuts ever since.

      Oh Daniel would be considered above average in the sex drive department by today's conservative rural standards. He makes sure he screws my brains out at least twice a week or more; but honestly, I could do it every damn day and it wouldn't be enough.

      We have two sons, Luke and Paul; and yes almost everyone around here finds some way to put a bible on their kids' name. The boys are nineteen and twenty and both in college. Yes, they are both from Daniel, I am very sure of that. Why would I say that; because Dan isn't the only cock that's plumbed my pussy in the last twenty years.

      What people don't know, doesn't hurt them; and that includes my personal life. Dan and I make frequent trips to Topeka, which has a fairly large swinger population. We have attended numerous parties, where both Dan and I have "partaken" as one would say.

      No offense, there is nothing hotter than watching Dan screw another tight pussy; while some guy is shoving a dick up me. And sometimes we would go just because I was itching, and Dan knew it. He would happily let me bang a couple of big cocks, while he sat and had a cold beer.

      Before you judge our lives, go live your own. Everyone has a different way to get through life, sex just happens to be mine. No, I don't love every cock that comes by, I love my husband. But when the ache hits, the brain tends to die and getting a good dicking can reset the blood flow.

      
        
      

      Well, all that came to a screeching halt when COVID hit. Hell, everything went crazy. The parties vanished, the traveling stopped; and worst; the boys came home. Needless to say, by month two I was fucking coming unglued.

      Rubber only goes so far; and after two months of shoving one up you; you REALLY miss a good cock; and your brain tends to not work right. Things you would never have considered in your former life start to take hold.

      It started when Paul came into the house without his shirt on. COVID hit in March and by the end of May the heat was setting in. Paul is about six foot and had played football in high school.

      When a twenty year old chiseled sweat slick chest walks by; I thought I would wet my panties, and it wasn't from piss. I just froze at the sink and watched him walk over and get a cold drink out of the fridge. When he tipped the bottle back and arched his chest out, I watched those biceps ripple. My eyes shot down to the bulge in his jeans, my panties stuck to my crease.

      I turned around, and without a word walked out of the kitchen, up the stairs to my bedroom, and closed the door. I pulled out my nine inch little friend, laid on the bed; and fucked myself to a screaming orgasm as the image of my bare chested son burned in my mind.

      As always, sensitive Dan picked up on my mood like a hawk. He didn't say anything that day; but as we got ready for bed that night, he cornered me in the bathroom.

      "So what's going on Dar" he asked.

      "Nothing" I mumbled.

      "Bullshit" he scoffed. "The last time I saw you like this I had been at the chemical seminar in Kansas City and you hadn't had sex in two weeks."

      "Fuck off" I sighed.

      Dan came up behind me as I stood at the sink brushing my teeth. I literally dropped my toothbrush in the sink when his hand shot under my short night shirt, and two thick fingers drove into me from behind.

      
        
      

      "Fuck" I gasped as a wet squelch signaled just how soaked I already was.

      "You're fucking dripping" Dan pushed his fingers deeper.

      "Please" I gasped even as I gripped the sink edges.

      His fingers set that slow teasing pace he knew drove me insane. God he had been playing my body for twenty years and knew every trick. My belly flipped when his finger tips scrapped that spot at the top of my pussy, and I squeaked as my knees shook.

      "Who is it?" he asked; his voice hot in my ear. "Who did you see?" he pressed.

      "Don't...please baby" I groaned.

      I was trying to warn him but he would have nothing to do with it. His fingers kept tormenting me, making me hang on that edge of heaven, without letting me fall. But it was his next words that sent a shock wave through my body.

      "Which of them" his voice was rumbling; "which of the boys did you see?"

      I wanted to deny, refuting his words. I was a good mother; no mother had the thoughts I had earlier today. But my mouth opened, my legs quivered; then those fingers scraped across my G-spot; and only one word popped out of my mouth.

      "Paul" I gasped.

      "Twenty year old...strong, powerful biceps holding you down; while his thick cock fills you again and again." Dan's voice painted a picture that flared in my mind.

      "Shit" I grunted, and came.

      
        My whole body jerked as I clung to the bathroom sink, hot juices gushing out around Dan's fingers to splatter to the bathroom floor. I stared into the mirror, into the face of a woman in heat; as my own juices ran down my thighs. The image of my son banging the shit out of me was filling my brain.

      "Bastard" I pulled my quivering body away from Dan. "Do you know how indecent you are" I huffed; and marched for the bedroom.

      I want to say I made my husband go without sex that night; I was so pissed at him. Unfortunately my body doesn't always follow my brain; and Dan knew every fucking trigger. It only took his raging hard cock, and some well placed kisses on my skin, and I was putty.

      Dan did everything right; slowly licking me; then sliding in deep. Slow powerful strokes that made my body climb again. In the darkness of the bedroom, I tried to rid my mind of the image of Paul, but it wasn't working; and worse; every time I thought of him, my climax drew closer.

      But it wasn't me that tipped the scale, it was Dan. I could feel his cock thickening inside me; I heard the familiar catch in his breathing. I reached up and stroked his nipples above me.

      "Yesssssss" I moaned. "Cum in me baby, fill me" I rasped up at him.

      "I cumming...mom" Dan whispered above me.

      I felt his cock jerk as I opened my mouth, heat filling my belly. The image of Paul's face in the darkness; and my body erupted.

      "Paulllll" I moaned as my belly jerked.

      Cream filled me, and cream pumped out of me; all at the same time. I was having one of those wonderful, toe curling orgasms; as my husband drove the image of our son into my fevered brain.

      "Ghhhhuuuaaaaaaaaa" I growled as pussy juices flowed out of me soaking the bed.

      By the time Dan collapsed onto the bed beside me, I was gasping for air from the intensity; my body still tingling.

      
        "Jesus that was hot" Dan whispered.

      "You're an animal" I whispered back.

      "Would you fuck him?" Dan's voice came in the darkness.

      "In a heartbeat" my answer took only two second of thought, before total honesty drove it out.

      I turned on my side, signaling an end to the conversation. I didn't want to discuss my own perversion. Oh I'm a slut all right; and yes give me a hard cock and I'll ride it. But even I had limits, or so I thought.

      It took two weeks more of COVID, and Dan working the fields all day; when things shifted for the worse. I was going nuts since that night with Dan, and it seemed like Paul was taking extra chances to be bare chested around me. Once, he came out of the shower wrapped in a towel, and just stood feet from me; and I swear to God he was showing off.

      I all but attacked Dan that night, and when he again whispered our sons name; I thought I was having the mother of all orgasms when he called me mommy.

      By this time, Dan had more than encouraged the seed; and he had also been talking to Paul. It apparently had taken a little time for Dan to convince him that his PTA attending, school teacher mom; wasn't what he thought she was.

      Once he realized and once Dan made it clear the door was open; my dear loving son waited. And when the opportunity presented; just like his father, he sprang.

      That opportunity was stretched out on a blanket in the back yard with the warm sun baking my brain as well as my skin. School had gotten out from online classes the week before; there was nothing else to do with Dan in the field.

      I knew Paul and Luke were in the house; but we had never been shy about our bodies; as long as we were in private. For the pool or beach I had one bikini; for tanning I had a different one. To say my tanning suit had small triangles of cloth was an understatement.

      
        Look, at forty I've worked damn hard to keep this shape; and I'm fucking proud of it. I like having the over body tan as much a possible. So, laying on my stomach, one thin string of my thong bottom running deep between the cheeks of my ass, and the top string undone; let's face it; I was nude.

      I was half asleep in the warm sun, and never heard the approaching steps in the grass. I faintly heard the splurge of the tanning bottle, and then strong powerful hands were on me.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" I moaned as they worked me over.

      God did he know what he was doing. Every muscle in my back and shoulders melted under that rubbing and kneading. If the sun hadn't baked my brain by then; then those hands cooked my body. By the time they hit my waist; and then the firm cheeks of my ass; the towel under me was soaked.

      "Mmmmhmmmmm" I moaned as first one cheek and then the other was kneaded.

      When they moved down to my thighs, I opened my legs without even thinking. First one thigh and then the other were massaged into total submission.

      My brain should have known better, there was no way Dan was back to the house at this time of day; but I was rapidly losing ground as those hands did delightful things to me. When they slid up the oil slick insides of my thighs, I did the indecent thing, I spread open even more.

      "Unngggggggggg" I moaned, as one fat finger slid up my slit.

      I knew it wasn't Dan, I did; but I was past fighting. I arched my ass up, driving that finger deeper, as juices dripped out of me. A second finger slid into me, and my ass bounced.

      "You're soaked." A voice behind me rumbled.

      "Fuck me" I grunted without thinking.

      Those fingers slid free with an obscene sucking noise, and I felt one hairy leg was thrown over my thigh.

      
        Hairy; my brain started to wake up. Dan didn't have hairy legs. I started to raise my head, when the swollen head of a cock slipped between my oil slick thighs from behind.

      "Who...ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I groaned as that cock slid forward, opening my soaked lips.

      Dan has a very nice cock, thank you; but every cock is different. This one was a bit shorter, but way fatter. I felt my walls stretch to fit it; and that sensation of fullness hit my belly.

      "Ugggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I groaned as it drove deep.

      "Fuck yeah" I heard behind me as it bottomed out.

      Powerful hips pushed down on the cheeks of my ass, driving me into the blanket. That voice, I KNEW that voice.

      "Paul" I gasped.

      "Fucking...my...mom" I heard him grunt behind me in time with deep strokes.

      He didn't have the finesse Dan had, but damn did he have the energy. He quickly picked up the pace; and his hips were soon slapping against my shaking ass as he pounded down into me.

      "Oh fuck...oh God yes...Paul...fuck momma..." I babbled as he hammered my body into the blanket and ground.

      Juices were pouring out of me as that fat thick prick stretched me until I thought he would split me in half. With the energy of a twenty year old, he was like a piston driving in and out of me; and it was exactly what I needed. It was raw, primal fucking at its best.

      "Oh shit...Oh Paul...I'm going to cum" I gasped as my gut tightened.

      "Cum on me mom" his hot voice was in my ear. "Cum on my dick" he rasped.

      
        "PAAAUULLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL" I screamed as my body exploded.

      "MOMMMMMMMMMMM" he roared behind me as my pussy walls clamped down on him.

      Scalding heat filled my belly as I felt him unload inside me; fuck it felt so good. I clawed at the blanket, and whimpered my way through a mind bending orgasm; as my twenty year old son dumped a hot load in me.

      It was obscene, it was incest, it was illegal; it was also one of the biggest orgasms of my life. I was literally incoherent as Paul slid his softening dick out of me.

      I just lay splayed out on the blanket gasping for breath, hot cum oozing out of my pussy; as Paul climbed to his feet and headed for the house. He didn't say a single word as he left; and I didn't have the energy to call out to him.

      It took a bit before my limbs finally cooperated again. I wobbled my way back into the house and to the kitchen. Grabbing cold water I guzzled it down, my body dehydrated from the sun and Paul's manhandling of me.

      I was still trying to reason out what to say to Paul, or even say to Dan for God's sake; when around the corner from the dining room; came my nineteen year old son Luke.

      I just froze by the kitchen counter as Luke looked me over. My bikini barely covered anything; and it was already still askew from my romp on the blanket. One firm breast was fully visible, and the bottom triangle barely covered my shaved pussy. I could feel hot cum still dribble down my thighs as Luke stared at me like a piece of prime meat.

      "Looking good mom" he gave a smile.

      When he started walking towards me in just his boxer shorts, I panicked. He wouldn't? He couldn't be thinking...?

      "Nice tit's" he said calmly.

      I struggled to pull the small triangle over my exposed breast, even as he closed on me. His eyes dropped to my thighs, and then came back up.

      
        
      

      "Looks like Paulie did a number" he chuckled.

      I flushed with embarrassment that he could actually see the mixed cream running down my thighs. By then he stood in front of me, my eyes glanced down and I almost groaned. The front of his boxers was tented rigid, and fuck was he big.

      "Luke" I gasped. "I'm your mother" I tried to regain reason to this morning.

      "You're also a slut" Luke said in such a calm voice. "At least that's what dad told us."

      Dan, what had he told them; oh God no I thought. I had no resistance as Luke turned me around the face the kitchen counter, his young tanned body coming up behind me.

      I had been to dozens of parties; had more men fuck me than I could remember; but only a few times had I been fucked twice in such rapid succession. Yet, every fiber in my body was lighting on fire, and I couldn't stop it.

      "Luke...we shouldn't" I murmured as I felt the fat head of his cock nestle against my cum soaked lips.

      I never said we can't, I never once refused; I couldn't. I only claimed the obvious, that this was so morally wrong it was unbelievable. Then Luke shocked me to my core with his words.

      "To bad mom, it's my turn" he told me.

      "AGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I wailed as he slid in.

      My hands slapped down on the kitchen counter as I tried to brace myself. God that cock keeps going and going...he wasn't as thick as Paul; but holy GOD.

      "How...big..." I grunted as he finally bottomed out inside me.

      "Nine inches" I heard him gloat behind me.

      
        
      

      I wanted to tell him he was a conceited bastard; I couldn't. He pulled back to the crowned head, and then slammed nine inches of hard cock up my cunt.

      "FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" I screamed in total abandon.

      Luke did exactly that, he powered into me, his hips slapping my ass. God it felt like he was hitting my womb he was so fucking deep. Like any nineteen year old, Luke's brain was not connected to his body. He kept hammering away at me, even as he babbled about his father.

      "Dad told us...you need...fucking...every day" Paul panted.

      I could feel my breasts sliding along the counter as Luke hammered deeper. My brain was going fuzzy, but I tried to listen to him.

      "Paul and I...figure take...turns..." he grunted.

      Take turns? Dear God I was in cock heaven I thought. My sons were going to fuck me every day; and my husband had arranged everything. What more could a closet slut want, I dimly thought.

      I could feel my toes starting to curl again, my vision tunneled as my gut tightened. I was going to cum; and it was huge.

      "Can I cum...inside" I heard Luke ask behind me.

      Oh God my loving son, I thought. I looked over my shoulder at him, his face screwed up in a grimace as he tried to hold on.

      "Cum in me baby, fill momma" I husked back at him.

      "I love you mom" Luke moaned; and then liquid heat filled my belly.

      
        I saw the most beautiful serene face of raw pleasure cross Luke's face; and that was the last thing I remembered for the next few minutes. I remember screaming as my body exploded. My vision turned to sparks of light as my body convulsed on the counter.

      "AAAAAGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I heard the wail, not realizing it was me.

      Cream splattered from between my thighs to the kitchen floor as I did the unthinkable, I squirted as my son pumped me full of his hot seed. It was one of the strongest orgasms my brain could remember as Luke emptied himself into his mother.

      I just lay sprawled on the kitchen counter as Luke's softening cock slid out. I could feel our mixed cum oozing out and down my thighs; God I must have looked like a well fucked slut; and I felt like it. For the first time in month's I was completely, and totally sated.

      "Going to have any left for me tonight" I heard that familiar voice.

      Weakly raising my head from the counter, I saw Dan standing at the refrigerator munching on cold chicken; like seeing his wife splayed out dripping cum from two men was the most common sight.

      "Oh my God" I moaned as I tried to make my body move. "What have you done?" I gasped as I tried to pull myself up.

      "Gave my beautiful wife what she needed" Dan kissed my sweat soaked forehead. "Later baby" he smiled.

      COVID or not, I was the most satisfied woman in probably the entire county on my fortieth birthday three days later. I had a twenty year old cock shoved down my throat; a nineteen year old huge dick shoved in my dripping cunt; and a happy husband pounding my ass...all at the same time. I was right where I wanted to be, in cock heaven; in the middle of my quarantine living room.

      They can do it together, or take turns; I don't care; as long as mom gets her daily dose.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Art of Seduction

      "Bullshit" Bill Paxton snorted, as he flipped the cooked burgers from the grill to a plate. "Any woman can be seduced."

      "That is the most sexist thing I have ever heard, and I can't believe it just came out of your mouth" the young blonde behind him exclaimed.

      Bill turned and set the plate of hamburgers at the patio table, then pulled up his chair to sit. The 48 year old settled into his chair with a heavy sigh. His eyes never looked up from the food piled before him. Hamburgers, potato salad, and sliced watermelon made for a simple but filling meal on a hot Saturday afternoon.

      "It has nothing to do with being sexist" he replied to the figure across the small table. "It has to do with mindset."

      He began to assemble his burger one piece at a time on his plate; not looking across the table.

      "Look, first of all anyone can be seduced" he said. "Power, money and yes sex; are all lures and can seduce someone. For somethings, women have a stronger mindset; for men others."

      The slim blonde snorted and shook the curls of hair from her face as she dug into the food. "I don't buy it" she told the man sitting across from her. "Remember, I was a psych minor in college. People have the ability to resist temptation, they just choose not to."

      Bill looked up finally into the blue eyes searching the table for what she wanted. "Remember" he laughed. "Baby, I paid for that college education if you recall."

      At that, the blonde finally looked up at him. "Dad" she admonished. Bill could only laugh softly at her words.

      Miranda Paxton reminded him a lot of his late wife. They were both built a lot alike; slim, blonde, with piercing blue eyes. Both had hips that swayed when they walked, and a rack that would draw any mans' eyes. More, they had the same sharp wit and keen mind that was rare in any person; willing to verbally duel, hating to lose.

      
        As his eyes followed her movements, he felt a stirring in his groin he felt whenever she was near. He mentally tried to push the thoughts from his mind. The loss of his wife four years ago from ovarian cancer; had been hard for the entire family, but especially hard for him. He hadn't been with a woman since his wife's death, and having an almost spitting image around him now and then, didn't help his raging libido.

      Her father's silence settled on Miranda, she raised her eyes to stare at him. His chiseled features were deep in thought, she watched as his broad chest rose and fell with his breathing, the hint of muscles rippling beneath the thin shirt he wore. She looked at his face, seeing the direction of his smoky gaze.

      "My eyes are up here dad" she told him softly.

      "Sorry baby" her father muttered as he tore his glance away.

      His eyes had followed the swaying movement of her braless breasts beneath her tank top as she moved. Watching her nipples press against the thin material. Jesus, he needed to get laid.

      "It's OK" Miranda half laughed. "They tend to draw attention."

      "If they didn't look so damn good" she heard her father reply softly.

      She decided silence was the better reply and pressed back into their debate. She loved spending time with her father, especially the spirited debates they would often get into. She had sought other men who could charm and persuade her the way her father could. She had yet to find a man who could match him. One day she hoped to, and when she did, she planned on marrying him.

      "I just think people can resist, if they really wanted to." She reopened their discussion.

      "Look at this, all of it. You have to admit, life has been good to the Paxton family." Bill settled back in his chair, waving one hand around himself.

      "Yeah, so what's the point?" She asked as she shoved a forkful of salad into her mouth.

      "My point is" her father replied. "All this is because people, especially women; can be seduced."

      
        
      

      He saw the puzzled look on his daughters face. "Baby" he told her "I sell advertising, advertising that sells products to women. It's all in the pitch, the approach."

      "You mean all in the lie" Miranda laughed back.

      "Hey" her father seemed taken aback. "I don't lie. Fudge maybe, lie no. I tell you this dress is going to make you sexier, more desirable. I don't say who for, and I don't say compared to what. So, it does make you sexier in its own way."

      "You lie" Miranda laughed as she took a small bite. "You tell me that I am the most beautiful woman in the world, then I see Angeline Jolie and I am shattered."

      "Ahhh" he father said. "But you ARE the most beautiful woman in the world; to me. Isn't that all that counts."

      Miranda snorted again. "Semantics; and you know it. I don't buy it, and I wouldn't fall for it."

      Bill's eyes looked sharply at his daughter. "Are you telling me, you don't think you can be seduced?" he asked.

      "Nope" his daughter said confidently. "I don't think I could be seduced, I believe it's a con and anyone can see through it."

      Her father let the remark go unanswered, and as the afternoon flowed on, the topics changed from advertising, to politics to the art world Miranda circled in every day. But his daughters comment never left his mind as he watched and listened. For perhaps the first time, he began to look at her as not his daughter, but as a woman. Young, beautiful, intelligent; his eyes followed her every movement as his mind registered her every word.

      Twenty-eight years ago; his wife had called him beguiling and seductive. She had told him he could sell ice cubes to an Eskimo and they would buy them happily. The pair had enjoyed a loving and adventurous marriage together. Some of which their beautiful daughter had never been aware of. The fact his wife loved sitting in the soft easy chair in their bedroom, and watching as her husband makes love to another woman. Or that her father, had loved the taste and feel of his wife's soft body, after another man had driven her to the depths of pleasure.

      
        His wife had claimed that Bill Paxton could seduce any woman, and now his daughter had just issued him a challenge. Without even a second thought, his mind shifted gears. He watched how Miranda moved about the patio, the swing of her hips, her gait. How her heavy 36D breast swung to an enticing glance. The way she smiled and laughed.

      He watched as she sipped her wine, noting her reaction, and then offering a red merlot, seeing her approval in her eyes. For the first time in four years, Bill felt himself back in the game. This time, he didn't intend to lose.

      He watched how Miranda reacted to his touch, first the flat of his hand on her back, feeling her press back against his touch; his fingers grazing her neck, feeling the rise of small goosebumps on her skin. He smiled to himself, he would need to move slowly, but he had every confidence in skills he had not used for so long.

      By the time evening began to fall, he knew more about his daughter as a woman, than he ever thought he would be interested in. Time and again, he just slightly drifted the conversation to her, and her likes. Cataloging everything she said in his memory. He learned her favorite color, her favorite flower; all the things he had never asked. By the time dark arrived and she gathered her purse, he knew already what his next move was.

      As the pair strode to her car in the driveway, Miranda tossed her purse through the window to the passenger seat.

      "Dad, this has been the best weekend I can remember having in a long time, thanks" she said turning to her father.

      "It will only get better" he smiled.

      Before she could even react, Miranda felt her father lean in, his lips softly pressing to hers. Miranda felt a tremor shoot to her core, as her belly did a small flip at his deep voice.

      "Oh, and baby" Bill said as he opened her car door for her. "Next weekend, wear a dress; those legs are to die for."

      "Ummmmm...OK." was all Miranda could stutter back; as she slid into the drivers' seat.

      "Night baby" her father clapped the roof of her car.

      
        
      

      "Night dad" Miranda muttered back. She started the car and slowly pulling out of the drive way. As she headed down the street, her confused mind tried to figure out what had just happened. He had just kissed her, not as a daughter, but almost as if she had been his date. Glancing down, she saw her nipples straining at her top; Jesus she thought. What the hell was wrong with me, her mind asked, stunned.

      A week later, Miranda pulled her car into her fathers' driveway, shutting off the engine. She pulled her compact from her purse and checked her make up. Oh my God, she thought; what am I doing. She quickly stuffed the small silver case back into her purse and stepped out of the car. It wasn't until she smoothed down the cloth of her summer dress; she realized how she was even dressed. No, she thought, I wore it because I wanted to, not because he asked me to. She kept that thought firm in her mind a she walked the stone steps to his front door.

      As she stepped to the front door, it opened on its own, to find her father standing waiting for her. Had he been watching her? Before she could ask, she was whisked inside and her father started his usual chatter about the week. Miranda quickly slipped into the daughter role, all previous thoughts drifting from her mind.

      Bill smiled when he saw his daughter at the door. Her light summer dress ended just above her knees, showing off her tanned firm legs. The heels she wore accented the curve of her calves, something he had always found sexy in a woman. He let his eyes travel up her quickly, once again noticing how her firm, large breasts strained at the top of the dress, proving once again she had come without wearing a bra. Her nipples were evident against the thin material.

      Her eyes had a light liner, and lipstick glistened on her pouty lips. She had done herself up, he thought. She looked stunning to his hungry eyes. He made a point of not staring as she moved through the house, his light banter working to drop her guard.

      By the end of the first hour, Miranda found herself laughing and sharing about the art gallery, as if the two had never been apart for the last seven days. It amazed her how comfortable she was in his presence. They had spent the time walking about the large back yard, talking; as her father gently guided her with his hand at her bare back. At first, she had balked at the touch of his hand on her skin. Then, slowly, the soft fingers had brought a sense of warmth and comfort. When he took them away to lead her inside for dinner, she almost missed the soft touch.

      Miranda sat at the dining room table as her father prepared dinner. "We're eating inside?" she asked.

      "Sure, why not." Bill chuckled. "Damn hot out there, and it's a nice change."

      
        
      

      Miranda couldn't argue with either reason. Still, it nagged at her; this was somehow different, unusual for the pair. Yet, she sat stunned as her father poured a glass of '76 Merlot for her without a word. She sipped at the delicious wine, one of her favorites, the sweet taste rolling over her tongue. Then, she watched as her dinner plate was set in front of her. Chicken Kiev it was one of her favorites.

      "Dad" she whispered. "You didn't have to do all this."

      "I know" was Bills' simple answer. He bent down to softly kiss her forehead. Miranda could feel herself tremble at the soft touch of his lips on her skin.

      After the delicious meal, Miranda followed her father out onto the patio. Just where he had told her it was too hot to eat at, yet the thought never entered her mind. This time he led her to the bench swing instead of their customary seats at the table. Miranda settled herself in as their banter continued as she talked about the things she had been doing during their week apart.

      All through their conversation, Miranda felt the soft caress of her fathers' fingers at her bare back. Like in the yard, the touch soon became so common, so easy to accept, it felt natural for his hand to be there. She turned in the seat and faced him.

      "I'm telling you dad" she laughed. "Sometimes I don't know why people pay what they do for some of the stuff we sell at the gallery; but they do."

      Bill laughed back, his voice rich in the dimming evening light. "That's because you aren't an art critic darling" his hand slid from her back and came to rest on her knee. His touch light on her bare skin. "You are an art appraiser. You're not there to appreciate the art, only sell it."

      Miranda glanced down at the strong hand resting lightly on her bare leg; she felt a shiver run through her. She knew she should move her fathers' hand; but something deeper inside her stopped her.

      "Good thing to" she said quietly. "Some of that stuff is really shitty, at least to me."

      "Honey, everything is shitty to someone." Bill laughed, his deep voice carrying on the evening air.

      
        She felt her chin tilted up until she found herself staring into his eyes in the dim light. "Just like, every woman is beautiful; to someone."

      Miranda could only stare as her fathers' face lowered to hers. Her mind screamed no, while her body cried out yes. Before she could reconcile the two, his lips were on hers. She felt him press into her as part of her simply melted on the spot. Miranda could feel a heat spread throughout her entire core that only grew as she felt herself pressing back into his kiss.

      "Mmmmmmmm" Miranda tried to suppress the soft moan that hummed against their lips. She felt her nipples harden almost instantly, and a warm gush soak into the gusset of her panties. Just as her mind started to awaken to what was happening, Bill pulled back; leaving his daughter sitting there, hungry and confused.

      "Sorry baby" Bill told her. "I have to get up early for a sales meeting tomorrow."

      "Umm...sure" Miranda stuttered as she gathered her purse and rose from the swing.

      Again, Bill followed her to the car in the drive way, he could almost feel the palpable confusion, mixed with desire. He smiled; close but not yet. It had to be willing, and she was still a bit torn.

      As Miranda settled into the drivers' seat, her father leaned down and softly kissed her cheek. Then, his warm voice echoed in her ear. "Drive safe hun" he softly spoke. "Oh, and next time; skip the panties."

      Stunned, his daughter couldn't even reply as her father walked back to the house in the darkness. As she started the car she thought; no panties, she couldn't do that. Then, a violent tremor shot through her body, as a second gush of warm fluids dripped out of her.

      All the way home, Miranda tried desperately to sort what had happened tonight. All the while, a scent kept filling her nostrils that she couldn't place. It wasn't until she slipped out of the car at home, and saw the damp spot on the seat of the car that she realized what the smell was. It was HER, a woman in heat that she had smelled.

      Slipping through her door, she leaned back against the cool wood. Without a second thought, she leaned down and drove one hand under her dress, between her spread thighs. Her head rolled back as she jammed two fingers deep into her soaking wet pussy.

      
        She knew it was obscene, it was illegal, hell it was just totally wrong; and then her mind blanked as the mother of all orgasms ripped through her.

      "Daaaaaaaaaaddd" Miranda moaned, as she mashed her hand against her aching clit, pure pleasure rolling through her belly. She could only stand there and shudder, as her juices dripped to the floor between her spread feet.

      For the next week, Miranda's mind recoiled at the thoughts that kept pressing in on her. Her father; on top of her, as he stared into her eyes. Him mounting her like some rutting animal, using her body. Never one to masturbate much, Miranda found herself, pleasuring herself again and again to the images. As the distinction between father and man, began to blur in her mind.

      By the time Saturday came around, Miranda found herself in a frenzied state she barely recognized. As she stepped from her car in her fathers' drive; she ignored the wet spot she already knew was in the seat. She felt her bare thighs rubbing together as she ascended the small walkway. Looking down, she could see the pebble hard nipples that strained at her dress.

      She was a bit disappointed when her father didn't meet her at the door this time. One part of her wanted a hug; another, something far different. While she knew it was wrong, she also knew her lips ached for his.

      She quietly slipped through to the back of the house, as she stepped to the open patio door, she froze. He father was standing out on the patio, without a shirt, working on the grill. She could only stare at his bare back as he moved about. Seeing the muscles only ever hinted at from under his shirts, ripple across his back.

      "Fuck" Miranda whispered. She could feel a trickle of moisture run down a bare inner thigh just standing there watching him. She knew what she felt was wrong, but she couldn't stop it any more than she could stop breathing.

      Bill turned and looked at his daughter. He had heard her whisper, but gave no appearance of noticing. He could see the hunger in her eyes, but kept his composure.

      "Hey baby" he smiled. "Sorry, running a bit late, hope you don't mind."

      Miranda stepped onto the patio, sitting at the small table. "That's OK Dad" she replied. "No hurry on a weekend, right."

      
        
      

      Bill chuckled; "We have all the time in the world darling. Some pleasures should not be hurried."

      Miranda almost shuddered at his words. On one hand they seemed totally innocent, but the state her mind and body were in; they sent a shiver through her loins.

      Her mind tried to reason what was going on with her body, but the easy banter between her and her father, quickly settled her unease. Talk shifted mostly around the art gallery and his work. She was startled by how eager she was to hear about his day. When he told her he had closed a half million dollar sales account, she was thrilled.

      "God Dad", she almost bubbled. "That will be a healthy bonus. Congratulations."

      Bill sighed. "Yeah, just now what to do with it" then he laughed. "Of course we could always go to Maui for a week."

      "Hawaii?" Miranda almost screamed. "I would go in a fucking heartbeat dad."

      Her father looked across the table at her, and she could feel his eyes traveling over her body. Instantly, she felt her nipples harden at his glance.

      "You'll have to buy a new swimsuit you know" Bill told his daughter. "Something suited for a tropical beach and a beautiful woman."

      Miranda laughed back; "Right and have all the guys staring at me."

      "Baby" Bill spoke softly. "You might as well get used to there being a hard on wherever you go."

      Miranda stared back at her fathers' blatant comment "That's my point, all those men watching me, getting hard."

      "I wasn't talking about them." Her father answered.

      
        Before Miranda could answer, Bill rose from the table and took his empty plate into the kitchen. When he stood, her eyes dropped to his waist, and she swore she could see a tenting in his shorts. He couldn't be, she thought, not for me. Miranda shuddered again as a warm gush of fluids seeped between her bare thighs.

      Just as her thoughts tried to clear, she felt firm hands on her shoulders from behind. Then, gently caress down her bare back between the straps of her dress.

      "You OK hun?" he father asked from behind her.

      Miranda ignored the question, instead focusing on the sensation of his hands on her bare skin. She stared down at the half empty wine glass in her hand. She forged ahead, wanting desperately to know.

      "Are you hard now?" she asked quietly.

      "Yes" was the simple reply behind her.

      "Why?" she asked, without turning her head.

      She felt her father lean down closer behind her, and then his warm breath washed over her neck, sending a shiver down her spine.

      "Do you really want to know?" Bill asked softly.

      "God help me, yes" Miranda almost moaned.

      Bill slid his hands over his daughters' shoulders; the tips of his fingers resting just at the curve of her breasts.

      "Because of you" he whispered in her ear. "You are a vibrant, sexy, and desirable woman; how could I not be hard."

      Miranda felt her entire body vibrate at her fathers' words. She felt a tremendous urge to reach up and take his strong hands, and jam them down the front of her thin dress. To feel him touching her in places no father ever should. She turned her face towards his in the pale fading light, her eyes locking to his lips.

      "Kiss me, please" Miranda breathed.

      As his lips closed over hers, the heat in her belly almost erupted. She knew, without a doubt, she could orgasm just from his kiss. No matter how wrong it might be, she knew she wanted this man more than she had ever wanted any man in her entire life.

      She looked up into his eyes as the realization came to her. "You seduced me" she almost gasped.

      Bill stared back into his daughter clear blue eyes. His face was calm and serious. He knew where things should have been, and also knew exactly where they really were.

      "Miranda" her father spoke softly. "I wanted to prove a point, to show you anyone could be seduced. Somewhere along that journey, you managed to also seduce me." He stood and looked down at his daughter. "Right now, I want you more than I have wanted any other woman, in a very long time."

      "It's getting a bit late" Bill said as he took a step back. "It's your choice; either go home, and chalk this up to too much wine and a foolish man. Or, you can spend the night. It's your decision baby."

      Miranda glanced down at her watch, the glowing numbers showing her it was 9:10. Still enough time to be home by ten o'clock. Or, she could... She looked up at her father standing beside her.

      "I don't have anything to wear tonight" she tried to answer.

      "I know" Bill replied. "You won't need anything."

      Oh God, Miranda shivered at what her father was suggesting. But then, five minutes ago, wasn't that just what she wanted. Now, he was offering her the choice; not forcing or cajoling, but HER choice.

      She watched as he stepped towards the house. "Dad" she called softly. He turned and looked at her. "Where will I sleep?"

      
        "Wherever you want baby" Bill replied. Then he quietly slipped into the dark house.

      Miranda sat on the patio in the darkness...trying to think clearly. How wrong this was, how illegal it would be. Shifting in her seat, she felt the puddle that had formed under her, soaking the back of her dress. Not some simple wetness, god she was SOAKED.

      She rose from her chair and entered the house, closing the patio door behind her. In the darkness she walked the familiar steps to the stairs, and then slowly began to climb up. As she stopped in front of the closed door to her old bedroom, her eyes were drawn to the sliver of light down the hall under the master bedroom door.

      Padding softly down the hall, she slowly turned the knob and opened the door. Without a word, she stepped inside. Her father had left the bathroom light on; and the door partly opening. It cast the room in a soft, indirect light. Her eyes went to the bed, where she saw HIM stretched out. His chiseled chest and his strong arms were on full display. As her eyes traveled down, she could almost feel her juices dripping down her inner thighs.

      His hand was wrapped around his thick, hard cock. He was slowly stroking up and down. Jesus, she thought, he has to be at least nine inches.

      "Show me" her father whispered to her. Her hands found the thin straps of her dress, and pulled them over her shoulders. No bra and no panties meant that with the drop of a single cloth, she now stood totally nude in front of the man who had given birth to her.

      "Fuck" Bill groaned as his eyes drank her in; as a clear drop of fluid seeped from the tip of his straining cock.

      "All I know" Miranda spoke as she walked to the foot of the big bed. "Is that if you don't fuck me, right now, I swear I will scream."

      "Do I need a condom?" Bill asked, as he watched his daughter kneel on the bed at his feet.

      "No" Miranda almost growled.

      "You're protected?" he stared as her body slid up his legs.

      
        "No" Miranda said as she straddled his groin. Her hand reached down to move his away as she gripped his pulsing shaft.

      "Baby, I need to get a..." Bill started to turn towards the nightstand.

      "NO!" Miranda spat back. He turned and saw the fire burning in his daughters blue eyes.

      "You seduced me" she panted. "Now...you are going to put every, hot fucking drop, in my belly."

      Miranda slammed her body down onto her father, feeling his thick cock rip up into her in one stroke.

      "Aaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhh" Miranda screamed as she felt her belly filled, her ass cheeks slapping against her fathers' thighs as she settled down onto him.

      "Oh fuckkkkkkkkkkkk" Bill moaned, as a furnace of heat enveloped his cock. Any thoughts of a condom stripped from his mind by the tight vise gripping his cock.

      Bill let his hands instinctively wrapped around his daughters' waist guiding her as she rose and fell on him. He could hear the obscene sucking sound as she slid upward, followed by the wet squish as she drove her dripping pussy down onto him. He could feel her hot juices drip out to coat his balls under her; god if she got any wetter she would flood the bed, he thought.

      Miranda leaned forward as her nails dug into her fathers' chest, trying to give herself more leverage; to ram his cock even deeper into her. She dipped her head and stared down between their coupled bodies, watching as she rose up, seeing her cream glisten on his shaft.

      "Oh God" she moaned; "so...fucking...good". Her hips rose and fell with each word as she felt her walls stretched to a perfect fit inside her. Pressing her ass down harder, she felt his engorged head press against her cervix, a sensation she had never experienced before. A violent shudder shot through her body.

      "Ohhhh Goddddd" Miranda wailed. A week of frustration finally finding release as the freight train barreled through her. "Daddddddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" she screamed.

      
        Bill could only watch in wonder as his daughter literally convulsed on top of him; then a hot, wet sensation as her fluids gushed out over his groin. As her walls clamped down on him, rippling, he knew he would last long either.

      "Oh fuck...Miranda" he gasped. "I'm going to cum...oh baby."

      "In me, oh God yes, pleaseeeee" Miranda babbled "I want...need...oh fuck."

      "Miraannnnnnddddaaaaaaaaaaaaa" Bill roared, ramming his hips up into his daughter; burying his cock as deep inside her as he could. He felt the first jet of his seed erupt from the tip deep in her belly.

      "YEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Miranda screamed again; as a second wave of sheer pleasure tore through her. She felt her own juices spilling out, washing over her fathers' belly and groin as the hugest orgasm her mind could conceive shattered her.

      Miranda could only sit, half limp, straddling her father as her cunt continued to spasm over and over. She knew she was squirting, something she had never done before with a man, but there was nothing she could do to stop it as all control of her body vanished under her orgasm.

      Bill Paxton felt that primal hunger overwhelm him, he thought it had died with his wife; but here, now, with his daughter; it roared back to life. With a surge, he rolled the pair over, his cock still buried into her dripping cunt. Reaching down he gripped her ankles, bringing her legs straight into the air, spread wide into a V as he slammed deep into her.

      For Miranda, the woman in charge, ever in control; she felt the weight of her father pin her to the bed as he man handled her body. His thick cock pull back and drive into her until she felt her belly want to explode from being so full.

      With a primal growl, Bill picked up the speed, pounding down into his daughter. Watching her tits shake with every blow, feeling her juices seeping out to run down her ass and soak the bed under her. His eyes focused on her face, watching how each stroke hit her; altering his angle and his pace as she climbed like a rocket under him.

      Miranda stared up at this man who was so loving, so gentle, who was the perfect father. Then, felt his thick cock almost split her cunt in half as he fucked down into her. The fact that he was doing things to her no man ever had, bringing her to heights she had never known; that he fit so perfectly inside her seared into her mind.

      
        
      

      She surrendered to the fact that this man, who was the perfect father to her, was now the perfect lover; as she felt her gut start to wrench for the third time in one night.

      "Oh shit, don't stop" she groaned. "Oh fuck, going to cum again. Love you...oh yes...fuck me...fuck me..." she babbled as her body erupted.

      She felt like here belly was turning inside out as her cunt spasmed around the invading cock. Her father kept driving into her deeper and harder with each wave.

      "Gahhhh...arrgghhh...unnggghhh" Miranda could hear her own gibberish as she felt her drool running down the corner of her mouth. Then, her cunt exploded for a third time as her hot juices sprayed out, covering her fathers' hammering cock and belly.

      Bill Paxton tried desperately to hold onto his bucking daughter. He could feel her hot cunt gripping his cock in waves, trying to milk the hot cum from his balls a second time. He watched as her eyes rolled back to only whites, her body shaking and convulsing in raw pleasure under him.

      The fact that it was him giving her that pleasure only fueled his desires more. His hips pumping in and out as he felt the knot in his own belly loosening. He ignored the light searing as Miranda reached for him in the throes of passion, her nails raking down his chest leaving long red marks. He had born the scars of this kind of battle before from his wife, now he was receiving them from his daughter.

      Ramming his hips down hard, he sheathed every inch of his cock into her. The fact he had already pumped her full once, and now was preparing to pour even more of his baby seed deep into her was all it took to tip him over the edge.

      With a roar he felt his cock JERK, deep inside his daughters' belly. "Fucccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" his voice echoed across the bedroom.

      Bill released her legs and let his full weight drop down onto her, her breasts mashing against his chest as he pinned her to the bed under him. He felt his balls explode in a searing heat as he pumped a second thick rope into her fertile body.

      
        Miranda felt the liquid heat fill her belly, as a fourth orgasm tore through her now shattered body. She wrapped her arms and legs around her fathers' body as he pressed down onto her, trying to pull him into her.

      The pair rode the final waves together as their bodies slowly began to come down from the mountain of pleasure. Miranda stared up at the ceiling in the dim light from the bathroom, as she felt her father roll to the side, his breathing still harsh and heavy.

      "Oh my God" Bill reached out and stroked his daughters' face. "Baby, I shouldn't have done this to you, I'm so sorry." The remorse was finally settling in over what had happened.

      "Dad, just shut up." Miranda cut him off. She turned and looked at his stricken face. Here eyes locked with his; "If you don't do this to me at least once every day, for the rest of our lives; I swear to GOD I will stalk you, hunt you down and beg you until you do. Do you understand me?"

    
  
    
      The Bucket List

      Of all the dumb things, it was a bread truck that changed my life. You know the ones; they restock the convenience gas stations and little stores. Five fifty in the morning, I had gotten my usual coffee and was pulling out from the drive through; I wasn't looking and he was going way too fast for a parking lot.

      I spent a couple of days in the hospital, and over a month in rehab making my leg work the way it used to. The ache was still there, but at least I could walk. He took out my entire driver door and I have news, when a delivery truck argues with a Ford Probe; the Probe loses.

      I got hurt, but it was more than the physical shock; it was the realization of my own mortality; I mean it could have cost me my life; and that was what changed everything. It was the stark realization that the life it could have claimed; was about as boring and hum drum as you could get.

      Lana Bay, forty-six year old nurse, single mother of two boys. Nice neighbor, nice friend, just all around NICE; and it all fit into one word...boring.

      The month I spent off work recovering, I started one of those bucket lists; you know, all the things I had never done but wanted to before I got run over by a bread truck. The funny thing was, I wasn't interested in cruises or much traveling; and climbing mountains or skydiving just wasn't my thing.

      
        
      

      Interestingly enough, a bucket list did kind of evolve out of it; but not quite the one I had originally thought of. The first thing that showed up on the list was not a surprise; it was to have a threesome. After all isn't that the most common fantasy for people. Then, making love to a woman was added; the next thing I knew I had added anal sex; and no I've never tried it; and then sex in a public place.

      It was sad to realize that fifty percent of women have had sex outdoors; and the only place I ever had sex was in a bed. Or that forty percent of women have tried anal sex by my age, and I never had. The worst was to think that the best I had experienced was six, maybe seven inches; while women at work raved about the ten inch dicks they had.

      The problem was I had no idea how to fulfill a single thing on my list. I mean, what do you do make out a tinder name and then tell a guy, hey I want you to fuck my virgin ass.

      So, I did the only thing a forty-six year old; stuck in the mud, soccer mom would do; I made a plan. First I needed to change the look, I figured. Let's be real at five foot nine, a hundred and sixty pounds isn't bad at my age. Then again I could see the wider hips and the start of a spare tire at my jean line in my mirror.

      I started with just taking walks, and doing a little biking. I then branched into some yoga and aerobics; and by a month later I had dropped almost eight of those pounds

      I swore to God my tits grew bigger, but I realized it was the image. When you put a set of 36D's on a smaller frame, they naturally enlarge. That was the one thing I had always been proud of; tits that could turn a head.

      I bought new clothes that would enhance my chest and my slimmer waist; and I have to admit it wasn't looking bad in the mirror. I bleached my auburn hair blonde and had it styled a bit more modern. I had never been one for a lot of makeup, so I had to relearn that art; though it really wasn't as difficult as I thought.

      The new Lana was now ready; and I was still at square one. How does a single middle aged woman find cock; I mean I wasn't about to prowl the bar scene; and dating online was an art I had never practiced. It wasn't some online article or even my work colleagues who gave me the answer; it was my sons.

      
        Kyle was now twenty-seven and Bryan was twenty-five. Both lived no more than ten miles from my house, but we had always respected the others privacy. Being at home alone now, had allowed my transformation to evolve basically in secret as far as they knew.

      That changed when the doorbell buzzed Saturday and without thinking I answered it. I had been doing some exercises in the living room and was dressed in my work out clothes; which consisted of a tight sports bra and spandex shorts.

      When I opened the door I was face to face with my six foot oldest son; Kyle turned just as the door opened.

      "Hey mo..." his voice froze.

      I just stood there in shock as my son took in every inch of the new me, and I do mean EVERY inch. His eyes went from my face to my chest down my belly and then back up, locking on my bra.

      "Jesus" Kyle whispered.

      "Is there a problem" I couldn't help but ask.

      "God no" Kyle breathed out. "You look..." his voice faltered.

      "I look what" I asked.

      I'll be honest, after all the work; fishing for a compliment was not something beyond me. Even if it came from my son, I didn't care; it was nice to see that hunger suddenly flare in his eyes as he all but drooled.

      "You look...hot" Kyle said hesitantly.

      For the first time I looked at my son as a man. Six foot and two hundred pounds, a prominent jaw; young chiseled chest; and God help me a very enticing bulge now showing in his jeans. Maybe it was the frustration of how to start things, maybe it was just lonely hormones; but either way I wasn't letting this go.

      
        "That's the idea" I said, looking him in the eyes.

      "Well its working" Kyle said.

      He finally snapped himself back, and walked past me into the house. I made a point of not moving, and felt the tips of my breasts brush against his arm as he passed. He glanced at me as we made contact, but I made no move.

      Apparently I had forgotten that Kyle had offered to come over and fix my dishwasher; not that I was arguing as I followed that tight male ass into the kitchen. I got him what tools he needed from the garage, and as he started work I headed back to my mat in the living room.

      This time I repositioned the mat so you could see it from the kitchen; and made sure a few of my poses and stretches were aimed straight at him. True to male form; I could see him trying to sneak glances at me as he worked. I admit that those wonderful butterflies were in full flight deep in my belly, and by the time I finished my workout, my spandex shorts were soaking wet.

      Covered in a light sheen of sweat, I wandered through the dining room and stood on the other side of the island that separated the dining area from the kitchen. Kyle was finishing whatever he was doing and starting to gather his tools. He seemed to be moving strange; and it was when he turned that I realized why.

      What had been enticing before; was beyond missing now. His jeans were filled with a thick hard tube; God how big is he, I thought. I didn't even think about it, I am not sure at that moment my mind was even registering who he was. I slid one hand below the counter, slipping my fingers under the elastic of my spandex shorts.

      I watched Kyle move around as my hand slid over my trimmed mound, and without a second thought, one slim finger pushed deep into my soaked gash. I stood there, watching his biceps, staring at that bulge; and all the while my finger pumped in and out of my dripping hole.

      I don't know if I thought he wouldn't notice; hell I wasn't really thinking by that point. But he did notice, and he knew what his perverted mother was doing. He slowly turned and looked at me as my one hand clutched the island.

      "Are you masturbating" God that question shot straight through me.

      
        "Yes" I could only gasp in reply.

      "Are you going to cum" God he was so brazen about it.

      "Yes" I panted as my belly started to knot.

      I watched as Kyle walked over and stood across the island from me. As he reached up and pulled his t-shirt over his head, I couldn't help myself. With a grunt I added a second finger, watching those pectorals come into view. He still wasn't done, his hands slipped below the edge of the island where I couldn't see them, but I could hear more clothes rustling.

      I watched in amazement as he brought one hand up, laying a wad of spit into his palm. Then, reaching below the island edge, I heard the unmistakable sound of flesh on flesh. My eyes grew wide as I realized what he was doing.

      "Are you...jerking off...?" I grunted.

      "Yes" Kyle moaned back.

      "Are you going to cum" it was my turn to ask.

      "Yes" he moaned back.

      "Cum...for mommy" God I was so debased.

      "Oh fuck" Kyle groaned.

      I could tell by his jerking body movements; and the grimace on his face that he was on the verge of a massive explosion. Reaching up my free hand, I jerked my sports bra up; my full breasts bouncing into view.

      "Awww fuccckkkkk" Kyle moaned as his entire body went rigid.

      
        I literally heard the splatter of his hot seed as it hit the wood of the island; the raw scent of his semen filling the room, I inhaled deeply; and exploded.

      "Mommy is...cumming" I grunted as my body convulsed.

      The two of us just stood there, only a couple of feet apart, separated by that island; shaking and quivering as our bodies found mutual release. God, it was one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

      When I finally pulled my hand free it was coated in my hot juices; and my spandex shorts clung to my soaked thighs and pussy. I should have been in remorse and shock at what had happened, instead I felt the most intense sense of release.

      Without a word, I turned and walked away; heading up the stairs and into my room. Closing the door behind me, I left Kyle to sort himself out and see himself to the door. I slid into the chair of the small desk I worked at and pulled a piece of paper closer. Holding my pen I crossed off the line near the top of the page marked mutual masturbation. At the bottom I wrote one word; incest. Maybe my bucket list did have hope, I thought.

      Life had actually reverted back to normal after that Saturday. Neither Kyle nor I spoke of what happened, and I almost thought the incident was forgotten; until Bryan showed up on Tuesday.

      I was out back in the yard weeding the flower bed, dressed in a pair of denim shorts and a halter top. Bryan came around the corner of the house and I just drank him in.

      At twenty-five he was the fitter of the two actually; he had played both basketball and football in high school, so tended to be more in shape. I watched those broad chest muscles flex in his tight wife beater shirt, and felt a sudden dampness between my thighs. I could tell by the look on his face something was up. I mean, you give birth to them, you raise them, and then they think they can hide things when they can't.

      "What's up sweetie" I asked as he walked over.

      "Not much, I just wanted to see how you were doing" he looked a bit sheepish.

      
        Right, just checking, I thought. I watched as his eyes barely left my tight halter. I hadn't put a bra on underneath so I knew my nipples were straining at the thin fabric; and the fact this strapping young man was staring only made them stand out even further.

      "So do I look like I'm doing OK" like his brother I couldn't help but push a bit.

      "Yeah, you look...good" he was hesitant in his answer.

      "Just good" I couldn't help the tease.

      "You look hot as hell...sorry" he caught himself.

      I rose and stepped closer, my breasts only inches from his chest. I could feel the heat from the sun on my skin; but there was another heat growing deeper inside.

      "I take it you talked to Kyle" it wasn't a question but more a statement.

      "Yeah" he managed to get out.

      I reached up and took his chin in my hand, raising his eyes up from my chest until they met mine. I could see that same hunger his brother had worn in the kitchen. I realized that if I truly wanted the things on my bucket list, part of this had to start with me.

      "Bryan; from this moment on, I want you to tell me exactly what you want; and I mean exactly." I told him.

      "Show me your tits" my youngest son breathed out.

      I felt an electric shock run through my body at his words. A man was commanding me; I thought of that piece of paper on my desk in my bedroom; reaching down I gripped the bottom of my halter and slowly pulled it off over my head.

      "Holy shit" Bryan moaned as my 36D's bounced into view.

      
        I wasn't hiding in a bedroom; I was standing in the middle of my lawn, in broad daylight; and nude from the waist up. I glanced down and could see the bulge forming in Bryan's tight jeans, yep this was having the desired effect, I thought.

      "Now what" I asked.

      Bryan didn't answer, instead he bent at the waist; not using his hands, and a hot mouth engulfed my entire right areole and nipple.

      "Oh shit" I moaned as raw pleasure shot from my breast and deep into my gut.

      I reached up and cupped the back of his head as he feasted on first one tit and then the other, leaving a wet trail of spit across my skin. His hands finally came up and cupped my heavy globes, kneading them gently.

      "You better finish this young man" I hissed in his ear.

      The next thing I knew I was flat on my back on a carpet of grass, my shorts sliding down my hips, pulling my panties down with the tight cloth.

      "I'm your mother" I panted out my last defense.

      "Like I give a shit" Bryan rumbled; and then that wonderful mouth descended between my thighs.

      One thing I had added late to the list was oral sex; not because I had never had it; but because I never seemed to have it at the level so many others talked about. I had almost not put it on the list because I actually thought it was because I just wasn't one who enjoyed that aspect of sex; but I added it because I wanted to explore it. God was I wrong.

      The piercing scream I let loose when Bryan's tongue slammed between my fat lips was the first indication of what I had been missing, and was about to experience.

      Bryan was a pro, and I mean a true pussy professional. His tongue bathed both my lips, then slid deep inside as my ass rose from the grass. Between the heat of the sun on my skin, and the hot mouth between my thighs, my brain melted at that point.

      
        
      

      "Fucking hell...eat me...eat your mothers' cunt" I babbled like some whore.

      Bryan did that, and so much more. He licked and sucked, nibbled and slurped; he did everything I had ever dreamed of as I lay on my lawn pouring cream out to coat his face. Reaching down I gripped his hair, and tugged his face up away. Looking down I could see my hot juices glisten in the sun on his face.

      "Make me cum baby" I groaned. "Make me cum so goooo...AWWWW FFUUCCKKKK" I screamed.

      Bryan slammed his face back between my thighs, his fat tongue driving even deeper; while his open mouth sucked my throbbing clit inside. I released his head and pounded clenched fists on the ground as my ass bounced; my eyes rolling back in sheer pleasure.

      "Yes...yes...here it comes...oh MY GOD" I wailed as my orgasm barreled down on me.

      "NNNAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I bellowed as my gut exploded.

      Hot cream gushed out, and I could hear Bryan noisily slurping my cunt juices down his throat. As my belly flexed through wave after wave, I knew I would never settle for second rate oral ever again. Of all the men I knew, it took my twenty-five year old son to show me what oral sex was really about.

      I collapsed back onto the grass as the after-glow tingled across my sun drenched skin. Good God, now THAT was an orgasm. What Bryan had just done with his mouth, had dwarfed anything I had ever known about sex period; forget just oral sex.

      I felt Bryan's body leave from between my thighs and my eyes fluttered open to watch him rise to his feet. I could still feel the trembles deep in my belly, my eyes dropped from his chest to that bulge in his jeans. This was my moment, my chance to scratch something off that damned list of my own choice. I scrambled to my knees on the soft grass; my hands almost ripping at the waist of his jeans to get them open before he pulled away.

      He didn't flop out in front of my face; God you can't flop when you are ram rod stiff and standing like a steel pipe along your belly. I reached out and wrapped my hand around that thick stalk, pulling it downward until the fat head was level with my face.

      
        My mouth opened and my head came forward; without a thought this was my son. What I WAS thinking, was this was the biggest cock I had ever held, fuck he had to be at least eight inches and thick. My only other thought was I had no intentions of stopping until I struck another mark off my bucket list, and that was to drink every drop from those heavy balls.

      Sucking cock was never my greatest talent; honestly I was never wild about it. I did it because I knew it was expected and it was one sure way to get a guy hard fast for the final act.

      As soon as my lips wrapped around Bryans' shaft, pulling his engorged head into my mouth; I was lost. My nostrils flared at the scent of his sweat in the hot sun; and the taste, how do you describe the taste of cock. It was intoxicating as it covered my tongue and filled my mouth. I was halfway down his throbbing shaft feeling those thick veins pulse against my lips; when I reached around and laid one hand on his ass cheek.

      I knew what was going to happen, and I was determined to get past it; and sure enough I wasn't all the way down his length when that head bumped against the back of my throat, threatening to make me gag.

      Taking a deep breath through my nose, smelling his sweat and sex; I willed my throat to relax. Digging my nails into his ass cheek, I jerked him forward. Every single inch suddenly drove down my throat; my nose bumping into the hair at the base.

      "Oh fuck MOOOMMMMMM" I heard Bryan scream above me.

      I had done it; I had performed the first deep throat of my life. There is a sense of pride and control when you suddenly realize you are the one making this man scream with pleasure. My lips slid up and down his length, as the back of my throat squeezed his sensitive head.

      I don't know how long I knelt there blowing my son; hearing his grunts and cries, I didn't really care. I was outside in the hot sun, performing the most debasing sexual act I could think of, in broad daylight outside. It was wonderful, it was exhilarating; and I wanted one thing...his cum.

      I pulled my lips back and clamped them around the crowned head, my tongue delving into his piss hole as his body shook and vibrated above me. One hand now pumped up and down his spit covered shaft, while my other hand cupped and massaged his full balls. I gave him every signal to let loose.

      "Oh Christ...mom...oh fuck...I'm going to cum" Bryan panted above me.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmmhmmmmmm" I hummed across the head of his cock.

      I held still, waiting, feeling his cock throb again and again in my mouth. His entire body went rigid, and suddenly I felt the head of his cock jerk inside my mouth.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Bryan bellowed.

      Hot sticky cum blasted against the back of my throat. I tried not to gag; I swore the jet was so strong it was going to come back out my nose. Desperately I focused on trying to swallow the thick load; I no more than got one swallow done, and a second blast pumped into my mouth.

      Being my first time, I really didn't know what to expect; would it be tart or sweet, how much would he have. I couldn't tell you what the taste of a man's cum compares to, nothing I think, it has a flavor all its own.

      I do know that in that few moments, I knew this might be the first time; but nowhere near the last time that I would drink a man. I sucked every drop in, massaged his balls until they were drained, and I still wanted more.

      "Holy fuck" Bryan groaned as he staggered back.

      I knew I had to be quite the sight. Nude, kneeling in the middle of the yard, sweat and cum coating my body; I made the perfect vision of a mature slut; and I didn't care.

      I watched Bryan try to resnap his jeans, and then he stumbled across the yard and around the corner of the house towards the driveway. I gathered my discarded clothes and walked to the patio door. Should I have said anything, no I decided; this was exactly what I wanted. Anonymous hot sex had been the underlying core of my bucket list; and God help me I had just accomplished two in one stroke; I was not about to stop now.

      For the next three days I didn't hear from either of my two boys; I knew they were both probably wracked with guilt thinking they had taken advantage of their poor mother; and I also knew no matter what I said they had to work this through together.

      The only problem was that by Friday afternoon, I was a hot mess. Every day I went over my bucket list, trying to find one thing that I could go out and do; and each time I set it aside. By early that afternoon, I basically came to the conclusion I needed to be honest with both of them, and set the record straight; this was not them, it was me. I folded up my list and put it in my purse.

      Without thinking, I headed for my car, intending to head over to Kyle and have a talk. As I passed the front door, I was shocked at the image in front of me. There stood a middle aged woman, wearing a tight tube top so her breasts all but exploded from them, my ass cheeks almost visible in the pair of Daisy Duke Denim shorts and bright red lipstick shone on my lips; God I looked like a slut.

      I thought about changing, but then decided no. I wanted sex, why not just be up front, and dress the part. Grabbing my keys I headed for the car. What I hadn't figured on was that Bryan would not be the one answering the door to his apartment.

      "Oh hi" I stuttered when I was suddenly face to face with Leah, Kyle's girlfriend of two years.

      "Hey, come on in" Leah held the door open. "Hot Momma" she added as I walked past.

      I suddenly felt exposed and vulnerable in my attire; and I tried to minimize Leah's disapproval. I held my purse in front of me, trying to hide the fact you could see a camel toe through the crotch of my denim shorts.

      "Is Kyle home" I asked nervously.

      "Sorry, he's at work" Leah gave a half smile. "He's doing twelve hours today."

      "Oh" I couldn't hide the disappointment in my voice.

      "Something I can do for you" Leah asked.

      "I just..." I faltered trying to find the right words.

      "If you need someone to finger your wet pussy with, I'm just as good as Kyle" he voice dripped as she stared at me.

      "Oh my God...I didn't...I mean I shouldn't..." I stuttered.

      
        
      

      Leah slowly circled around me as I tried to speak; God I felt like prey as she stepped up behind me. This couldn't be happening; the one most prominent one of my bucket list, the one I had given little though to, and it was throwing itself at me.

      "You are wet aren't you" her voice was hot on my neck. "I know I am after seeing you...hot momma" I shivered at her words.

      Leah didn't move from behind me, I quivered in anticipation. I suddenly felt the need to do something, say something; to explain myself. Fumbling I pulled the piece of paper from my purse.

      "I just wanted to show him something" I could barely gasp.

      Leah plucked the paper from my weak grip, I heard her unfold it and her heavy breathing behind me as she read. Then she stepped closer and slid one hand around my hip, to slide the paper back into my purse. I could feel the diamond hard nipples press into my bare back through her light blouse.

      "Nice list" God her breath was now only inches from the back of my neck.

      "Were you planning to give him your virgin ass" I shivered as her voice echoed in my ear. "Sorry to disappoint you but Kyle isn't much into that." I felt my heart drop.

      "But now Bryan" her voice caught me off guard. "He just loves to pound the Hershey highway" I shuddered.

      "Does it surprise you I fuck both your sons" Leah said.

      "Oh God" I could only moan in reply.

      "You should try it" she insisted. "Put double penetration on that little list; you'll love it."

      God my entire body went into overdrive at the thought of two men servicing me at the same time. I felt a gush of wet heat fill my shorts.

      
        "Kyle filling your pussy; Bryan pounding your tight ass" her voice drew me in. "And your face plastered to my cunt" she hissed.

      "Oh Godddd" I moaned.

      Every ounce of will I had, any thought of resistance, melted as the image from her words filled my brain. I felt the top of my tube top tugged downward, and two slender hands grip my breasts. The touch was different than a man's; there were no callouses, no roughness. This was the gentle caress of a woman.

      "Leeaahhh" I moaned as she tweaked my nipple with her finger tips.

      "How about we try something else" her voice was almost hypnotic. "How about another one on your list" her hand began to slide down my flexing belly.

      I could only groan in reply as she unsnapped my shorts. "How about sex with a woman" soft lips landed on my neck.

      "Oh God yessssss" I moaned in surrender.

      Having sex with a woman had been one of the highest ones on my list, and one I honestly thought would never happen. Not only was it happening; it was with my sons' girlfriend. As her hand slid inside the now open top of my shorts, I knew the swamp she was about to discover would give her the answer.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as fingers slid across my soaked mound.

      With her other hand she tugged my shoulder, turning me to face her. Before I could even look at her, hot lips crushed against mine. Kissing is a lost art, and God could Leah kiss. My heat level jumped two notches as her tongue slid into my mouth. At the same moment two slender fingers slid deep into my gash.

      "Nnngggggg" I moaned against her invading tongue.

      
        By the time our lips parted, and we had swapped more spit than I knew I had; my shorts were at my ankles and my tube top was around my waist. Basically I was naked and Leah stood there fully clothed.

      I reached up and gripped the edges of her light blouse, and with a jerk sent buttons flying across the living room. Two very firm and delicious breasts came into view, capped by the largest puffy nipples I had ever seen.

      "That's it hot momma, go for it" Leah let me know I was on the right path.

      With a rumble I lowered my head, and pulled the first female flesh into my mouth. Her distended nipple was like a small cock as it filled my mouth, and I lashed the tip of my tongue over the hard button.

      "Oh yeah, suck your first tit" Leah moaned above me.

      I reached down and fumbled with the opening to her jeans, my mouth working from one breast to the other. Knowing what excited me, I did the same to her. It seemed to work when I nipped my teeth against the nipples, hearing her moan, and feeling her shake under me.

      I finally worked her jeans over her hips and down to her knees, I couldn't get any lower without releasing her tit from my mouth, and I wasn't about to do that.

      "OH fuck baby" Leah grunted when I drove two fingers up her soaking wet tunnel.

      I always wondered what my pussy felt like to a man; I could feel her walls tightly grip my invading fingers, a wet head wrapping around my hand. I pulled back my hand, and then drove in hard, grinding the heel of my hand against her clit.

      "Oh shit yessss" Leah moaned as her legs almost buckled.

      I gently eased the both of us to the floor, right in the middle of her living room. At this angle I finally managed to get her jeans lower, and she kicked them free, opening her legs to my hand.

      Other than the fingering, and everything happening so fast, I wasn't sure what the next move should be; but Leah took care of that. Deftly she maneuvered us around until I was now lying on the floor, her fingers buried in my creaming pussy. She swung one leg over me, straddling my head. My vision filled with her dripping cunt, the lips gaping open from my fingers.

      "Lunch time" Leah grunted.

      Just as her head slammed between my thighs, her hips dropped. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue, driving it up into her like a small cock.

      "Ohhh fffuuckkkk" we echoed in unison.

      Sweet, thick and syrupy is the only way I can describe the juices that flowed into my mouth. I sucked harder, trying to pull more in; even as my own juices gushed out to fill hers. Dimly, I wished I had a photo of us right now, something to show me just how hot this really looked; because it was driving my body insane.

      "My ass...finger my ass" Leah panted.

      Anal was the one thing that had started all of this for me; except I would be doing it to her instead of receiving. I wasn't sure what to do so I eased my fingers buried in her pussy out, and slid them between her ass cheeks.

      I thought about going slow, but Leah had other ideas. Just as my finger tip found the tight ring of her ass, Leah set off a bomb in my gut. Her fingers curled inside my quivering pussy, I never even noticed as her tongue lashed at my clit; and then they scraped across some spot along the top wall of my cunt. I screamed bloody murder.

      "AAWWWWW FFFUUUCKKKKKKK" my hips rose from the floor, my head banged back; white fire exploded deep in my belly as an orgasm erupted from nowhere. In the same motion, I literally rammed my finger past the second knuckle, deep into Leah's clenching ass.

      "Fuuckkk yessssssssssssss" Leah pulled her mouth free to moan her approval.

      I didn't even notice the absence of her mouth as those fingers scraped across that spot a second time. My ass cheeks bounced on the floor, and hot juices sprayed out to soak the carpet under me.

      "I'm cumming...oh my fucking God I'm cummminngggggggg" I wailed.

      
        
      

      "Me too baby...me too" Leah grunted.

      A hot gush of fluids dripped from her swollen lips and down onto my face, I opened my mouth to accept her offering. My belly felt like it was on fire as my orgasm rolled through me in waves. Without even thinking, I rotated the finger I had buried deep in her ass, pushing my hand in harder.

      "Oh yeah, rim my ass you hot bitch" Leah cried out.

      A second gush of fluids dripped like a river down onto my face as I watched her thighs quiver. I was beyond even talking as my orgasm seemed to go on and on. The intensity was beyond anything any cock had ever given me; and I damned well planned on finding out just what this young vixen had done to me.

      With a heavy sigh, Leah all but toppled to her side, collapsing on the floor beside me. My finger came free of her ass with an obscene plop; and I felt an emptiness in my own belly as her fingers slid free of my still spasming pussy.

      I slowly sat up and stared at her in wonder. I no longer needed Kyle, or Bryan. Leah had sated every nerve fiber in my body. I was covered in sweat and cum; and loved every bit of it. I looked down at the huge wet spot between my thighs in shock.

      "Jesus" I whispered.

      "We are definitely doing this again" Leah panted beside me.

      On legs that felt like jelly, I collected my shorts and straightened my tube top back into place. I picked up my purse and fished my keys out. I knew when I got home there was going to be more than one thing struck off my bucket list.

      "You know what's going to happen don't you" Leah's voice was calmer now.

      I turned and looked down at her, lying there nude, her face covered in my juices. She just stared up at me for a moment.

      
        "Both of your sons are going to fuck you" she said with total certainty.

      "I know" it was all I could think of saying. I turned and headed for the apartment door.

      All the way home, and clear up to lying in bed that night trying to fall asleep; her words kept coming back. She was right, I was going to fuck both Kyle and Bryan; and I was going to love every moment.

      The trigger had been set; apparently Leah and Kyle had a very open relationship; the kind I could never have imagined for myself. When Kyle had gotten home Leah had told him what had happened. Halfway through her story, so she told me later, Kyle began fucking her like some crazed animal.

      It was two days later that Kyle showed up at the house. His timing was perfect; but then he knew my routine. At nine pm I was in my robe and nightgown as usual; a glass of wine at my side, stretched out on my bed watching some mindless television show. I would usually spend an hour doing this, as it tended to drain my mind and relax me for sleep.

      So I was a bit startled when there was Kyle, standing beside my bed. He had apparently let himself in, and come upstairs without me hearing him. He had been a busy young man as I could see something filmy hanging in his grip.

      "Kyle..." I started to sit up.

      One large calloused hand suddenly covered my mouth, and the other pressed me back into the mattress. I was so caught off guard by his sudden movement, fighting never entered my mind. This was my son, why should I be frightened of him? It took only seconds for the nylons in his hand to wrap around my crossed wrists, pull my arms over my head, and fasten it to the rail above my head.

      It was in those seconds I realized what was happening; what my strong oldest son intended. Apparently Leah had told him more than just what had happened, she had also shared one of the items on my bucket list; to be controlled.

      "Kyle, what are you..." my words were cut off when a crusty pair of panties was shoved into my mouth. Instantly I could smell and taste Leah; God he had kept her panties from when we had been together.

      "Mmmppffff" was all I could get out.

      
        
      

      His hand shot between the folds of my robe, I felt his fingers grip the gusset of my filmy panties. I could hear the sound of cloth ripping, and then my eyes grew wide as I watched him pull my shredded panties free.

      Opening my robe he exposed the lace blue teddy I was wearing underneath. My one weakness has always been frilly night things; my weakness became Kyle's strength. I admit, I could have probably ripped the thin material myself; but it was the sight of his big hands gripping the lace cloth. The sound of shredding material; and the sheer act of what was happening that sent a gush of steaming hot fluids between my thighs.

      I gave the effort to struggle at the ties on my wrists; then lay stunned as Kyle disrobed right at the bedside. If it wasn't the sight of his six pack belly, or flexing biceps; then the sight of over eight inches of hard meat sent a shudder through my body.

      "Nnnnnnuuuu yylllllleeee" I tried to protest through the gag.

      Leaning down, and without a single word; Kyle rammed two fat fingers straight up my pussy. The suddenness of the assault, and the violence of his motion made my legs shoot wide apart; my eyes rolled back; and warm cream pumped out to coat his hand.

      "Slut" his voice rumbled at me. "Fuck my girlfriend will you; I'll show you fucking"

      God it was driving me insane, I could feel the mounting pressure in my gut, and I knew I was close. I wanted to scream in frustration when suddenly those fingers were gone. I felt the bed shift and refocused my eyes just in time to see Kyle kneel between my spread thighs. My eyes went from a face curled in lust; to a thick hard cock held in his grip, the angry purple head aimed at my dripping hole.

      "This is fucking" he grunted.

      Kyle isn't small, I would say he weighs about two hundred pounds and stands six foot. Every ounce of his weight slammed into my body. Every inch of his fat...hard...cock; rammed into me in one stroke. I literally spit the panty gag out as my walls screamed at the invasion, a hot burning filling my belly as he stretched me wide.

      "AAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed as Kyle drove deeper than I had ever felt.

      
        
      

      "Fuck that tight cunt" I heard him almost growl.

      "Ky...Ky..." I tried to talk.

      Kyle began hammering down into me with powerful strokes, his weight making my body bounce on the bed under him. I could feel the thick veins of his cock rubbing my walls with every stroke; feel my pussy stretching more with every thrust; and every time he drove in more hot pussy cream gushed out to run down my ass and soak the bed.

      I wanted to tell him to not stop, to fuck me forever; all I got out was a gurgling noise as he did just that. I had been made love to; but this was fucking. I could only lay there and take Kyle's assault, he was in total control, I was his. That mere thought brought a wrench to my gut as a second orgasm tore through me.

      "Cumming...own me...take me...cummming" I babbled as Kyle only picked up the pace.

      "Going to cum in you...inside my slut mother" Kyles voice towered over me.

      "Yes...cum...God yes" I heard myself all but begging.

      I felt that hot knot growing in my belly once again, God in heaven I was about to have a third orgasm; my mind was going blank from the jack hammering Kyle was giving me. He was going to pump his hot seed into my belly, and there wasn't a damned thing I could do to stop it. That sense of helplessness triggered a third explosion deep in my womb.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGG" I wailed.

      "TAKKEEEE IIITTTTTTTTTT" Kyle roared above me.

      He rammed his pelvis down hard, grinding into my clit. Sparks ignited behind my clenched shut eyes; and a sudden volcanic heat began to fill my belly. He was cumming; my first born son was cumming inside me.

      
        I must have blacked out from the sheer intensity, something I had never done before. The next thing I knew Kyle was standing at the bedside, and my wrists were now free. My arms were limp from exhaustion; as I lay there trying to catch my ragged breath. I watched as Kyle calmly dressed; he leaned down and softly kissed my sweat soaked forehead; and then without a word, walked out of the bedroom. I glanced at the clock and was shocked to realize it was just now ten at night. The whole thing had lasted less than forty minutes; but it had felt like it had gone on forever.

      I pulled the sheet up over myself, switching off the television and flipping off the bedside lamp. In the darkness my mind played through the images again, even as I felt a glob of Kyle's seed seep from between my sore pussy lips. Tonight, I was going sleep like a baby I smiled to myself.

      Over the next week I found that what had been happening with Bryan and Kyle had opened a new world to me. I became much more adventurous, and more open minded than I had ever dreamed.

      At lunch on Wednesday I snuck under my secretaries desk and munched her twenty year old pussy until she poured all that hot cream into my mouth; I had always known she had a thing for women, and when I realized the signals I had over looked for so long, I was more than happy to oblige her needs.

      The fact I had my own needs taken care of the next day was a bonus. One of the older men at a morning meeting made the usual pass at me; only this time I took him up on his offer. He laid me out on the conference table and fucked my pussy until he dumped a hot load in me; the sad part was I was already comparing his actions to Kyle, and so far nothing could beat the intensity of a man just having his way with my body.

      I had managed to scratch off a few more lines from my bucket list, and I would wistfully read the first line each time. I had written only the word threesome, not really thinking of the options at the time. Now I realized there actually were choices. I could have a man and another woman, two other women, or two other men.

      I wasn't much into the idea of an orgy right yet, so I figured just settle for either a male and female or two males. I knew what I wanted, by now I was honest enough with myself to admit my desires; but you don't exactly walk up to your sons and invite them both to fuck you at the same time.

      It was warm the following Saturday afternoon when Leah called; she said she was having trouble with her car and would I mind giving her a lift into town. I really didn't have much on my agenda and agreed. Like I said, she and Kyle live in an apartment, so saying you might notice a specific car in her parking lot was foolish.

      
        So I was a bit surprised when Kyle opened the apartment door.

      "Hey mom" he greeted me.

      "Oh, you're home" I said in surprise.

      "Sure, why wouldn't I be" he was surprised himself.

      "Well, I thought...I mean Leah called..." I started to explain.

      "I lied" Leah's short words cut me off. "Come on in hot momma" she called from the living room.

      When I entered the room Leah was sitting at the small dining table, facing the living room; she had even turned the chair to face the couch.

      "Why don't you sit down" Leah told Kyle.

      A bemused Kyle reclined on the couch while I just stood there in confusion. If there was nothing wrong with her car, why had Leah called; what was the vixen planning.

      "Look at you" Leah just stared at me "I mean Jesus you really are a hot momma"

      I felt suddenly self-conscious again, realizing I had come over dressed in a light summer dress with the heat; I had skipped my bra because they always made my heavy breasts sweat; that meant my nipples were now prominently pressing out against the thin cloth.

      I was wearing open toed sandals with pink painted toenails; but worst of all was the thin thong I had chosen for my underwear; once again trapping me with my hidden urge to wear frilly lingere.

      "What's going on?" I asked.

      "You know, when I told Kyle what we did; I swore he was never going to stop fucking me" I shuddered at her words. "But when he told me what you two did" she stared at me "I went nuts."

      
        "Take it out" Leah told Kyle.

      I watched dumb founded as Kyle undid his jeans, leaning back on the couch he slid them down and kicked them free. God he was already half hard as that magnificent prick came into view.

      "No more stories" Leah hissed. "I want to see it; I want to watch a slutty mother fuck her needy little boy." God I almost passed out with her words.

      "Look at him just waiting for you" her voice compelled me.

      "Oh God" I murmured; and then I did the unthinkable.

      While Leah sat and watched, I slowly walked over to Kyle, and knelt between his spread thighs. It seemed like the decision had been made for me, I thought; it was going to be a man and a woman for my first time.

      "I bet you want to suck him" Leah's voice seemed to egg me on.

      "Yes" I moaned; the memory of the taste of his brother's cock filling my mind.

      I didn't need Leah's encouragement; the desire to know if Bryan and Kyle tasted alike; was filling my gut. I reached out and wrapped my hand around his cock, feeling the blood pulse into it as my fist slid along his length.

      Without hesitation, I leaned forward and literally swallowed him. Half hard, his cock slid totally into my mouth. The taste, so like his brothers, reverberated through my body; the scent of his manly sweat filled my nostrils.

      Like a woman possessed I began to bob my head up and down while I gripped his cock. It was so different to start with a man semi-soft; and feel him harden against your tongue.

      The fact Leah had never left her chair never entered my mind as I felt that cock thicken more and more in my mouth. I heard her talking but didn't register her words; I was quickly slipping out of control as I tasted his pre cum on my tongue.

      
        By the time his cock throbbed steel hard, I knew what I wanted. The last time had been all Kyle. He had come into my bedroom and ravaged me as no man had; now it was my turn. Pulling my mouth free I scrambled up onto the couch; straddling his thighs.

      "I'm going to fuck you" I groaned "I'm going to fuck my son."

      I reached down to hold his cock upright, when another slim hand already held Kyle's hard member ready. Turning my head I stared into Leah's eyes, seeing the raw lust shining there.

      "Fuck your son hot momma" she whispered.

      In my mind I scratched off that momentous line for a threesome; as I drove my ass down onto the couch. I felt the engorged head split my pussy open, and slip inside.

      "OH FUUCCKKKKK" I moaned as I slid further down.

      Leah released her grip, but stayed bent over watching as her boyfriend's cock, my son's cock, slide deep inside me. Leah rose up and looked Kyle in the eyes.

      "I'm going to marry you" she said to my son. "And when I do, you're going to fuck your mother on our wedding night"

      "Oh fuck" Kyle grunted at her words.

      Gripping the back of the couch I lifted my ass into the air, feeling Kyle's throbbing cock start to slide back out. With just the head inside me, I reversed course and slammed back down on him.

      "Oh fuck yessssss" I moaned.

      Kyle and I set a rythum, his ass lifting off the couch as he drove that fat cock up into me. Juices poured out covering his shaft as I matched every thrust.

      "Fuck me...fuck me" I chanted.

      
        Kyle was grunting and panting as I rode him, I could feel his full balls press against my ass, God I wanted every drop. Turning, I looked back at Leah still standing beside me.

      "My ass...finger my ass..." I panted, echoing her words from before.

      I couldn't see behind me, but I could feel Leah's fingers sliding through the swamp of my cunt, smearing my sticky cream all over the crack in my ass; I reached down and bunched my dress around my waist, giving her total access. The fact I only had a thong on meant my entire asshole was exposed.

      Bringing her hand up, she slid her drenched fingers into my mouth. Sucking greedily I reveled in the taste of my own soaked pussy; it was a bit tarter than Leah's, but the taste sent bolts of pleasure through me.

      "You want something in your ass" she hissed in my ear.

      "Yes...please...my ass" I begged.

      Right at that moment a shock ripped through me, as two strong hands gripped the cheeks of my ass, spreading them wide. I actually felt the tight ring of my ass almost wink as it was brought into view.

      "Maybe little brother gets a turn" Oh God she didn't mean...then I heard him.

      "Fuck what an ass" Oh my God it was Bryan.

      "Bryan..." I gasped staring into Leah's eyes.

      At that point all hell broke loose as eight inches of thick hard cock drove past the tight ring of my ass and deep into my bowels.

      "NNNAAAGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed.

      Tears came to my eyes as my ass burned like never before; as Bryan pulled back his thick shaft dragged along my tight asshole, God he felt like a tree log inside me.

      
        
      

      "Big...to big..." I begged

      "Fucking TIGHT" I heard Bryan behind me, God he was going to continue and I didn't know if I could stand it.

      As I felt every inch of my youngest son's dick sliding out, I resolved never to do anal again; it was simply beyond pain; and then Kyle moved. A wet squelch filled the room as Kyle drove his hips up, his hard cock slamming into my cunt. As Bryan pulled back, Kyle drove in; as Kyle pulled back, Bryan slid into my agonized ass.

      I looked up at Leah in shock as something began to happen. The sheer physical pleasure from Kyle's cock in my pussy seemed to meld with the burn from Bryan at my ass; creating a sensation I had never experienced before. It was only out done by the realization I had never felt this constant fullness in my life.

      "Oh fuck" I gasped.

      Suddenly Kyle's hips hesitated, just a fraction of a second, but it was enough. Just as Bryan plowed into my no longer virgin ass; Kyle shoved his thick cock deep inside my belly.

      "Hold...still" I gasped.

      Both of them froze, I was impaled on two cocks at the same moment. I can't even begin to describe what it felt like. It was a sensation of fullness; and the pulsing, along with the feeling of one man's body pressing into me from behind, pinning my now limp form into another man. I was owned in that moment, owned by my two sons.

      "Oh my God...Oh MY GOD....OHHHH MYYY GAAWWWWWDDDDDDDDD" I screamed at the top of my lungs.

      "I'M CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGG" I just wailed the obvious.

      Because at that moment hot juices literally sprayed out around Kyle's buried cock, washing his pelvis in a flood. I had never squirted in my life, and had never even thought of putting that on my bucket list. I clenched my ass, clamping down even tighter on Bryan.

      
        
      

      "Cum in me...please" I whimpered.

      I felt Kyle swell first, deep in my belly; but he was quickly matched by a huge jump in Bryan's girth inside my ass. Dear God they were going to cum at the same time, I thought dimly. I fought back the darkness as I waited.

      "FUUUCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Kyle roared under me.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMM" I heard Bryan bellow.

      Two hot blasts roared into my spasming body; one pumping hot virle seed into my womb, the other flooding my ass with sticky goo. My eyes rolled back as a second spray of pussy cream ejected from between my thighs; I just lay against Kyle reveling in the sensations; realizing that I was wrong; only next time I would make damn sure I had greased the cock for my ass.

      Never had I experienced so much male sperm at one time. It felt hot globs of Kyle seeping from my pussy, while a trickle of Bryan's dripped down my ass. For the first time in my life, I was truly full.

      Panting like I had run a marathon, I lay limp against Kyle; I felt Bryan's now softening cock slowly slip from my ass. I jerked as it was replaced by a sucking hot mouth.

      Leah, in all her perverted glory, was sucking the hot mess out of my ass; God could you get any filthier, I thought. I slowly eased to my side until I reclined on the couch next to Kyle. I looked at my son's; their faces flush from their exertions. I stared down at Leah as she lowered her cum drenched face back to between my spread thighs.

      I sighed, now my Bucket List was empty; I would need to come up with more. I watched Bryan stare at Leah's firm ass and wondered what else that wonderful list had in store.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Home Fires

      My name, for those curious, is Calvin; yep just my first name, that's all that really matters isn't it. Oh, I'm twenty and in my second year at university. For the record I'm about five foot ten inches and displace about a hundred and sixty pounds when I'm in the pool. My manhood, let's just say it's adequate for the job; after all don't people claim size doesn't matter.

      When the entire pandemic hit the university shut everything down and sent us all packing. Like about everyone else I headed home, figuring I was in it for the long haul. My dad's an anesthesiologist; which put him in the high risk group. It also meant once the shit really hit the fan, he wasn't able to come home. He was working with the sickest ones and taking every precaution; and that included not risking exposing his family.

      To make the long story short; we made about two weeks and things went haywire around the house. Me, I'm your average twenty year old; I can camp with the PS4 all damn day; but mom was slowly turning into an absolute bear.

      My mom's name is May; yeah like the month; she was a nurse when she met and married dad. Basically dad makes good money so mom quit work and just became your traditional physician housewife. That meant she spent a lot of time at the fitness center doing yoga and whatever. With the quarantine here in California; mom wasn't going anywhere.

      I figured being housebound was what was driving her crazy; but believe me was I ever wrong. I found out when I got a text from dad about ten one evening to meet him online. I pulled up his facetime on my IPad in my room.

      "Hey dad what's going" I asked.

      "Look Cal, there's something we need to talk about, man to man" Dad sounded tired.

      "Uh, sure" I didn't know what was going on.

      Apparently he and mom had just spent some time on facetime, and it apparently had not ended well. He told me mom got mad and basically cut the call off.

      
        "You're twenty years old" Dad told me "so let's cut the chase; there's something I need you to do for me."

      "Sure" and that was when the shit really hit the fan.

      "I need you to fuck her" he point blank said.

      "Uhhhh excuse me" did he really just ask me to fuck my mother?

      That was when the "too much information" hit. Apparently my folks were a bit, shall we say, overcharged. Dad told me he and mom usually had sex at least every other day if not every day. Not bad for a couple in their forties, I thought.

      "What's that got to do with me?" All right so I can be stupid sometimes.

      "Considering I've been stuck here for over two weeks now" Dad said.

      "You mean mom's randy" I almost laughed as the light bulb came on.

      "Horny isn't the word" Dad smiled. "She could fuck a bedpost right now."

      "Jesus dad" I laughed.

      "We tried the cyber thing, sorry we just aren't into it" he sighed. "She's damn near worn her dildo out."

      "Holy shit" I murmured. I suddenly had a vision of my mother lying on her bed shoving s dildo between her legs.

      Now don't get me wrong, mom isn't your raving vogue model; but she's not bad either. She had shoulder length chestnut hair, and large brown eyes. If I made a guess I'd say she's probably a 36C. Her ass is a bit bigger than I usually go for, but considering all the yoga and fitness; mom's in pretty damn good shape. Let's just say she can raise a woody when she puts on her bikini to suntan on.

      
        I admit, when I was in my teens I wanked out a few to her; hell what boy hasn't jerked one off to his mom. I thought I had pretty much outgrown that until dad mentioned the dildo thing, and I felt a rush of blood to my crotch.

      "You can't be serious" I tried to tell him.

      "Look, her hormones are about to blow; do you want to be on the receiving end of that, you're the one in the house" he told me.

      "But...you're asking me to..." I stuttered.

      "I'm asking you to give her what she needs, because I can't" I could tell by his expression dad had been thinking about this for a while. "She won't find someone, because she wants it to be someone she's attached to. Besides she can't with all this shit going on." He sighed again.

      "Jesus dad, you want me to shag my mother" I exclaimed.

      "I want you to shove your dick into her until she cums" Dad looked at me from the screen. "After she sucks you off like a hoover vacuum" he added.

      "Oh God" I moaned.

      "You're hard aren't you" Dad said.

      "Dad...I can't..." I tried to say.

      "Admit it, you're fucking hard" he pushed back.

      "I'm hard all right" I almost shouted.

      "Good" dad laughed. "Now do what needs to be done. Since I'm probably stuck here for a couple more weeks, make it a nice seduction" he smiled.

      
        "You're an asshole" I sighed in resignation.

      "You know what Cal" Dad looked at me. "She swallows" he said softly.

      "Oh fuck" I groaned.

      Bam, that was it; our conversation was over. Dad was still on duty; and the call had taken all of about ten minutes. When I set the IPad to the side, I looked down at the raging erection in my lap. Flipping off the lights, I slid into bed. It took an hour to fall asleep, all the while my mind going over the fact my father was asking me to fuck my mother; and worse, trying to figure out how I was going to do it.

      I had to admit, my conversation with Dad had fueled more than my balls, and it did start my imagination. I had some of my hottest dreams that night I had had since I was a horny teenager. I saw mom on her knees, her mouth open to receive my hot load. In one I had even set up the IPad so dad could watch thru facetime; which was about the kinkiest thing I could remember.

      The next morning, I still hadn't come up with anything. I mean what do you do; walk in the room and say 'hey mom dad wants me to fuck your brains out'; not too damn likely. The funny thing was I didn't have to do anything; Mom opened the door.

      Like every morning, Mom was doing her morning exercises on yoga in the large living room. She had the laptop open on the coffee table and was following an online routine. I had grabbed some toast and was headed back to my room when I saw her; or more importantly, saw part of her.

      She had her feet spaced apart and was bent at the waist, with her palms on the floor next to her feet. I stopped dead as her ass stared back at me, I mean Jesus she was wearing a pair of stretch yoga shorts, the kind that go half way down your thighs, and is painted on spandex.

      Holy fuck did she have an ass, I just stared at the curve of those cheeks; I mean this time I really LOOKED at her as she moved. Her thighs were trim and pretty muscular for a woman pushing forty-five. Her hips were a bit fuller, but that only accentuated the curve of her ass that much more.

      Bent over, her breasts would have hung down, if they weren't mashed in a super tight black sports bra. That tight cloth was meant to keep her breasts from swaying when she moved; they also had the effect to make two small bullets press straight out the front of the tight cloth.

      "Oh hey Cal" Mom looked upside down at me. "Mind helping with my stretches" she asked.

      
        
      

      This was something that had happened before, but not after I had all but drooled over her body. Without thinking, I took the opening and moved into the living room.

      "Sure" I barely choked out, but she didn't seem to notice.

      When I moved into the room, I realized I wasn't just hard; I was a steel pipe in my gym shorts. Christ just watching her in her workout clothes had done that, what would seeing her nude do, I wondered.

      Mom stretched out on her back and I automatically knelt at her feet and gripped her ankles. She started these sit ups like she was stretched to where she would come up and then bend in half to grip her toes.

      Normally I would stay down at her feet, but this morning I relaxed my grip just slightly, and as I did I felt her body shift on the floor.

      "Honey you need to hold tighter" Mom told me.

      "Here, let me try something" I shifted around to her side.

      This time I gripped one hand around a bare calf, and rested the other on the tight spandex at her thigh. Pressing down I let my fingers dig into her flesh as she sat up.

      Mom smiled when she sat up, and this time she didn't shift. Each time she lay back, I readjusted my grip on her thigh, sliding my hand just a bit further up, extending my thumb down along the soft inside. By about her fourth or fifth repetition, my thumb was buried deep in the cleft between her thighs.

      Normally mom did these stretched about five times, but this time she kept going. I could see a flush creeping over her face as my hand slid higher. Suddenly I felt my thumb press into the groove of her camel toe in the tight cloth; mom's eyes widened as she sat up, feeling my thumb dig deeper into the canyon between those lips. Christ, the cloth was soaked against my hand as she stretched for her toes.

      
        Mom held the pose longer, as I pressed my thumb deeper. Just when I grazed the hard button hidden between her lips, mom gave a soft grunt and her body shook. Christ, she just had an orgasm from me touching her.

      "I think...that's enough" mom softly breathed out.

      "It's never enough" God I don't know what made me say it.

      "Calvin..." mom just stared at me.

      "Just being honest" I told her, even as I slid my hand free from between her clenched thighs.

      "I can see that" mom's voice was hushed; but her eyes dropped to the obvious bulge in my gym shorts.

      "What can I say, I have a hot mom" I rose to my feet, making no attempt to hide my arousal from her staring eyes.

      Mom just sat on the living room floor half in shock, as I headed back to the kitchen to finish my breakfast. I gave it the rest of the day and let things go back to normal; if you can consider mom hiding in her room for forty minutes right after the yoga session normal.

      I knew what she had done, she had shoved that worn out dildo so far up inside her, she had creamed. Only this time it was her son's hard cock she had been thinking of; and I damn well knew it.

      I had deliberately gone out and mowed the lawn without my shirt, letting mom watch as I stood in the kitchen getting a cold drink between runs. Every time I stood there, mom never said a word; her eyes glued to my sweat covered chest; the twin bullets of her nipples more than evident as they pressed against that sports bra.

      By that afternoon, mom was once again secluded in her room. This time, after giving her a head start; I slipped quietly up the stairs and stood outside her room.

      "Oh yeah...fuck me baby" I heard her pant through the door.

      
        I heard a soft sloshing as she drove that rubber toy deep into her soaked pussy. I had to see, I had to take the risk. I slowly turned the knob, and then eased the door open just a crack. One advantage to having a physician father, you don't have a cheap house; so not a single squeak or sound was heard as I peeked through the crack.

      I didn't have a total view, but it was enough. Mom was stretched out on the bed, her knees bent, as she used both hands to drive that toy in. I couldn't see between her spread thighs from the side, but I watched her breasts, now free, sway to her body. They were full, and stood pretty damn firm on her chest. They were capped by dark brown areoles, and a pair of puffy hard nipples. Mom's face had a glisten of sweat as she worked herself to a heated frenzy; her eyes clenched shut as she saw some vision in her mind.

      "Oh God Calvin...fuck your momma" there was no mistaking the words this time with the door partly open.

      I was tempted to slide my now throbbing hard cock out and stroke off with her, but honestly I didn't have the time. It was only a few minutes into watching her, she hit her peak.

      "Oh God...baby...momma's going to...going to...ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" mom moaned.

      Her legs shot our straight, and her hands pressed that fake dick in deep, I watched her entire body quiver with her release; and as she eased down; I softly closed the door and retreated to my bedroom.

      Mom and Dad always tried to do a facetime in the evening; so I wasn't surprised when my phone chimed from a text later that night.

      "Not sure what you did, she's a horny mess; keep it up" dad had sent, along with a smiley face.

      It felt totally weird to have you father cheering on your efforts to bed your mother; but then with all this pandemic shit, nothing was normal anymore. As I slipped into bed that night, I thought about jerking off, but decided to wait. Youthful pride made me want to hold it, so the next time I came; it would be with mom.

      The next morning was almost a repeat of the day before. I got my breakfast, and then found myself kneeling at mom's side while she went through her stretches. This time, when my hand slid high enough, I made no pretense; I dug my thumb into that cleft, pressing harder on the bud of her clit.

      
        
      

      "Nnnghhh" mom gave a soft moan as her body shuddered once again for me.

      When she looked up at my face, there was shock in her dark brown eyes; and yet neither of us said a word. Probably because not talking about it meant we could deny it had actually happened. But, the dark wet spot in the crotch of her tan stretch shorts was mute evidence that it was real.

      Today I watched mom more closely, and sure enough; right after lunch she changed into her bikini and headed for the back patio to work on her tan. This had become part of her new stay at home ritual; and this time I meant to take advantage of it.

      I let her bake for about fifteen or twenty minutes, then slipping on a pair of speedo's, headed out to the pool. I didn't say a word as I slipped into the water, and calmly swam a couple of laps; letting mom watch me the whole time.

      Mom's face, hidden behind large fashion sunglasses, was turned towards me as I slowly climbed up and out on the ladder. I made sure I was facing her, my semi hard cock on full display in the tight suit.

      Without speaking, I walked over to where mom was stretched out on her belly on the lounger. I eased myself down next to her and picked up the tanning lotion bottle. I figured it was better to just stay silent; once again using the 'if you don't talk about it, it never happened' attitude.

      Squirting a glob of lotion on my hand, I let it warm first; and slowly spread it across her shoulders. My fingers began kneading her soft flesh as I worked it into her skin.

      "Mmmmm" mom gave a soft moan as my hands worked lower on her back.

      With more lotion, I worked on her lower back, my hands slipping between the waist band of her bikini bottoms and the strap of her top. Without a word, I reached up and deftly popped the small hook that held her top in place. Mom gave a small surprised gasp when the strap came free. Her back now fully open to me, I began to knead and work the muscles using the tanning lotion.

      "Nnnggggggg" Mom gave a satisfied groan as I worked on the tight muscles of her lower back.

      
        When I slid my hands up, I suddenly realized the straps at her sides were gone; glancing over I saw her bikini top on the patio stones beside the chair. While I had worked her lower back, mom had lifted just enough to slip the skimpy garment free.

      You couldn't have made a more open invitation as far as I was concerned as I liberally applied more lotion. This time, I slid my hands high to her shoulders, and when I drew them back down I splayed my fingers out, letting the tips brush along the twin bulges of flesh along her sides.

      "Ohh" mom gave a small gasp as my fingers pressed in.

      I could feel her tremble as my hands worked up and down. It was time for the next move, I figured. Applying more lotion, I adjusted my seating and began to work on her feet and calves. Slowly; working back and forth; I inched my way higher. From her feet to her claves, and then her lower legs; until finally my hands kneaded the soft flesh of her thighs.

      I could hear her breathing deepen as I massaged up and down her thighs, one hand pressed against each leg, my thumbs sliding deep between her legs. Did she know what I was doing; if you consider slowly opening thighs an answer; then it was a damn good yes.

      Finally, after I don't know how many rounds; it happened. My fingers slid under the elastic of her bottoms, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. At the same time both thumbs came to rest in her hidden cleft, trapping her now swollen lips between them.

      Mom's ass began to rock in time to the slow twirling of my thumbs, as I massaged those pouty lips. I could feel her juices leaking out around the narrow strip of cloth, soaking my hands. Before she could react, I slipped one hand fully under her bikini bottom, gripping the flesh of one cheek; while sliding my other thumb under the strip of cloth covering her heated sex.

      "Oh God" mom grunted, as my thumb slipped between her folds and probed into the first depths of her wet pussy.

      "Calvin" mom panted as my thumb slid across her pulsing clit.

      I adjusted my hand down lower, and leaned down to whisper in her ear, just as my thumb plunged deep inside her.

      "Cum mom" I whispered.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck" mom grunted, as her ass rose to meet my invading thumb.

      "Baby...we can't...I can't...oh shit..." that was as far as she got.

      Mom's entire body gave a heave; and hot fluids gushed out to soak my thumb and hand. She was cumming, and I had made it happen. It was funny, I didn't feel guilt or shame; I felt love and pride; that I could give my mother the kind of release she needed.

      "Let it out" I murmured to her.

      "Calvinnnnnn" mom softly breathed out; as her body slumped back onto the lounger.

      Without a word, I rose from the seat, wiping my hand on my swim trunks. I smiled down at her.

      "I love you mom" I said softly, and then headed back into the house.

      I couldn't help it; I mean I was so fucking hard my dick hurt; and my balls were aching with a boiling load. I headed up to my room, stripped off my swim suit; and stretched out on my bed.

      I was well on my way to a mind bending orgasm; hearing the wet squishing of my thumb buried inside mom; when there she was. Still in her swimsuit as she stood in my doorway, wide eyed and staring at me.

      I turned and looked at her, her nipples still pressing out hard through her now returned top. The groove from her still swollen lips was creating a perfect camel toe. That was the final straw; I blew.

      "Mom" I gasped. She stood rooted to the spot as one, then two, and finally three thick ropes of cum shot into the air.

      "Fuck" I grunted, as the last of my sticky cum puddled into a warm pool on my belly.

      "That was for you" I said quietly.

      
        
      

      Without a word, mom turned and walked away. I didn't know if what I had done was right or wrong; but I figured I would hear about it later. The funny thing, I never did. Mom never said a word about what had happened; apparently once again she was taking the 'don't talk about it' route.

      For the next day and a half nothing happened, I mean nothing. Mom didn't do her morning yoga routine; and she skipped lying out at the pool. I knew she was trying to avoid putting herself into a compromising position; but it wasn't working. I heard her with dad on facetime a couple of times; and each time I could see the mounting frustration in her; apparently it was as successful as before. Which meant all it was doing was feeding the fire I had started with her.

      I knew a lot of it probably had to do with guilt for dad; and I wasn't exactly sure how to tell her this was all her husband's idea. Once again it wasn't me that provided the opening, it was mom. She had been going stir crazy without much to do, and not much of a television watcher, she had been doing busy work around the house.

      It was later in the evening when I heard the thump and crash from down the hall. Exiting my room, I followed the noise and found mom sitting on the bathroom floor, a crumpled shower curtain gathered around her. She had apparently ordered it on Amazon and was standing on the edge of the tub hanging the rings, when she lost her footing.

      I pulled the curtain away and started helping mom to her feet; and when she limped I led her to the toilet seat. She groaned as she sat down, extending one leg in front of her. I was startled to realize she must have been getting ready for a shower when she decided on the grand adventure. She was only wearing a light tank top and her panties.

      I knelt down to examine the bruise on her thigh, as mom gently rubbed at the sore. I began to reach out and rub along her injured thigh.

      "Let me" I said quietly.

      I heard a small gasp and swear to God a spark was set off when my fingers came in contact with her skin. I gently massaged, feeling her legs drift open as I worked over her supple thigh. I heard a soft moan but no protest as my fingers kneaded the inside of her thighs.

      It was amazing, I must have massaged for five minutes, my eyes glued to the gusset of her panties. I could literally watch as a large dark spot formed and then grew on the thin material. I shifted slightly until I was between her spread legs, mom just stared down at me wild eyed, but she never moved. This was finally a moment I was going to cross a line I had never dreamed of.

      
        
      

      Leaning in I took a deep breath, inhaling her aroused scent. I leaned further forward, and placed a soft kiss on the soaked cloth of her panties. I heard her groan above me, but other than that she made not a single move to stop me. Dad had said mom was a sucker for oral sex if I got the chance, now was the time to find out.

      Reaching up I pulled the damp gusset to the side, watching her puffy pussy lips slip into view. I leaned in and slid my tongue from the edge of the toilet seat up, trying to scoop her fluids into my mouth.

      "Oh Goddddddd" Mom moaned above me.

      I felt her hands come up and rest on the back of my head, as her thighs spread wider apart, giving me even more access.

      "I need...oh God...baby..." Mom mumbled.

      I didn't pay any attention; I just extended my tongue, and slid it home. No offense, I'm not a virgin and I've eaten my share of pussy. But my God, the taste was intoxicating; maybe because it was my mother and it was so forbidden, I don't know. All I knew was I wanted more.

      "Oh fuck" mom grunted as my tongue slid deeper, scooping at the tart juices inside.

      I spent over five minutes licking and slurping as I swallowed her hot cream; God I couldn't get enough. All the while mom kept moaning and grinding my face between her thighs. I could feel the muscles in her thighs quivering as she mounted rapidly. Two weeks without sex was sending her into orbit at a record pace.

      I pulled my tongue back, opened my mouth, and sucked in the hard bud of her clit. Mom's ass shot off the toilet seat and nails dug into my scalp as I tugged on her sensitive clit with my lips and teeth.

      "Oh fuck...baby...mommas going to...oh God...I'm..." Mom babbled.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" she screamed as her voice echoed off the bathroom walls.

      
        A gush of warm fluids filled my mouth as her body convulsed. She literally shook and trembled at the same time as her orgasm tore through her; the first one not by her own hand in over two weeks.

      "Oh God drink it...drink it..." Mom groaned; as a second gush of cream slid down my throat.

      By the time I pulled my face back, it was drenched in her pleasure. I slowly rose to my feet, looking down at her. Her face was flushed but had a satisfied glow; her glassy eyes looked up at me. In my haste at the sound of her fall, I had come to the bathroom in only my boxers, now the thick column of my cock make an obvious tent in the thin material.

      I turned to leave her, but felt two slender hands grip my waist. Turning back I watched as she swiftly tugged my boxers to my knees, freeing my raging hard on.

      "Give it to me" mom rumbled as she reached up and gripped my throbbing shaft.

      The next thing I knew hot lips slid over the head of my cock and down my shaft. I've had blowjobs before, but Dad was right. This was no twenty year old girl; this was a mature woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

      She swirled her tongue then slid me deep in, the muscles of her throat tight around my crowned head. One hand cupped and massaged my aching balls while the other reached back, nails digging into my ass cheek as she pulled me into her.

      In shock I felt her nose bump into my pubic hair, good God she was deep throating me. I had seen it in porn but never had a girl do it. Wet slurping filled the bathroom as mom all but devoured me right there. I felt my nuts start to tighten as my orgasm built.

      "Oh fuck...mom" I gasped. "I'm going to cum...oh God" I tried to warn her.

      All that did was increase her speed and suction as she drove me to the edge. I tried to watch her, but every inch of my cock screamed with pleasure as she never let up.

      "AAAWWWW FFFUUCKKKKKK" I roared as my balls lit on fire.

      
        I felt her tug me in deeper as the first thick rope burst from the tip of my cock and slid down her throat. She pulled back and clamped her lips around the crowned head as I felt a second blast fill her mouth.

      My brain shut down as I unloaded like I never had before, the most intense orgasm of my life roaring through me. Mom drained every fucking drop into her mouth; and when I had no more to give, she pulled free of my softening cock.

      Like something in a porn movie, she opened her mouth so I could see the creamy white pool of goo she held. With a flourish she tipped back her head and I watched the muscles in her throat work as she swallowed my sticky load. Dad as wrong, she didn't just swallow; she all but gargled with my hot cum.

      The next time she looked up at me, there was sadness in her eyes. "Get out" she said softly.

      "Just go...please" she whispered when I hesitated.

      I didn't know what to say, so I half stumbled down the hall to my bedroom. Stretched out on my bed I played the whole scene over in my mind; no I hadn't forced her; this had also been partly her doing. I was worried what she must now be thinking, and how the guilt had to be so bad.

      About fifteen minutes had passed and I was tempted to go to her room when my door slowly opened. Mom stood silent in the doorway, I could tell by the redness in her eyes she had been crying. She slowly walked over and sat in the chair at my desk.

      "We need to stop" her voice barely a whisper.

      "Why" it was the only thing I could think of to say.

      She looked up from her hands in surprise. "Because it's wrong" she said.

      I swung my legs around and sat on the edge of my bed. I wanted to be able to see her face, watch her body language. I knew the war going on inside her, and I wanted to help ease it.

      "Because some law says so" I said softly. "I don't see any cops or judges in the house"

      
        
      

      "It's more than that" she finally choked out. "I've never...your father..." she stumbled over the words.

      "You've never what" I pressed her.

      "I've never...cheated..." she hesitated.

      I rose from my bed and took a step towards her, I saw her eyes widen as she watched me.

      "So you have thought of it" I said softly. "You...me...making love."

      "Please...don't..." mom almost whimpered as she scrambled out of the chair.

      "Don't what" I said as I took another step. "Tell you how badly I want you."

      "Oh God...please" Mom moaned as she backed up.

      "Or tell you how badly I want to feel your breasts in my hands...or against my skin." I told her as we danced across my room.

      "Oh God...Calvin" mom backed slowly up until her back was pressed against the door to my room.

      Her face was flushed; I could tell the thoughts were going through her mind. She had changed into her robe from the bathroom; I wondered what kind of night gown she had underneath that thin cloth.

      "I want to feel your body against mine; feel your heat wrapped around me" I said in a husky voice.

      I watched her body shudder as she stared at me wild eyed. She looked like a trapped and helpless small animal pressed against the door. I reached out and took one of the ties to her sash in my hand; pulling back slowly on the bow. She stood with her arms limp at her sides as the bow came undone.

      "Jesus" I whispered as her robe opened in front of me.

      
        
      

      Under the cover of her robe was pure woman. She had on a white lace baby doll that ended barely below her pubic area. Through the pattern of the lace I could clearly see her dark areoles and the two hard nipples that capped them. My eyes drifted downward as my blood flow went downward in my body. Across the small pooch of her mature belly as my cock thickened in my boxers. There, just at the edge of the white lace, was a tuft of dark brown hair that covered just the top of her mound.

      "Did you forget your panties" I half smiled.

      "I...I don't wear any at night, your father..." she hesitated at the mention of dad.

      "That reminds me" I decided it was time to settle this fear of hers, and I only knew one way.

      I quickly stepped over and grabbed my cellphone off my desk, manipulating the keys I stepped to within inches of mom still pressed against the door. I reached down and slid my boxers over my hips, freeing my cock from its hiding place.

      I was hard enough my cock stood straight out from my body, pointed right at her mound. I stepped in until just the tip of my cock was pressed against the white lace of her bight gown, aimed right at that brown tuft of hair.

      "Just for dad" I said softly as I aimed my cellphone between our bodies and pressed the camera button.

      "Calvin, what are you doing" there was shock in her face as I pressed one more key.

      I waited, and in only a few seconds my phone chimed back. I opened the text, and smiled. I handed the phone to mom. She took it in her hands and looked at the screen. On it was a small photo of my cock poised right at her pussy, and the return text from dad.

      'Nail her to the door, she'll love it' was the reply.

      Mom was so in shock staring at the phone, she never even noticed me brace myself against the door with one hand, flex my knees and grip the shaft of my cock. As I rose up to my height I aimed the swollen head of my cock right between her thighs.

      
        Wet was not the word, God she was a molten swamp as I easily slid between her fat lips. I was half way in when her eyes popped open wide, raising her eyes from the phone and to my face; it registered in her mind what was happening.

      "Oh fucckkkkkk" Mom groaned as I slid in.

      I kept pushing in; deeper and deeper; until my pelvis slammed into hers; shoving her ass back against the door, sinking me completely in. Two weeks of pent up passion drove home as her body responded to the sudden invasion. Her eyes rolled back, and her head slammed against the door as she screamed.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGG" mom screamed as her body convulsed against me.

      I felt hot fluids gush out around my cock as I slid back, and then heard them splatter to the floor under us as I rammed back in. Mom wasn't as tight as the younger women I had been with, but I had never felt such an incredible heat wrapped around my cock as I buried myself to the hilt inside her.

      "Fucking my son...husband knows...oh fuck...oh God..." Mom gurgled as I pounded into her.

      Her head tilted back until her eyes, now blazing with fire, locked onto mine. Still gripping the cellphone in one hand, she reached out and gripped my bare shoulder with the other. One leg came up and wrapped around my waist as I fucked into her.

      "Fuck me...don't stop...going to...oh God Calvin..." mom panted.

      "NNNAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH" Mom screamed as a second powerful orgasm rocketed through her.

      I reached down and gripped those fleshy ass cheeks in my hand, and with a heave brought her up and off her feet. Her legs both came up and wrapped around my waist, as her arms wrapped around the back of my neck.

      "Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck..." Mom grunted as I walked us back to the bed, her body impaled on my thick cock.

      
        With an obscene sucking noise she slid off my cock as I dumped her quivering body on my bed. The phone clattered from her hand to the floor as she sprawled out on the bed.

      "More...God please...more..." she whimpered.

      Who was I to deny my needy mother? I climbed onto the bed and reached down, rolling her sweat covered body over until she was face down on my bed. Gripping her hips, I pulled her ass up into the air.

      "Oh God...take me..." Mom groaned as I lined up behind her.

      I had every intention of doing just that as I aimed my fat cock for her dripping hole. I drove my hips forward and in one deep slice, buried my cock in her once again.

      "Calvvviiinnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" mom wailed as my hips slapped against the cheeks of her ass.

      My God it was incredible; it was as if I was making love for the first time all over again. I was used to girls who either just laid on their back and I did all the work, or others who demanded they be in control. Mom was neither of these; it was a twosome as her body motions matched mine, her ass driving back to meet me with every stroke.

      Her hands dug into my sheets as she braced herself, her body rising up on all fours as she arched her back. She looked back at me with this absolute primal hunger as we fucked.

      "Do it...that's it...fuck me" she chanted as I turned into a machine. I gripped her hips at first but my eyes kept going to that mane of dark hair. Reaching out I wrapped my fingers in her dark curls. A wicked smile crept over her face as I gripped her by the hair.

      Grunting and panting matched the wet slapping of skin and the squelch as my cock pounded in again and again. I could feel my balls slap against her dripping pussy and knew I was beyond control.

      "So fucking hot, I'm going to..." I moaned.

      "Cum baby...cum" Mom all but chanted.

      
        "Oh shit...oh fuck" I groaned as my balls tightened.

      "That's it, give it to me" mom half growled as she rammed her ass back harder.

      "Where..." I gasped as my balls began to hit critical.

      "Inside; fill your mother" mom grunted back.

      The idea of pouring my hot seed deep into her belly ignited in my brain. I knew she was on birth control, hell I had seen the pill packets in the bathroom.

      I pulled back on her hair, arching her back more as I drove as deep as I could, her walls rippling along my cock. Every bit of my focus centered on that throbbing shaft as the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced hit. It wasn't this huge slam home, but a toe curling build like a dam slowly letting loose and the flood pouring out.

      "OH MY GODDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I roared as my cock jerked inside her.

      Mom's eyes opened wide as my first blast of hot cum jetted out and washed her walls, adding to the heat inside her gut.

      "Yes...feel...you..." I watched her eyes roll back again as her body seemed to lock for a second.

      "Fuck" she gave a soft grunt and then hot cream literally spewed out from between her thighs to soak my sheets.

      Together, we were cumming together; and it was fantastic. I could feel her juices coating my entire cock as a second explosion filled her belly with more seed. I thought the waves were never going to end as I emptied my balls into her.

      Releasing her hair I lowered my body onto her sweat slick back, feeling her knees buckle under my weight; almost in slow motion we eased down to my bed, and into the puddle of our warm juices.

      
        You could hear both of our ragged breathing as we tried to catch our breath. I was stunned, that had been one of the hottest rounds of sex I had ever had, and to have it with someone twice my age was amazing, forget she was my mother.

      "That...was amazing" I said half to myself.

      "I...needed that" mom sighed beside me.

      "Well, when you need it again let me know" I half joked.

      Slowly mom rolled over until she was facing me. Her eyes were clear and bright as she stared into my face.

      "Do you know what you're saying" she asked softly.

      "Dad told me you have needs; and that I was supposed to help" I said honestly. "But I'll tell you that was the hottest thing I've ever experienced" I told her.

      "I have needs" mom finally gave a small smile. "You have no idea, sometimes your father had a hard time keeping up" she looked at me.

      "Try me" I stared back at her.

      "Oh I intend to" there was a fire in her eyes.

      To say I opened a Pandora's Box was an understatement; it was as if mom had been given a new lease and now home confinement meant card Blanche.

      With my bed soaked in our combined cum and sweat, mom all but dragged me to hers to sleep; of course I really didn't need a lot of encouragement. I woke the next morning to a hot dream of mom giving me a blowjob; to only realize it wasn't a dream. I lay in their bed as she lavished attention from one end of my cock to the other. She licked, and then sucked; I watched her suck my balls as her fist pumped my spit slick shaft.

      
        I experienced the most incredible blowjob of my twenty years; and when my toes curled and my ass rose from the bed. Mom swallowed every hot drop as I watched her.

      Later that afternoon she was doing her yoga, totally nude. When she asked me to help, I suddenly found myself on my back on the living room floor; and a drenched cunt mashed into my face while she rode me through three orgasms. God, I thought she was going to drown me in her river of cream.

      For days mom went after everything she had apparently thought of but never done. I fucked her senseless on the lounger by the pool, both of us still dressed in our swimsuits. I fucked her from behind, bent over a vibrating washer; dumping my hot load into her needy cunt while she screamed my name.

      By the end of a week I had more sex in my own home than I had done during my entire stay at university; and it wasn't over. I was walking past the dining room and heard mom and dad; was he finally home? I started to head in when I heard their words.

      "God you're hard" I heard mom's guttural voice.

      "Better believe it" I heard dad. "Just the idea of you letting your son shove his fat dick up your twat, makes me hard as hell"

      "Oh God" mom grunted. "You want to watch, you perverted bastard" I heard her hiss.

      I looked around the corner of the doorway, and there sat mom at one end of the dining room table, the IPad propped on the table facing her. Her blouse was wide open and she was mauling one tit, while her other hand was between her spread thighs under the table.

      "Watch your son...fuck your wife" Mom panted as she plowed two fingers into herself.

      She was so into it with Dad she never saw me enter, or slip under the other end of the table. I crawled under the table until I was at the edge of her spread thighs

      "Watch my slut wife fuck her incestuous son" Dad panted back.

      "I would fuck him...oh GOD" mom yelped.

      
        
      

      Her body shot upright as my head dove between her thighs. She jerked her hand free as my tongue slid between her fat wet lips. She gripped the dining room table and a shudder ripped through her.

      "Oh fuck...yes..." Mom grunted

      "May, are you all right" I heard Dad's voice.

      "Yes...I'm...oh Goddddd" she moaned as I opened my mouth to suck her clit in.

      "Oh Christ...you're...is he..." I heard Dad pant heavily

      "Sucking...momma's...cunt" Mom gasped back as I lavished attention on her hard button.

      "Yesssss" I barely heard dad's moan as mom clamped her thighs around my head.

      "Oh fuck, he's got my clit in his mouth" Mom moaned.

      "Cum baby, all over his face" I heard Dad encourage her. "I want to see it" he told her.

      "Perverted...BASTARD" Mom yelled as I nipped her clit with my teeth.

      "Do it Cal, make your mother cum" his voice echoed between the flesh of mom's thighs.

      It was surreal as I licked and slurped at mom's dripping pussy while she talked with Dad. If nothing else, I figured, this was one way to include him in what was going on. By the wet slapping sounds of his fist on his cock I heard from the IPad, it was obvious this was doing the trick.

      I knew dad had limited time, so I wanted this to move along. Without a word I reached up, and drove two fingers deep into mom's aching pussy, even as I tortured her throbbing clit with my mouth.

      "Oh God...fingers...mouth...can't...oh babbbyyyy" Mom babbled as her body rocketing upward.

      
        I swore I could hear dad's heavy breathing, though it was probably my imagination clear under the table, but the idea he could watch his wife orgasm drove me on. I suddenly heard mom's fist bang on the dining room table, her thighs flew wide open and she lifted her ass off the chair as she drove her pelvic bone into my face.

      "OH MY GGGAAWWDDDDDDDDDDDD" Mom screamed.

      "Fuck yes" I heard Dad grunt.

      I could almost see his cream jetting out of his cock as he watched mom's face twist into a mask of raw pleasure. I tried to swallow the river of hot cream that pulsed into my mouth and mom whimpered and gurgled through an intense orgasm.

      By the time her ass eased back onto the chair, my face was drenched in her fluids. She just sat half limp, gasping to catch her breath as I pulled back from between her thighs.

      "God I wish I could watch him fuck you" I heard Dad's soft words.

      It was as if a light came on in my head. I crawled out from under the table and rose up next to mom in her chair. I quickly pulled my cargo shorts off; reaching out I brought a half dazed mom to her feet and moved the chair out of the way. Tugging her shorts down the rest of the way, I had her kick them to the side along with her soaked panties.

      "Calvin, what are you..." she gave a small squeak when I gripped her by the waist.

      Lifting her up I set her on the edge of the dining room table, reaching out I turned the IPad so it was facing us from the side. I knew that all Dad could see was mom's thigh and the curve of her ass; so I reached down and pulled her legs up.

      "Calvin" Mom panted as I rested her ankles on my shoulders.

      I looked down at the IPad, and the small image in the corner showed me what Dad was seeing. I turned mom slightly until he had a clear side view. Perfect, I thought, he could now see the curve of her ass, and the gap between our bodies. I reached down and gripped my rock hard shaft, aiming the swollen head at mom.

      
        "Who am I" I asked, looking her in the eyes.

      "My...son" mom said quietly.

      "Say it louder" I commanded her.

      "You're...my...SON" she said clear enough for Dad to now hear.

      "What is your son going to do" I husked at her.

      "My son...is going...to fuck me" Mom groaned as I slipped the engorged head of my cock into her.

      I wanted to just shove my dick into her like a battering ram, but this wasn't just about me; or even mom. I watched the small screen beside us; the small corner image showing my hard cock sliding inch by inch into her.

      "Oh fuck yes" Mom groaned.

      "Oh fuck yes" I heard dad echo her from the tablet.

      As my balls came to rest against her upturned ass cheeks mom turned and looked at the IPad. Her eyes glowed as she stared at dad on the screen.

      "Full...so full" mom moaned.

      I could see Dad's hand moving in his lap as he stared at the screen. He may have already blown one load; but it was clear he was working towards another. He leaned forward, his face closer to the screen as he tried to see. I knew what he wanted, I shifted mom just a bit, and then reached down to slide the IPad closer. I watched the small image in the corner until it was filled with the image of my cock buried inside mom. You could even see the drops of moisture cling to her curls of brown hair.

      I pulled back until just the crown of my head started to slip out; then then held that pose. This one is for you dad, I thought; and then rammed my hips forward.

      
        "AAAGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Mom screamed as my thick cock plunged deep into her.

      I heard dad give a grunt and saw his body shake. I didn't know if he came or not, but his hand never stopped pumping. Either way, I was beyond caring; velvet hot walls gripped my cock, and it was time to get what I wanted.

      I started to drive in and out, deep and hard. The sound of obscene sucking as mom's pussy slid along my shaft with every stroke. I knew as close as the IPad was, he had to hear it.

      "Fuck me...oh God fuck MEEE..." Mom yelled. "Fuck me you incestuous bastard; make your father watch." She cried.

      "I'M CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGG" mom wailed as her body convulsed.

      You could see white cream coating my cock, seeping out to puddle on the dining room table as I continued to pound into her; not slowing one bit. I slid the IPad back so dad could have a better view, and set about fucking the shit out of his wife.

      I reached up and gripped mom's bouncing tits, pinching her rock hard nipples between my fingers; my pelvis slapping into her as I fucked her dripping cunt.

      "Oh God...so good...Oh fuck...cumminnggg...cumminnggg..." Mom babbled

      I could feel my nuts tightening, and I knew I wouldn't last long. It was time for the grand finale. I leaned forward and rasped to mom.

      "I'm going to cum" I told her. "Tell me where" I wanted her to say it.

      "In me, oh God please" mom whimpered. "I want my sons' cum inside me" she all but begged.

      "Do it Cal...fill your mother" I heard dads voice heavy with lust.

      
        I was beyond stopping; my mother wanted it, my father wanted it; who was I to deny them. With every ounce of control I had, I slid my cock to about halfway just as my balls hit critical mass. I scrambled to pull the IPad in close again, filling the screen with my cock, slick with moms' juices.

      ""FFFUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as I felt my cock pulse.

      "FUCK YESSSSSS" Dad roared as he watched my cock jerk once and then twice as I unloaded into mom.

      "Feel it...I FEEL ITTTTTTT" mom cried out.

      Mom shook and trembled as her own orgasm tore through her, my hot seed washing her walls. I knew I couldn't get mom pregnant; but just the idea I was shooting my hot baby batter deep into her womb, and all the while dad watched, was enough to send me into orbit.

      "Fucking hell" Dad whispered as I saw him slump back in his chair.

      I was trying to catch my breath so badly I couldn't even speak. I felt my softening cock slowly slip from mom's warm hole. On the IPad screen I watched a thick white glob ooze from between her lips, and slowly drip down the crack of her ass.

      I slowly lowered mom's legs until I released them to hang off the edge of the dining room table. Mom's face was flushed and covered in sweat. She looked back and forth between me and dad.

      "That...was incredible" she whispered in awe.

      I heard dad chuckle as I straightened up.

      "Got a mess to clean and then back to work" Dad sighed.

      "Love you" mom and I chimed together.

      "Love you both" Dad said. "Oh baby" he addressed mom. "Better have some lube when I get home. I think BOTH holes might be a bit busy" he chuckled and then the screen went dark.

      
        
      

      I just stared at mom in shock; her eyes wide in surprise. It was going to be very interesting once this stay at home was lifted, I thought.

      Story::The Neighborhood Toy 1

      Andrea Mitchell stood at the kitchen window and sipped her morning coffee, her eyes intently watching the young man mowing her back yard. She wasn't sure whether she was more pissed, or let's face it just plain jealous. She had been hearing the stories for nearly the last month. Mary; who lived three houses down in their affluent suburb and who raved about the endowed gardener who plowed her flower bed. Then there was Jill two streets over, who couldn't stop babbling how the pool cleaner who cleaned her pipes until she could barely walk.

      The list went on, more women from her suburb who were being satisfied; all except Andrea. Her fingers idly toyed at her blonde hair as she watched the young man walking the mower back and forth. Christ, you would have thought the blonde was real, she thought. How had she not put two and two together; all the talk had started a little over a month ago; and he had come home for the summer between his freshman and sophomore years just six weeks ago.

      Andrea watched, her coffee cup held motionless, as the figure stopped walking the mower. Her eyes grew wider as the shirt was slowly pulled off; God look at him, she thought. His skin was tanned with chiseled abs, and the huge bulge in his ever tight jeans. Would I fuck that? passed through her mind; followed by the single thought, in a heartbeat.

      She could feel her aching mound pressed against the edge of the sink, as he resumed his rounds with the mower. Oh Ben, Andrea whispered mentally; come fuck Mommy...please.

      When the silence of the mower signaled her son coming back into the house, Andrea sat back at the kitchen table. She made sure to position herself at the right angle to the back door to show off her profile. Her wardrobe had been carefully selected for this morning; the one size to small bikini top so her full breasts all but spilled out. She then added a pair of white snug shorts that followed the curve of her cheeks, hinting at just a bit of flesh whenever she bent over.

      "Oh, hey mom" Ben Mitchell spoke, as he entered the kitchen. He used the shirt in his hand to wipe at the sweat on his face and chest.

      "Morning baby", Andrea smiled back. "Any plans today?"

      
        "Yeah" Ben headed for the refrigerator for a bottle of cold water. As he turned, taking a strong gulp, he almost choked when his eyes fell on his mother. Fuck, he thought, now that's a set of tits. He felt his cock pulse in his jeans as it slowly started to enlarge. Ben thought his mothers' breasts were about to burst free, screaming to be sucked on.

      Asshole! he thought. This is your mom for God's sake, chill buddy.

      "I've got a yard job this morning, can't pass up the extra cash." He leaned back against the counter as his eyes swept over the smooth tanned legs, and full hips now facing him.

      I'll just fucking bet, seethed Andrea. All day yesterday at the fitness club, bitchy Kelly Pritchard had gone on and on how Mary's gardener friend was coming today. Instead, she just smiled at her son.

      "Oh, make sure you do a good job honey. Make sure all your seeds are planted nice and deep." She watched in satisfaction as her sons eyes grew at the double meaning to her words. Bingo, she thought, there's my confirmation; as if I needed it.

      "Umm, yeah"; Ben muttered. "Well, I better get going."

      Andrea didn't answer, as her son headed out of the kitchen, she couldn't; her eyes were riveted to the bulge now more evident than ever in his jeans. Is he hard...for me? she wondered.

      2.

      Andrea waited about forty minutes, then hooked Marco up to his leash. The little Shit-zu was happy to be going for a walk, but Andrea had other plans. It took her another thirty minutes of walking to reach her destination, where she hooked the leash to a fence post in the corner of the Pritchard yard.

      Slipping through the small gate into the backyard, Andrea slowly made her way to the large patio. Yep, she thought, as always the curtains were opened wide to the private backyard. As she eased up closer, she saw the patio door was partly open, letting air into the large living room. Looking just around the corner, she froze at the sight before her.

      Kelly Pritchard was kneeling on her couch, holding onto the back as her large breasts swayed under her. Ben was standing behind her, holding onto her full hips with both hands; Andrea actually could hear the slapping as Ben's hips slammed into the woman's plump ass through the open patio door.

      
        
      

      "Oh God yes...fuck me baby, fuck me" Kelly was moaning.

      Andrea stared, transfixed, as her sons' long cock slid out then back into the woman. Shit, she thought, he has to be at least ten inches. Her body shuddered at the thought of what that monster could do to her.

      "Like that don't you" Ben grunted; as his hands reached down and cupped a swinging 38D tit. He began kneading the soft flesh as his hips drove in and out.

      Andrea watched the pair as they mated, like two primal animals. This was not love making, she realized, this was raw, pure fucking. Just the kind of thing three quarters of the women in this subdivision craved, including her.

      Opening the snap to her shorts, and then sliding her hand inside the tight garment, Andrea felt her fingers slide over her own now soaked lips. Fuck her, she thought, fuck her good baby; as one finger slipped between her engorged folds.

      Andrea watched as the couple changed positions. Kelly lying on her back on the couch, with her legs splayed wide open over the edge, arms held out.

      "Come on baby...give it to me." The woman called.

      She watched her son, kneel between those full thighs, his thick cock standing straight out, drops of the older woman's cream dripping form the long shaft. She rammed two fingers up her own aching cunt, as Ben drove that thick fuck stick deep in one thrust.

      "Ohhhhh fuck yeahhhhhhh" Kelly moaned; feeling her walls stretched by the biggest cock she had ever had. "That's it", she cooed. "Fuck momma."

      Andrea was stunned by the words coming from her friends' mouth. Then, she was even more shocked at her sons' reaction.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit" Ben moaned. His hips picking up speed even more, hammering his cock deep into Kelly.

      
        "Ungh...ungh" Kelly grunted under the assault. "You like that don't you." Her hands came up and gripped Bens' hips. "Yeah...fuck mommy. Give me that hot seed like a good boy."

      Like a jack hammer, Andrea watched her son pound into her friend. His face contorted as the words flowed over him.

      "Oh fuck...gonna cum" Ben grunted. "Oh mom" he whispered as he felt the first thick rope of his cream explode into the woman's welcoming cunt.

      Kelly's eyes rolled back as she felt the searing warmth fill her belly. "Ohhhhhhh fuckkkkk, babyyyy." she screamed. "I can feel it."

      "Awwwwwwwwww shittttttttttt" Ben bellowed.

      "Bennnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" the older woman screamed, as her body convulsed on the couch.

      Andrea felt a sudden gush as her own orgasm swept through her, soaking the crotch of her shorts. Oh my God, she thought, he thinks he is cumming in ME. Staggering back from the patio, she retrieved the dog and headed for home. All the way, the soaked wetness between her own thighs, reminding her of the erotic scene she had just witnessed.

      3.

      By the time Ben arrived back at home, Andrea had taken a quick cool shower, and then changed. Just like this morning, she chose her attire very carefully. The light summer shirt was tied at her waist. Her dark nipples were nearly visible through the thin cloth. While it covered more skin than her bathing suit, every time she moved, her braless breasts swung free, giving more peeks at their creamy skin.

      The short denim skirt replaced the white shorts that were now soaked with her juices. At first, she had thought about not wearing any panties, but decided that might be a bit too much. Instead, she wore a black, almost sheer thong that barely covered her still moist mound.

      When she heard the front door, Andrea knew she had to add quickly, or lose her opportunity.

      "Ben?" she called out from the kitchen.

      
        
      

      "Hey mom", her son called back form the entryway. "Going to run up and jump in the shower."

      "Hey baby", Andrea called back urgently, trying to keep her voice level. "Can you come in here; I have a quick question first."

      "Aww mom" Ben answered, even as he walked to the kitchen. "I'm all hot and sweaty."

      I'll just bet you are, Andrea thought; watching as her son entered the kitchen. "It'll only take a second", she encouraged him.

      "Sure" Ben sighed. "Make it..." the young man stopped in mid-sentence as his eyes fell on his mother standing by the counter. "Holy fuck" he whispered. His t-shirt hung limply in his hand as he stared across the room.

      Andrea couldn't help the small smile as she moved from the counter. The motion making her breasts sway in the thin shirt. Her sons' eyes were locked to her chest, exactly where she wanted them; for now.

      "Oh baby", Andrea cooed. "You look so hot, how about some cold water."

      Ben stared as his mother turned and opened the fridge, bending down to get a bottle of water from the shelf. He eyes watched the edge of her denim skirt slowly rise higher. "Oh fucking hell" he softly groaned; seeing the sheer thong slip into view.

      Hearing the soft words, Andrea didn't have to turn and look to know the desired effect was hitting home. She knew that right now every drop of blood in Bens' body was surging below his belt, making that thick monster rise and fill in the tight confines of his jeans.

      As she turned, the mothers' own eyes watched as her sons' cock visibly thickened into a massive bulge in his tight jeans. She held the cold bottle just under her chin, letting the warm air of the kitchen condense around the container. She felt the first drop of cool water fall from the bottle onto her exposed breast, and then slowly trickle down the curving flesh.

      
        Ben thought what he had just come from was hot; this was perfection. His brain literally began to short circuit as his mother slowly walked across the kitchen towards him. The water soaking through her thin shirt as it made her hard nipple more visible through the transparent cloth.

      "Oh my godddd" Ben moaned. His eyes drifted down to his mothers' flat belly, watching the muscles ripple with each step. Then lower, to those firm supple thighs.

      "What baby" Andreas' voiced dripped with sex. "Something got you hot and bothered?"

      "Mom?" Ben asked; even as his body shuddered. He could feel his cock growing inside his jeans. Trapped at an odd angle, it couldn't help but press out against his groin.

      "Shhhhh", Andrea told him. She set the bottle to the side, forgotten in her growing hunger. She slowly began to circle her son as he stood like a statue at the entry to the kitchen.

      Ben felt like a small prey as a hungry tigress circled him. What the fuck was she doing? his mind screamed. Does she know she is driving me fucking nuts?

      Andrea reached a hand out, letting one nail trace along her sons' strong bicep. She could feel his body spasm at the contact. She was pretty sure she had him, but pretty sure wasn't good enough.

      "Baby", Ben heard his mother ask in a throaty whisper. "Did you plant that seed nice and deep?"

      "Oh fuck", Ben whispered.

      His mothers' nail continued a path along his back, as her voice filled his ear. "Did you thrust it in hard baby?"

      "Oh my god, Mom"; Ben gasped at the words.

      He felt her nail scrape lightly over his other bicep as his mother made a full circle around him. When she stood in front of him again, she wasn't looking at his face this time. Now, her eyes were staring straight down at the massive erection more than evident in his jeans.

      
        Ben could only stare as his mothers' finger drew a slow path down his bare chest; he felt like his entire body was going to explode at that moment.

      "You know" Andreas' voice dripped with undisguised lust. "You have a very hard decision."

      Ben's eyes grew wide as his mothers' finger didn't stop at the waist of his jeans. "Oh Jesus", he groaned; feeling the finger trail slowly over the bulge of his throbbing cock.

      Andrea looked up, and stared into her son Bens' eyes. "You can either go upstairs, take your shower; and nothing will have ever happened in this kitchen."

      Ben watched as his mother stepped away, towards the door to the kitchen. "Or you can come into the living room" she told him. "And give your mother the same kind of 'planting' you did for Kelly Pritchard."

      Andrea stepped to the doorway, turning back to her son. "It's your choice." she told him.

      4.

      Ben stood stunned in the kitchen; she KNEW, his brain cried out. Oh God, he was in so much trouble. Then it hit him, Jesus, she just invited me to come in the living room and fuck her. His mother, the object of his wet dreams since he even knew what sex was, was in the living room, on the couch, waiting for him.

      Denial tried to set in, and then he slowly crossed into the living room. Every thought that his mother had been teasing or kidding him vanished. He stared as is own mother knelt on the couch just like Kelly had been, knees on the cushions, hands draped over the back; her tight ass coming into view as she pulled her denim skirt up to her waist.

      "Mmmmmm, what took you"; Andrea said. "Come over here...motherfucker."

      His mothers' wanton display, then hearing her utter that forbidden word, sent a shock wave through Bens' body. He couldn't get his jeans off fast enough as he stepped up behind her upturned ass.

      Andreas' eyes blazed as she stared back at her son. "No fancy shit" her voice tight and guttural. "I want you to own this cunt baby; fuck me until I can't god damn walk."

      
        
      

      She could see the glazed look in her the face of her son, yes she thought. This was going to be the fucking of her entire life, and she knew it.

      Bens' brain totally shut down on all logical thought. The woman of his hottest fantasies was kneeling right in front of him, begging for his cock. He would have to be dead to refuse this, and he was about to show his mother, he was a long way from being dead.

      Andrea opened her mouth to encourage her son more, and never got another intelligible word out. Ben rammed his hips straight to her ass, as over ten long inches of hard cock meat drove straight up into her in one massive thrust.

      "FFFUUUCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK", Andrea screamed; feeling her tight walls desperately trying to expand to fit her sons' massive cock.

      "Ohhhh shitttttt", ben moaned. "So fucking tight."

      "Baby", Andrea gasped. "The Grand Canyon would be tight on that tool...Jesus." She slowly rotated her ass against him, feeling his thickness scrape her tingling walls. She looked back at him.

      "Fuck mommy", she growled, using Kelly's words from earlier that morning. "Give me that hot seed like a good boy."

      Ben didn't need anything more to inflame him, but hearing those words directly from his own mother, drove him almost insane with lust. Gripping her hips, he slowly drew his length back, and then he slammed hard into her.

      "AAAAwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww" Andrea screamed. She felt his engorged head literally bounce off her cervix as he plowed her deeper than any male ever had.

      Before she could even try to stop it; her first orgasm exploded deep in her belly. "Ooohhhhhhhhhh Godddddddddddddd", she cried. Her body convulsing on the couch, as her own juices gushed out around the embedded cock, running down her spread thighs and dripping to the couch. The small part of her brain still functioning, was amazed, one thrust and her son had her cumming like a common street whore.

      
        Andreas' mind almost melted as one orgasm rolled right into another, and then another. Her body convulsing and shaking as wave after wave consumed her. She could only feel that hard cock as her son pounded into her from behind like some maniac fucking machine.

      Ben drove in and out of the best fuck he had ever experienced, as his mother babbled beneath his driving hips. He caught occasional words as his mother rocketed from one orgasm to another. Ben...then cumming...then a string of obscenity pour out of her mouth.

      Ben could feel his own hips start to lose rhythm as he felt the walls of his mother's velvet vise cunt gripping at him. The wet, obscene sucking noises filling the room. The scent of their sex was hanging thick around them.

      The suddenness of everything, added by the incredibly tight walls of his mother's grasping cunt, was rapidly sending ben to the edge. NO! his mind screamed. I want to fucking SEE her when I fill her.

      "NNNooooooooooooooooo" Andrea could only wail, as she felt that gaping emptiness when Ben pulled free of her. Then, his powerful arms flipped her over like a rag doll onto the couch, her legs draped just like Kelly had been. Lust hazed eyes watched as he knelt between her lewdly spread legs.

      "Oh God yessssssssss" Andrea hissed. She reached up for her son as he shifted closer. "Fuck me baby. Fill meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee", her last word turning into a howl as Ben drove his full length back into her.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit..." Ben grunted between long powerful strokes; staring down into his mothers' lust written face.

      Andrea wrapped her long legs around her son, as her heels drummed against his ass with every thrust. She could feel him starting to swell even bigger inside her tight channel. Oh God yes, she thought.

      "Do it baby" her thoughts turning into words. "Cum in mommy, mark me, make me yours." Her hips slammed up to meet her son, "Own meeeeeeeeeee" she screamed as another orgasm tore through her ravaged body.

      "Mooooooooooom mmmmmmmmmmm" Ben roared. He rammed his hips as far into her as he possibly could, as vibrations coursed through him.

      
        Andrea swore she could feel his massive dick jerk deep inside her belly, as the first molten rope of cum exploded into her.

      "Beeennnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Andrea screamed at the top of her lungs; as the most intense orgasm she had ever felt shredded her body. She faintly felt her own juices erupt to spray across his belly as she wrapped her arms around him, yanking him down into a tight embrace on the couch.

      Ben felt his mothers' nails rake down his back as they both exploded together. That's going to leave a mark, he mentally thought, then dismissed the notion.

      As their bodies slowly drifted back to earth, Andrea whispered in his ear. "Fuck who you want Ben" she softly spoke. "Just remember to come home to momma, baby."

      "Always Mom", Ben whispered back. "I love you."

      Andrea smiled as she felt the evidence slowly oozing out of her. "I know", she softly kissed his cheek. "I can feel it."

      Story::The Neighborhood Toy 2

      SHARING THE PLAYGROUND

      Saturday morning, Andrea sat in the kitchen sipping her coffee. She watched as Ben slowly entered and she could tell by the despondent look on his face that something was wrong.

      "Hey baby" she asked. "What's the matter?"

      "I was supposed to go over to Mrs. Jansen's' place this afternoon" Ben said. "Apparently her husband is home so she cancelled."

      Andrea couldn't help but smile at her sons' discomfort. "What, going to miss plowing some middle aged pussy" she chuckled.

      "Mom!" Ben exclaimed.

      
        Andrea laughed as she rose and put her coffee cup in the sink. "Come on Ben" she said "we both know why these desperate housewives have you do their handy work."

      "You don't have to be crude about" Ben said in an exasperated voice.

      "Crude but true baby" his mother said, walking over to face him. "The middle aged neglected wife doesn't want romance Ben" her hand reaching down to cup his cock through his shorts. "We don't need to be wined, or dined, or even made love to." Her hand squeezed his thickening tube.

      "We want to be fucked Ben" her voice thick with lust. "Taken and used, a cock shoved so hard into us we scream."

      "Oh Jesus" Ben could only groan.

      "While you baby" she squeezed tighter, "are damn good at it."

      "Oh fuck mom" Ben started to reach out, his hands heading for her full breasts; but Andrea stepped back, a smile on her face.

      "Tell you what stud" she told her son. "I need a new suit for the pool. You come shopping with me, give me your opinion, and we can lay out this afternoon."

      "God what a tease" Ben sighed.

      "Damn straight baby" Andrea softly laughed. "In or out?" she asked him.

      "I'm in, all the way" ben replied, his eyes locking to his mothers' as he gave his reply.

      "Good" Andrea ignored his smoking glance. "Get dressed" then she patted his groin and headed out of the kitchen.

      Ben hurried upstairs and slipped on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, heading back down to find his mother standing at the door with her keys. During the drive to town he couldn't keep his eyes off her slender firm thighs as she drove; watching her firm muscles ripple as she moved between the gas and brake. He could feel his cock harden again, just think about those thighs wrapped around him as he drove into his mother hard.

      Andrea watched Ben out of the corner of her eye, she knew exactly what the young stud was thinking, and she wanted that thought to only grow. She wanted his hormones so out of control anything would trip his trigger. By the time they got home, she wanted her son to be in a sex hazed brain shutdown, so that what she had planned would just flow.

      Ben looked around when his mother pulled into a strip mall in town; he didn't recognize any of the stores as they climbed out the car. He followed his mother as she headed directly to a store, looking up he read Brazilian Bikini on the sign. Shit, what the hell was she buying, he wondered.

      As he watched his mother browse the racks, he looked at the styles. French Rivera cuts, thongs, micro bikinis assailed his vision. Suddenly he was interrupted as his mother tugged on his arm.

      "Come on" she told him, "I want to try these on."

      Ben could see what looked like three or four small hangers in her grip and by the looks of what little cloth there was, she had chosen ones meant to not meant be worn in public. His cock throbbed at the thought of his mother in a micro bikini.

      Andrea led her son to a chair next to the changing room. Slipping inside, she quickly undressed and pulled the first suit on. It was powder blue with an almost basic top. The cloth clung to the curves of her breasts, exposing her ample cleavage. While the bottoms were high cut up her hips, and very narrow on the back, showing off both her firm ass cheeks.

      As she stepped out of the small changing room, she watched Bens' reaction. His eyes immediately dropped to her ass, exactly what she wanted.

      "What do you think?" she asked her son.

      "You definitely have the equipment for it" he chuckled. "I love the cut of the bottom but the top seems a little, I don't know, simple."

      "I know, I have to agree" Andrea tugged at the material, making her breasts sway. "Let me try the other one."

      
        
      

      Before Ben could respond, she disappeared into the small room. This time, when she stepped out he had to keep from reaching down to adjust his cock. His mother stood in front of him in a yellow, two piece almost micro bikini. Two small triangles barely covered her now hard nipples. While a third triangle tried to cover her shaved mound.

      "Jesus" Ben whispered.

      Andrea smiled as she watched the thick sausage in her sons' jeans taking shape. This was going better than she had thought. "You like?" she asked softly

      "God yes" Ben moaned. He watched her slowly turn, until he could see the string slide up between the cheeks of her ass. "Fuck" he muttered.

      Andrea turned her head and watched her son over her shoulder, his eyes glued to the cheeks of her ass. "Do you want to fuck me in this Ben?" she whispered softly.

      "Oh my God mom" he could only groan back.

      "Then it's on the list" Andrea replied. She looked at her son with a wicked smile on her lips. "Should I try on the last one, it's a bit risqué."

      "More than that one was?" Ben asked in shock.

      Silently Andrea slipped back into the changing booth. As she pulled on the third bikini, she called out to Ben sitting outside waiting.

      "Ben, come in here." He heard his mother.

      "Is it allowed?" he asked back.

      "Just get in here" Andrea told him. "I am not coming out in this."

      
        Ben looked around, not seeing anyone, then slipped inside the changing booth. When he closed the door, he found himself standing right next to his mother.

      "Holy fuck" he gasped.

      Andrea stood modeling a tight pale gray bikini. The top barely containing her thrusting breasts while the bottom hugged the cheeks of her ass. What drew Ben was that the cloth was all but see through. Ben stared first at the rock hard nipples only inches from his chest. His eyes drifted down over her taut belly, until he saw the full lips of her pussy through the bottoms.

      "Opinion" Andrea asked softly

      "Fucking hot" Ben groaned. "God mom, do you know what that suit does to me."

      "I know exactly what it does to you" Andrea murmured. Her hands reached out to find the snap on his slacks...her fingers slowly lowering his zipper. "Or I wouldn't be wearing it for you."

      Ben could only stare as his mother lowered herself to her knees in the tight space, "Mom...we're in...oh fuckkk"

      Ben could only groan as his mothers' hot mouth drove down onto his throbbing cock. He felt her warm mouth as she engulfed the swollen head. Andreas' head bobbed slowly up and down as she tasted her sons' cock. Reaching up a hand, she hefted his heavy balls, feeling how tight they already were.

      Andrea knew she couldn't keep this up for long or he would blow his load and she didn't want that, not yet. Yet, she couldn't resist the taste of her sons' thick cock. She felt herself soak into the thin material of the swimsuit as her juices dripped between your thighs. The pulsing veins slid across her tongue as her head rose and fell. His sweet pre cum coating her tongue as his hips started to thrust forward. Reluctantly, Andrea pulled her mouth off his throbbing cock; and she rose to her feet and stared into his eyes.

      "You want to fuck mommy in this suit?" she hissed at him.

      "Oh god yes" Ben gasped back.

      
        "Then let's buy the two and head back home. I think it's time for the pool." Andrea told him.

      Ben almost groaned in frustration at his mothers' teasing. What the hell was she up to? His cock ached painfully from the need to explode, and his body shuddered at his mothers' words.

      Tucking his still raging hard cock into his slacks he followed his mother out of the changing room, to the cashier. Andrea paid for the two suits she knew she would buy, and then the pair headed back to the car. All the way ben couldn't stop staring at her hot ass, seeing it in that thin suit.

      When the pair reached home, Ben raced upstairs to get his trunks. Andrea slipped into the transparent bikini, knowing that one got her sons' engine running. Glancing at the clock as she headed out to the backyard, she saw she had about a half an hour, and then...

      When Ben walked out through the patio doors, he stood stunned at the sight of his mother laid out on the lounger, slowly rubbing tanning oil up her long legs. He felt his cock twitch in his trunks as his eyes travel over her, her heavy breasts filling the top, her dark areoles and hard nipples clearly evident through the thin material. Andrea could feel his hot gaze, and see the almost feral hunger growing in her sons' eyes. Oh yes, she thought, she had him.

      "Sweetie" she called him, her voice dripping with lust. "Why don't you do my back?"

      Ben almost stumbled over his feet to get to her chair, watching his mother roll onto her stomach. Moistening his hands with the sun warmed oil he knelt beside her and began to run his fingers over her soft skin. He wasn't even sure how things happened in his lust clouded mind. His hormones drove his every move as his mother reached back and unsnapped the top of her suit, moaning softly to his caresses.

      Every downward movement of his hands, he cupped her firm ass in each hand. As he slid up, his fingers grazed the sides of her bare breasts, hearing a soft sigh with each touch. He could feel his cock throbbing in his suit as it seemed like every drop of blood in his body raced into his growing organ.

      Neither said a word as Andrea slowly rolled onto her back, her breasts jutting in the air. Ben cupped each globe, feeling their weight in his hand. He gently rolled her nipples between his fingers and thumbs, causing her back to arch upward as she moaned in pleasure. His head shot down and his hot mouth engulfed a rock hard nipple.

      "Mmmmm, that's it" Andrea moaned. "Suck mommy's tits."

      
        
      

      She shuddered as the oil slick fingers of one hand drifted down her belly, making it flex at the contact. She moaned when he slid his hand inside her suit bottom, his fingers finding her swollen lips. Her own hand reached out and gripped his raging cock through his trunks, slowly stroking the length through the cloth.

      "Yesssssssss" his mother moaned as his fingers glided over her pulsing hard clit.

      As Bens' finger slid between her petals, opening her to him, she tugged down on the cloth, watching his cock come free. God, she thought, I could never tire of this fuck stick; her hand now wrapping around his hot, hard shaft.

      Andrea arched her hips as she felt a thick finger slide deeper into her, making her juices leak out and drip down the crack of her ass. "Unnghhhhh" she grunted as her son fucked her tight pussy with his fingers.

      When she looked at Bens' face, his eyes were barely slits, clouded with lust. "You want to fuck mommy...is that what you want baby." She heard a low rumble from her son as he continued to suck her aching nipple.

      Pulling away from her son, Andrea turned and rose to her hands and knees on the deck lounger. She almost laughed as her son sat stock still, staring at her upraised ass. She stuck her ass out behind her while her breasts hung heavy down from her chest. Reaching back her fingers slid the gusset of the suit away from her engorged soaked lips.

      "Do it, take me you motherfucker." She told her son, her voice raspy with need.

      Ben, his mind numbed with hunger, all but ripped his trunks off as he knelt on the lounger behind her uplifted ass. His vision tunneled to those gaping lips, as he gripped his steel hard cock, moving his hips forward.

      "Fuck me" Andrea groaned. "Yesssssssssssssssssssssss" she screamed as a ten inch pole was driven into her belly. In one single stroke, Ben had seated his full length inside her dripping hole until his full balls slapped her ass.

      
        As his hands gripped the flesh of her hips, Ben looked down at his kneeling mother. "Need to fuck you" he all but growled. Pulling back until just the head rested between her lips, he lunged forward, slamming himself into her.

      The sound of oil slick skin slapping together as her sons' hips bounced off her ass drove Andrea higher. She gripped the chair edge and drove her ass back against his invading cock. Feeling her tight walls stretching to fit her as her cream slowly dripped down her thighs.

      "That's it baby" she cried out. "Fuck me...fuck meeeeeee."

      Ben was so focused on the tight vise gripping his cock, he didn't hear the patio doors slide open, or the soft steps across the concrete towards the coupled pair. It wasn't until a shadow fell over him, blocking the hot sun, that his head came up.

      Bens' eyes grew wide as he found Marsha Jansen standing next to the coupled pair, looking down watching. Even then he couldn't stop the movement of his hips as he fucked into his mother.

      Andrea looked up to see her friend next to them. "Oh...hey..." she grunted between strokes. "You...made...it." She looked back at Ben, a fire in her eyes. "Don't stop" he gasped. "Fuck mommy hard baby."

      Ben watched as Marsha stepped closer, slowly dragging one nail down his sweating chest, then across one pink ass cheek as his hips slapped against his mother. "That's it Ben" she cooed. "Be a good motherfucker and give it to her."

      "Oh fuck" Ben gasped, as his hips drove harder into his kneeling mother, rocking the lounger under the power of his attack. He watched as Marsha reached down and gripped the bottom edge of the white tank top she wore.

      "Need some incentive" Marsha goaded the young man.

      She drew her tank up and over her head, letting her 38C breasts swing free. Marsha knew she wasn't in the same shape as her friend Andrea. At 45 and after three children, age had caught up to her a bit; settling in her fleshy thighs, and large breasts which hung free, capped by hard pencil eraser nipples. Watching her friend taking a deep pounding made the juices flow between her thighs and soak her jean shorts

      
        She had been worried how Ben would react comparing her body to some of the other women in the neighborhood. The fire and lust burning in his eyes told her everything she needed to know.

      "Suck my tits baby" Marsha told Ben, as she stepped closer to the coupled pair. She shivered as she smelled the scent of their sex fill her nostrils.

      "Mmmmmm" .the woman moaned, as Bens' hot mouth closed over one aching nipple.

      "Oh shit yes!" Andrea cried out as her son rammed even harder into her. She could feel his engorged head bump the spongy surface of her cervix, as it sent a shudder through her.

      Andrea looked over her shoulder and watched as her son devoured her friends' tit. The erotic sight was sending a fire into her belly. She reached back with one hand and tugged at Marsha's shorts.

      "Take them off" Andrea gasped between thrusts. Feeling her tight walls stretch around the hard cock meat pounding into her, as her juices literally dribbled down her thighs. Her own mind going into a haze as her son pounded her like a porn star.

      Marsha wiggled out of her shorts and let them drop to the concrete as Ben sucked first one nipple and then the other into diamond hardness. Life after three children had left its mark on her; she worried about how Ben would react to her full hips and fleshy thighs. That thought evaporated as she felt two thick fingers drive up into her without warning.

      "Oh God Bennnnnnnnnnnnn" she wailed as her walls clenched his invading fingers.

      Andrea watched her friends eyes roll back, as the sight of her sons slick fingers pumping up into her creamy pussy inflamed her lust even more. Even though she was loathing giving up the reaming her tight cunt was getting right now, she knew it was time for a switch.

      Pulling off her sons' throbbing cock, the mother climbed off the lounger and turned to face the other pair. The sight before here caused a gush of warm fluids between her thighs, as Ben suckled each breast, while finger fucking Marsha's gaping pussy.

      Leaning down, she began to tug Bens' body around; easing him to lie back on the lounge chair. "Time for Marsha to enjoy baby" her voice raspy with lust.

      
        Looking up at her friend, Andrea saw Marsha staring at Bens' thick cock lying across his belly like a steel pole. "You want that fuck stick" Andrea rasped.

      "Yesssssssssss" Marsha hissed.

      Andrea helped her friend straddle the lounger and her own sons' body, reaching down she gripped his slick cock in her hand, feeling her own juices coat her fingers. She pointed it straight up until the tip was nearly touching Marsha's moist lips as the older woman hovered over his ranging cock.

      "Fuck him" Andrea growled. "Fuck my little boy like the slut you are."

      Marsha looked up into her friends face. "God I need this" she moaned. Then, her body drove down onto Ben as he lay stretched out beneath her.

      With a slick obscene pop, she felt his cock head slip inside her. "Oh God...so big" Marsha moaned feeling her walls stretching to fit his young cock.

      Andrea released her grip on his cock, then reached up and placed her hands on Marsha's shoulders. "I said...FUCK him" then shoved down with all her strength. She could see that only half of bens' full length was inside her friend, and she wanted Marsha to feel every fucking inch.

      "Gaawwddddddddddddddddd" Marsha screamed as her body was driven down. Her pussy contracted as she felt Ben drive up into places she had never felt a cock before. Deeper than any man had ever been inside her.

      Reaching down, the older woman dug her nails into Bens' chest. Her ass raised and then slammed down again as her ass cheeks slapped his thighs. Her ass rose and fell as she rode the most magnificent cock she could ever remember. Hitting spots inside her belly even her husband had never touched.

      Andrea watched the most erotic scene unfold before her eyes. She was riveted to their joined bodies, seeing Marsha's fat cunt lips sliding up and down his cock, as the veins in Ben's cock pulsed every time his shaft came into view. There was a puddle of pussy cream forming on his belly as more clung to his pounding cock.

      
        The view was too much for her, as Andrea stepped up to straddle the head of the lounger. Ben looked up to see wet glistening lips above his face, and his mothers' hard clit protruding from its hood.

      "Oh fuck yessss Ben "Andrea moaned as her legs flexed, descending onto her sons' probing tongue. "Suck mommy" she gasped. "Make me cum while you pump your seed into her hot belly."

      Marsha was climbing higher and higher as she rode this young mans' cock. His hard pole kept slamming deep inside her. Her eyes locked to her friend as she rode her son's face. She couldn't believe this was happening, riding a thick hard young cock; while the boys' own mother rode his face.

      "Oh God, Andrea" Marsh grated out. "So fucking hot." She gasped as her eyes grew wider. "Oh shit, I'm going to cum. I can't stop it." Her body began to tremble violently.

      Ben felt like he was losing control of his own body as his orgasm roared through him. He tried to warn the women, but his mouth was full of his mothers' dripping pussy.

      "Mmmppffff" Ben grunted out as his balls tighten, then his hot seed erupted deep inside the neighbor woman's clenching pussy.

      "Oh fuck, I feel him" Marsha's eyes grew wide as saucers. "I can feel him, cumming inside me." Her eyes rolled back and a keening wail sounded across the pool as her pussy clamped down, ripples rolling through her belly as she exploded.

      Andrea watched as a gush of white cream coated her sons' belly. "Yessssssssssssssss" she screamed as her own body found release. She could feel her cream pour out to coat Bens' face as her body shook and quivered.

      Ben wasn't sure what was hotter, the feel of Marsha swamping his cock and balls in her hot cum; or the taste of his mother pouring into his mouth as she convulsed above him.

      As her body slowly calmed down, Andrea looked at Marsha with eyes of fire. She could see the oozing mix of Ben's cum and Marsha's cream puddling on her sons' belly.

      "Bitch" Andrea growled. "You took all his fucking cum."

      
        Marsha smiled, and then slowly rose up straight. With an obscene slurp she felt the thick cock slide free of her, and then it slap wetly against his belly. Squeezing her Kegel muscles, she felt a thick, hot glob of fresh cum ooze between her lips, and then heard it splatter to the Bens' abdomen.

      "You want it" she panted. "Come and get it, slut."

      Ben lay in a complete daze as his mother shifted off his face to bend forward. He could only stare as his mother did the unthinkable.

      Hungrily Andrea slid off her sons' face, leaning down as she dragged her tongue along his belly. Scooping up the hot mixed cream from the pair; sucking it into her greedy mouth to swallow it down.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" Andrea moaned.

      Ben wasn't quite sure what the hell had just happened as he lay gasping on the lounge chair. He had just spent the last hour having two middle aged women use his body, and he had fucking loved it. The summer was definitely shaping up to be the hottest of his young life.

      Story::The Perfect Orgasm

      "The perfect orgasm" I said.

      I thought my sister Kelly was going to spit her drink out on the booth table. She sat and stared at me for a moment.

      "You're serious" she seemed awed.

      "Very serious" I took a sip of my drink.

      I had given the answer in response to Kelly's question of what I wanted for my forty-fifth birthday.

      I'm sorry; I should have filled in the background for you. My name is Miranda Cart; I live in Miami and I sell real estate. Things really aren't that bad in life right now, they just are...I don't know...normal.

      
        It was a struggle in the beginning. I was pregnant at eighteen, a mom at nineteen, and married at twenty. Yeah; that's the right order. Probably because of that order; you can add divorced at twenty-two.

      My daughter Ashley was born form that marriage. She now lives in Jacksonville with her husband. I hope to be a doting grandmother someday.

      Selling real estate in Miami I had two advantages. One was a pair of 36C's on a five foot five slender frame; my weight is my own business. The other was a set of legs Marilyn Monroe would die for.

      I admit I struggled as a junior member of the firm the first few years; then I finally sold the big one. I know 250k in Miami isn't much; but when someone hands you a commission check for over ten thousand, and you've been surviving on fifteen to twenty a year; it meant a LOT.

      I took that check and slapped it in my bank, and then promptly went out and got drunk. Give me a break, I was twenty-six and giddy with success. I was also pregnant the next month; which explains the nineteen year old living in my house.

      Eric is not a bad kid; he finished high school with decent grades, and decided to take a year off to figure where his life is going. I can't blame him there. I know he'll be heading off to college soon; and I have to admit it gives me a bit of the empty nest syndrome.

      And that brings me back to where we were. Sitting in a bar on a Friday night; a week before my birthday, with my sister; explain that one. She had asked me what I wanted for my birthday, so I told her.

      I looked over my glass at her, she watched me closely. I could see the questions rolling around inside her head.

      "Mind explaining that" Kelly asked.

      I sighed, how to put this into words. Life really wasn't bad...there was just something...missing.

      "I like sex, I really do" I started with the obvious. "But just once, it would be nice to not have to give directions; to not have to tell him where to touch or what to do." I sighed.

      
        "Honey, good luck" Kelly snorted. "I've been married five years and Ben still needs a bit of help." She looked up. "But the sex is still good, so it's OK."

      "I don't want just good" I whispered. "I want perfect."

      "OK" Kelly took a big swallow. "Describe this perfect O sis", she stared at me.

      I took a deep breath, trying to find both the courage, and the words.

      "I don't want it to be wham bam" I said. "I want it to build...and build...and build..." I stared off. "I want it to hang there, right out of reach; until I beg for it." I shivered.

      "Jesus Christ" Kelly whispered at me. "You've got it bad sis." She told me.

      "Yeah, I know" I couldn't help but sigh.

      "The problem is; there isn't a man alive who knows my mind and my body that well." I stood and gathered my purse.

      Kelly just sat for a moment staring at her purse.

      "What?" I looked at her.

      "Uh, nothing" she shook her head. "Just thinking" she added.

      We gathered our things and headed for the parking lot. Another Friday night alone, I decided. Maybe if Eric is on his play station I might get a little 'me' time in. When we reached our cars, I turned to Kelly.

      "Well, it's a nice dream" I laughed.

      "You never know" Kelly had a strange look on her face. "He might be out there...somewhere."

      
        Before I could ask, she slid into her car; so we just called it a night.

      As I expected, when I got home, I could hear Eric's game going to town through his half open door. We always made a point of telling the other goodnight when we returned, so neither would worry.

      "I'm back" I called into his room from the door.

      Eric swiveled in his chair and waved at me, then swiveled back. It was only for a second; but a VERY long second as I watched his bare broad chest come into view and then disappear. I felt a flip in the pit of my stomach.

      You need to get laid old lady, I told myself; heading off to my room.

      The next day Eric was out of the house by noon, so I figured time for home chores. I threw on a pair of sweats and attacked the laundry first.

      Less than two miles from home, Eric Cart slid onto the bench of a picnic table in the school park. He watched some of the women playing with their children. While most guys his age were after the cheerleaders, Eric freely admitted there was nothing better to him than the mature form.

      The problem was, even then he was critical. One woman had a nice set of breasts, but Eric frowned at the large ass that hung out behind. Another had a great set of legs, until you got above the knees and they just seemed to balloon out to him.

      "Hey" a woman's voice brought his attention back.

      "Hey yourself" he watched her slide onto the bench across from him.

      "Thanks for coming" the woman told Eric.

      "Not a problem; so what's all the secrecy?" he asked.

      "This conversation never occurred" Eric was caught by surprise. "If you say anything about it, I will cut off your nuts and feed them to you."

      
        
      

      "Jesus Aunt Kelly" Eric exploded.

      "This is going to be the strangest conversation you've ever had" Kelly leaned forward and looked at her nephew. "And I want straight and honest answers." She told him.

      "Oooo Kkkk" Eric was now totally confused. Then, he got blown out of the water by his Aunt.

      "I take it you're not a virgin." Kelly said calmly.

      "Holy Shit" Eric exclaimed.

      "Just answer the damn question." Kelly stared at him.

      "No, I'm not...why?" he stared back.

      "When is the last time you got laid?" Kelly shot back.

      Eric wanted to get up and leave, his Aunt Kelly had been right; this was by far the most bizarre conversation he had ever had. Yet, she had asked him here, and wanted straight answers.

      "A couple of weeks ago" Eric sighed.

      "And is that acceptable?" the next question came.

      ""Oh hell no" Eric nearly exploded.

      Kelly sat and stared at her nephew. Now came the hard part, she hoped he could handle this. His reactions now meant where she would go from here on.

      "Describe your mother's breasts" she said softly to her nephew.

      
        Eric shifted uncomfortably in his seat staring at his hands on the table. He wasn't sure how honest he should be.

      "Uhhh...I've never..." he started with.

      "Bullshit" his Aunt Kelly cut him off.

      "Every teenage boy out there has the hots for his mom at some time." She looked sourly at Eric. "Let's be real, your mom is fucking hot. You tell me you haven't ever peeked at her and I'll call you a liar." She demanded.

      Eric sighed, OK he was in this. He closed his eyes and conjured up an image; in fact it was barely over a week old. He had snuck in on his mother taking a shower and she had been standing at the bathroom sink brushing her hair. At one point, as her arms shifted, that fluffy white towel dropped to the bathroom floor. Eric remembered he had damn near cum in his jeans on the spot.

      "Their full" he said softly. "Not too big, just full. They have a soft curve to them, so you know if she laid on her stomach they would push out at the sides." He shuddered.

      Kelly sat and stared, watching Eric; damn, this just might work she thought.

      "Her nipples are like small pencil erasers" Eric softly continued. "Surrounded by dark areoles and when the cool air hits them they dimple." Kelly saw him shudder again.

      "Stand up" his Aunt Kelly interrupted him.

      "Uhhhh" Eric flushed red. "I...uhhh...I mean..." He stammered.

      "You have a hard on, I get it" Kelly said. "Now stand up." She watched him.

      Slowly, Eric rose from the bench, and when his waist cleared the table edge, his Aunt Kelly gave a low whistle.

      "Oh yeah, that will work just fine" she whispered.

      
        
      

      It was during the Tuesday sales meeting at the agency that Miranda heard the soft ping of her cellphone. Glancing at it she saw a text from Kelly.

      "Five thirty...Brit's Spa...my treat...Happy Bday" what the hell, I thought.

      I tossed the phone to the side, there wasn't much I could do right now. I would just call Kelly later and cancel. God I hated when she did this to me. The hell of it was, later became almost four thirty. By now it's too late to cancel and not lose her money. With a sigh I headed over to this Brit's Spa.

      If the girl at the reception got any more chipper I was going to scream. And when they only handed me a large fluffy robe in the change room I was a bit worried. Thank God it was a young woman in the massage room.

      I stretched out on the table and she placed a small towel over the rise of my ass. I have to admit, over the next fifteen minutes it felt pretty damn good. This girl knew what she was doing. By the time she laid out a line of warm rocks along my spine, I was drifting in and out of a relaxed sleep.

      I murmured some kind of agreement about leaving them for a bit, and just relaxed as the heat seeped into me. It seemed like only a few moments later and I could feel the stones being lifted. The next thing I felt were broad strong hands kneading the muscles in my shoulders.

      Broad strong hands; what the hell? I opened my mouth to say something; but the only thing I got out was a low groan as he hit the muscles in the back of my neck and down to my shoulders. Oh my God, he put the first girl to shame.

      Since I was on my stomach, covered, I just went with the flow; which felt pretty damn good. He worked down my back, and I couldn't help the small grunts and moans as he really worked my body over.

      I felt his oil slick hands slide up my back, and those fingers spread wide. When he swept down I felt just the tips graze the sides of my breasts. My body shuddered at the contact, and by the time I registered what had happened; he did it again.

      Only this time he had a slight pressure that gently kneaded the soft tissue of my breasts.

      
        "Ohhh" God I couldn't help it.

      I wanted it a third time, but instead he shifted down and started working on my ankles and lower legs. Once again I drifted in and out as he worked. It was when I felt those fingers glide up along the inside of my thighs, and the shudder that rolled through me; that I came more awake.

      God when did I spread my thighs for him? It was as if my body was responding on its own. I gave a low guttural moan as those magic fingers worked up my inner thighs. They got so close; God so very close, but didn't touch. I wanted to scream in frustration.

      Jesus Christ he had to smell my heat, I could feel my juices leaking out to soak the sheet under me. The next time his hands came up my thighs, I just slightly opened my legs; would he take the invitation.

      Instead I felt those hands wrap around the bare cheek of my ass, molding the soft globe. Bare ass; when did the towel disappear? I thought about stopping this now; you would have thought my lips were sealed tight; but they weren't.

      That was clearly evident by my low moan as he switched from one cheek to the other. God, I could actually feel a gush of fluids as he manipulated my entire body. I was in a half haze when I felt the gentle tug on my shoulder; he wanted me to turn over.

      This has gone far enough, I thought; this needs to stop. Then, I was lying on my back and he had draped a small warm towel over my face. I am not ashamed of my body, even at forty-five; like I said before it sells property who am I to complain. I knew I was lying there, fully exposed to this strange man; and for some reason it gave me a thrill.

      The fact he had the towel over my face, hid him from me. I figured this was standard fare so the client could feel anonymous, so I didn't object.

      I almost jumped when those powerful fingers began a gentle massage along my hips, and over my belly. He worked over my skin until I trembled; and I wanted to reach down and grab his wrists and mash his hands over my tits.

      Suddenly those hands disappeared from my flexing belly, and reappeared on my thighs. They were kneading and rolling my tight thighs; God he was good.

      
        For those ladies out there, we all know that heels may look great, but they are a bitch on the legs after eight hours. Well, those eight hours were gone in moments as he relaxed my thighs completely.

      I felt his hands drifting higher and higher on my thighs; God he was so close. I was dripping wet and I knew it; every time his fingers brushed along the sides of my mound my hips arched up to meet him.

      Once again I wanted to scream as those hands vanished. This time they reappeared on my shoulders, kneading lower and lower. When the fingers grazed across the top of my breasts, my back arched.

      "Oh God" I couldn't stop the whisper as his fingers lightly massage the flesh of both breasts.

      He lifted and then stroked both sides; first one at a time; and then together. God it was fantastic; and frustrating. His fingers drew slow circles around my aching nipples without touching; even though I thrust my breasts up at him.

      "Please" I gasped quietly.

      "Hmmmm" his baritone voice rumbled in my ear.

      "Touch them...please" dear God I was begging; then my mind almost blanked.

      "Nnnnnggggggg" I moaned as those hands wrapped around my breasts, cupping one in each hand.

      I've had my breasts played with before; this was not playing; this was worshipping. His hands cupped and squeezed; rubbed and massaged. When his large palm slid over a nipple I almost screamed as fluids gushed out between my thighs.

      I was panting and moaning as I felt one hand leave one of my breasts. I shook like a leaf as I felt it slowly slide down my belly. Oh fuck yes, I wanted to holler; but still he teased, he built.

      Those fingers grazed over the rise of my mound, then pressed in; the pressure rocketing through my womb underneath. God he knew all the spots to hit; and I felt like I was melting.

      
        I opened my mouth to tell him to go lower; but the words never came out as I felt his fingers slide between my open thighs. How the hell does he know? I wanted to scream my joy, but instead groaned as those fingers grazed over my swollen lips.

      "Goddddddddd" I shuddered as he continued to tease.

      I felt his other hand shift, rolling my aching nipple between his thumb and finger, sending a shock through my upper body. It was timed just as a thick finger slipped between my folds.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh" God I could hear my satisfaction in my own cry.

      "God yes...oh God..." I moaned as he manipulated both ends of my body.

      I could hear the wet sloshing as first one, and then two fingers slid in an out; I was a fucking swamp within twenty minutes of this mans' hands being on me.

      "Don't stop...oh fuck..." I grunted as I felt that knot in my belly.

      What did he do, he STOPPED. OH...MY...GOD.

      I felt those fingers slide out, using the oil and my own juices they began to rub and tease at the hard bud of my clit. I felt the hood sliding back as my body went insane.

      "Oh Christ...oh fuck..." I groaned.

      By changing tactics; he didn't bring me back down; he left me hanging right there. I could see the cliff of my orgasm, but I was still steps away. How the hell was he doing this?

      "I want you..." I panted through the small towel.

      "Not today" his baritone voice filled my ear.

      Not today? Then what...and suddenly those two thick fingers drove back inside me.

      
        
      

      "Fuuuckkkkkkkk" I groaned as my ass rose off the massage table.

      He began to pump those fingers in and out; not fast, but slow and deep. Jesus Christ I was coming unglued by now; that slow deliberate pace had covered the feet between where I was, and where the edge of the cliff was; but I couldn't seem to fall off.

      My whole body shook and trembled, I felt my toes curling as my hands clawed at the table.

      "Please." I begged softly. "Oh God please" I didn't even recognize the whimper in my own voice.

      "Say it" his voice rolled through my body like a command.

      "I need to...I need to..." I babbled

      "Cum" he whispered to me.

      With that one word, he opened the floodgate. I felt those fingers curl inside me; and when they did the tips scraped across that hidden spot deep along my walls. My heels dug into the table as my ass shot straight up in the air.

      I didn't fall off the orgasm cliff, I fucking took a giant leap; and I went screaming.

      "AAAAGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" God was that me screaming?

      "Yes...yes...yes" I chanted as my belly exploded in white fire.

      When I am extremely excited I cum very hard; but frankly it had been a lot of years since that had happened. It happened there on that massage table. My juices all but sprayed out, coating his hand and arm; the cheeks of my ass clenched and my eyes screwed shut.

      "Cuummminnnngggggg" I wailed in total abandon.

      
        Through it all those magical fingers kept moving. So many men stop when a woman starts her orgasm; for me that simply stops the sensations that created the orgasm. He seemed to know this, and as waves rolled through my body; those fingers kept moving.

      "Fuck...fuck..." I moaned as a second gush of fluids poured out of me, dripping to the table.

      Slowly he eased my jelly body back to the table, and I just lay there a quivering mass trying to catch my breath. It may not have quite been the perfect orgasm, but it was a damn sight closer than anything I had experienced in over a decade.

      By the time I caught my breath, and my body would respond to my commands; I reached up and pulled the small towel from my face. I wanted to thank this wonderful man for the best orgasm I had experienced in a long time.

      Instead, I looked around an empty massage room. God damn, he had left. On wobbly legs I headed back to the change room. I thought of asking who he was at the desk, then realized that would be a bad professional move. I needed to talk to Kelly; she had set this up, maybe she knew who he was.

      The next day I got ahold of Kelly, but she claimed ignorance. I sighed and told her to bad, he was fantastic. I was depressed about not being able to see him again; but my mood improved when I booked a showing for the next evening for the house on Corral Drive.

      We had been trying to sell the place for months. The listing was for almost one and a half million. Being a senior agent, that meant six percent. Do the math; that meant a healthy commission of ninety thousand; that would make a dead man smile.

      It was later that I got a call from Kelly, just before I headed home. Apparently she had contacted the spa and arranged another massage for me; with Mr. Wonderful.

      "Thanks sis" I all but gushed on the phone.

      "No problem" Kelly said. "So I set it for six tomorrow."

      Shit, I thought; my heart sinking. I can't, I have the showing. No offense; it's a hard choice; the fingering of your life; or ninety thousand. I picked the money.

      
        "I can't" I sighed into the phone.

      "You have a showing" Kelly said quietly.

      "Yeah, and I can't miss it." I sighed.

      "I'll try and set it another day" Kelly said.

      It seemed strange at the time, but I honestly didn't make the connection. Kelly knew about the showing; but she was willing to help reschedule; and my happiness over that made all my concerns minor.

      The next day; I pulled into the driveway of the house on Corral drive a bit before six. It was getting dark, so I went inside to set the house up for showing. Entering the large marble foyer I flipped on the light. My heels clicked down the hall to the kitchen, where I turned on the light and set my purse on the counter.

      I spent a few minutes smoothing my skirt, and making sure the buttons were straight on my blouse. This was a couple, so I kept all of them buttoned. I admit, if it had been a male, I might have popped one or two; it never hurts the sale.

      Glancing at my watch, it read just a bit after six. They should be here any moment. I headed back to the foyer to meet them at the door. That was odd, I thought. I swore I turned on the foyer light.

      My heels clicked in the near darkness as I walked to the door; just as I reached for the light switch; two powerful arms wrapped around me from behind. I opened my mouth to scream, when one hand gently closed over it.

      "Shhhhhh" a soft baritone voice whispered behind me.

      "You?" I was in shock.

      "Mmmmmhmmmm" I felt his hands slide up my body, rising from my waist until they cupped my full breasts through my blouse and bra.

      "Oh God" I moaned; as memories of the massage room flooded through my brain.

      
        
      

      "You can't...we can't..." I stuttered as he gently kneaded my flesh. "I have a show" I gasped.

      "Then show me" his voice filled my ear.

      I squealed as he bent down and scooped me into his arms. Dear God what was happening? Like a small child he cradled me as he ascended the stairs from the foyer. The house was dark and I couldn't get a clear look at his face, but I could feel the ripple of muscles through his shirt as I clung to him.

      "Wait, they're coming" I tried to say; as he eased me onto a mattress in a dark room.

      "They're not...you are." His voice was strong and confident. It seemed vaguely familiar, but as I suddenly realized what he meant, that thought died in my mind.

      "You...you're the showing" I gasped.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" he murmured; even as he slowly eased my on my back on the bed.

      Oh my God, he had set this up; to be with me. I shuddered at the thought. He was kneeling at my side on the bed, I could feel the fabric of my blouse ruffle in the dark, and then the cool air washed over my exposed chest. My God he had just released the buttons in a matter of moments, I was stunned.

      Soft lips began to caress the side of my neck, and I couldn't suppress the moan as he lightly nipped just below my ear. I shuddered as he triggered another of my erogenous zones. I couldn't even find the words, but I didn't need to; even in the dark his hands instantly found the front snap on my bra, and popped it free with strong confidence.

      "Oh my Goddddd" I moaned as his lips slid down my collar bone, and then enveloped one aching nipple.

      Part of my brain wanted to know how he had set this up; but the part of me that was sliding into the abyss of pleasure was stripping all those thoughts away. Just like on the massage table with his hands, his lips all but worshipped first one breast and then the other. He left a warm moist trail of his saliva on my tingling skin as his lips traveled back and forth.

      
        As the cool air of the room washed over my sex, I opened my thighs, inviting him in. Even in my half hazed state I was shocked to realize that somehow he had bunched my skirt around my waist, and my panties now dangled from one ankle. He was so smooth and gentle I was exposed in a matter of minutes.

      "Nnnggggggg" I moaned as his fingers slid over my swollen lips.

      God I felt like a swamp between my thighs. He's going to do it again, I thought; and arched my hips up to meet those wonderful fingers. But he had other ideas, as I felt his lips slowly travel down my flexing belly.

      Most men simply shift around and drive their head between your thighs; but this was heaven. He stayed in the same position, simply adjusting for where his head was. He also slowed and his tongue teased at my naval.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as my body spasmed. "What are you..." I couldn't speak coherent as those lips began to slide lower.

      "Oh God...oh God..." my moaning was out of control as his hot breath blew over my soaked lips.

      Jesus, he hadn't even moved, he was bent over my body, loving every damn inch; and I was a quivering mass of jelly. He was going to...and then his tongue slid between my lips.

      "Yessssssssssssssssss" I wailed as my body arched off the bed.

      One hand shot down and across his back, knotting my fingers in his shirt; I could feel his muscles tense under the thin cloth. My other hand curled in his hair as I hunched up, grinding against his face.

      Dimly I felt him finally shift, sliding off the bed and between my lewdly spread thighs. By now a river was flowing out of me; and I could hear him swallowing my hot juices.

      He reached up to my thighs, spreading them wide; and then he attacked. His tongue drug across my lips, then probed deep inside scooping out my thick cream. Then he would stiffen it and use the tip to lash at my throbbing clit.

      
        Every time he changed I would climb and then hang...climb and then hang. I stared into the darkness watching sparkles of light dance in front of my eyes as my hips bounced violently on the bed.

      I couldn't even tell you how long he feasted on me; I was lost to time. I whimpered, growled, screamed; and not a coherent word came out of my mouth. I squirmed on the bed as he drove my body totally insane.

      Then...I saw it; for the first time. One of the sparkles started to expand; growing brighter. I saw it pulse to match the walls of my cunt, and grow to match the knot in my belly. Oh fuck, here it comes; was all I could think.

      "Fuck...Oh God...so close...going to..." I babbled. Then, he attacked again.

      His mouth opened and literally sucked my pulsing clit deep inside, and he shifted his head, tugging on it. My ass bounced and my cheeks tightened; I started to growl. Then, God help me, he hummed.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" I faintly heard; but did I ever FEEL it.

      That vibration shot from my captured clit to the pit of my belly; when it hit my womb; the light slammed into my brain.

      "Guuuhhhh...guhhhhh..." I could only gurgle as my body shredded.

      My ass rose straight up, and a hot fountain of cunt cream sprayed out to wash his face. Oh my God, I was squirting. My body flopped and spasmed as waves rolled through me; not normal waves, these were like a tsunami had rolled over me.

      "Cumminngggg...oh fucking Goddddd" I moaned.

      A river continued to flood out of me. It had to be running off his face and chin to soak the bed under me, I didn't give a shit. I felt the puddle as my ass collapsed onto the bed; huge gasps as I tried to catch my breath.

      I felt his face slowly pull away from between my thighs; but I couldn't stop him. My entire body was spent as I lay thee limp. He could have taken total advantage of me right then and I would have fucking loved it; but with a restraint I couldn't even imagine; he rose to his feet and turned towards the door.

      "No...please..." I couldn't believe myself, I was begging for him.

      "Not yet" his almost hypnotic baritone voice came across the dark room.

      Then, his shadow was gone. I didn't know whether to scream or cry. My body ached to be made love too; no I wanted HIM to make love to me. I knew it could be no one else but him.

      Like the massage room, it took a few moments to regain control of my body; and this time I almost fell over as I tried to replace my sodden panties. God what was he doing to me? More importantly, I thought; who was he?

      As I gathered my things and headed to my car, my mind was in a total turmoil. I had never wanted a man more than I wanted HIM. As I sat in my car, I pulled out my cellphone; maybe Kelly could set up another meeting.

      Before I touched the keypad, I froze. Set up...wait. Kelly had set up the massage I remembered. Then, our conversation about my not being able to go to Brit's Spa tonight; she acted as if she had already known about the showing.

      My eyes grew wide sitting in the driveway. Viciously I punched in the numbers on the keypad.

      "Hello" I heard my sisters' voice.

      "All right, who the hell is he?" I barked into the phone. "And don't give me any I don't know bullshit, you set this up." I hissed.

      "Miranda" Kelly's voice was hesitant.

      "Look sis" I sighed. "I just want...no I NEED to see him. Please Kelly" I almost whispered.

      There was a few seconds of silence and then my sister spoke.

      
        
      

      "Not now, and not on the phone" she told me. "Lunch, tomorrow at Gabri's Grill." She said.

      Like I had a choice, so I agreed. Tomorrow was my birthday and I had taken the day off. Eric and I planned a quiet dinner out to celebrate, but I did have the day free.

      The next day, Friday, I woke facing my forty-fifth birthday. Ever the gentleman, my son wished me a happy birthday as he left the house. On the one hand age gave me a bit of depression; but on the other hand, I had never felt so alive sexually as I had in the last week.

      By noon, I was already sitting at Gabri's waiting. I waved when I saw Kelly come in the door, and waited until she slid into her seat across from me. I couldn't contain myself any longer, and launched.

      "You know who he is, don't you?" I stared at Kelly.

      "Yes" her voice seemed subdued.

      Before I could ask more, or demand a name; Kelly held up her hand. We went through the motions of ordering, and I watched the waiter walk away.

      "All right, out with it." I turned back to my sister.

      "Jesus Miranda" Kelly seemed genuinely shocked. "Was it that good?" she asked.

      "No" I choked back. "It was better." I shuddered.

      "My God Kelly, I thought the massage parlor was a new height" I continued when Kelly sat quiet. "Last night, he...oh God" I moaned.

      "Oh my God" Kelly whispered. "Did you have sex?" her eyes watched me.

      "No...he said not yet." I admitted. "I'm telling you, if I knew who he was, I would strip naked and walk into his house and offer myself." I sighed.

      
        
      

      "You're in love with him" it wasn't a question, Kelly was making a statement.

      "I...I don't know" I slumped in my seat. "Is it just physical, or more. " I stared at my sister. "For the first time, there is some kind of connection." I shuddered. "I don't know how or why, but when we are together it's like we become part of each other." I said.

      "I'll bet." Kelly whispered.

      "Please" I leaned forward and gripped her hands. "Please" I begged softly.

      Kelly watched me for a moment, and then with a sigh turned and picked up her purse. She pulled what looked like a small fob out and held it in her hand.

      "Before we go any further" she looked up at me. "I want to say something" she took a deep breath.

      "Does it really matter what his name is?" Kelly asked me. "It could be Paul, or Rick, or anything; it's just a name."

      I thought for a moment, remembering that connection in the dark; that total and utter oneness that had brought the tidal waves of pleasure. No, it really didn't matter I decided.

      "No, it doesn't" I said. "There is some kind of connection sis; something I have to know; if it's more than just physical...for both of us."

      Kelly nodded slowly, then slid the small fob across the table. As it got closer I could see a small electronic key hanging on one end.

      "I can't tell you who he is" she said slowly. "But I can tell you where he is" she cut me off as I opened my mouth to protest.

      "He's at the Sheraton Plaza...waiting for you." Kelly's voice was hushed.

      
        I reached out and took the key, holding it in my hand. I could see years of ache and loneliness evaporate with that key; hands and lips that brought joy and pleasure. Gripping the key in my hand, I picked up my purse and slid from the booth.

      "Aren't you going to eat?" Kelly asked waving at our food.

      I glanced down at the food now growing cold, it didn't matter anymore. I smiled at my sister; gripping my hand around my new treasure.

      "Oh I'm going to eat" I said in a husky voice. "I'm going to gobble that man up." I grinned.

      Kelly reached out and touched my arm, but this time her face was smiling.

      "Just remember...his name doesn't matter; what does is what you two feel." Her smile got wider. " Happy Birthday sis" she added.

      As I walked out of the grill and to my car, I thought only that this was going to be one of the best birthdays of my life; oh and that damn I was going to be sore in the morning. I wasn't sure how long I would be at the hotel, so I sent a quick text to Eric telling him I might be late for our dinner. I slipped my cellphone back into my purse without even checking if he responded.

      By the time I stood outside the door to the room, I was as nervous as a sixteen year old going to prom. I had checked my skirt and blouse, straightened my hair. God I was primping like a star struck teenager.

      Using the key, I quietly unlocked the door and slipped inside. I was immediately plunged into total darkness. My eyes blinked as I tried to adjust from the hallway lights. The curtains were pulled and there wasn't even a night light on. I reached out for the light switch.

      "Wait" came out that comforting baritone; just as my fingers touched the wall plate.

      Had it been any other man, I would have popped the switch regardless; but for him, I hesitated. I felt strong fingers lace into mine, and then he slowly drew me across the dark room. Turning me, I felt the backs of my legs against the edge of the bed. Slowly he eased me back to sit facing his shadow.

      "This time; it's your turn" he said in a quiet voice.

      
        
      

      I was confused at first. What did he mean by my turn? Then my eyes grew wide in the dark. He was offering himself to me; after the two times where he had done the exploring, the touching; and all the teasing. This time he was giving control over to me. I shuddered at the level of trust this simple act took.

      I reached out tentatively, and then my fingers brushed a strong muscular thigh. I groaned softly as I realized he was nude standing before me. My hands slowly caressed his thighs, working upward. I bypassed his groin, sliding up his waist and across a washboard abdomen. Fuck was he fit, I almost screamed.

      My hands slid higher, across the defined pectorals, and then grazed across two very hard nipples. I heard a soft moan and felt his body twitch under my touch. I gently teased those hard nubs with my fingers, wishing I were tall enough to pull them into my hot mouth.

      Sliding one hand back down, my fingers grazed through his wiry pubic hair. When I found the base, I tried to wrap my hand around the thick stalk; and I do mean tried. God he was so thick my fingers didn't even meet.

      "Oh God" I heard him moan above me, as I slowly slid my hand his full length.

      In the dark, I tried to measure as my hand slide along the pulsing veins, until my fingers swirled around the tip. God damn, he had to be at least eight inches or more, I guessed.

      Not only was this man a patient, loving, and fantastic lover; he was packing a cock that would drive me to heaven and back. It was like a dream come true all in one package. I couldn't restrain myself.

      I leaned forward, opening my mouth. I guided him in as that engorged head slipped past my lips.

      "Oh fuck" I heard a groan of sheer pleasure above me.

      I like to think I am pretty good at giving blowjobs; I've never heard a complaint. I've always been eager to please, and the level of control it lets me feel is awesome.

      
        This time it was different. His scent filled my nostrils, sending a shiver down my spine. I could feel his veins pulse against my lips as they slid up and down. While drops of pre cum coated my tongue as it swirled over the tip.

      It was like his body was an extension of me; I could feel his thighs quiver as he climbed in pleasure. I felt his ass cheeks clench as he held back that final release. Wet slurping filled the room as I devoured him. I sucked, then licked, then sucked again. I cupped his heavy balls kneading them gently; and then I sucked those twin globes into my mouth.

      Through it all of it, he gurgled and mewled with raw pleasure; but he also held back. Most men would have blown their load within five minutes; but with the restraint of a titan he held back. I wanted his cum, badly; and I wanted it down my throat.

      And that is odd, because I have never been much at swallowing for a blowjob. But him; God I couldn't wait to drink him down. I kneaded his balls, and sucked gently on the tip, feeling him quiver; he was getting close.

      Then; I groaned as he pulled my head back and began to ease me back onto the bed. My breasts jutted up as I lay on my back. Oh My God, I suddenly realized I was totally nude. He had done it again. While I was focused on pleasing him; somehow he had removed every stitch of clothing I had. I knew I had to have shifted to help, but I honestly don't remember a damn thing.

      I opened my arms to him welcoming him into my embrace. I knew what he wanted, I could feel it in my core. That first load, was not for my mouth; it was for US. I reached down between our bodies, my slender hand gripping that thick rod. I felt the head nudge against my soaked lips.

      "I only wish" I whispered, holding him there. "I could see your eyes." I said softly.

      I felt him shift above me; he was reaching to the side of the bed. With a click, the bedside lamp came on. The sudden brightness making me blink and squeeze my eyes. As my vision slowly cleared, I looked up into the eyes of this wonderful man.

      "Eric" I gasped; and then his hips shifted and I felt heaven between my thighs as he slid in.

      Oh God, he didn't ram in; he didn't shove; he just glided in. Inch by inch he went in; smooth and deep. I felt my walls evenly stretching to meet him as he filled me. The excitement that had built over the last five days; hit home deep in my belly.

      
        
      

      "Oh Godddddd" I moaned under my son as my body convulsed.

      My hands shot up, my nails digging into his strong biceps, even as he just continued to slide deeper. I could feel my hot juices gush out to coat his cock and balls.

      "Cum on me mom" Eric whispered above me.

      It was that same wonderful baritone voice; and it drove my mind insane. How do you reconcile the words mom and cum in the same sentence? I couldn't, but I could reconcile the sheer pleasure as he began to move. He wasn't hurried; there wasn't slam bam thank you. They were slow, measured, deep strokes; and I felt a second wave roll outward from between my thighs.

      "Oh Jesus" I gasped as a second gush of warm fluids flooded the bed.

      Twice, we had been making love less than five minutes and he had made me cum twice. I could feel his cock throb along my walls, God only knew how he was holding back. I stared up into those eyes and damn near lost myself.

      "Why?" I gasped as he drove deep.

      "Because I love you" he couldn't have made a more perfect response.

      "How...long" I moaned between strokes.

      "Forever" Eric whispered and leaned his head down.

      His lips brushed mine and I could feel it, the intensity wasn't just me. Love melded into that kiss beyond what I had ever dreamed. When he raised his head, there was a fire in his eyes, burning bright. What was he up too?

      "Oh fuckkkk" I hissed out in one breath, as he drove deeper into me.

      
        He was up on his arms now, towering over me; his hips powering in and out. That delicious cock was scraping along my swollen lips, and I could feel every vein pulse.

      "Oh God...fuck me...fuck me Eric...don't ever stop...oh shit...oh my fucking God..." I babbled.

      My legs came up and wrapped around his waist, my heels drumming on his ass as he owned my body. There wasn't an ounce of aggression is his movements, just sheer power and raw lust.

      I could hear wet sucking sounds when he pulled back, my dripping pussy trying to hold him in. Followed by that wet squelch when he slid back in, driving my hot fluids out to drip down the crack of my ass.

      I felt that knot start low and deep in my belly, I knew he was going to bring me to a third orgasm, and I waited for it. Just as it started to rear up, he shifted. His hips moved almost side to side, scraping my walls; creating an entirely new sensation tearing through my body.

      "Ohhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as ripples spread through my thighs.

      What had been building, suddenly dropped down a notch; then started rising again with the new sensations.

      Suddenly Eric shifted again, this time pulling his body even higher. The first stroke out I felt his thick shaft literally drag the length of my sensitive clit.

      "Fuuuckkkkkkkkk" I grabbed at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin.

      "Oh my God...Oh My God" I could hear myself moaning over and over as a whole new set of sensations tore through me.

      "What...are you...doing...to me" I grunted up at him.

      Eric lowered his head until his forehead barely touched mine, his eye boring into mine.

      "I'm fucking my mother" his voice was deep and steady.

      
        "Unnnghhhhhhhhhhh" I groaned at the obscenity of his words.

      "And she's so fucking tight on my cock" his hot breath washed over my face.

      "Errriccccccccc" I almost screamed as her brought me higher.

      I could smell our sex hanging in the air; the wet sounds of skin slapping on skin. God I wanted to cum; so much my belly ached. I could feel myself climbing, higher and higher. It was staring me in the face.

      Then, I squealed as Eric suddenly tipped to his side, pulling me with him. In one fluid motion he rolled us. Suddenly I found myself sitting astride him, his thick cock buried to the root up inside me.

      "Fuck me" his sweet baritone commanded me. And I did just that.

      I dug my nails into his chest, as I slid my legs along his sides. Rising up, I drove my body back down onto his; feeling that huge cock drive so deep inside me I screamed.

      "Yeessssssssssssssssss" I wailed. "Fucking my son...so good...so good." I was beyond control.

      I rode up and down, harder and harder. I set the tempo, I set the depth; this one was one hundred percent mine. And with it; came that light I had seen lying on my back as he feasted on me.

      "Eric...Eric...Eric..." I chanted as I fucked up and down.

      I looked down at him with a glow in my eyes; as I raced towards that cliff. I had never wanted to cum so badly in my life; and I drove myself to it. Sweat dripped between my breasts as they bounced; my hair matted to my forehead and I stared down at my son. Cream dripped out of me, matting into his pubic hair. I could feel the walls of my pussy stretch every time I drove down onto him; God he was big and I loved it; I had never felt so full before.

      The entire world outside that hotel room was forgotten as I ravished him. I used his body for my pleasure, as he lay under me. His hands were roaming my skin, cupping my breasts and kneading my hips. He never made a move to change the pace; that was for me and I knew it.

      
        I began to pick up the pace, slamming myself down harder. I heard a soft grunt from his lips as I ground my clit into his pelvis. I looked down into his eyes, and made a mistake.

      "I'm going to cum" I half growled. "I'm going to cum all over my sons cock." I told him.

      The most wicked smile curled on his lips; his hand resting on my hips. What was he thinking? I squealed again as he quickly flipped our coupled bodies back over; until I landed on my back with a soft grunt.

      "No...no...so closeeeee" I groaned in agony.

      "Not yet" his baritone voice captivated me.

      I had one leg stretched out on the bed, half tilted on my side as he lifted my other leg to lay it on his shoulder. Like the handles of a scissor I was spread wide open for him. He reared up on his knees, and sawed that huge cock in and out of my obscenely spread wide pussy.

      I was totally open, totally under his control as my body shook and trembled. It was a strange sensation to lie there totally exposed to this man. And yet not feel dominated. I reached up and rested one hand on his broad chest.

      "Fuck me Eric" I whispered hoarsely as I gave myself to him.

      And God did he ever. That knot hung in my belly as his hips took over. That thick pole scraped along my walls and lips as he slid in and out. I gurgled as his shaft dragged along my clit at this angle. It was totally new, and all-encompassing as he pounded down into me.

      Now his hips lunged harder...deeper. I could feel the tip of his cock putting pressure deep, almost to my cervix. I could feel my hips rising from the bed meeting his thrusts, and yet it felt like I wasn't controlling them.

      Looking up at my son, I saw his face for a brief moment. The sweat on his forehead, the almost grimace on his face as he struggled to hold back. Then all of that washed out as that white light flooded my eyes. Oh God, I thought...here it comes; and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it.

      
        "I'm going...to...oh fuckkkk...Ericccc...oh MY GODDDDDDDDDDDD" I babbled; ending in a piercing wail as that light slammed into me.

      I felt my toes curl as he held my ankle. I felt his body pressed to mine; and then...I felt him. Without missing a single stroke, that cock pulsed then jerked inside my belly. Just as every synapse in my brain short circuited; I realized he was cumming; and he was cumming at the exact same moment I was.

      Just as my body erupted, I felt that incredible heat filling my belly. Then; my gut literally wrenched as my cunt spasmed.

      "NNNNAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed at the top of my lungs.

      God they must have heard me three doors down the hotel hallway; and I didn't care. Nirvana rolled over my body as I flopped on the bed under my son. I was beyond coherent speech as I gurgled and whimpered through wave after wave. My hands clawed weakly at the sheets as fluids erupted to spray his belly.

      I knew I was squirting again, shocked this man could do this to me so easily. I dimly saw his eyes rolling back, as he grunted my name. I could feel pulse after pulse matching me for each wave. God, he must have unloaded a gallon of hot cum deep inside me.

      I realized then what made the perfect orgasm; it wasn't just my own pleasure, my own intensity. It was that suffusion of warmth spreading across my body; knowing WE were together.

      This man above me; my darling son.; one body, one mind; and God help me one orgasm. I felt his body ease down on top of me, his heaving chest pressing against my breasts. He didn't drop down like most men, he just gently lowered himself into my arms.

      "I love you" his soft voice filled my ear.

      "I love you" I gently kissed his cheek. "And...I'm IN love with you." I admitted to myself.

      Eric shifted to raise his head, his lips sliding across mine. Even in the passion of our kiss; I shuddered. Dear God he was buried inside me, and still hard. I could feel our mixed cream oozing out around his shaft. I knew he had just emptied all his thick virile seed into my belly; it was not something I had thought of at the moment; and quite frankly it was something WE would discuss, in the morning.

      
        
      

      "Ohhhhhhh" I moaned, as his hips gyrated in a small circle.

      Yes, tomorrow. Right now we had unfinished business to take care of. Like the second hot load hiding in his heavy balls.

      Story::The Price of Sex

      Hi there, the name is Calvin Dixon and I'm twenty years old. I am finishing my Bachelor Degree in Business at UNLV. Yeah I know, do the math, how do you finish four years of college at twenty. Actually that is kind of what started all of this.

      I went into university in an accelerated program and I basically finished high school at sixteen. The only problem was I had the academic skills and not the social skills. You got it; here I am a twenty year old virgin.

      As a part of finishing my program, I needed to do some kind of term paper. While most of my fellow older classmates seemed to focus on things like finances and statistics, I wanted something more concrete. So, being the naive curious male; I wanted to know why people spent so much on sex.

      Now don't get the wrong idea, I wasn't thinking of hookers and things like that. Be real, sex sells; and to the tune of billions of dollars a year. Things like clothing, cosmetics, gyms; they all catered to the same thing...sex. What's the first thing you ask when you try on that new dress? Does it make me sexy?

      So, I started my research. I found out how many billions of dollars a year are spent in the United States every year for clothing and all of that. Then, I found the interesting paradox.

      In Nevada, an average "date" could cost almost a hundred to a hundred and fifty dollars. Look, you do the math this time. Two dinners at twenty a head, plus tips was pushing fifty. Then, add two tickets for a movie at what ten or fifteen dollars. That was another say twenty-five. Add the food snacks and you were hitting a hundred dollars. Then, if you went to a club; between drinks and door fees you could spend another fifty or more.

      Now, when you added the time factor, an average date was at least four hours long, at minimum wage of eight dollars that was another thirty dollars.

      
        It suddenly occurred to this virgin, that I would be sinking close to two hundred dollars of money and time...into a maybe. Maybe she'll kiss me; maybe she'll give me a hand job. Maybe after two dates I might get a blowjob. Be real, a guy was sinking almost five hundred dollars and how much time before he ever got past third base.

      Now, compare that to Nevada; where prostitution is legal. An escort could be found for a couple of hundred or so. I could financially pay out for TWO guarantees by the time I had invested the same amount of time and money into a maybe.

      The math didn't make sense to me, OK call me naïve. There had to be something else that "sold" the cost and effort in the dating scene. I just couldn't figure it out.

      By the time Christmas break closed in, I had completed all my research, and was ready to start writing my paper. I still couldn't explain the paradox. I spoke with my professor, who seemed a little bemused by my confusion. He said maybe I needed to take a more psychological approach instead of a business approach. The man might have an idea, after all isn't advertising based on the psychology of selling to the public.

      By the time I was heading on the road home for Christmas break, I had at least a partial answer, and it was waiting for me in Grand Junction, Colorado. That was mom, she might be able to help I thought.

      Who is mom? Mom is Claire Dixon or should I say Dr. Claire Dixon. At forty-two mom had worked herself to having a pretty successful psychotherapy practice back home. I figured she might be able to answer some of my questions.

      That's right, do the math again; mom was twenty-two when I was born. Still in college and finishing her own four year program mom had met the "man of her dreams." Except, she wasn't the woman of his dreams it seemed. When he found out mom was pregnant, he made like the genie in the bottle and poofed.

      Mom raised me herself, and managed to finish her masters in psychology at the same time. Having only ever been mom and me, I never felt the need for a "father figure", mom was just mom. She fed me, clothed me, and kissed my owies. Later she attended my school functions and explained the birds and bees to me. Yeah, I admit, I also masturbated to the most perverted thoughts of her on many a night. I mean shit, mom was hot. At barely over five foot six, mom packed a hell of a pair of 36C's and had that tight bubble ass to fucking die for.

      
        Yeah, yeah; I know all about the Oedipus crap. Life is what it is and I'm not going to hide from the fact that when I was sixteen I would have loved to bed my own mother. Like I said, I didn't have much exposure for social skills, and having her hot body wandering around the house all day fed my teenage hormones.

      Come on, when you see her long blonde hair, those bright blue eyes; you can't help it. When she walks by wearing that damn red bikini, I still get a raging hard on. Still, we had always been close; and mom had always made a point to openly discuss literally every topic. So she was the one that topped my list for reference for my term paper.

      I got home later on Friday after classes had ended. The seven hour drive put me there about eleven at night. Mom had waited up, knowing I was coming in. I put my stuff in my room for the two weeks I would be home, and went downstairs to find her in the kitchen reheating leftovers for me.

      I don't know which got me more, the growl of my stomach at the smell of food, or the fact she was standing waiting for the microwave in a white thin silk robe that ended well above her knees. My eyes quickly looked away from the creamy firm thighs that disappeared under the hem of the robe. Fuck, focus I thought.

      We sat at the table and caught up from last summer. I tried not to look at the gap in the top of her robe. I saw the pale blue night gown she was wearing peeking out. And the valley that descended between her breasts kept drawing my eyes.

      At one point she leaned over and picked up her cigarettes, I could only stare as a full view of the tops of her creamy breasts filled my eyes. Then, I watched her light her cigarette as I felt a fresh surge of blood fill my cock.

      No, I don't smoke. But I will tell you, there is something about watching my mother wrap those lips around a circular tube, and then to see her cheeks slightly cave as she sucks in; it fucking drives me insane.

      It was when the conversation hit about how school was going, that things finally came out. I explained the term paper to her, what my research had been, and then finally the paradox I had found.

      I watched as my mother took a drag from her cigarette, my eyes flitting between those pursed lips and the rise in her chest as her full breasts pressed against the thin robe.

      
        "What you're describing isn't about economics" my mother said after a moment. "It's more about desire than dollars."

      "What do you mean?" I asked; startled back by her words.

      "What do you want Calvin, sex or love?" she asked with a soft smile.

      My confused look must have spurred her on. She tapped her ashes as she continued.

      "There is a big difference between what someone wants and what someone needs." She told me. "If you need a car, you save money, buy used and basic. But if you WANT a car, you buy new and expensive."

      "I get that" I shook my head. "People will always spend more money for something they crave over something they need. That's the basics of selling a luxury. What I don't understand is that sex is sex, right, so what's the difference."

      I watched as my mother slowly ground out her cigarette, a thoughtful look on her face. I could tell the wheels were turning in her mind and that she was trying to decide her next step.

      "You're still a virgin, aren't you" she locked eyes with me.

      "Ummm yeah" I answered, still confused.

      "Are you hard...right now?" Her eyes locked to mine.

      My eyes grew wide as I sat and stared at her. What the hell, I thought. She knows, I realized in terror. I could lie and try to escape the kitchen, or just own up to it. I swallowed hard.

      "Yes, I am" I whispered in a hoarse voice.

      "I thought so, you've been staring at my tits all night." Her voice burned into my mind. She rose from her chair, making no attempt to close her robe. "Go upstairs to your room" she told me. "Get on your bed, on your back; no sheet, understand."

      
        
      

      I nodded mutely and started to leave the kitchen. Just as I reached the door, her voice stopped me.

      "Calvin" I stopped in my tracks. "Keep it hard, and I mean very hard." I almost choked at her words.

      As I stretched out on my back, I looked at the hard lump in my boxers, what the hell was going on, I wondered. I reached down and gently rubbed at my aching cock, the image of my mother's" swaying tits filling my mind. I knew I could rub one out right then, but that didn't seem to be what mom wanted.

      I turned to the door as my mother walked in, freezing at the sight. Gone was the robe, my eyes drawn to her nearly nude body through the thin blue night gown. I could see her dark nipples through the pale blue material. As my eyes slid lower, I got the shock of my life. Holy fuck, she isn't wearing panties, as the dark thatch of hair was clearly visible under the almost transparent material.

      "Where is your wallet" she said in a calm voice, her siloute filling the door. I looked over at my pants at the foot of my bed.

      "Get out a twenty dollar bill and set it on your night stand" she instructed me. As I scrambled to comply, she slowly walked to my bedside.

      As I stretched back out on the bed, mom knelt by the side, her hands reaching up to grip the waistband of my boxers. In one swift jerk, the material was at my knees, my hard cock slapping against my belly. Before I could even utter a word, she had lowered her head and literally inhaled half my dick.

      "Oh fuckkkk" I moaned as her hot lips wrapped around my throbbing cock.

      "Oh Jesus...mom" I gasped as her head began to bob up and down on me.

      A wet heat I had never experienced before sent shivers up my spine. I looked down and stared in wonder as my mothers' cheeks caved in as she sucked like a vacuum on my cock.

      Within five minutes, my balls began to boil while my mother attacked my cock like a whorehouse pro. My head dropped to my pillow as I clenched my eyes shut, I could feel my orgasm rising and there wasn't shit I could do to stop it; even though every part of me wanted this to go on and on forever.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as I arched my hips. "Oh my God" I couldn't help groaning.

      Just that quickly, my mothers' mouth came off my pulsing cock with and obscene plop. I felt her tighten her fingers into a ring around the base of my cock and squeeze.

      With slow agony, I felt the boil slowing to a high simmer in my balls. Jesus Christ, she was stopping my orgasm, I realized with agony. How the hell was she doing that? My tortured mind wondered.

      My eyes snapped open when I felt the weight on the bed shift. I opened my mouth to speak as I watched mom throw one leg over my hips, straddling me. Before the thoughts could come together in my scattered mind, mom reached down and pointed my thick cock straight up in the air. Without a single word, she dropped down onto me.

      "Arrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I moaned as the most wonderful hot tightness wrapped around the entire length of my cock. Oh my God, my mother was fucking me; just that quickly my virginity had vanished, and she hadn't said a single damned word.

      I reached down to grip her hips, but mom slapped my hands away. Taking control, she began to bounce up and down on me. I could feel the tight walls of her pussy gripping me as I slid in and out.

      I tried to look up into her face, to see what she was feeling; but she had turned her head to the side and all I could see was her cascading blonde hair.

      Mom picked up the pace as she reached down, nails digging into my chest. I could hear the wet sucking sounds as she rode my cock, the smell of sex hanging in the small bedroom.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted again, feeling the delayed heat she had cut off before rising in my balls again. "I'm going to..." I tried to warn her.

      Mom neither slowed down nor even acknowledged my impending orgasm. I could hear the bed squeaking as her ass slapped down onto my thighs.

      
        Every part of me ached to see her face, to just touch her. I knew I wouldn't hold out long, being my first time, and the woman of my dreams, I could feel that pinch gathering in my balls.

      "FUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared as my cock jerked inside her belly. I felt like a gallon of cum was being drained out of me.

      Mom sat still on me, as my cock pulsed inside her, every drop of my hot cream filling her belly.

      "Oh my fucking God" I moaned as I felt my orgasm waning.

      Still laying in half shock on my bed, my body half limp with exhaustion, I heard the wet slurp of my mother rising off me. I felt that wonderful heat of her sex pulling away; I opened my arms to have her lie there beside me.

      Instead she rose to her feet at the side of my bed, silently reaching down to pick up the twenty dollar bill I had set on my night stand.

      "You don't cuddle a whore" she said softly. I watched stunned as she silently walked from my room.

      As I lay on my bed, trying to catch my breath, my mind whirled at what had just happened. Every dream I had ever had of making love to my mother had just come true. Then, a knot hit my belly. No, I hadn't made love to my mother. Oh I had had sex all right, but not the dreams of my years of hungering for her. No, this had almost been with a stranger, I thought.

      The whole night my brain was filled with dreams. In one scene I sat at a candle lit dinner holding hands with my mother, while in another a succession of faceless women climbed onto my body and mindlessly fucked my brains out.

      Waking in the morning, I was almost as confused as last night. I knew what had happened the night before had not been a dream. But it also was not the image I had held in my mind.

      Walking into the kitchen to find something to eat, I saw my mother standing at the counter stirring her morning cup of coffee. Unlike last night, the jeans and t-shirt she wore hugged her womanly form, causing a stir in my own pants. No, the woman last night was not what I had wanted; THIS was the woman I wanted. Something clicked in my brain at that moment.

      
        I walked up behind my mother, and gently laid a hand on her shoulder. She jumped slightly at the sudden touch, and turned to look into my eyes. I needed to do this before she could speak about last night, I realized.

      "Good morning...Claire." I saw her eyes widen at my use of her first name. "Listen, I was wondering..." I half stumbled over the words. "I know its short notice, but maybe if you aren't doing anything today; I'd love to have lunch with you."

      "I'd like that, very much" my mother answered, a small smile on her lips.

      "Great" I told her. "See you at say eleven then?"

      Mom only nodded as she stood by the counter. I didn't know what else to say, so I just grabbed a quick cup of coffee and headed back to my room.

      I spent the next couple of hours staying to myself in my room, and about ten minutes before eleven, I headed back downstairs. Mom was sitting on the couch, as if she were waiting. I realized she had changed from her jeans this morning, now wearing a loose white blouse and skirt that ended just before her knees. I glanced at her tanned legs as she rose to greet me, then trying to be a gentleman, reluctantly pulled my eyes away.

      "Hello Calvin" her soft voice sounded like music. "Shall we?" she asked.

      God, the next hour and a half was something I had never experienced before. We walked hand in hand in the brisk winter air to the car; I held the door open, watching her slender legs as she slid into the passenger seat. It wasn't anything fancy, just a small Coney Island place down the street; but we sat and talked and laughed together the entire time.

      By the time we had reached back home, I realized that this last hour and a half had been more important to me than the one hour from last night with her naked body draped over me.

      We stopped at the front steps, and she looked at me. There seemed to be a different light in her eyes than I had ever seen before. It was as if she had also had a new experience.

      "I would invite you in, but..." she said softly.

      
        "It's OK" I told her honestly. "It's only a first date." I smiled.

      "Yes, it is" her eyes searched my face. It was as if she were waiting for something.

      Instinctively I lowered my head and my lips pressed to hers. I felt her body mold to mine through our winter coats, the heat from her lips sent shivers through my body as we kissed. This was no mother and son kiss; I put every ounce of passion and love I could into that moment.

      As I pulled back, I saw a look of surprise and wonder in her eyes. "Calvin" she whispered softly.

      "Thank you Claire" I gently interrupted her. "I had a fantastic time." Turning I headed back to my car and drove into town. For one thing, I wanted to keep this "date" as real as possible. For another, I needed time to sort the swirl of emotions that were running through my own mind.

      By the time I returned home it was getting towards early evening. During the few hours I had wandered the mall mindlessly, I knew what I wanted, and I felt it inside. I knew then what she had meant between the needing and the wanting last night. I realized I didn't just need my mother, God help me I wanted her.

      I slipped into the house quietly, listening to her once again in the kitchen as she was preparing supper. I wanted to keep this as real as possible, so I silently slipped up to me room, not announcing I was home. I sat on the edge of my bed and pulled my cell phone out.

      I waited as I heard the ringing, then the sound of my mother's voice as she answered her own cell down in the kitchen.

      "Hello, Calvin?" she sounded a bit confused and I smiled. "What are you..." she started to ask.

      "Hi Claire" I cut her off. "Listen, I had a great time today and I was wondering. Would you be free tomorrow, I thought maybe we could catch a movie together."

      "Calvin" her soft voice filled the phone. "Do you know what you are doing?" she asked me.

      "As a matter of fact, I know exactly what I am doing...Claire" I said back. I hoped making the point of using her first name would convey my message a bit more clearly.

      
        
      

      I could hear her breathing on the phone, and I tried to imagine her standing in the middle of our kitchen, holding her phone as she talked to me upstairs. This was the critical jump point I knew. I had deliberately done it on the phone, to give her the chance to either stop where we had been after lunch, or continue. The choice had to be hers.

      "Six o'clock?" her muted voice came back. God, she was going through with it. My heart both leapt and dropped at almost the same time.

      "Sounds great" I tried to keep the eagerness out of my voice. "I'll pick you up then."

      I clicked off the phone and dived for my laptop. God, now I had to find a movie. My heart pounded in my chest as I scanned through the local theatre and what was showing.

      "Dinner's ready" I heard mom calling from downstairs. God, if I can only hold this together until tomorrow night.

      Through that entire evening and Sunday, it was as if we had never spoken. That what had happened Friday night or Saturday was not even between the two of us.

      Just before six on Sunday evening, I slipped on my coat, and stepped out onto our front porch. I rang the doorbell and waited. I smiled when mom answered the door, a bemused look on her face.

      "Calvin" she greeted me. "Please come in, I will get my coat."

      I watched as she stepped to the coat rack and slipped on her jacket. Once again she had changed. The jeans were different, somehow they seemed tighter, the shape molding to the curves of her ass. If that wasn't enough to set me off, the turtle neck she wore did. While it didn't show much skin, God it hugged every curve of her full breasts. I could see twin bumps through the tight fabric, and realized she wasn't wearing a bra. I felt a sudden surge as blood filled my cock at the sight of her.

      "You look beautiful" I whispered.

      "Thank you" mom answered with a smile. "You look delicious" she grinned.

      I was a bit taken aback by her brazen response. Was she flirting with me? I wondered. OK, I thought, tonight I need to step up my game. Standing in line waiting for our tickets, I slipped my arm around her waist, instead of just holding her hand. I wanted to make a point to hold her closer to me. I didn't know whether to shit or scream for joy when I felt her press against my side.

      Inside the theatre I made a beeline for the concession stand and let mom pick what she wanted. My figures from research hadn't been too far off. The fifteen dollars a ticket and the pop and popcorn brought the grand total to just about fifty bucks for a movie. God; how does a teenager afford this, I thought.

      We found our seats and mom sat on my right, as we watched the previews the theatre began filling. Most of the audience was younger women with guys about my age. Pretty much all couples as I had chosen a chick flick drama I remembered mom mentioning just before Christmas break.

      The fact that I did remember seemed to thrill her and she settled in closer next to me.

      "I will say big boy" my mother chuckled. "You get points for paying attention and remembering. A woman likes that in a man."

      "I always pay attention to you Claire" I whispered back.

      "Of course you do, I am your..." she started to reply. I reached up and touched her lips with a finger.

      "You are a beautiful, vibrant woman; and a man would be a fool to not pay attention to you" I finished for her.

      "Mmmmm" mom murmured. "More points on the scorecard, well done" she smiled.

      "I try" I half laughed. I leaned gently over and wrapped one arm around her shoulders as we watched the movie.

      Honestly, I wasn't paying as much attention to the movie as I was to her. Every time she took a deep breath at some dramatic scene, her breasts swelled outward, and those two hard bumps would send another surge through my cock.

      I was thankful for the dim light of the movie screen; I figured it would hide the thickening bulge in my own jeans from her roaming eyes. As a steamy scene unfolded, I slowly let my hand drift down her arm, until just the tips of my fingers brushed the sides of her full breasts. I felt her body tense for a brief moment and then relax as I made no move to shift my hand away.

      The second time my fingers grazed those glorious mounds, mom turned and looked at me in the dim light.

      "What?" I asked trying to feign innocence.

      Mom looked into my eyes, then down at my hand, where she looked back up there was a distinct sparkle in the eyes.

      "You can't fault a guy for trying to steal second base" I leaned down and whispered in her ear. My voice was a teasing soft sound in her ear.

      "True" my mother softly whispered back, once again looking at my fingers pressed into the side of her breast. The fact she made no effort to remove that hand emboldened me to even more.

      I gently squeezed the firm globe, feeling a shudder pass through my mothers' body next to mine. Fuck we were both getting turned on, I thought. Mom turned in her seat, her lips almost pressed against my ear. Her voice was hot against my skin when she spoke.

      "If you're trying to hit a home run, you certainly have the right bat for it." Her voice dripped in my ear.

      I froze as a wrench went through my gut. Oh my God my mother knew I had a hard on for her. Wait a minute, I thought. She knows I have a hard on, she just acknowledged it, and she doesn't seem to be offended.

      As I tried to process that train of thought, mom shifted in her seat again, this time rising to her feet.

      "I need the ladies room" she whispered down to me.

      Before I could respond, she turned and started slipping past the row of people towards the end of the isle. Half bent forward, my eyes fixed on the globes of her ass in her tight jeans. Even in this lighting, it was easy to tell my mother had an ass to drool over.

      
        
      

      When she reached the end, mom turned and looked back at me, then down at her butt. With a smirk she gave a small wiggle and then walked away. The damn little vixen was teasing me, I was shocked to realize. OK, two could play at this game. I slid over to her seat and rearranged the snacks and drinks. If she followed course and came back the same way, that now meant she would have to pass me to get to her seat.

      In the pale light of the theatre I watched her slipping back down the aisle. She hesitated for a moment when she saw where I was now sitting, and then resumed her journey.

      When she slipped past in front of me, I swear she stopped and hung both cheeks only inches from my face. I had the terrible urge to reach up and squeeze those fantastic cheeks.

      I barely contained myself as she slid into her seat beside me. "Enjoy the view" her voice whispered to me in the dark.

      "Who wouldn't" I could barely choke out. Then, calming my voice I looked at her and smiled. "Second base you know" I told her.

      "No, not second base" I heard her say, as one of her hands reached out to grip mine. "Try third base" her throaty voice whispered.

      As she spoke, I felt mom slip something soft and warm into my palm. Looking down, I was stunned to find her panties resting in my hand. As I curled the cloth in my fist, I could feel the moisture in the gusset against my fingers. I looked at her with wonder in my eyes.

      "That's right, they are mine" her voice took on a slightly deeper tone. "And yes, they are wet."

      Holy shit, my mother had just admitted she was hot for me; as hot as I was for her. I couldn't even tell you what the rest of the movie was about. My entire focus was on teasing her to a heightened state; the subtle brushes of my fingers along her breasts, or the gentle massaging of her jean covered thigh. At one point I held her hand in mine, pulling it into my own lap, as the back of her hand pushed against the firmness of my cock. I felt her shudder as she could feel the throbbing through the material

      "You're a bad man Calvin." She whispered.

      
        "Are you objecting...Claire" I said back.

      "If I objected" mom said turning to look at me. "We wouldn't be still sitting here" there was a smolder to her eyes in the dim light I had never seen before.

      By the time the credits rolled for the movie, I don't know who was more agitated; mom or me. She wasted no time taking me by the hand and leading me to the car. As I slipped into the drivers' seat, mom looked over at me.

      "Take me home Calvin" her voice almost dripped with lust.

      The ride home was in total silence, as both of us were mired in our own thoughts. By the time we stood in front of the door to the house, all I knew was I wanted this woman with every fiber of my being.

      Mom unlocked the front door, and just before she turned the knob, she turned to face me, placing one hand on the jacket covering my chest. I could see the tinge of concern in her eyes.

      "Are you sure about this Calvin" her voice trembled a little. "You started this, are you man enough to finish it?" she said softly.

      I stared into my mothers' eyes; "Open the door Claire" I told her.

      It only took a moment for both of us to slip inside and pull our coats free to hang them up. As my mother turned back to me, my eyes followed every curve of her body. I could feel the hunger in me grow at the sight. Hard nipples were now protruding straight out through the tight fabric of her turtleneck. The deep V between her thighs, knowing her panties rested secure in the pocket of my jeans. That once here jeans were out of the way, nothing stood in my way.

      With a rumble I closed in on her. To hell with the bed or the couch, I thought. I wanted her here and now. My hands reached down and tugged at the button and zipper on her jeans. Her eyes grew wide as she suddenly realized what I intended, a soft mewling coming from her lips as I pressed her back against the cool wood of the door.

      Bending down I shoved the jeans over her hips and down to her knees. Then with a jerk I brought them to her feet for her to step out of. This close, bent forward, I could smell the scent of her over heated sex in my nostrils.

      
        
      

      "Calvin...Calvin" my mother moaned as I rose back up.

      My lips crushed to hers, as I pressed into her; feeling the swell of her breasts press against my chest as I pushed her against the door. I felt her hand slip between our bodies, her fingers all but clawing at the top of my jeans.

      Pulling her mouth free, mom almost growled at me.

      "Get them off, NOW" she hissed.

      She moaned as my eight inches of hard cock sprang into view. She reached down her hand, wrapping her slender fingers around the shaft.

      "So fucking beautiful" she husked.

      "Yes, you are" was the only reply I could think of. I flexed my knees as I felt her tug my cock closer.

      "Mmmmm more points for your scorecard" my mother whispered. I slid forward as her hand tugged and guided me.

      "Now time to use that bat baby" her voice trembled. I felt her drag the engorged head of my cock along her soaked lips. "Hit a perfect homerun" she husked.

      As she nestled the head into the cleft of her lips, she nipped at my earlobe with her teeth. "Do it Calvin, fuck me. Fuck your mother" she moaned.

      Two days of teasing and sexual innuendo's crested. With a grunt I slammed my hips forward and up in the same motion.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" mom screamed as I rammed in deep.

      
        Only my second time having sex, both times with this same woman; and yet it was like night and day. Friday I couldn't see her face, or feel her body. She had made almost no sounds as she just mechanically fucked me.

      Now, oh my God, the hottest and silkiest vise I had ever felt was wrapped around my cock as with a wet squelch I slid balls deep inside my mother. I watched in wonder as her head banged back against the front door that I had her pinned against. Her eyes rolling back as her mouth hung open

      "Shit...SHIT...SHIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" mom screamed; her entire body convulsing against me.

      I felt a swamp of wetness suddenly coat my cock and balls, and slowly drip to the floor at our feet as she shuddered through waves. Her hands slapped down onto my shoulders trying to support her shaking body, as her nails dug into my skin right through my shirt.

      Jesus, I thought, my mother is cumming on my cock. One stroke and she is having a huge orgasm right here. It all clicked in my mind at that moment of sheer pleasure. It wasn't about the money, or even the time. Every strike was washed away by that single moment, that one chance to connect mind, body and soul with the right woman.

      I pulled my hips back and slammed back home into her volcanic swamp, as my heavy balls swung between us. Mom was now past even screaming as she emitted only animal grunts and a kind of mewling sound as I pounded into her.

      "Fucking...my...mother..." I grunted as I stroked in and out.

      "Motherfucker...motherfucker" mom just babbled back. "Oh fuck...I'm going to cum again" she gasped.

      I kept up the hammering pace, maybe it was youth, or maybe it was something else; like love. I watched her face start to contort as she climbed again.

      "That's it mom, cum on your sons' cock" I grated to her.

      "My son" she gasped back as her eyes suddenly popped open. Her stare locked with mine. "Oh fuck yes" she softly grunted.

      
        I watched sheer wonder fill her eyes as I actually felt her belly flex against mine. For Claire it was the most gut wrenching orgasm of her entire life, and she felt frozen as it tore through her.

      Her juices literally erupted around her son's buried cock, spraying his belly as she felt herself squirt for the first time in her life. Wave after wave rolled through her as Calvin continued to ram in and out, like some animal mating her.

      "Please...please" she softly begged as her orgasm peaked.

      "Please what mom" Calvin's voice was husky with his lust. "Say it mom" he goaded her.

      "Oh God" Claire moaned. "Cum...please...give me..." she moaned.

      "I'm not wearing a condom" Calvin said, the concern showing on his face.

      Calvin felt his mother lifting her legs and then wrapping them around his waist. Her entire body was now suspended on his eight inches of hard cock as he shoved her body back harder into the door.

      "Oh Jesus" Claire grunted, as she felt her weight settle downward, driving her son's cock deeper than she had ever felt. Her walls stretching beyond anything she could remember.

      Calvin tried to pull his hips back as he felt that familiar roiling in his balls signal his own impending climax. Instead, he found his mother had locked her heels at his low back, holding him to her. Her arms snaked around his neck pulling his upper body in tighter to her.

      "No" was all Claire could gasp out as she felt her son's movements.

      "But mom...I'm going to..." Calvin stuttered.

      "I know" Claire grunted back.

      "Mom, I'm not wearing..." Calvin again tried.

      
        "I KNOW" Claire hissed back. Calvin could feel her nails digging into his back through the shirt.

      Calvin couldn't believe what was happening. His mother not only knew he was about to explode but she wanted him to...inside her.

      "Mom...Claire...oh goddddddddddd" Calvin moaned as his body roared past the point of no return.

      "Yes...yes...yes." Claire groaned as she felt that buried cock swelling inside her, stretching her tight walls even more. "Homerun...oh God baby...homerun" she rasped into his ear.

      "Arrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Calvin bellowed as his cock jerked deep inside his mother.

      Friday seemed almost dirty now to Calvin. Mechanical and cold compared to today. To him, this was really losing his virginity, because it finally fulfilled all the perverted and twisted dreams he had jerked off to for how many years.

      Claire felt her son shudder and then that wonderful heat filled her belly again. It had been two decades since she had felt this way with a man. There had been a few men since Calvin's father; few and far between. Friday she had almost lost control when she first slid down Calvin's cock, but she wanted him to understand the difference between wanting and needing.

      Now, she surrendered herself completely as she felt one hot burst followed by a second flood into her clenching belly. She let out a gurgling noise as her body erupted again, meeting each hot spurt with a splash of her own.

      Calvin felt her tight walls ripple a third time as his mother exploded on him. He dimly realized she was cumming with him but the intensity of his own orgasm overwhelmed everything. He ground into her as he pinned her sweating body against the door, trying to bury his seed as deep into her as he could.

      As Claire felt her son begin to soften inside her, she slowly uncurled her legs from around him, trying to stand on shaky ground as she placed her feet back onto the floor. She felt warm puddles on the hardwood floor where her feet rested.

      Calvin heard an obscene slurping sound as his mother slid off his cum drenched cock. He looked down between their bodies and watched as a thick white glob of his cream oozed from between her swollen lips and trickled down her thigh.

      
        
      

      "I usually go to the third date" Claire gave a crooked smile as she tried to steady herself.

      "I'll take you to dinner tomorrow" Calvin husked. "Then I'll eat YOU after."

      "Oh Jesus" Claire shuddered at the intensity in her sons' voice.

      Calvin watched as his mother gathered her jeans from the floor. She made no attempt to hide being half nude in front of him. He couldn't help the renewed surge of blood as she bent over, her firm ass jutting out at him. Then he stared as a trickle of white fluid seeped down her thigh. Jesus, he thought, I just came inside my own mother. What if she gets pregnant?

      "Mom" his voice trembled slightly.

      Claire turned and saw the direction of her sons' gaze. She smiled softly at him.

      "Let me tell you three things" she told Calvin. "First, you were perfect. If you're bareback in a woman tell her when you are going to cum; you did that. That way it's her choice."

      "Then...you wanted..." Calvin was filled with awe.

      "Baby" Claire reached out and touched his cheek. "I knew you were going to cum, I could feel it. That's the second thing; if I had wanted you to pull out, I would have told you. I didn't" she smiled.

      "What's the third thing? Calvin asked.

      "I've been on birth control the last couple of years" Claire laughed. "It helps regulate my hormones for menopause"

      Claire watched her sons' face; she could detect a sigh of relief, but was shocked to see a bit of disappointment cross his face. Could he really want to impregnate me, she wondered.

      "I think it's time we went to bed" Claire told her son.

      
        
      

      Calvin quietly followed her through the house and up the stairs. He could feel his cock hardening at the sight of those cheeks bouncing in front of him. He stopped in front of his bedroom door and watched as his mother's hips swayed further down the hall to her doorway. As he reached for the door knob, her voice cut him off.

      "Calvin, where are you going" Claire called to her son.

      "Uh, you said it was time for bed." He answered hesitantly.

      "Oh Calvin" Claire sighed. "You only think of the economics from a man's perspective honey" she told him. Calvin looked confused as his nude mother stood in the hallway and lectured him.

      "You just spent how much time and money; to bed a woman." Claire told her son. "Did it ever occur to you how much time and effort SHE put into it?" she asked softly. "Or that she has given you something that is very valuable to her...herself."

      The truth of what his mother was saying sunk into Calvin, with a start he realized that he had indeed only looked at one side of things. Friday it had been about money, pure and simple. But today was a different matter.

      Calvin walked down the hall until he stood in front of his mother. Her gaze dropped to his thickening cock, now standing almost erect, and their mixed cream still glistening on it.

      "If it's a choice between renting and buying" he said as he turned the knob of his mothers' bedroom door. "I'll buy" he said in a husky voice.

      "Good choice" Claire said as she sauntered into her bedroom. Standing beside the wide queen bed she turned and faced her son. "Because mommy is not for rent" She told him.

      Calvin walked up to his nude mother; he could feel the fire rising in his belly again. Only this time he was in more control. Reaching out his hands, he gently shoved his mother back until she sprawled across the wide bed.

      "That's it baby" Claire cooed up to her son. "You want to own it then you need to TAKE it." She husked.

      
        
      

      Claire watched as Calvin slid onto the bed between her legs, spreading them open to him. She grew wide eyed as he began to lower his body; oh my God, she thought, he wouldn't eat me now. The thought he would feast on her pussy...filled with his own cum...sent a shudder through her body. No man had ever done that to her and for years it had been one of her hottest fantasies.

      Now, spread wide open on her bed, she was about to have that fantasy brought to reality, by her son.

      "OH Jesus baby" she whispered as his lips closed over her swollen pussy.

      She heard the most obscene slurp as he pulled their mixed cum from deep inside her and into his mouth. She raised her head and watched as her son devoured her cum filled snatch. OH fuck, she moaned to herself, it's really happening.

      When he pulled her already sensitive clit into his mouth, she clenched her eyes shut as a wave rolled through her. Her hands dropping down to curl her fingers in his hair as her hips hunched upward.

      "Calvinnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Claire wailed as her body exploded.

      As Calvin gripped her thrashing hips, he knew deep inside he owned this woman withering beneath him. The idea sent a chill down his spine.

      As the aftershocks rippled through her, Claire felt Calvin sliding up her body. She could feel his steel hard cock slide along her inner thigh, homing in on her drenched sex. God the vigor of youth, she marveled.

      Claire groaned as he teased her opening with his engorged head. Twice she arched her hips up to take him inside, each time he backed off.

      "Oh God" she gasped. "Fuck me baby...please" she whimpered.

      "Who owns you?" Calvin whispered down at his mother.

      "You do, Oh God my son owns me" Claire gurgled in need. Reaching down she dug her nails into the cheeks of his ass.

      
        Claire almost screamed as Calvin kept his hips poised above her. Why wasn't he fucking her already she almost begged him.

      "I own you, and you own me" Calvin's voice brought Claire's eyes to his. She stared up at her son as he towered over her wanton body. "There will be no others, understood" his voice now deep and commanding."

      "No others" Claire panted. "Just you, oh God pleaseeeee" she whimpered again.

      Calvin eased his weight downward, hearing that hot wet sucking sound as his thick swollen cock head slipped inside his mother.

      "Oh Godddddddddddd" Claire could only moan as she ached for all of him. "More...please...more" she groaned.

      "You will stop your birth control" his voice hitting home.

      Claire's eyes stared in wonder up at her son. Dear God, he was serious, she realized. Then, her eyes rolled back as he sank inch after inch into her.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Claire screamed as she felt her walls stretching to meet her sons' thick cock.

      She had no doubt he meant every word, and the mere thought he wanted her to be fertile sent a bolt through her body. She felt his heavy balls rest against her ass crack as he settled his full length inside her. Balls so full of hot virile seed, it made her shudder.

      "Oh God Calvin" Claire babbled as her nails raked down his bare back. "Love you...oh God I love you" she gasped.

      Calvin rose up on his arms, staring down at his mother. Pulling back his hips, he held poised with just the head of his cock lodged inside her.

      "Then marry me" he husked down at her. With a huge lunge he drove down with all his strength, slamming his entire length deep inside his mothers' trembling body.

      
        
      

      "Nnnnahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Claire screamed as lights exploded behind her eyes; the fire raging in her belly exploding into an inferno.

      Even as her orgasm tore through her, Claire dimly wondered how Calvin was going to make that work; but she had not a single doubt her son would find a way. She lay limp on the bed as Calvin pounded down into her over and over, while a river of her own cum soaked into the sheets beneath her ass.

      She could feel his cock swelling deep inside her belly; she knew he wouldn't last long either. Reaching up her hands, she gripped the sides of his face, pulling him down to her lips.

      "Cum in me my husband" she grunted.

      "MOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" Calvin roared as his cock jerked inside her. That heat filling her belly once again.

      Claire moaned as she felt Calvin deposit his hot seed inside her quivering pussy. Deposit, she thought, how fitting, her son was making a deposit on owning her; and she planned on a lot more deposits from him in the future.

      EPILOGUE******Five months later.

      "Have you ever heard of TCO?" Claire heard Calvin's voice as he exited the small hotel bathroom.

      "No, what's TCO?" Claire asked as she turned from the bed to watch her son exit the bathroom and walk nude out into the hotel room.

      "One of the things I learned earning this" Calvin laughed. He tapped the college diploma that rested on the small desk as he walked towards the bed.

      "OK smart ass, so tell me." Claire couldn't help the tingle between her thighs as she watched his cock swing freely as Calvin walked to the bed.

      
        "Total Cost of Ownership" Calvin murmured as he slowly crawled onto the bed between his mothers' thighs. "It means there is more to owning than just buying" he stared down into his mothers' eyes.

      "Such as," Claire gasped when she felt the head of his cock wedge between her already cum soaked lips.

      Jesus, he had just fucked the living shit out of her less than an hour ago. It never ceased to amaze her, his desire for her. She reached up and gripped his biceps. Her eyes caught the glint of silver on her left hand.

      It had been so simple it had been almost ridiculous. Calvin had graduated from UNLV on Saturday, and two days later they had walked into a small Vegas chapel, photo copied their driver's licenses, and walked out a married couple.

      "Maintenance and upkeep" Calvin whispered as he began to slide back into his mother.

      "Oh baby" Claire gasped as the wonderful sense of fullness swept over her again. "I am very high maintenance" she whispered.

      Calvin began slow and deep strokes as his cock filled his mother again and again. He could feel her tight walls gripping him with each stroke; the heat of their mixed cream oozing out around his shaft.

      "Other hidden...oh fuck...costs..." Calvin grunted as he drove deeper into his mother.

      Claire stared up at her son. "Are you willing to increase your financial liability?" she moaned.

      "I prefer to think of it as an investment in ownership" Calvin huffed.

      "Are you going to 'invest' in me?" Claire whispered.

      "I'm going to make a deposit, right now" Calvin grunted.

      "Oh fuck" Claire groaned as she felt her belly once again filled with hot seed; her now fertile belly, happily accepting the hot seed pumping into her.

      
        
      

      "I love you...Mrs. Dixon." Calvin grunted as his balls emptied into his mothers' waiting womb.

      "I love you, my son...and husband" Claire moaned as her body gently convulsed under him.

      Story::The Substitute 1

      Manfried "Manny" Andrews watched between the iPad sitting on the small table in front of him, and the front door of the small coffee shop. When the figure stepped through the door, he watched. Sure, like most men the eyes were first drawn to those lean long legs encased in nylons, or the 36D's that strained against the buttoned blouse. He tried to focus on the face, the eyes, and what had brought him here today. He shut the device off and slid it to the side when she approached the table.

      "Hey" the young woman said softly.

      "Hey Mel" many replied. "Have a seat". He watched as Melanie Andrews, his oldest daughter, slid into the chair opposite him.

      "Coffee?" he asked her.

      "Yeah, thanks dad" Melanie replied. He stood and headed for the counter as she hung her purse on the back of the chair, and slipped her light jacket off.

      "Double Mocha Latte," Manny told the young girl behind the counter. He turned and watched his daughter as she waited. When she reached up and began to play with her blonde curls, he knew. She was his daughter after all, and Dad knew every nervous habit she had. Something was bothering her. Even now, at 28 and married on her own, he had always had a soft spot for his eldest. She was a lot like him; logical, driven and stubborn in her persistence when she wanted something.

      Silently Manny set the coffee in front of his daughter, and then returned to his chair. He stared at her eyes for a moment as she played with the cup. Then figured he might as well get the cat out of the bag.

      "So what's up baby?" he asked. "What's so big for all this?"

      Melanie looked startled as she glanced at him. "What, can't a daughter have a lunch with her father?"

      
        
      

      Manny almost laughed. "Any other daughter might yeah; you no. You can't tell me at home, you won't talk about it on the phone. We both have a schedule like a mountain long so free time like this is a premium. Just lay it out honey." He leaned back in his chair and waited.

      Melanie cleared her throat. "Well" she started hesitantly. "You know Paul and I have been trying to have a baby."

      Manny nodded. "Keep going, the demon is in the detail." He knew his daughter and son-in-law had been trying for a family for almost two years. The fact he wasn't a grandfather yet was evidence of how successful it had been.

      Melanie straightened herself in the chair, and her father saw a look of determination cross her face. Oh boy, he thought, the lawyer brain just engaged. Here it comes now."

      "We've been watching my cycles, having sex regular, done everything we should, and so far nothing. So, two weeks ago I went to the doctor and got tested."

      Manny was worried now, was something wrong with her. Was she about to say she had cancer or some other disease?

      "Dad" Melanie said as she saw the concern in his eyes. "Don't worry; there isn't a damn thing wrong with me. My eggs, and the rest of me, are perfectly fine."

      Manny couldn't help the sigh of relief. "OK, what about Paul."

      His daughter gave a wane smile. "He refused to go in, said it questioned his manhood."

      "That is about the stupidest thing I've ever heard" Manny scoffed. He stared at his daughter a moment. "I take it you didn't accept that either."

      "No" Melanie shook her head. "Her curls fell loose framing her face, her blue eyes blazing. "So, I took a sample in myself."

      "How the hell did you do that?" Manny asked shocked.

      
        
      

      Melanie gave an evil grin across the table. "I gave him a blowjob before work, and then when he left, spit it into a cup and took it in."

      Manny lifted a hand "Whoa, TMI girl" he laughed.

      Melanie finally laughed at her fathers' discomfort. "You asked dad"

      "OK, you got me there" he chuckled back. "What was the result?"

      "Oligospermia", Melanie replied, "otherwise known as low sperm count. Oh the fluid volume was sufficient, but the actual count was less than 15% of the norm."

      "OK" her father leaned back in his chair. "Now you know that it's Paul, what are the options?"

      Melanie began to tick off on her fingers. "First, he doesn't know about the sample, and if I tell him he will blow a gasket over this manhood shit. Second, I can't use artificial, that requires the partners signature and release AND cooperation. Third, I can't use donor sperm, the chances of altered appearances away from either me or Paul is too risky, he would know."

      "You're running out of options honey" Manny told her.

      "There is one option left" Melanie said softly.

      Manny sat silent, waiting.

      "A punter." Melanie said quietly. She saw the confused look on her fathers' face. "A punter dad, the special teams to do the job. Bring in a substitute."

      Trying to be logical, Manny saw one drawback immediately. "Aren't you back to the original problem then?" he asked, "an altered genetic pool."

      Melanie watched her father closely. Now came the toughest part of the whole deal, could she say it? Could she ask it of this man who had loved her and raised her, and cared for her with all his heart?

      
        
      

      "Not if you draw from the same genetic pool...dad" she said softly.

      At first Manny didn't understand where she was coming from, and then his eyes widened in shock as the realization slipped into his brain.

      "Jesus Mel" he gasped. "Do you know what you're asking?"

      "I know exactly what I am asking Mr. Andrews" she stared at him. "Let's break this down. Emotionally, I want a baby so bad it hurts Dad." Tears brimmed in her eyes. "I want the chance to be a mother, a parent like the wonderful ones who raised me."

      "Physically" she waved a hand across the table. "Here is a fit, 50 year old man, with the proven track record of three kids. You are in great shape, still able to father a child, and you fit the genetic pool perfectly."

      "I am also your father" Manny exclaimed.

      Melanie sighed. "Look" she finally said. "Just think about it, OK. Go home, watch mom with Kelly and Peter; and ask why your oldest daughter doesn't have the same chance to be the same parent."

      Manny thought back, seeing the love and pride in his wife's eyes as their children excelled and grew. The idea that Melanie would never experience that left a hole inside him. He stared at his daughter, not sure if he was more surprised she had asked him, or that he was even considering it.

      "How?" he asked her.

      Melanie smiled, the first time since she had sat down. That dazzling bright smile that warmed his heart crossed her face. "Once a week, say Friday after work. Meet at a hotel, neutral ground. What, an hour at most. Then we both go our way. Who's going to question a father and daughter spending quality time together?"

      Manny let his eyes roam over his daughter again. This time he was not hiding his glance from her shape. The flare of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the pouty lips glossed with lipstick. Could he really take her to bed, he asked. The sudden growing thickness in his slacks was his silent answer. He shook his head, trying to clear the lewd thoughts from his brain.

      
        
      

      "What's wrong?" Melanie asked, misinterpreting his action. "Am I that ugly?"

      "No" Manny gave a strangled reply. "Just the opposite," he said.

      Melanie leaned across the small table. Her eyes glowing as she realized what her father had just been thinking. "Does it make you hard dad?" she hissed softly. "The thought, of putting your hot, thick baby seed deep in my belly" she told him.

      "Yesss" Manny could only groan back.

      Melanie rose from her chair and stepped to her fathers' side. Bending over she put her lips right next to his ear. The fact that a hard nipple dragged across his shoulder did not escape his notice.

      "Good" Melanie whispered, "because it makes me wet as shit."

      She reached down and lifted her jacket and purse from the chair. "Think about it." She told him. Then turned and headed for the door to the small shop.

      Many sat and watched her exit. His eyes fastened to the curve of her tight ass in her skirt, it looked so firm his fingers flexed at the thought of gripping it.

      Oh my God, he groaned to himself. Now what the hell was he going to do?

      Five days later, on Wednesday, many caved. He sent a single word text to his daughter. "Where?" was all he asked.

      Nearly forty minutes passed before she answered, he thought maybe she had come to her senses and backed out. Then his phone beeped.

      Holiday Inn on Westcott, I'll text you the room when I check in Friday; glowed on his phone. He had almost put it away, when it beeped again.

      
        Thanks dad, I love you. The words brought a smile to his face. Maybe he could put aside his aversions just to help his daughter.

      For the next two days he tried to push the rendezvous out of his mind. With a busy schedule he had been mostly successful until Friday. By lunch he was a bundle of nerves, and by the end of the day he was a total wreck. Once again he thought Melanie had backed out, as he climbed into his car at the end of the day. Just as he reached for the ignition key, his phone beeped.

      Room 312 glowed back at him. He turned on the car and headed down to the Holiday Inn at Westcott. On the drive he called home and told everyone he was having a quick coffee with Melanie, and would be a bit late. His wife's cheerful response to give their daughter her love, brought a twinge of guilt to what he was about to do.

      By the time he arrived at the hotel, his nerves had started back in again. Standing in front of door 312, he timidly knocked. Melanie answered still dressed in her skirt and blouse from work. As he stepped inside the room, he watched her walk over to the small table by the window, his eyes drawn once again to her swaying ass and long legs. Could she get any hotter, he wondered.

      When she turned around holding a glass of bourbon and ice, he smiled.

      "I figured you could use this" she said softly.

      "No shit" he told her, reaching for the glass. "What about you?"

      Melanie raised her own glass; "My second" she replied.

      Manny sat at the foot of the king bed and stared at his daughter. Taking a large gulp of the bourbon, he felt the liquid burn down his throat, but ease his nerves.

      "So, how do you want to...I mean how do we..." he tried to say.

      "Relax dad" Melanie said with a soft laugh. "We aren't rabbits; we won't be jumping on the bed and humping away. I like a little romance myself."

      
        Manny absently took another drink from his glass, as he gazed at his daughter leaning against the small table. She had undone the top two buttons of her blouse, and for the first time he could see a hint of the swell of her breasts. He felt his cock jerk in his pants at the vision of her creamy flesh.

      It was the bead of sweat that slowly formed between her globes that made him realize the temperature of the room. "Kind of warm in here" he said.

      "I know" Melanie answered. "I did that, makes undressing a bit easier"

      Manny could only stare open mouthed as his daughter slowly undid the remainder of the buttons on her blouse. When the cloth slipped free, his entire vision was filled with the straining globes of her breasts, encased in a soft blue lacey bra.

      "Oh God" he softly moaned

      Melanie took the drink glass from his half limp hand and set it on the table, standing only feet in front of him. "Have you, you know, done it in the last few days?"

      Manny could feel his cock, starting to tent his pants at the sight of her. "No" he gave a soft reply. "Not since Monday."

      "Good" Melanie said. Her hands reached back and undid the snap on her bra. "I want every hot drop inside me" she said, as the cloth slipped free.

      "Oh fuck" Manny moaned, as the most beautiful breasts he had ever seen, came into view. Firm, jutting forward; they were capped by two small hard nipples and surrounded by a dark areole crinkled with goosebumps. He felt his cock literally lurch in his pants at the sight.

      Melanie's eyes widened. "You're hard already, aren't you" she asked him.

      "Yes" was Manny's strangled reply.

      "Prove it" she told him. "Show me."

      
        Melanie's fingers found the zipper at the side of her dress, lowering it. She glanced down to step out of the garment, and when her eyes came back up, she couldn't suppress the small gasp. Her father had undressed completely; tie, shirt, pants, even underwear; in what could only be seconds.

      He now sat opposite her on the edge of the bed, his rampant eight inches jutting straight up from his groin like a steel pipe. She could see the hunger in his eyes as he stared at her barely concealed pussy, wrapped in her soft blue panties. Even Paul didn't look at her with this kind of primal hunger.

      A sudden realization struck her and she stepped in front of her father. "I'll let you take them off" she told him. His hand started to reach for her. "IF" she added, "you tell me how long you've wanted this."

      Manny stared up into his daughter's eyes and he knew he couldn't lie to her. "Three years" he said. "You and Paul were married and the thought that another man would enjoy this...perfection. It drove me insane."

      "Take them off Daddy" Melanie whispered. She watched her father shudder when she called him a name she hadn't used in years. "Take what belongs to you."

      With shaking hands, Manny reached up and gripped the elastic band of her panties, drawing them down slowly over her hips. He could only stare as her bare, smooth lips came into his view. "You shave" he groaned.

      She leaned down, holding his shoulder as she stepped out of the flimsy cloth, her nails digging lightly into his flesh. "Yes" she whispered. "I like to feel it when it slides in."

      He could see the drops of moisture clinging to the outer lips. His eyes shot up to hers. "You're wet" he stated the obvious.

      Melanie stepped forward, her legs straddling his thighs where he sat. As her hand reached down and gripped his throbbing cock, she stared into his eyes. "You aren't the only one who wants this" she told him.

      Manny sat frozen as his daughter lowered her body to his lap. He felt her heat wrap around his swollen cockhead as she sank onto him. It felt like an almost volcanic heat, sliding down the length of his shaft.

      
        "Oh Jesus, Mel" he gasped.

      "Ahhhhhhhhh" Melanie moaned, sinking further down. Just as his full length bottomed out in her, her eyes rolled back and her body shuddered on top of him. Her eyes tried to focus back on the man in front of her. "Fuck dad", she whispered. "I almost came right there."

      A lopsided grin came to her father's face. "Then let's make sure you do" he growled back. His hands gripped her waist.

      Melanie felt herself lifted in his powerful grip, his cock slowly sliding out of her as she rose. Then, suddenly, he released his grip, letting her entire weight slam back down onto him. She felt his entire length drive up into her, stretching her walls around him.

      "Shittttttttttt" she wailed, feeling a sense of fullness new to her body.

      Once again her father lifted her up, to let her drive back down onto him. Her hands gripped his biceps, as she felt the muscles flexing with his effort.

      "Oh God...oh fuck..." she grunted with every stroke. She felt his cockhead bumping against her cervix as her ass slapped down onto his thighs.

      "You like how Daddy fucks your tight cunt" his voice rumbled in her ears.

      His words had the exact same effect on Melanie. That this was her own father driving her to the cliff edge on a freight train, only added to the fuel. "Dadddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Melanie wailed, as her body convulsed. Her entire world began tunneling down to the hot explosion in the pit of her belly.

      Manny held his daughter's jerking body, as he felt the warm gush of her fluids coat his cock and balls, soaking him in her. He gritted his teeth, holding back the boiling in his testicles; he didn't want this to end yet.

      As her body slowly settled back down, Melanie clung to her father. "God, I've never cum that hard or fast before" she muttered.

      "We just got started baby" Manny chuckled.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God" Melanie raised her head off his shoulder. "You haven't cum yet."

      "No, but I will" her father stared into her eyes.

      Like a rag doll, he stood from the end of the bed and lifted her in his grip. Turning, he eased her onto her back on the bed, without dislodging his pulsing cock from her depths. Melanie was stunned as what she had thought would be a quick hook up, was quickly devolving into something far more. Something this man above her was bringing out in her.

      Manny's weight pinned his daughter into the soft duvet of the bed. Her hard nipples scraping across his chest; as his hips slowly rose and feel, she felt that same sense of fullness sweep through her again and again.

      "Hang on baby" her fathers' hot voice echoed in her ear. "Daddy is going to take you for the ride of your life."

      Instinctively her arms wrapped around his back, while her legs slid around his waist. Hooking her ankles together behind his low back, her heels drummed into his ass with every stroke. She could hear the bed springs squeak with their every movement, but right then didn't give a damn who heard them.

      "That's it" she groaned, feeling his engorged cockhead bumping her cervix again. "Fuck me daddy, oh god yes...FUCK ME" she almost screamed.

      Manny pulled back, levering himself out of his daughters embrace and up onto his own arms. He stared down, lodged deep inside, feeling her soaked walls pulsing around him. Inch by inch he dragged his cock back as the shaft grated across her sensitive clit.

      "You want your Daddy to fuck you" he rumbled. "Fuck his daughters' tight little bald pussy."

      Melanie's eyes flared in response. Her hand came up to his chest as her nails dung into him, nearly drawing blood.

      "Bastard" she hissed. "Fuck your little bitch daughter. Own me you daughter fucker" she told him.

      
        For the next ten minutes, many pounded into his daughter with a vengeance he thought had gone long ago. His hips were like pistons as he drove deeper into her trembling body. He could feel the boiling in his balls every time they slapped against her ass.

      The heavy scent of sex filled the air, causing Melanie's nostrils to flare. In her sex fogged brain she kept hearing some woman screaming and then begging for more. The shocking realization the woman was her, ripped through her; igniting that blazing knot in her belly again.

      "Oh my fucking Godddddddddddd" Melanie moaned. "I'm going to cum Dad. Make me cum againnnnn"

      "Fuuuuuuck" Manny roared. His hips drove hard down, lodging himself deep into his daughter. His cockhead slammed against the opening to her fertile womb. He could feel his balls beginning to release when her tight walls slammed down on him like a velvet vise.

      Melanie opened her mouth in a silent scream, as her own drool seeped from one corner, her head thrashing side to side. The bolt that shot through her when his cock hit her cervix sent off an explosion. Her nails raked down his chest as her body flopped under him. Sparks went off behind her eyes, as they rolled back in her head.

      Just as her first orgasm had started to recede, she felt his hot seed erupt inside her, washing her walls. As the pulsing heat in her belly set off a second wave of raw pleasure, her body went ballistic as she experienced her first multiple orgasm. Shaking and trembling violently, she stared up at her father, his face a mask of sheer lust.

      "Yessssssssssssss" she groaned, feeling a second thick rope literally flood her tight channel. She felt so much cum pump into her; it oozed out around him and down the crack of her ass to puddle on the duvet under her.

      "Oh God yes" Melanie moaned. "Breed me daddy. Give me my baby."

      With a grunt, Manny felt the last of his balls empty into her tight hole. He stared down at her sweat glistening body, feeling his still hard cock throb along her walls. He didn't know how he had gotten here, balls deep in his oldest daughter, but he was damn sure it wouldn't be the last time.

      Melanie could feel the heat of his sperm warming her entire belly. She knew it was speeding off to find her fertile eggs right now. Her eyes clouded as she looked up at her father. "Right now, I can't tell you how jealous I am of mom" she whispered. "God, to have this every day" she told her father.

      
        "Who said I was done" Manny growled down at her. His daughters' eyes widened as she felt his powerful arms flip her over onto her belly. In three years of marriage, Paul had only ever been a one shot cannon. Now, this fifty year old man was driving his steel hard cock into her cum drenched pussy, as she lay face down on a hotel bed with her ass in the air.

      "Unnghhhhhhhhh" Melanie grunted, as she surrendured to his assault. "Don't stop" she told him over her shoulder. "Don't ever stop fucking me."

      For the next forty minutes her father used every inch of her body. His finger probed her tight ass...his cock reamed her soaked cunt. By the time she felt a second hot load dump into her body, she was a quivering mass of sex and sweat. She could hear herself begging for his cum like some common street whore and it was like she couldn't stop herself.

      As he pulled on his shoes, many looked over and watched his daughter buttoning her blouse shut once again. "How long before you know?" he asked her.

      Melanie shook her head. "Honesty" she said, "I'm not sure. At least two or three weeks before any tests are accurate."

      "So now we just wait and see" Manny sighed.

      Melanie looked at her father with a new fire in her eyes. "Bullshit" she grated. "Next Friday at 5:30, I want you right here, fucking the living shit out of me again."

      Manny could only stare open mouthed as his daughter calmly picked up her purse and headed to the hotel room door. She didn't really mean that, he wondered.

      Melanie shuddered as she felt the hot seed her father had planted into her belly seep into her panties. I must be losing my mind, she thought. Then, just as she reached for the door knob, she turned and faced her father.

      "Oh and Daddy" she said, seduction dripping from her words, "next time...I like doggy. Think you can mount me like the bitch in heat I am?"

      Manny could only stare dumbfounded, as his daughter stepped through the door, closing it behind her. "Jesus" he whispered into the empty hotel room. He could feel his cock start to thicken again at the image in his mind.

      
        
      

      What the hell did I get myself into, he wondered.

      Story::The Substitute 2

      Standing in the hotel hallway, Manny questioned even being here today. He had thought of simply not coming, but that didn't seem right either. Not hearing from her, and then the acknowledgement she was at the room had surprised him. While one part of him kept saying they shouldn't be here, another part drew him to the door like a moth to a fire.

      Manny knocked softly on door 312 and waited, then quietly stepped inside the room as she opened the door. Stepping inside his eyes adjusted to the half-light of the small bedside lamp as he saw his daughter Mel standing by the foot of the large king bed. This time she was dressed totally different from before. Gone was the pencil skirt and puffed blouse from the office, in its place was an almost sheer soft blue teddy that accentuated her every curve. It ended right at the curve of her ass cheeks as she turned to face him. His eyes immediately dropped to the dark areoles that were clearly evident through the thin cloth.

      "Jesus" Manny whispered as his eyes traveled over her.

      Melanie smiled when she saw that hunger flash in his eyes. "You like?" she asked.

      "Oh my God" Manny groaned, as he felt every drop of blood in his body rush to his groin, while the evidence of his lust grew thicker in his slacks by the second.

      For the last three weeks he had been meeting her here. Every Friday after work they had met in in the same hotel room. He had looked forward to every rendezvous like a child looks forward to their candy at the store. There was something about being with her that brought out a primal need he had never experienced before, and she had made it quite clear she felt the same way.

      Melanie had told him that watching her cycle was questionable at best; there was no true way to tell her fertility period. They had talked about meeting more often, to more quickly ensure success, but that quickly dissolved in the logistics between two households, two jobs, and the fear of suspicion it would draw.

      While Manny admitted he spent most of the seven days between their meetings thinking of her body under his, he knew his daughter was as logical about this as she was for most things in life. Melanie had always been one to let her brain lead before her emotions.

      
        
      

      He watched as she slightly bent at the small table, picking up his glass, then turned and handed it to him. His eyes had been locked to the curve of her ass through the thin material. Fuck, he thought, she isn't even wearing panties. She wanted this as much as he did he realized, so much for his daughter's logical mind set, he thought.

      "Mel" Manny started to say. His voice was parched and tight as he spoke. He took a drink of the bourbon she had handed him, letting the liquid burn down his throat to warm his belly.

      "We need to talk." He said.

      Mel sighed as she took his now half empty glass, and turned to set it on the small table again, she stared at the glass and then slowly took a gulp of the strong liquid, grimacing as it slid down her throat.

      "I know" she replied softly. "Why don't you get comfortable dad."

      When she turned back, she found him sitting on the edge of the bed, she half growled as she stepped in front of him. "That wasn't what I meant" she said softly. "Get comfortable" she repeated.

      Manny knew what she meant; and while he could think of a hundred reasons not to do as she was asking; the vision of this almost nude woman standing only a foot in front of him, made all those reasons minor. Even in the half light of the hotel room, he could see through the thin material of her lingerie as her hard nipples strained to be free.

      His eyes drifted down her body, watching her chest rise and fall with her increased breathing. His eyes could see through the thin blue material of her teddy, to her already swollen and moist lips.

      Manny undid the buttons on his shirt, and slowly slid the cloth free of his chest. He saw her eyes travel over his chest, hungry and needing. "Honey" he said softly. "You know this isn't right."

      "I'm aware" she told him, as she took his shirt and placed it onto the chair. When she turned back she locked eyes with him and stepped up until her knees almost touched his.

      "Now the pants" She told him.

      
        "Baby..." Manny tried to protest.

      "The pants" Mel almost growled down at him.

      Even as he raised his ass from the bed and began to undo ad slide his pants down, Manny tried to vainly argue even though it had gone nowhere. As the cloth slipped over his hips and lower, his throbbing cock stood straight from his groin, silent evidence of the effect she was having on him no matter what his logical brain tried to think.

      "Honey we agreed until...well the baby...you know." He stuttered.

      Melanie lowered to her knees as her hands tugged the legs of his slacks free. Then, shuffling forward, she slipped between his spread legs. He hand reached out and wrapped around his throbbing cock.

      "I know what we agreed to dad" she told him. "God such a beautiful cock" she whispered, as her hand slowly stroked up and down his length.

      Manny could only look down and watch in stunned silence. Three weeks ago she had been a shy young woman who had all but begged him to give her a baby, now she had turned into a cock hungry woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and planned on taking it.

      "Baby" Manny tried to say. "This isn't talking."

      "No it's not" Melanie cut him off. "It's sucking." Her open mouth descended on his throbbing cock before he could even think to move his hands.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhh" Manny moaned, as her hot mouth enveloped him. His hips automatically came off the bed, driving more of his length into his daughters' hungry mouth. Along with the wet slurping, he could hear her softly gag as his bloated head hit the back of her throat.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm" Melanie hummed, sending a shock wave into her fathers' balls.

      "Oh fuck" Manny groaned. "Oh God baby yesssss"

      
        He watched as his daughters head bobbed up and down on him. Obscene sucking filling the room as her spit ran down his shaft. It was the most obscene sight of his life, his own daughter sucking his cock; and it made his balls start to tighten whether he wanted them to or not.

      "Oh shit" her father grunted. "Gonna cum, fuck yes."

      Just that quick, Melanie pulled her mouth free of his slick cock. She kept her hand running smoothly up and down his soaked shaft as she rose to her feet in front of him.

      Melanie stepped closer, just straddling his knees. Her breasts now only inches from his face. He could smell her perfume and the scent of her sex in the air, without even looking he knew she was wet. He tried desperately to look at her face, but the hunger in his eyes made him drop his gaze, only to have his vision consumed by the swell of her rising and falling chest. He could see her nipples, like two small pebbles, straining at the blue cloth of her teddy.

      "Mom told you, didn't she" Melanie whispered.

      "Yessssss" Manny groaned, as he felt her grip his pulsing cock, aiming it straight up in the air.

      Melanie slowly stroked him as she stared into his eyes. "Aren't you thrilled, you're going to be a grandfather; or is that a father again; it is a bit confusing."

      "Mel" Manny gasped, as he felt her knees begin to flex along the outer part of his thighs. She slowly began to lower herself closer to him, until he could feel her heat was over the engorged head of his cock.

      "You said until you got pregnant" Manny gasped, his body shuddering with a need he tried to fight.

      "I said I wanted a baby" his daughter smiled back. "I didn't say how many."

      "Oh God" Manny shuddered as his eyes feasted on her firm breasts.

      "Besides" his daughter told him "the terms have changed."

      
        "Changed?" Manny groaned, feeling her lodge his engorged head between her swollen, wet lips. She crouched above his throbbing cock, suspended above him. He could feel warm droplets of her excitement leaking down his shaft.

      "It's simple dad" Melanie whispered in her fathers' ear. "Before, I wanted you to impregnate me. She flexed her knees more, and with an obscene sucking sound, pulled his head inside her hungry cunt.

      "Now, I want you to fuck me." The last word came out as a small groan, as his daughter slid down his thick pole. "Oh fuckkkk" she hoarsely moaned, feeling that wonderful fullness filling her belly again.

      "Oh Goddddd" Manny moaned as he felt her walls stretch to fit him. Her velvet vise was surrounding his cock like the perfect glove.

      "Shit" Melanie gasped. "So fucking good." Her arms wrapped around his neck as she slowly rose and fell on his lap. Her eyes blazed as she felt her belly heating up. "That's it dad" she gasped. "Fuck your little girl like the slut she is."

      Melanie tightened her grip around his neck as she began to ride his lap. She pulled his face into her heaving breasts. She felt his mouth open, and suck one aching nipple in. Wet slapping filled the room as her ass struck his thighs every time she drove down. She could feel that sense of fullness in her belly that only her father could do to her.

      "Suck my tits Dad" Melanie whispered hoarsely in his ear. She shuddered as his teeth gently grazed her nipple.

      "Fuck yessssssss" Melanie growled as she ground her pelvis into him. "Take me, use me. Make me your daddy fucker" she cajoled him.

      Something in Manny finally snapped, he reached around and gripped her firm ass cheeks as he rose off the bed. Startled, Melanie wrapped her legs around his waist as he rose up, her grip tightening around his neck. Her eyes grew wide as her body hung there, suspended on his thick cock.

      "Oh God...oh fuck..." Melanie moaned as she felt his powerful arms life her body up, then slide her back down. He was impaling her on his beautiful cock again and again like a helpless doll. She could feel the walls of her cunt tightening as she grew closer with every stroke. "You bred me before dad" her voice hot in his ear. "Now...fuck me."

      
        Manny could feel his daughters' hot juices flowing out of her, soaking his balls and then dripping down his thighs. She wanted this as much as he did he realized, and he figured since they were both going to hell for it, they might as well make the ride worth the punishment. He slowly turned until he faced the large bed, moving until his knees bumped the edge of the bed. Like a tipping tree, he let both their bodies fall over towards the bed behind his daughter.

      Melanie's eyes grew wider as she felt them start to fall, she didn't know what he was doing and a quick sensation of panic rippled through her body, and then her back hit the duvet of the bed. As the bed stopped her backward motion, Melanie felt the total weight of her father literally slam down onto her body, driving her into the mattress. Her breasts crushed against his bare chest, as her nipples scraped along his skin. The motion drove his cock deeper into her than she had ever felt before, his steel hard shaft driving so deep that the swollen head of his cock jammed tight into her cervix.

      "Aaawwwwwwww" Melanie wailed as her body erupted. It was like an instant orgasm erupted in her belly as the bolt from her cervix rippled through her belly while her legs were splayed wide open, accepting her father. Her eyes rolled back as a white explosion erupted in her head. "Daddddyyyyyyyyyyyyy" she screamed as her entire body convulsed in pleasure.

      Manny rose up on his arms, looking down at her. He could see her body convulsing under him as he felt her hot cream gush out to soak his cock, then puddle on the bed under her ass. The sweat glistened on her forehead as her face turned into a mask of primal hunger. Her eyes only showed white as they rolled back, and he could feel her nails drag down his sides like claws.

      "You want me to fuck you" Manny grunted. His hips pulled back, only to slam down hard into his daughter. Watching her breasts shake as her body bounced on the mattress.

      He felt like some possessed animal as his hips rose and fell, trying to drive his cock even deeper into her. He could hear his balls smacking against her slick body with every powerful thrust. He realized, with a sick sense of perversion, he needed this, wanted this. They had gone past not only making love, but even simple fucking had been cast to the wayside, as they rutted on the bed.

      "Yessssssssss" Melanie screamed as her cervix was struck by his thick cock again and again. "God fuck me harder Dad" she moaned under him. "Take me...use me" she babbled as her body built rapidly again.

      He could hear her heels drum against the bed as he pounded his body down, watching her tits shake every time he slammed into her. Melanie was grunting and cursing with every stroke as he ravaged her. He watched as a small trickle of her own spit ran from the corner of her mouth and down her chin. If she wanted her father to fuck her, then he was going to fuck her like never before.

      
        
      

      Melanie could feel him picking up speed as he hammered into her. She couldn't even form words to describe what was happening to her body as her own father took her to places she had never experienced. Her nails again raked down his side as she tried to pull him even deeper digging into the soft flesh of his ass cheeks until she almost drew blood; all her mind knew right then was she wanted more of him inside her.

      "Ohh fuuuuuuuuuck" Melanie screamed, as a another orgasm roared through her like a flash fire. "Don't stop, Oh God please don't stop" she begged. She could feel each orgasm rolling together into one continuous wave of raw pleasure.

      "Stop" Manny growled above her. "I've just started baby" as his hips pounded down into her bouncing body.

      Melanie tried to cry out again, but only a whimper came from her lips as her father owned every inch of her. This was what she had come here this afternoon, wanting and needing to be fucked like a raw animal. She could feel her belly tighten and then flex with each wave as he assaulted her body; his pelvis grinding down into her pulsing clit.

      "Can't...take...more" she gasped into his thrusts. "Please...cum"

      "You want your daddy's hot seed" Manny rumbled. He could feel his balls tightening as his cock began to swell inside her.

      "Please, I want...unnnnnngggggghhhhhhh" Melanie rapidly devolved into whimpers and grunts as her father drove himself so deep inside her, she could feel the head of his cock pressing through the opening of her cervix. As her eyes rolled back again, her mind numbly wondered how he could be so deep as to fuck her very womb. While another orgasm came tearing through her shattered body, she gave herself to her father.

      "Daa...deee...fuck...meeee" Melanie grunted out between hammering strokes. "Fill...me...pleeeasseee."

      "Oh fuck, Melanie!" Manny roared above his daughter, as he felt his nuts tighten and then explode. Right or wrong, he knew no one made him cum like this. His whole body vibrated as he could actually feel his hot cream as it sped down his shaft and erupted from the tip of his cock buried inside her.

      
        Melanie felt her mind almost blank as his her fathers' seed washed her walls then shot deep into her now pregnant belly. "Yes...yes...yes." she chanted as her body erupted again. Her lust hazed mind not even able to count the orgasms as they blended together. Not even in her wilder days of college had a man made her body respond this way. It was like an addiction, a craving she had to fulfill to survive. The fact it was her own father driving her to these heights, only made it hotter to her.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" Melanie cooed, as her body felt that afterglow spreading through it. "God dad can you fuck" she whispered.

      "Melanie" Manny panted in her ear. "This is so wrong baby, and we both know it."

      Melanie's eyes drifted open and she stared up into her fathers' face. She could see the look of guilt that was written there, and yet watch the lust still burning behind his eyes. She knew it was time they did 'talk.'

      "Roll over" she told him, as her arms wrapped around his strong back.

      Like a small doll, the power of her father brought their bodies over, until he lay on his back on the now rumpled bedsheets. Melanie couldn't help the soft grunt as she settled onto his still hard cock buried inside her. It stretched far up into her belly, and as she looked down at their joined bodies, she could even see the bulge in her belly he created.

      "Jesus you're deep" she looked down at her father.

      Manny gave a half smile as he looked up at his beautiful daughter. His hands resting lightly on her firm smooth thighs.

      "You're fucking tight baby" he told her.

      Melanie rocked her body, starting a slow and deliberate motion. She could feel his cock slide about halfway out of her pussy before she let her body drift back down on him. His thickness scraping her walls with his veins as pleasure rippled through her.

      "Mom's tight too, isn't she" Melanie grunted as she drove down onto him.

      "Oh God, Melanie" Manny groaned. "Don't..."

      
        
      

      Melanie bent forward until her face closed with his, eyes locked. The sound of her ass slowly smacking against his cum slick thighs filled the room.

      "How many times Dad?" she asked softly. She saw the look in his face. "That's right; tell me, how many times you have fucked mom in the last three weeks."

      "Melanie...I can't" Manny tried to grunt out between strokes.

      Melanie tightened her muscles making the walls of her cunt grip him even tighter and then slowly dragged her tightness up his full length. She felt her father shudder under her as her vise like cunt gripped his cock. She knew he could feel every inch sliding out of her as she rose up.

      "Tell me" she growled; then slammed her soaked pussy down onto his raging hard cock.

      "Oh shit, five" her father grunted under her. This time she was the aggressor, and what she was doing to his body was driving him insane.

      "Five" Melanie smirked above her father. "I've fucked Paul's brains out ten times in the last three weeks." She grunted. "More than he's had in the last three months dad; and, he says the hottest sex since we got MARRIED."

      Manny was stunned at his daughters' admission. His hands reached around and gripped her firm ass cheeks, as his hips thrust up to meet her downward motion.

      "We were lucky to make every two weeks before" he admitted softly. "She says I am having my second puberty and she loves it."

      "See dad" Melanie groaned as she felt his full length drive up into her. "We can't stop. For one, we NEED this, and we both fucking know it. Second, it's the best damn thing to happen to BOTH our marriages."

      "Do you think about me, when you're buried inside her" his daughters' hot breath washed over his face.

      
        "Oh God Mel" Manny gasped. His cock throbbed deep inside her, as she felt his admission.

      "It's OK dad" she whispered. "Every time I cum on Paul, I think of cumming on this fucking monster" as with a wet slurp she jammed herself harder down onto him. She could feel her juices gushing out, knowing they were making a slick puddle under her fathers' ass on the bed.

      "Oh my God Mel, Oh sweet Jesus" Manny's head lay back as his eyes started to roll upward.

      "That's it daddy" Melanie hissed in his ear. "Cum in your little girl, fill her cunt with your seed."

      "Cummminnnnnggggggggg" Manny roared as his second load of the afternoon jetted out to flood his daughters' drenched pussy. First one, and then a second thick rope pumped up into her willing body as she rode him. She now had total control of his body as he felt himself empty his balls up into her clenching heat.

      "Oh shit yes" Melanie gasped. "I can FEEL you cumming in me"

      Manny couldn't even answer as his body thrashed under hers, forcing his daughter to dig her nails into his chest just to hold on. Melanie threw her head back and hung her mouth open as her belly gave a lurch, while the hottest words her father had ever heard poured out of her.

      "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum" Melanie wailed. "Cumming on my daddy's cooooooooccckkkk"

      Manny could only watch in wonder as his little girl convulsed on top of him, her nails digging into his chest, as her walls spasmed around his cock. He could feel her hot juices literally squirt out of her to cover his balls and drip down his sides as she flooded him with her own desire.

      Exhausted and sated, Melanie collapsed down onto her fathers' body, as his arms wrapped around her trembling body. He wasn't sure how much truth there was in what she said, but he did know; he couldn't give this up any more than he could give up breathing.

      Melanie lay gasping on top of her father. Only knowing that she was damned if she was going to give up the hottest sex she had ever had in her life. Married or not, father or not, the only thing she cared about was the cock slowly softening inside her, and the hot come leaking out of her satisfied pussy.

      
        As Manny held his daughter close, he wondered where things were going. The sound of her labored breathing filling his ear. As they both caught to catch their breath, neither heard the sound of footsteps in the hallway of the hotel recede from their door.

      Story::The Substitute 3

      Manny stood out on the back patio and opened the grill. He began to turn and rearrange the burgers that were simmering on the heat as a cloud of smoke rose around him. He could hear the chatter in the kitchen behind him as his wife excitedly talked about the coming baby. Being a grandmother seemed to agree with her, he thought.

      The family had gathered Sunday to discuss Melanie being pregnant and have an impromptu baby bar-b-que. It had been his wife Carol's idea, and Manny had been only too happy to agree. His only problem was keeping his eyes off his daughters toned legs as she wandered around in that short sundress she arrived in. God; how he wanted to bend her over and drive his cock deep into her right now. He could feel his shorts twitch at just the thought of it.

      "How are they coming?" Manny almost jumped at the sound of his wife's voice behind him.

      "Almost done" he said, turning the last burger.

      "Good, everyone is starving." His wife told him.

      Then, without warning, her hand slipped around his body, hidden from view between him and the grill. She gripped his semi hard cock in her hand.

      "Looks like the hamburgers aren't the only meat that's cooking"; he heard, as his wife gave his cock a squeeze and then silently vanished from behind him.

      Manny stood in shock, the spatula limp in his grip. What the HELL had just happened, he wondered. Where did that come from?

      For the next hour the two couples ate and sat on the patio. They talked about the baby, what names they had considered, how they planned to remodel their house. Through it all, Manny tried to watch his wife for any indications of what had happened earlier. There was nothing, as if the incident had never occurred.

      
        As his attention drifted back to Melanie, he could see the outline of her breasts through the summer dress, and when she leaned forward talking with her hands, the expanse of her bare cleavage filled his vision. He knew his cock was thickening in his shorts, and worried his wife would see. Finally, Manny just couldn't take it anymore. Excusing himself, he headed into the house and into the bathroom on the first floor.

      Manny dropped the seat on the toilet, and sat as he slid his shorts and boxers down. Taking a firm grip of his now throbbing cock, he began to slowly stroke as he closed his eyes. Visions of Melanie on her hands and knees as she took his thick cock from behind filled his mind. He could almost feel her tight walls gripping his shaft. Seeing in his mind as she slid her tight cunt lips down his shaft; the memory sending a shiver through him.

      He could feel his balls start to tighten, as his orgasm neared. His hand began to pick up sped as he sought for that release. It was then the tapping on the door penetrated through to him.

      "You OK in there?" he heard his wife call out.

      Quickly stuffing his still rock hard cock into his boxers, he pulled his shorts up as he flushed the toilet. His shorts were still unfastened at his waist as he gripped them with one hand, as he opened the door to find Carol standing at the entry.

      "I'm...I'm OK." Manny told his wife.

      "You sure?" she asked. "It looked like you had a...hard problem."

      Manny was about to exit the bathroom but stopped cold as his wife emphasized the word hard. He could see a light blaze in her eyes, something different than what he was used to.

      "I'm all right hun" he tried to say back.

      Then, he felt his wife press against his chest with her small hand, slowly pushing him further back into the bathroom. He could only watch as she slipped in the small room with him, turning and flipping the latch on the door behind her.

      "I don't think so" Manny's wife said firmly. "You looked rather...stiff when you came in here."

      
        "Carol..." Manny tried to choke out.

      "Do me a favor" his wife stared straight into his eyes. "Shut up."

      Before he could move or reply, his wife Carol slid to her knees in front of him, she reached up and swiftly drew his shorts and boxers to his knees. Manny felt paralyzed as his thick hard cock sprang free, only inches from his wife's face.

      "Oh fuccckkkkk" Manny moaned.

      He could only watch as the unthinkable happened. His wife leaned forward, and her hot mouth engulfed his throbbing member. He couldn't remember the last time his wife had given him a blowjob; she had always hated giving oral, considered it dirty she had told him time and again.

      Now, here she was, in their bathroom, on her knees, and sucking him like a professional hooker at a glory hole. The hand stroking from earlier, the shock of what was happening, was all causing Manny to feel his balls race towards release. The sensation of her tongue running along the crowned head, then seeing her cheeks puff out as she sucked harder on him drove him to the edge.

      "OH shit" he gasped. "I'm going to cum baby."

      With an obscene plop, Carol Andrews spit her husbands' cock out and looked up at his face.

      "Good, cum in my mouth, right now." She told him. "You know why, because I swallow too."

      Manny's eyes almost bulged out of his face at his wife's words. He opened his mouth to speak, just as his wife slammed her mouth back down onto his throbbing cock.

      "Unngggggggggghhhhhhhhh" Manny groaned. He could feel his hot cream speed up his shaft, and jet into her tight throat. One, then two, thick ropes pumped out as his balls emptied on the spot.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm" his wife hummed as her mouth filled with his hot cum. She could feel his body shaking as she sucked every drop from him, while Manny could hear her swallow as his thick cum filled her mouth.

      
        Manny shuddered and felt his knees almost buckle as his wife drained him in their bathroom, with their daughter out on the patio. He could feel his cock softening as she pulled her mouth free and rose to her feet. A thick trickle of white cum dripped from her lips as she looked into her husband's face. He stared as she used a finger to wipe up the hot glob, and then suck it off her finger.

      "Now" his wife told him firmly. "Get it together and come to the living room. We have something to discuss...stud." Carol turned and left the bathroom as Manny stood in dumbfounded shock at what had just happened.

      Manny fumbled with his shorts to fasten them around his shrinking cock, and then slowly left the bathroom. When he entered the living room, he found his wife sitting on the couch while Melanie sat beside her.

      "Sit down" Carol told her husband, gesturing at the chair opposite the pair. She turned to Melanie.

      "Your husband has a terrible headache and went to lay down" she smiled, "I suspect it may have something to do with the lemonade he drank."

      Melanie's eyes grew wide as she stared at her mother. "What's going on?" she asked softly.

      "That's just it...darling daughter," she looked hard at Melanie. "I know exactly what is going on."

      Manny opened his mouth to speak, but before he could utter a sound, his wife turned on him.

      "Not a word out of you" she hissed at her husband.

      "I wondered how you got pregnant so quickly" Carol turned back to her daughter. "After all the talk about Paul's sperm count, and your year long struggle. Then...wham...fat with a baby. I knew how badly you wanted a child that I guess I overlooked the obvious." She stared at Melanie. "Paul didn't get you pregnant."

      Carol turned and looked at her husband. "YOU did."

      "Honey...we just..." Manny tried to say.

      
        "I said shut up" Carol barked, and then leaned back on the couch to glare at her daughter and husband.

      "So here we sit with my daughter who is just glowing with a baby in her belly. Oh yes..." she smiled, "being pregnant is the best thing for you I can see that."

      Carol turned to Manny; "with a husband that not only cheated on me; but committed incest AND deliberately knocked up his own daughter."

      "Mom..." Melanie gasped.

      "Don't start with me young lady" Carol stopped her. "My daughter the slut, begging for her father's seed. I heard every word."

      Melanie was so stunned she couldn't even find the words to reply to her mother as she sat silent. Heard them? How and when, she wondered.

      "Ohh give it to me daddy...fill your daughter's pussy"; Carol mimicked

      "Take it little girl" Carol dropped her voice lower, echoing Manny's words.

      "You two sounded better than a fucking porn movie in that hotel room." Carol told them.

      "What are you going to do?" Manny finally found the words. Listening to his wife's words, he had no doubts that she had actually heard them fucking.

      Carol laughed. "Well, as I see it; I have two choices." She turned and faced her husband. "Turn you in for incest, watch you get drug through the mud, take everything you own, and send your fucking ass to jail."

      She turned and faced Melanie "You baby, you would see that hard earned law degree go sailing away in the breeze when they find out you fucked your own father just to have a baby."

      "You said two choices." Melanie watched her mother closely.

      
        
      

      Carol stared at her daughter silently for a moment. "Strip" she commanded.

      "What?" Melanie asked, horrified.

      "You heard me" her mother told her. "The dress, the panties; I want all of it off right here and right now."

      As Melanie rose from the couch and began to slowly slide her dress off her shoulders, Carol turned to her husband.

      "You too big boy, strip it all off." She told Manny.

      Manny could only do as his wife commanded. He raised his hips and slid his shorts and boxers free. His semi flaccid cock lay along his thigh as he sat back down. Looking up, his eyes were drawn to Melanie, as her dress slid free and fell to the floor at her feet.

      Against his will, Manny could feel his body respond even at the sight of her. Her toned thighs glistening, as a pair lacy green panties barely hid her treasure. Her firm breasts were standing out proud, capped by two hard nipples. He could feel his cock thicken against his thigh as he drank her in, even the recent blowjob form his wife made no difference in his body reacting.

      Carol reached out and cupped one of her daughters' breasts. "Look at those...so firm. Her nipples are even hard already."

      She turned to her husband. "Wouldn't you just love to suck on those; or would you rather slide your dick between them until you cover them in your cum."

      "Oh God Carol" Manny moaned. He could feel blood rushing into his cock, feeling it hardening at her words.

      "Look Melanie" Carol whispered in her daughters ear. "He's getting all nice and hard for you." She could feel her daughter shudder at her voice. "Now the panties slut" she commanded her daughter.

      
        As Melanie hooked her thumbs in the elastic waist, she bent and slid the thin cloth over her hips. She didn't know whether to look at her mother, or that growing hard cock only a few feet away from her.

      "Choice two" Carol said softly as Melanie rose back up. "Go over there, and FUCK him."

      "MOM!" Melanie almost shouted as she stared at her mother in shock.

      "What's the problem?" Carol asked her daughter. "I heard it all Friday, every bump and grind. Now, I want to SEE it."

      "What about Paul?" Melanie asked, as she stepped closer to her father.

      Carol laughed. "What I put in his drink, that boy will sleep like the dead for the next two hours. Now fuck your daddy slut."

      Melanie straddled her fathers' thighs, turning with her back to him so she could face her mother. Staring at her mother, she reached down and gripped her fathers' now rampant tool, standing it straight up. Without a word, she slowly lowered herself down onto him.

      "Fuck" Manny couldn't help but grunt as his daughters' tight cunt slowly slid down his length. He could feel her heat and wetness envelope him.

      "Oh Jesus" Melanie moaned and she felt that familiar fullness in her belly. She used the weight of her body to drive herself down his full length.

      "Unnggghhh" Melanie moaned as she felt her walls stretching to fit his girth. Her ass now rested against his thighs as she settled onto him. She held still for a moment, trying to adjust to his size inside her tight channel.

      "Fuck her you bastard" Carol grated, watching. "Fuck her like you did two days ago."

      Almost possessed, Manny gripped his daughters' hips, raising her up, and then he released his grip, letting her drop back down onto him hard. The sound of wet slurping filling the living room as his cock split his daughter again and again.

      
        "Oh shit yessss" Melanie couldn't stop herself. "Fuck me daddy." She groaned as she felt his engorged head bump against her cervix as he drove deep inside her.

      Manny was quickly losing control as he slammed up into his daughters' hot cunt. His eyes stared at his wife, watching as she used one hand to brush over her own breast through the blouse she wore. Jesus Christ, he thought, she's getting turned on watching us.

      Melanie now moved her own body up and down the thick pole filling her. No longer needing Manny's hands to guide her, she picked up the pace as her own needs took over. She could feel her juices flowing freely, seeping out to soak his balls under her. That familiar knot was growing in her belly once again.

      "Oh fuck...oh God" she gasped as she rode faster and harder on the meat beneath her.

      Carol rose from the couch and slowly walked to the coupled lovers. "You're going to cum on him, aren't you bitch" she growled at her daughter.

      "Yes" Melanie grunted back as she thrust down, her eyes closed as she felt every inch of his cock filling her.

      "Can't help...oh SHIT" Melanie almost screamed as she opened her eyes and saw her mother standing only inches from her.

      She watched as her mother slowly unbuttoned her own blouse, seeing the creamy skin slowly come into view, until her mothers' heavy breasts swayed in front of her face in all their glory. Her gaze locked to the two hard nipples in front of her.

      Carol reached out and drew her daughters head closer. "Suck them you fucking slut" she whispered. "Nurse on your momma like you did when you were a baby."

      Melanie had only experimented with another woman once in high school, men had always been her focus, having a huge cock shoved between her thighs the ultimate goal. Now, she leaned forward with total abandon, and sucked her own mothers throbbing nipple into her hot mouth.

      "Ooohhhhhh" Carol cooed, feeling the warm sensation spread through her breasts. "That's it you little whore" she gasped.

      
        
      

      Melanie didn't know why, but her mother's language, so vulgar sent shivers through her body. This was a side to her mother she had never dreamed existed.

      Manny could only stare in shock at the erotic sight before him. His cock wrapped in a tight velvet vise, as his daughter suckled on his wife's swaying tit. He grunted as his nuts spasmed, feeling that boiling quickly rising in his balls.

      "That's it" Carol told her husband, her eyes locking to his. "Fuck your little girl you son of a bitch. Don't you dare stop, until you fill that pregnant belly with your hot seed." she told him.

      "Fuucckkkkkk" Manny roared hearing his wife. He drove his hips up hard, literally lifting his daughters' feet from the floor with his strength. Leaving her sitting impaled on his pulsing cock.

      "Fill her filthy twat" Carol told him. She felt her own walls spasm without even being touched. The sight of her own daughter, riding her father's pounding cock pushing her body to the brink. The large dark spot in her jean shorts showing her own juices flooding out of her.

      "Mmmmmppppfffffff" Melanie moaned against a mouthful of tit as she felt her fathers' steel hard cock jerk inside her cunt.

      "Arrrggggggggghhhhhhhhhh" Manny roared, feeling his hot seed erupt from his cock, to wash his daughters clutching cunt. His body exploded for the second time in less than half an hour. He swore to God his own toes curled as his orgasm literally ripped through his balls.

      Freeing her mouth, Melanie clutched at her mother, as her own body convulsed. "Moooooommmmmmm" she screamed, feeling wave after wave roll through her. She tried to hold onto her mothers' hips as her body shook so violently she thought she would fall from her fathers' lap.

      Melanie's eyes rolled back as the intensity of her orgasm shredded her mind, turning her into a quivering faucet for the cream that gushed out of her and dripped to the carpet of the living room floor. "Oh my Goddddddddddddddddddd" she screamed, not caring if she woke her husband.

      Carol watched raptly as her husband pumped his hot cream deep into her daughter. She could tell on both their faces that the intensity of their orgasm was like nothing they had experienced before.

      
        Melanie's limp body collapsed back into the chair against her fathers' chest. Small quakes made her limbs twitch as the after-shocks of the hugest orgasm of her life still rippled through her. Carol could actually watch as the muscles of her daughters stomach rippled with each wave.

      Through half lidded eyes, Melanie watched as her mother headed back to the couch, discarding her open blouse on the way, then dropped the jean shorts as she slid nude onto the couch. Carol spread her thighs wide as she sat down on the seat, reaching down to drag her fingers over her own soaked lips.

      "On the floor" Carol commanded, as she slid two fingers into her hot pussy.

      "Please Mom" Melanie gasped.

      "Mount her" Carol stared at her husband. "Fuck her like the little bitch in heat she is." She looked at her daughter. "As for you" she said softly; "just admit it, you want your big...strong...daddy to FUCK you; don't you."

      "Yessssssss" Melanie moaned as she slid from her father's lap. She rested on her hands and knees in front of him as she stared at her mother only feet from her. She could see the wetness dripping from her mothers' fingers as they sloshed in and out of her soaked pussy.

      Just as she felt her father drop to his knees behind her, seeing her mother lewdly spread out on the couch, hearing her words; something clicked in Melanie's head. If she had wanted them arrested, Carol would have done that long ago. No, her mothers' perversions were as deep as her own if not deeper as she fingered her soaked pussy while she watched her husband about to fuck her daughter.

      "That's it you daughter fucker" Melanie told her father as she looked over her shoulder at him.

      She could see by the lust hazed look in his eyes he was so far gone now, it wouldn't take much to tip him over the edge.

      "Shove that big daddy dick so deep into me I fucking scream" she egged her father on. "Own your little girls slut cunt."

      With an almost feral growl, Manny rammed his entire length into his daughter in one stroke. "FUUUCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK" Manny roared as he felt her velvet vise squeeze his cock.

      
        
      

      "Aaarrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Melanie screamed as she felt her fathers' huge cock rip into her. "Fuck meeeeeeeeeee" she cried as her eyes began to roll back. The sound of Manny's hips slapping against her cum slick ass echoed in the living room as he pumped into her with a vengeance.

      "So fucking hot," Carol growled from the couch. "That's it, this is what heard" she told them. "Fuck that tight bitch you bastard."

      Melanie's eyes grew wide as she watched her mother pull her cream slick fingers free and slowly lick her own juices right in front of the rutting pair.

      "This is better than a hot porn film" Carol told them. "It makes a woman so fucking horny," she added. "I think it's my turn for a little shagging."

      Manny started to pull back from his daughter, as his cock dripped their mixed cream from his withdrawing rod. "Noooo" Melanie moaned.

      "STOP" Carol barked at her husband. "Keep fucking her you son of a bitch" she told her husband. "I said I want to be fucked but I don't remember saying anything about you."

      "But I thought..." Manny started to say.

      "You can come in now" Carol called over her shoulder to the kitchen doorway as a wicked grin crossed her face.

      Story::The switch

      THE SWITCH

      OK, I wanted to set the record straight; I wanted to fuck my dad. It wasn't an accident, it wasn't some mistaken identity; in fact it took almost a month of careful planning to finally accomplish my goal. I had to enlist my best friend to finally accomplish it; her part of the deal was she got to fuck him next; it sucked but I had to agree if I wanted it to happen.

      
        I know, its incest; but when you're eighteen and horny as hell that doesn't much strike on your radar. A lot of things had happened to lead up to it; not the least of which was my dad was single. No my parents had never been married. That didn't mean he wasn't a great dad, he was; it just means my parents weren't exactly marriage material, if you know what I mean.

      As dad explained it when I was sixteen; they were both eighteen; hot date, the back seat of a car. He didn't have a rubber and she wasn't on birth control. He claimed mom wouldn't let him pull out, but either way there I was nine months later. Grandma and Grandpa nearly disowned mom; but finally gave in and she lived with them while she finished school.

      Dad was always a part of my life, and much as mom's folks tried to prevent it. The fact we all lived in the same city helped. I got to spend every other weekend and time in the summer with him. As I got older I even got to spend week days and he would take me to school.

      So, the usual question would be why; I mean after all it isn't every eighteen year old that wants their dad to bang them. But then, not every eighteen year old has my dad. At thirty-six he cuts that suave older man persona like butter; smooth and silky until your knees tremble. Dad is also into fitness; he has a gym in the basement of his house and works out every day. Add a hundred and seventy-five pounds of pure muscle to a six foot frame; then throw in curly dark hair with just that hint of gray at the edges; you get HOT.

      I've seen him pull his shirt off mowing the lawn and watched girls my age damn near have an orgasm as his six pack abs comes into view. How do I know? I've seen them when we sit around dad's pool on a Saturday; God they almost start drooling.

      Now all you have to do as add the topping on the cake; the ten inches he packs in those shorts and the skill to use it. How do I know that? Same reason, two of my friends sitting around that same pool. It seemed dear old dad had a thing for the younger girls.

      Not that I blamed him, Kelly had an ass to die for and Mindy had tits most guys would kill to get ahold of. It seems my adoring father had fucked them both; every which way but Tuesday by their descriptions.

      I had been trying to get him into bed that entire summer. You know; the skimpy shorts and the even skimpier swimsuit. Oh he looked all right, and hell did he swell those shorts out nice. But I had come up dry all summer and I was getting desperate.

      It wasn't until early August that things clicked into place. Kat, one of my best friends had mentioned that apparently dad had made a pass at her. When I asked her how, she just blushed and said he does a good "tonsil exam." I almost creamed in my bikini thinking of it. I looked at her, and realized that other than she had darker hair than me, we were almost identical builds.

      We both are about five two and both weight in around a hundred and ten. Yeah, we're pretty petite as you would call it. I knew my 34C's were about her size, we had shared swim suits in the past. Suddenly the thought swam through my brain; if dad was thinking he was fucking her, but in reality....oh God I almost came at the thought.

      It didn't take much convincing for Kat, she always did have a perverted mind. The idea we were setting my dad up to fuck his own daughter drove her insane. I decided the slow build would work better, make him want it so bad that by the time he got her, the little differences between her and I would be lost in the mist of lust.

      For two weeks we played the innocents; Kat lost her swim top in the pool; of course dad just happened to be nearby. Kat spent a lot of time bending over and showing off her cute tight ass when he was around. By then dad was almost in a constant state of arousal.

      The week before we had the switch planned, the unexpected happened. I was in my room listening to music, Kat was in the bathroom. She was staying for an overnight, hopefully filled with teasing daddy.

      What I didn't know was that Kat was just exiting the bathroom when she ran headlong into dad. His immediate reaction to their headlong rush was to reach up his hands, and without realizing it grab a handful of tit in each hand. What happened next, she told me after she got back into the room, the little bitch.

      "Sorry about that" Dad murmured.

      "Why, I'm not" Kat told him, glancing down at his hands cupping her tits.

      "Sorry" dad mumbled and jerked his hands back.

      "I take it you like them" Kat smiled seductively.

      "What's not to like" Dad was apparently finding his feet.

      
        Kat reached down and gripped the hem of her nightshirt, and in one motion brought it over hear head. "Then keep going" she husked.

      "Fuck yeaahhhhh" Kat moaned as my father leaned down and sucked one hard nipple into his mouth. "A man who knows what he wants" she cooed.

      "It seems you do like them" Kat said softly, as one finger traced the large bulge in his jeans.

      "Kat what are you...Em is just..." but Kat ignored him and slid to her knees.

      "Let's see him" the young girl panted as she unsnapped his jeans.

      Dad's thick hard cock barely hit the cool air of the hallway before my best friend swallowed half of that log. It was at this point that I finally entered the picture.

      I had been kicking out to the tunes when I realized Kat had been gone for a bit. I slid off the bed, opened the door meaning to yell at her in the bathroom; and froze as I watched my best friend swallow the biggest fucking dick I had ever seen.

      "Fuuckkkkkkk" I heard my dad moan.

      "Mmmmmmhmmmmm" Kat murmured.

      God damn that thing was hard as hell and fucking HUGE; Kat barely got hallway down before the slut gagged. I felt a swamp hit my panties as Kat's head began to bob up and down; Jesus I wished that was me right then.

      "Suck it you little slut" I heard dad groan.

      "Unnggggggg" Kat moaned around her mouth stuffed with dad's cock.

      "Tease me all fucking day" Dad panted. "Take that cock baby" he grunted.

      
        Kat looked like a two bit whore kneeling in her panties sucking Dad; and I fucking loved it. It was hotter than any porn scene I had ever watched on my laptop. I jammed my hand down my panties and promptly rammed two fingers up my sopping pussy as Kat blew him like a pro.

      "Oh fuck that's it...Christ" Dad began to pant harder.

      Oh God yes, he was going to cum, and I was going to watch. I saw Kat's eyes water as Dad jammed that tool deeper; damn I needed to teach that girl how to deep throat. Then I heard the most erotic sound as dad lost it right there fifteen feet in front of me.

      "FUUUCKKKKKKKK" dad roared.

      I watched his cock pulse while Kat's throat muscles worked; and then a thick wad of cream leaking from the corner. God damn how much does he cum I thought.

      Shit dad must have pumped his load for at least four or five minutes before he let up. That wasn't cumming; that was fucking unloading.

      I closed the bedroom door and sat on the edge of the bed waiting. It was only a few moments and the door opened and Kat slipped inside. Her face was flushed and she was carrying her night shirt.

      "Bitch" I hissed at her.

      Kat didn't say a single word; she walked over to me at the bedside, leaned down, and slammed her lips against mine. Hot sticky cream gushed out of her mouth and filled mine. Dear God she was giving me his cum. I swallowed as my eyes rolled back and I gushed out wet pussy cream into my panties.

      "Oh my fucking God" I whispered as I came. I swirled that thick jizz on my tongue, tasting the flavor, and then swallowed.

      "You want it from the source slut" Kat stared into my eyes. "I'll help you, but when you're done I want that fucking telephone pole shoved up my cunt so far I fucking split in half, or the deals off" she growled.

      So that was how we made the deal of the century. She would help me seduce my father; in exchange she got him after I did. Like I said, I wasn't thrilled but a deal is a deal.

      
        
      

      The following Tuesday I held a pool party. I invited Kelly, Mindy and Kat over. It didn't take more than an hour and poor dad was wandering around with a permanent woody. The invitation of Kelly and Mindy was deliberate, I knew Dad had fucked both of them before; hell they gave me stroke by stroke descriptions.

      Kat and I would let one of them 'wander off' and then tag team find them. By the time the end of the day came I wasn't sure who was more horny, Dad or my two poor friends who had no idea what was going on.

      Their legitimate frustration only added to dad's perception nothing was going on. Kat took a rather large amount of glee in interrupting Kelly and Dad just before Kelly slipped into the master bathroom with him; and I have to admit to a sense of satisfaction at walking in just as dad started to fuck Mindy's big jugs.

      When I told dad that Kat was coming for another overnight on Friday, you would have thought he was a kid in a candy store; except the treat he was getting wasn't quite the one he figured on.

      God when Kat arrive Friday, I thought dad was going to blow a load in his jeans. The little bitch came through the front door wearing a damn near see thru tank top, her hard nipples making bullet holes in it. The leather mini skirt she had on showed of her fantastic legs; and I knew from the way dad's jaw hit the floor; when she bent over the hussy wasn't wearing any panties.

      At one point I heard Kat teasing dad in the kitchen, it was hot as hell and I knew then she was full bore for what was happening.

      "God you're good at that" I heard Kat moaning.

      I peeked around the corner and dad had her sitting on the kitchen counter, her thighs spread and his face pressed in her hot pussy.

      "Fuck, lick my pussy Mr. G." Kat moaned.

      "You like that teenage cunt Mr. G?" Kay goaded my dad. "I bet you want to fuck my nice tight pussy" God she had to be driving him nuts.

      
        "Fuck yeah" Dad grunted, pulling his face away. Like a shot he was on his feet and reaching for his jeans.

      "Oh nooo" Kat gave a giggle and slid off the counter. "You don't want Em walking in here" she reached down and cupped my dad's huge bulge."

      Oh I should tell everyone, I think in my lust I forgot. My name is Emily, but everyone calls me Em, even my dad.

      "Tonight, after she goes to sleep" Kat half whispered. "I'll come to your room; and then make you cum" her voice dripped with lust.

      "God yes" I heard Dad groan.

      "Oh and Mr. G; two things" Kat said as she started to walk away but turned and faced my dad. "Leave the lights off, we don't want to wake Em" she smiled. "And skip the rubber, I want every fucking drop inside me" her voice dripped.

      "Oh fuck" Dad shuddered and I hoped he hadn't just cum in his pants; because Kat was right; I wanted every fucking drop deep in my belly. I watched that saucy ass sway as Kat walked out of the kitchen, and left my poor dad all but foaming at the mouth.

      "You could be the wicked witch of the west and he wouldn't care" Kat giggled to me in my bedroom. "He's so primed to fuck he won't know it's you."

      "Yes he will" I rumbled. Kat looked at me. "I want him to hit that point, then just before he cums...I'm going to turn on the bedside lamp, look him in the eyes; and he's going to dump his load into his daughter" I growled.

      "You wouldn't" Kat gasped.

      "God that is so fucking kinky...and hot" Kat moaned. "Can I watch?"

      "You can watch" I said looking at her. "But don't you fucking DARE join, got that" I hissed.

      
        Kat made a sour face but agreed; so the two of us tried to occupy our time until 'bedtime'; which was easier said than done since I couldn't stop leaking pussy juice at the thought my dream was about to come true.

      By eleven that night, we heard dad in the hall and then head to his bedroom. Kat and I waited over half an hour; believe me it was the longest thirty minutes of my entire life. Opening my bedroom door, the two of us slipped out of my room and down the hall.

      The door to dad's room was half open, his invitation to Kat. I slipped through the opening and walked to the side of the bed. God, he didn't even bother to cover himself up, as I looked down at him. I watched those pecs rise and fall, his biceps making me wonder what it would be like to be pinned down by this man.

      Looking lower I drew my vision over his half illuminated body from a pale streetlight outside his window. Those washboard abs and that taut belly, gave way to a thick mat of pubic hair. Then, there it was. God even flaccid the damned thing looked huge; bigger than any guy I had ever been with.

      I dropped my nightgown to the floor, and began to gently crawl onto the bed between his thighs. I listened to his even breathing as my face drew up to his crotch. I in haled deeply, smelling that musk of male that no boy gave off; fuck this was a man, and he was about to be mine.

      I reached out and wrapped my slender fingers around his flaccid cock, my tongue drawing up one side and down the other; then feather teasing the fat head. I could feel blood surging into his dick even as he slept; making it thick and fill my grip.

      I could feel my own juices drip down my thighs as I opened my mouth, and engulfed that swollen head. God the taste of him, it damn near made me orgasm right there.

      I sucked and slurped as that cock turned into a steel pole in my hand, fuck it swelled and swelled; until my fingers couldn't fit around the girth.

      "Fuck" I heard dad murmur above me. He was waking up, now to see how well we had driven him insane.

      I pushed my mouth further down his cock, relaxing the back of my throat as I drew him in. Deeper and deeper he slid, pulsing along my tongue. I almost gagged once, but got control; just as my nose bumped the hair at his groin.

      
        
      

      "FUCK" Dad roared as he realized I had just deep throated his ten inch dong.

      My head started bobbing at lightning speed, while my small fist jerked his stalk. I slid my other hand up his washboard belly, finding his hard nipple, and I gave it a gentle twist.

      "Oh my God Kat...what are you...Oh fuck..." I heard him babbling. His cock began to well in my throat. I wanted his cum like I had never wanted anyone's

      "Oh shit...oh fuck..." obscenities poured out of him while he trembled and squirmed on the bed.

      I slid my free hand back down his body, sliding it under my chin. I cupped his balls and waited. Just when his ass rose to meet my mouth I extended my index finger and drug it across his tight asshole. That flipped the switch.

      "FUCKING HELLLLLLLLLLLLLL" Dad roared.

      Hios hands shot down and gripped the sides of my head, finger knotting in my hair. His hips rammed up, driving that thick pole completely down my throat. Tears came to my eyes, I wanted to scream for him to use me; but I couldn't, as a hot thick wad of sperm erupted down my throat.

      "CUMMMINGGGGGGG" Dad yelled. "Take that jizz you little slut" he grunted.

      There are a lot of women out there who don't like being called a slut or a whore. I'll tell you this, when your own father is pumping his hot jizz down your throat; you're a slut. And quite honestly I wanted to be his slut every god damned day.

      I swallowed, I choked, cum dripped out my mouth. Christ he pumped so much cream out I swore it would come out my nose. How a man could produce that much jizz was beyond me, but I fucking loved that I made him cum that hard.

      By the time he pulled my face away, I was gasping for breath; my face coated in his cream as it dripped off my chin. I couldn't even speak as he jerked my body up the bed and dumped me on my back beside him.

      
        I just lay there trying to catch my breath as this man moved like a machine. He was between my thighs and sliding down my body before I knew it. All I did register, was the bomb that went off in my gut when his hot tongue slammed into my cunt.

      "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" I screamed as he probed deeper than half the cocks I had known.

      I've been eaten before, but God help me this was getting devoured. Dad sucked my fat lips into his mouth, and drained the juice in my pussy. Then he drove that fat snake into me and scooped what was left. When I thought he had emptied me; he opened his mouth and sucked my clit in...HARD.

      "OH FUCK...YES...YES...YES" was all I could scream. My fists pounded helplessly on the mattress as he ate me. My ass bounce like on a trampoline and my gut wrenched again.

      "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed.

      Jesus Christ, he never let up. He sucked and licked right through his face being sprayed with my hot cream. I heard this inhuman gurgling and whimpering, and suddenly realized it was ME.

      I felt two fat fingers slam home inside me as one orgasm rolled into another. What was that; two or three or four? God it seemed like it went on forever.

      Finally my body collapsed limp onto the bed, I felt his face pulled from between my thighs. At that point; this millennial, strong willed girl; turned into a simpering slut.

      "Fuck me...dear God fuck me" I begged.

      "You want my fat dick" I heard dad husk above me.

      I reached up my arms, locking my fingers behind his neck, pulling his face down to me in the dark. All my plans had flown out the window as he had powered my helpless body through orgasm after orgasm. I wanted him, and NOW.

      "Fuck me...fuck me daddy" I whispered in his ear.

      
        Whether he actually heard me or not didn't matter; I felt heaven come to me as ten inches of once more steel hard cock drove into my belly. They claim size doesn't matter; bullshit. Try having your walls stretched so far they burn; or your gut stuffed so full you swear it could come out your throat.

      That was me right there; and none of it counted as the mother of all orgasms slammed into me like a freight train when dad bottomed out inside me. My sweat streaked body convulsed as juices poured out around his cock, soaking the sheets under me.

      My hands went from his neck straight down to his tight ass cheeks; leaving nail marks the full length of his back. I remember jamming my hips up as I pulled on his ass with all my strength, trying to drive that monster even deeper into me.

      There was no gentle wave as it hit, it was a tsunami that opened every sweat pour in my body; the atom bomb that went off in my gut sent a wave of pulsing heat clear to my curling toes.

      "CUM IN MEEEEEEEEEEE...OH MY GAWWDDDDD" I screamed as I rocketed through my orgasm.

      "Oh fuck...Kat...I'm going to cum" I heard dad grunt above me.

      Not Kat, I was Emily; and I wanted him to know who he was cumming inside of. My arm flailed in the dark, trying to find the bedside lamp. "Not Kat...oh fuck don't stop" I panted.

      I wanted to scream in frustration as I fumbled my hand around, between the convulsions of my orgasm, and the bouncing of my body under his powerful thrusts; I couldn't find the damned lamp. Suddenly, the entire bedroom was lit is a wash of light.

      As my eyes blinked at the sudden brightness, I saw Kat standing at the bedroom door; her hand froze on the light switch as she stared at the two of us spread out on my dad's bed. Dad's body hovered over mine; like a huge feral animal above his captured prey. His cock was lodged half inside me when he froze at the light.

      His head turned and he looked at Kat standing in her nightgown, watching us; then swiveled back to stare down into my face. "Em" was the only word he breathed.

      I slid my hands back u and cupped his face; while my slim legs tried to wrap around his waist holding him to me.

      
        "Please daddy" I whimpered. "I've wanted...so long...don't stop...please..." I begged softly.

      I watched my father's eyes change before me; as they went from loving fearful father, to feral male in seconds. "Em" he grunted a second time, only this time it dripped with lust.

      Before I could react he slammed his full weight down into me; driving every inch of him into my belly. My arms and legs fell limp to the bed as I opened myself up to him.

      "God yes...fuck me...fuck me..." I groaned out.

      I had been with guys who had cum, like I said I wasn't exactly a virgin. Most of them were one shot deals, and the few that weren't took time to reload. Not dad, his heavy cum filled balls slapped into me and I knew he was going to fill my belly like no one else ever had.

      "Cum...cum in me...OH FUUUCKKKKKK" I screamed as another countless orgasm roared through me.

      "Going to cum...in my daughter...oh fuck...oh shit..." Dad grunted above me.

      "This is so fucking hot" I heard Kat moan beside the bed.

      "Take it baby...take daddy's seed" Dad moaned.

      His one hundred and seventy pound frame dropped down onto me, the weight pinning my small body down onto the bed. I was captured, I was his. I opened my mouth, to tell him to give it to me, but my breath caught in my throat. I could feel that thick tube swelling larger inside me.

      "Oh Emily" Dad gave a soft sigh. His thick cock jerked inside my gut, and wet warmth filled my insides.

      It was really happening; it was finally happening. I was taking my father's cum; and I loved every second. Dad raised his head as I felt a second pulse deep in my belly.

      "Em" he whispered softly.

      
        "I love you" I told him.

      "It's incest" his eyes filled with worry.

      "I don't care" I reassured him.

      "You could get pregnant" this time fear in his eyes.

      "I hope so" I whispered with a half-smile.

      "You want that?" Dad was stunned.

      "I'm not the only one" I looked over his shoulder.

      A now nude Kat stood by the side of the bed, two fingers buried in her dripping pussy as she stared at us. The poor girl had to be about coming unglued, I realized.

      Dad slightly rolled over, I sighed with contentment as his now softening cock slid from my soaked cum filled cunt. I shifted over in the bed, bringing dad with me.

      "Want to join us?" I smiled up at Kat.

      Story::Therapy

      Therapy

      
        My name is Mel, Melvin but I have always hated that name. If you looked at me from the outside you would say star football player. I mean six foot two and two hundred pounds; lean, muscled. Nope, sorry that isn't me. Or maybe ladies man; chiseled jaw, dark wavy hair...nope that wasn't me either.

      Life has a way of playing cruel jokes at times; and that was me. I loved sports, a lot; I worked out in a gym almost every day. But when it came down to running the left field slot for ten yards, turn to your right, catch the ball and run; it never worked. I have mild ADD and a bit of autism if the truth is told. The screaming crowds, people running everywhere, the focus just never worked.

      In school I got mediocre grades, and those were a struggle. Trying to focus and learn was always work for me. By the time I graduated from high school, let's be real college was not a big option. The gym I had attended asked me if I wanted a job, so I took it until I decided what I wanted, and honestly could, do.

      Interestingly enough my love of sports and working out paid off. I went from cleaning to personal trainer. The gym paid for my school and I studied sports physical therapy. I worked with a lot of the local athletes, and actually started doing decent for myself for the first time in my life. Decent enough I could get my own apartment and finally have a life of my own.

      My folks were sad but proud the day I moved out; I honestly don't think they ever thought it was going to really happen. I worked full time at the gym doing training and therapy.

      One day I strained my own knee, and decided to try the massage therapy to see if that helped. It worked wonders on my knee and started my interest in expanding into massage therapy. It was the massage therapy that involves this story.

      I had been just doing the massages now and then if the gym needed me, no real set schedule. When they asked me to do it a Thursday afternoon along with my regular day shift, I didn't have a social life so figured what the hell, it was extra money.

      Sports therapy tends to work with those dedicated people, like athletes. Most of them range around twenty to thirty. I quickly discovered most of the afternoon massage clients were totally different. Most of them didn't break under 35 or 40, and ninety percent were female.

      It was my third massage where things went offline. Her name was Jill, she was forty-two, the mother of two, and had to sport at least 36D's or better. Having worked on young athletes, I was used to the trim, fit, yeah skinny girls with all but flat chests. This was something different. These were real women. Full bodied, full breasted and nothing to hide. It took only to the second massage and I was sporting a chub in my gym shorts. Since she hadn't mentioned it I had figured I was safe. I was wrong.

      "You have nice hands" Jill told me. "Among other things" I heard her murmur.

      When I looked down I saw her head was turned to me, and her eyes locked onto the bulge only inches from her face. At first I was embarrassed, then I thought wait; she hadn't told me to stop, and she was the one staring. What the fuck, I decided, and kept going.

      "Don't forget my thighs" Jill said softly.

      I switched around and oiled my hands. I began to slide my hands along the backs of her thighs and when she parted her legs, I slid my fingers in to dig at her soft inner thighs.

      "Mmmmmmmmm" I heard a soft murmur of approval.

      I massaged up her inner thighs and then started back down.

      "Higher" Jill told me.

      I switched directions and slowly massage up her inner thigh, until my fingers were only inches from her crotch. I changed directions again and started to head back down.

      "Higher" her voice was now husky.

      "Are you sure?" I asked back.

      "Oh I'm very sure" Jill whispered.

      I felt her slender fingers wrap around the stalk of my cock through my shorts. All I could do was groan as she slid her hand up and down my length. My God this woman knew what she was doing. Even through the cloth her strokes were long and deliberate, the pressure on my cock perfect. Blood surged as I thickened in her grip.

      
        My brain short circuited, my attention span went to zero, and my fingers slid up her slick thigh and then right through her moist fur covered lips.

      "Yessssssssssss" Jill moaned as my finger found her hard nub of a clit.

      I swirled my fingers in her swamp and toyed with that button. I felt the bow on my shorts pulled open, and the cloth tugged down.

      "Fuck" I grunted as her hand wrapped around my rigid pole.

      I looked down in wonder and watched as manicured nails pumped up and down my cock in a smooth motion. God this was about the hottest hand job I had ever gotten.

      "I need you to...ohhhh fuckkkkkkk" Jill groaned.

      I didn't wait for her to finish, I just slid one fat finger up her hot channel. The most obscene wet sucking noise filled the small room as I began to pump my finger in and out.

      "That's it...yessss...finger it you nasty boy" Jill groaned.

      I just jammed my hand in harder, watching her ass bounce on the table. I knew it was getting to her as her hand lost its rhythm. I hadn't said a single word since we started, and then Jill spoke again.

      "Perverted...young...oh fuck" she grunted as she drove her ass back against my hand. "Is that what you want, to make my nasty old pussy cum?" she grated at me.

      It was evident she now wanted me to talk, to participate. This was all new to me, so I just leaned down and said the first thing that came to my mind.

      "I'm going to make that nasty...old...married...pussy cum" I husked in her ear.

      As my hand slid back, I added a second finger and shoved back in hard, the sound of my palm slapping against her ass as I stretched her.

      
        "Oh my Godddddddddddddddddd" Jill groaned into the towel under her.

      I stood there and watched as her entire body heaved, her thighs quivered and a hot gush of fluids soaked my hand. I could hear her ragged breathing as her orgasm tore through her.

      I pulled her hand free and stood at the edge of the table. I started stroking my throbbing cock as I watched the wet stain grow on the towel under her. The smell of her sex filled the room and set my balls on fire.

      "Fuck yeah" I grunted as the first blast of thick cum exploded from the tip of my cock.

      It arched through the air and splattered across one quivering ass cheek; soon followed by a second and then third wad. I literally emptied my balls standing there and we never even had real sex.

      As my orgasm ebbed down, I reached down and tugged my shorts back into place. Figuring the massage was over I turned and quietly slipped out the door as Jill lay there shaking in the after-glow.

      I gave her about ten minutes then slipped back in the room. Sure enough she was dressed and gone. There was a small envelope on the folded towel where her head had been. Inside was a crisp one hundred dollar bill and a small post-it note.

      "Best massage ever" was written in a swirling woman's handwriting.

      That was the one event that evening, the other two massages I had were your standard fare. I went home wondering if this was normal for the afternoons. I only knew if another late shift opened I would be happy to try it.

      I didn't get a chance to find out if it was true for about a week. It was on Tuesday and my supervisor found me a little before one. He told me the massage therapist for the afternoon had called off and there were only four on the schedule. That meant even at standard it was a short shift, so again I figured why not.

      The first three were your standard fare, although the second was a Hispanic lady who had a body a dead man would drool over. It was so bad I considered jacking off before number three, but never got the chance because she was already waiting when I finished.

      
        I managed to hide my boner for the bulk of her massage. It was when she was finishing and had risen to dress that she saw the shorts.

      "Me?" she looked up at me startled.

      "You're an attractive lady" I smiled at her.

      "Honey if we had more time..." she said wistfully.

      "And your husband?" I was curious and asked.

      "Fuck him" the woman almost spat back. "Better yet, next time fuck me" she husked as she reached out and squeezed my groin.

      Jesus these women were horny as shit and ready for action I realized. It was time to really test the waters. When the fourth woman came in, I made no attempt to hide my hard dick. I knew she saw it, but she never said a word as she stretched out on the table.

      We went through the massage with her face down. Twice I let my fingers lightly brush the edge of her bush, both times she never said a word, she just quivered. When I told her it was time to turn over, she gave the message loud and clear. She rolled onto her back on the massage table, and dropped the small covering towel on the floor, laying there totally nude silently watching me.

      I oiled my hands and slowly massaged her soft belly. She just watched as my hands crept higher and higher. She gave a soft grunt as I cupped her 36 B's in my hands and began to gently knead. I watched her nipples harden as I teased the rubbery tips. When they were rock hard I leaned down and sucked one into my hot mouth, nipping at it with my teeth.

      Marcy gave a guttural moan and her hand came to the back of my head. Fingers tightened in my hair like talons and she pulled my mouth free. Hot burning eyes stared into mine, and she spoke the only words of the night.

      "I don't want to be made love to" she half growled. "I want to be fucked" she told me.

      
        Silently I crawled up on the table, forcing her legs further apart. She let them dangle off the edge of the table as I knelt between them. Gripping the shaft of my cock I pointed it at her moist fur covered gash. Talking seemed unnecessary so I just drove my hips forward.

      Marcy's eyes opened wide as the audible pop of my cock splitting her open filled the air. It was followed by two sounds, the wet sucking as I slid inch after inch deep into her, and the low almost animal rumble of satisfaction as I filled this woman.

      I'm not small by most measures. No I'm not some porn ten inches. But at almost eight inches I do decent on size. Why doesn't a guy who looks like me and sports a dick like that have pussy coming out his ears? Simple, the ADD and autism had kicked in with a vengeance every time I tried to interact with girls.

      This...was no girl. This was a woman and she knew what she wanted. I didn't have to talk, I only had to fuck. The only sounds in the small room was the wet sucking of my cock sliding in and out, and the rhythmic slapping of my hips into her pelvis.

      I leaned forward on my knees and braced myself on the small table on either side of her head. Her hands came up and gripped my biceps as her hips levered to meet me.

      "Fuck yes...oh shit..." Marcy grunted with every stroke.

      I powered in and out, savoring her tight hot channel. Her walls gripped me like a velvet glove and hot cream coated my cock. I picked up speed and power, making the small table rock, neither of us seemed to care.

      This wasn't some romantic romp, I was fucking Marcy. I was going harder and deeper with every stroke. I could feel her tightening around me, I just kept going. Her eyes grew wider as she stared up at me.

      "Fucking...going..." was all she got out and then her eyes rolled back.

      "Ghhhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" she gave out a low guttural moan as her pussy clamped around me.

      I never even slowed; I just kept going and going. I felt every ripple, saw every wave as it rolled through her soft belly. Hot pussy juices gushed out around my cock as she whimpered and mewled her way through a massive orgasm. All I could think of was the man who was married to her, had no fucking idea of the animal that lay in his bed at night.

      I powered her through her first orgasm, and kept fucking. God it was the hottest, best sex I had ever experienced. I could feel the pressure mounting in my balls. I was going to cum, and it wasn't small.

      "I'm..." was all I moaned.

      I felt those full thighs wrap around my waist and her ankles lock at my low back. I stared down into her flushed face as sweat dripped off her forehead.

      Her eyes had focused back and she watched my face. A smile curled her lips and she nodded her head just slightly. Your call, I thought. I pulled back and slammed my full weight down on her, driving her fleshy ass into the table. Nails dug into my biceps as I held there, buried to the hilt inside her.

      My cock jerked and I literally felt my seed travel the full length of the shaft and explode deep inside her belly.

      "Fuuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I groaned as the first blast let loose.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" Marcy gave a soft cooing noise as wad after wad dumped into her.

      I don't know if she actually felt it, but she had to feel my cock throbbing. She had to know I was dumping my hot seed into her gut. I have had sex before, but this was the first time I had ever creampied someone. I have to say the sensation was mind bending as I unloaded.

      As my orgasm subsided and the last of my seed oozed into her, I felt her legs slowly unwrap and fall back to the table. I eased back hearing the wet slurp as my softening cock slid free. I glanced down and watched as a white glob of cum dribbled out her gaping pussy and down the crack of her ass.

      I eased off the table as Marcy lay limp, a satisfied smile on her lips. I gathered my pants and stepped into them without speaking. Conversation didn't seem necessary as I slipped out the door. Marcy seemed more into the detached stranger fucking her, and that suited me fine.

      
        When I slipped back into the room ten minutes later, the room was empty. The tell tale scent of sex, and the large wet spot on the towel on the table the only evidence of our coupling. I cleaned the table off and tossed the towels into the canister in the corner. The small envelope I again found on the head towel, just like Jill.

      "Any hole any time" she had written with a flourish, followed by her phone number.

      I logged her number and name into my phone and then disposed of the paper and envelope. The two crisp one hundred dollar bills I pocketed. I had to admit the sex had been hotter than hell, but was this the norm?

      Over the next two months I discovered it wasn't the everyday. Some days nothing happened, and one day I fucked two women in a row. There was no schedule or pattern and the women seemed to not fit a style, age or appearance.

      One woman who was almost fifty I took doggy on the table. Her heavy tits swinging like pendulums under her as I hammered her from behind. She literally squirted on the table when I shoved one fat finger up her tight ass while I fucked her.

      One woman, who I casually knew her son, was like some sex machine as she bounced up and down on me. Her nails clawed my chest as she rode me like a broncho through what had to be four or five orgasms before I unloaded deep inside her.

      If anything, all the women seemed to have two things in common. One was they wanted it inside, almost to a fault they all wanted that hot seed in their belly. Only one woman didn't. Kara would kneel at the side of the massage table while I sprayed her face and tits; kneeling there like some cheap slut as she rubbed it into her skin while I slipped out of the room.

      The other thing was, they wanted to be fucked. Not romanced or seduced. They wanted pure raw fucking, the harder and deeper the better. They all seemed almost deprived in some way and outside they were forced to be prim and proper, while in the massage room they could be just a woman in need.

      Did I feel like a man whore? Oh fuck yeah. My bank account got bigger, I had some of the hottest sex of my life, and no one seemed to be getting hurt. I never made a move on a woman unless I got the signals, and after awhile I began to pick up the subtle signs of those who wanted versus those who didn't.

      
        My boss said he was getting rave reviews and I found more and more of my schedule in the massage room as opposed to therapy. At first I missed the therapy sessions, but let's be real. I'm twenty-two, horny and I was making up for lost social time I never got the chance for in high school or any kind of college. These women seemed more than satisfied, I was learning how to please a woman, and God did it feel good.

      The routine was always the same. I only knew their first name. They were changed and face down on the table when I entered the room. It allowed for total anonymity. I kept the room lights off and small candles and an old lava lamp going for dim lighting.

      I played soft music and used scented candles to relax both of us. I would always start with a standard massage and then watch for the signals. I honestly tried to keep things as unknown and simple as possible; and the women seemed to appreciate it.

      It was that sense of being anonymous that finally got me in trouble. Yesterday I had been booked for a massage for a forty-four year old named Trisha. By now, the name never even registered in my mind. I just slipped into the massage room, and started warming my hands with the oil.

      I had to admit, the view from behind was good, I mean damned good. This woman had a nice rounded ass that molded into my hands. There was tone to her thighs and arms that showed she took care of herself. The problem was I had just about finished her back, and I hadn't gotten a single signal. I figured this was going to be your standard fare, when her half muffled voice came from the towel at her face.

      "I hear you're good with your hands" she said softly.

      "I can be" I tried to be ne neutral.

      "Prove it" she said in a husky voice, her thighs parting.

      This was no signal, this was a damned direct invitation; and not one I was going to pass up on this hot body. Without even hesitating, I slid my hand up her oil slick thigh, and drove one fat finger right between her soaked lips.

      "Ohhh fuckkkk yessss" I heard her murmur as her pussy sucked my finger deep. "Finger me baby, Christ it's been so loonngggggg" she moaned.

      
        I didn't know who her husband was, but she had one with the gold band on her left hand. That poor bastard wasn't taking care of his duties with this hot number; I wasn't going to fail her.

      "Oh shit...oh my God" she groaned as I pumped my finger in and out.

      I picked up speed and added a second finger. Her ass slowly rose in the air, meeting every thrust of my hand.

      "Fuck me...don't stop...faster..." she panted into the face towel.

      My hand was a blur as I slammed into her. Wet squelching filled the room and the smell of her sex hung in the air. I could see hot juices dribbling down her thighs as I added a third finger, stretching her wider.

      "Yessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss" she gave a soft keening sound as her hips jerked.

      "Oh God make me cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" she moaned as her body convulsed.

      Her legs splayed open and her hips dropped down, slamming my hand between the table and her pelvis. She lay there gushing hot cream, shaking and vibrating as her orgasm tore through her. Fuck this was a live one, I thought.

      I had tugged my shorts down and was stroking my thick cock with one oiled hand. I was hoping we would get to continue this, but it was her call. She answered that as she started to roll over, my fingers coming free with an obscene sucking noise.

      "Come on big boy, it's time to fu...oh my God" she stared up at me wild eyed.

      Yeah, I knew her, and she knew me. But by this time my twenty-two year old hormones were in command. Her eyes locked to the waving telephone pole between my thighs as I climbed onto the table between her toned full thighs.

      "Baby...I'm...oh my God..." she started mumbling, her eyes never leaving my rampant cock.

      
        "To late...mom" I husked as I aimed my cock.

      Before she could reply, I dropped my weight down and drove my cock into her in one hard stroke. Her eyes popped open wide as I felt her walls stretch around me, evidence the old man had not been doing his job. Well, I sure the fuck was going to.

      I think my boss always knew some of the things that happened in the massage rooms. A couple of years ago he had lined the walls with sound absorbing panels, now I knew why as a scream ripped out of her.

      "AAAGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" echoed off the walls.

      I pulled back, and slammed home again. This time talons dug into my chest and her toned legs came up and wrapped around my waist.

      "God yes...fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" Trisha wailed.

      Trisha, just her first name; a name I never used. I mean who uses the first name...of his mom. My mother withered under me as I pounded down into her. Her nails raked down my chest as her heels drummed my ass as my cock sliced in and out of her.

      "You did want to fuck...didn't you mom" I told her.

      "Fuck...need to fuck...want to fuck..." mom began to rant as filth poured out of her.

      This was now not just my mother, this was a hungry, needy woman; and I was giving it to her just the way she wanted. It was raw, rutting sex as I hammered into her.

      "Oh my God...don't stop...son...perverted...oh yes fuck me" mom rambled as I picked up speed.

      Wet slapping filled the room as her hips rose and feel to meet mine. She might have said no, but her body was in high gear for yes as she gave back as hard as she got. I could feel her walls starting to tighten around me: I leaned down and stared into her eyes.

      "Cum for me" I husked. "Cum on your sons cock" I told her.

      
        
      

      Her eyes snapped open wide as she realized what was happening. She gave a long guttural moan as her whole body began to quake.

      "Motherfucker" she grunted softly.

      I watched in wonder as her eyes slowly rolled back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as all that came out was this insane gurgling noise. I've seen a lot of women orgasm in the last few months. This wasn't cumming, this was fucking exploding.

      Her ass rose off the table, driving me so deep I swore I was going to hit her cervix. Her entire body heaved and then went rigid, as hot juices sprayed out from between our compressed bodies, washing my cock and balls in her. Holy fuck, I thought, mom is a squirter.

      I damn near lost it as liquid heat enveloped my cock. Her silky walls rippled around me as she quivered and shook under me. It took every ounce of focus I could muster out of my ADD brain to not unload in her right then.

      I knelt there on the table and held her hips as she roared through her orgasm. When I felt her body start to relax I slid my hands down to her legs. Lifted her legs letting my oil coated hands glide along her toned thighs. My old man had to be plain stupid to let this fox go hungry, I thought.

      With her trim ankles now resting on my shoulders, I leaned forward and gripped the sides of the massage table. I bent her forward until her knees mashed against her full breasts.

      "Hang on mom, here we go" I whispered softly.

      "Nnnngggggggggggggg" she gave a guttural moan as my cock slid back, dragging every inch over her clit.

      I started slower, but every few strokes picked up speed and strength. After almost ten minutes I was hammering her so hard and deep I thought the table would start bouncing. I could hear the wet sucking noises and feel the river of cream that flowed out of her. Every time my hips drove down my balls slapped against her ass, sending tingles through my groin.

      
        By this time mom was a sweating mass of orgasmic flesh. Her nipples stood out like two eraser tips, her hair was matted to her forehead, her eyes were glassed over; and all I heard was moaning and gurgling as fluids ran out of her like a river.

      I was mounting, getting closer and closer. The thought of pulling out crossed my mind, and I dismissed it. If she was like every other mature woman I had met in this room, cumming inside her was the only answer, so I just doubled down.

      "Awwww fuck" I groaned as I felt my nuts tighten.

      "Yes...oh God yes" she moaned.

      "I'm going to cum in you" I grunted.

      "Cum...in me" mom moaned back.

      "I'm going to fill you" I warned her.

      "Fill me" she echoed back without hesitation.

      "Cummminnggggggggggggggggggg" I groaned as I rammed down hard into her.

      I felt my cock lurch inside her as the first blast of hot seed spewed in to wash her walls. Her mouth opened and I was a bit worried about just how sound proof we were. But all that came out was a soft whimper.

      "Oh my gaawwwdddddddddddddd" she mewled.

      Her body heaved under me as the second blast fired into her tight channel. Once again I felt hot cream splatter across my lower belly and drip down t my balls. Her nails dug into my biceps as her body quivered, I ground my hips tighter mashing my pelvis against her throbbing clit as I gave a third and final spurt.

      
        Her body literally went limp under me as her orgasm shredded through her. I watched as she quivered and shook from the waves. She lay sprawled across the table her upper body coated in sweat and oil; her pelvis and thighs smeared with our mixed juices. As I slid free with an obscene sucking noise, at first I was worried she had passed out.

      "Holy...shit...so...good" she softly murmured, letting me know she was all right.

      I gathered my shorts and shirt and quickly slipped from the room. It only took a few minutes to dress, but I gave the usual ten or so minutes before I returned to the small room. She was dressed and gone. There was no note and no money this time, but it really didn't matter. That had been the hottest fuck of my life, and if it never repeated it was one for the memory books.

      Living on my own now I didn't always have contact with the folks. It could be days and we never communicate. Over the next week or so I heard from dad a couple times, once about the car and once I don't even remember.

      Mom didn't call or text; it was as if it never happened. But the wank memories I had told me different. I wondered how she felt, but figured when she wanted to talk about it she would. Except she didn't talk, she acted.

      I checked my massage schedule for Wednesday and noticed the names. The last one listed was Trisha. Now this is a pretty good sized city, so really it could have been any Trisha, but still I wondered. And if it was her, why was she back?

      It was her, and she wasn't in the mood to talk. I had barely walked into the massage room, there she was laying out on her back totally nude. I'll tell you this, you can see a lot of women nude, but seeing your mother puts a different spin on it. I went from soft to hard like a drag racer going down the strip.

      I made two steps to the counter where the oil was, when her voice stopped me.

      "Eat me" she husked.

      "What?" I stopped dumb founded.

      "It's been forever...I want you to eat me" she stared at me.

      
        
      

      "Are you sure about this?" I asked as I moved towards the table.

      Her legs slowly slid apart, until she dangled them off the sides. There was no missing the wet spot on the towel under her, or the scent of her sex as it filled the air.

      "Is that sure enough" she rasped.

      "Enough for me" I grinned as I lay across the foot of the table between her spread thighs.

      "Good, now get to work" she commanded. Her hand reached down and fingers tangled in my hair. "Eat your mothers cunt" she moaned as she pulled my head down.

      I opened my mouth and it was immediately filled by her soaked pussy as she ground her hips up into my face. Juices smeared across my chin as mom gave a guttural moan.

      "Yessssss....so wrong...I need this baby" she moaned. "Best fucking...I need...shit yes right there..." her pelvis bounced as my tongue slid across her pulsing clit.

      I slurped at that fountain as cream covered my face and dripped from my chin. She released my head and clawed at the sheet covering the table as I sucked her throbbing clit into my mouth.

      "Oh God...don't stop...here it comes..." I heard her moan.

      Stop, I had every intention of giving my mother exactly what she needed. I slid my hand up her smooth thigh and waited. Just as I felt her inner thighs begin to quiver against my cheeks, I rammed two fingers straight up her sucking hole.

      "AAAaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh....cummminnnggggggggggggggg" mom keened as her ass rose from the table.

      Hot cream splashed out n a geyser washing my face as she squirted her hot cream. I tried to drink as much as I could but t was like trying to pull a running faucet into your mouth as she vibrated through her orgasm.

      
        
      

      As her ass lowered back to the table I pulled my face free. I stood at the foot of the massage table, leaned down and slid my hands under her hips and slid her to me. When her ass hit the edge of the table I looked down, my throbbing cock pointed straight at her. There was no point in talking, I just rammed my hips forward and drove every inch I had straight up her.

      Mom gave a gurgling sound that matched the wet squelch as my cock filled her. Hot was not the word as molten heat surrounded my dick. I looked down at her splayed out in sheer lust, and lost it.

      "I am going to fuck you mom" I husked as my hips started moving.

      "Fuck me...oh God fuck momma" she moaned as wet slapping filled the room.

      I've fucked a few women in this room, but nothing like this. I had sweat dripping off me as I hammered into her like a mad man. I gripped her hips and watched as her tits swayed and jiggled with every blow. For what had to be thirty minutes I pounded into her without mercy.

      Mom screamed her way through a second massive orgasm, and then started spouting pure filth as the third roared down on her.

      "Fuck me baby, fuck your mother" she moaned. "Oh God yes...do it...fuck me...use me...cum in me" she babbled.

      "Oh fuck...mom...I'm going to cum...going to cum" I moaned.

      Mom raised her head from the massage table and looked at me with fire burning in her eyes.

      "Cum in me you motherfucking animal" she hissed.

      She wasn't having an orgasm, but what she did I had never felt before. She somehow flexed her stomach and her walls tightened down on me like a virgins tight glove. She was so fucking tight I barely shoved back in as I sank to the root and stared down at her.

      "Awww fuckkkkkkkk" I moaned as my cock jerked, and started spewing my hot load into her.

      
        
      

      "Yessssssssssssssssssss" mom moaned as she acknowledged my cream.

      I felt like my balls were sending a gallon of cum into her as my sent blast after blast into her core. I swear to God she drained every fucking drop, and not one single drip escaped that sucking channel.

      I lowered my body onto hers, gasping for breath as I felt her heavy breasts press against my chest.

      "Holy fuck" I rasped.

      "Mmmmmmmmm you can say that again baby" mom murmured softly as she wrapped her arms around my sweat soaked body, pulling me tighter to her.

      "How long before that thing reloads" I heard her ask softly as the walls of her pussy rippled around me.

      "I need at least an hour or so" I hated to tell her.

      "God that fast" she husked. "We've got all night, your father isn't home; and I have two other holes that need filling" she chuckled.

      I had no idea why dad wasn't home, and didn't really give a shit. The idea of sinking my cock into that firm full ass sent a shiver up my spine. It was going to be a long night.

      Story::Three Day Weekend

      Three Day Weekend

      I slowly closed the front door as Dan finished backing out of the driveway. How the Hell did I get into this? I thought. Shit, I wasn't even part of the decision process; this entire thing had come from Dan. As I walked back towards the kitchen, my mind went back to the dinner table tonight.

      Our son Eric had always struggled when it came to school. Not because he wasn't bright, more because he was too bright actually. Boredom was Eric's worst enemy, and school came easily to him. By his senior year, his grades barely broke average, and the whole issue was getting him to apply himself.

      Dan and I had tried over the previous three years to find ways to motivate our son. Now, in his senior year, we had all but run out of ideas. It was after we got Eric's lack luster mid-term results that Dan had called the family conference.

      Eric had been less than receptive when Dan had tried to ask him what would motivate him for better grades. Video game weren't the answer, grounding him didn't seem to affect him since he had few friends.

      It was when I had mentioned to Dan that I thought Eric was using my worn panties to jerk off with, that Dan found what he was after. He had confronted Eric with the panties I found hidden in his room. While Eric was red faced with embarrassment, I sat stunned as Dan made his pitch.

      "OK" Dan said, throwing the panties into Eric's lap. "You want to sniff that pussy, go right ahead."

      I watched as Eric fingered my used panties. I had to admit, the idea of my own son jerking off to the scent of me, sent my own juices flowing. I sat quietly as Dan settled on the couch beside me.

      "Every time I want you to wonder what this smells like" Dan spoke again.

      Before I could move my own husband had jerked my skirt up almost to my waist, bringing my currently worn lavender panties into full view to my son.

      "Does it make you hard, wondering what this cunt tastes like" my husband told our son.

      Eric had sat with his eyes locked to my already moist panties. I could only sit stunned at Dan. It wasn't like either of us was innocent. Christ I had just banged a burly construction worker during lunch two days ago. Dan, for his part, had a steady piece of ass on the side, a big titted blonde with a fat ass he loved to pound. When he would describe how her soft ass slapped his hips, while her jugs swung under her; it always made me squirt all over his cock.

      While not swingers in the true sense, Dan and I had always maintained an open relationship. As long as it didn't come between us, and wasn't public, we could fuck whoever we wanted. In the privacy of our bedroom we would share our tales while we fucked like rabbits.

      
        
      

      But this, this was different. He was showing my increasingly wet pussy off to our eighteen year old son for God's sake.

      "Do you want this pussy?" Dan asked our son. "I want a straight answer" he told Eric.

      "Yes" Eric gave a strangled reply. I could feel a ripple in my belly with the realization my son wanted to fuck me.

      "Not happening" Dan gave a grunt, tossing my skirt back over my lap.

      Eric seemed to deflate, and then stared at his father as Dan rose and picked up the mid-term report card off the coffee table.

      "Not with this bullshit" Dan growled, tossing it as Eric. "You want that pussy, you have to earn it."

      I sat in silence, shocked. What was Dan proposing, he couldn't mean that I...and Eric?

      "I want A's" Dan stared at his son. "Not one or two but straight A's. I want a fucking 4.0." Dan said.

      I don't know who got wider eyes, me or Eric as we listened. My nipples began to harden, he wouldn't would he? I thought.

      "You have until the last day of this semester, Friday before Christmas break" Dan said calmly. "You give me a 4.0 on that card...I give you..." Dan turned and pointed between my thighs "that pussy...for three days."

      I could only gasp at my husbands' words, while Eric stared mutely at his father. Holy shit! He DID mean it, I realized.

      "I don't want to hear a single word about this" Dan told our son. "Not to me, or your mother, or anyone." Dan stared hard at Eric. "Got it?" He added.

      I watched as Eric could only nod his head in agreement. God, what he must be thinking right now.

      
        
      

      "Good" Dan grunted. "Then I'll see you Friday at Christmas break." Dan turned and headed out of the living room.

      After the memories had flooded through me, I looked down at the small card sitting on the kitchen table. Eric had silently set it beside his father at dinner tonight.

      Biology an A, Geometry an A, it continued down the row. At the bottom was a small type written number, 4.0 GPA. Fuck, I whispered to myself.

      Dan had not said a word when he looked at the report card. After dinner, he had climbed the stairs to out bedroom, and began packing a bag. I stood in the doorway and watched.

      "Dan..." I had tried to say.

      "Look Gail" my husband had turned to me. "Tell me when was the last time you saw Eric apply himself like he has these last couple of months?" he asked.

      I could only stand mutely, he was right. Eric had studied every night, no friends, no video games, nothing.

      "If it takes your wet pussy to motivate him" Dan stepped in front of me, "then fine, he's earned it." He stared into my eyes, "You are wet, aren't you" he had whispered.

      "Soaked" was all I could reply, staring back.

      Dan had smiled, and then leaned down to kiss me softly on the lips.

      "Have fun baby" he told me. "I am off to fuck some huge melons for a few days" and he had chuckled.

      "Oh, and Gail" Dan instructed me from the front door of the house. "Make sure you're still on the pill, I don't think the boy is going to pull out."

      
        I shuddered as I watched him climb into the car and pull away. I retreated to my bedroom to prepare for bed. I wondered how Eric was going to initiate things tomorrow, or would I have to. Sleep finally took my fevered mind, as a vision of Eric jerking off into my soiled panties lingered.

      It was such a wonderful dream, swimming behind closed eyes. A young stud was between my spreads thighs lapping at my dripping hole, sending shudders through my belly. Slowly, my eyes fluttered open.

      My first thought was it had been a dream, I was still lying stretched out on my own bed. sunlight streaming through the half open curtains. Then a surge leapt from my groin, straight through my belly to my breasts, causing my nipples to harden instantly. I raised my head from my pillow and stared between my spread legs.

      There was Eric, stretched out on his stomach between my lewdly spread thighs, his hot mouth latched onto my dripping gash, I trembled as he pulled my swollen clit into his hot mouth.

      "OH fuckkkkkkkkk" I could only moan. My legs automatically spread wider, giving him more access to me.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm" Eric hummed in delight; I could feel the vibrations sink into the pit of my belly.

      "Oh God yes" I moaned. "Eat my cunt baby" I almost screamed.

      I was more than evident I didn't need to give him any prompting, like I had worried about last night. Eric had not hesitated in claiming his prize this morning. I wasn't sure if he was a virgin or not, but it didn't really matter at that moment, as my belly tightened under the onslaught of his tongue.

      My hands shot down, wrapping around his head. My nails dug into his scalp as I rammed my sons' face harder into my pelvic bone. I could feel my ass bouncing on the bed as he followed my commands, slurping and munching his way through my drenched pussy.

      I could feel the pressure mounting in my gut, this was going to be a big one, I dimly realized. I would have loved to watch my son eat his mother's pussy; but my eyes kept rolling back as little sparks exploded behind my eyes.

      
        "CCCUMMMIIINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I heard some woman screaming, and then realized...it was ME.

      My body flopped and convulsed on my bed as my orgasm tore through me. God was this sweet heaven I thought. Even as wave after wave rolled through my belly, I felt Eric tear his face from between my thighs. His body slid up my slick spasming belly as he settled between my thighs.

      "I've waited so long for this" I heard Eric mutter softly above my shaking form.

      I wanted to tell my loving son to do it, to just take his mother; but the throes of my orgasm had stolen my voice. Then again, I didn't need to tell this young man anything; as I felt his thick cock unerringly drive deep into my belly.

      "EERRRIIICCCCCCCCCCCCCCCC" I wailed, as my orgasm seemed to re-explode inside me. I could feel my juices splatter out against his belly as he buried himself to the root in me.

      "Mooooommmmm" Eric moaned in lust as he filled me with his delicious cock. Then he pulled slowly back until just the head remained inside my clutching walls; and with a grunt he rammed back deep inside me.

      This wasn't making love; this was primal fucking; as Eric owned my body. My legs pulled up to wrap around his waist, locking my ankles behind his lower back, as my heels drummed into his firm ass. My arms wrapped around his body as he pressed me down into the bed with his weight. My nails raked down the soft flesh of his back as he pounded down into me.

      "Fuck me....Oh God Eric...fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" I babbled, as he pounded into me without mercy.

      What he lacked in technique, Eric more than made up for in youthful vigor. His hips picked up speed as he rammed down harder and deeper. My walls were stretching to meet every thrust with a wet sucking noise. It had been years since I had been fucked like this, like a two dollar whore on a Saturday night. I loved every damn second of it.

      "Fuck me...bang your slut mother, give it to me" I babbled again, as I mounted towards that nirvana once again.

      "Going...to...cum" Eric grunted into my ear between thrusts.

      
        
      

      "In me...dear God...please...fill me" I begged.

      "Shhhiiittttttttttttttttttttt" Eric roared, as I felt his cock swell deep inside me. I swore to God I could feel the veins on his shaft pulse along my walls at that moment.

      "Arrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" my raw voice screamed, as I felt the first hot splash of his cream wash my walls. The sensation was sending my body into a third tremendous orgasm.

      Every pump of his hot cream into me sent a corresponding spasm of ejecting pussy cream back out, running down the crack of my ass to soak the sheets under me.

      As I felt his hard cock begin to soften inside me, Eric pulled his hips back. With the most obscene sucking sound, he pulled his dripping rod from me. I could feel my pussy lips gaping as my belly missed that sense of fullness the moment he pulled out.

      Eric climbed off the bed, and without a word, headed into the master bathroom. I listened as the shower started, hearing him softly humming in the other room. My body lay like a quivering mass on my marital bed, limp in a puddle of swiftly cooling juices that soaked the sheets under me. God, would I survive this weekend, I wondered.

      As Eric showered, I rose and threw on my robe. No point in dressing, I thought. Eric would want easy access to his trophy. Walking to the kitchen to prepare him some breakfast, I could feel our mixed juices trickle down my inner thighs. Dan had been right, good thing I was on the pill, as Eric seemed to have no hesitation filling his mother full of hot cum.

      By the time Eric wandered into the kitchen, I had whipped up some toast and scrambled eggs. I set the plate on the kitchen table in front of him, watching as he devoured the food.

      Eric had slipped into a pair of boxers, his bare chest on full view. I slid into the chair across from my son, watching his chest ripple with every movement as I sipped my coffee.

      "How long have you wanted this?" I asked as Eric looked up at me. I wasn't sure if the question was appropriate, but I wanted to know.

      
        "It might sound corny mom" Eric said between fork fills of eggs. "Ever since I knew what sex meant." He said.

      Jesus, I was stunned. My son had been lusting after me for years, I realized.

      "Why me, why not some hot thing at school?" I wanted to know.

      "Stand up" Eric told me; stopping eating to watch me. I rose slowly then stood by the kitchen table, waiting for his command.

      "Open your robe" my son told me. I undid the sash without a second thought, letting the cloth fall open as my breasts slid into view. Age had been fairly good to me; I still held some of my slim figure, only a small bulging of my stomach evidence of child bearing.

      "Come on mom" Eric said staring at me. I could see the hunger in his eyes. "Look at those tits, they are fucking perfect." He said softly.

      I looked over the edge of the table, and could almost watch as his cock thickened inside his boxers. God the recuperation power of youth was fantastic.

      "I've wanted that hot body for so long, there isn't a single teenager who can hold a candle to that ass mom" my son complimented me. He sure knew all the right obscene things to say to a woman.

      "I should get dressed" I murmured softly.

      "Why mom?" was his only reply. "I'll just rip them off you again." I could see the burning in his eyes as he looked over my body, and knew he meant every word.

      I picked up the empty plate and took it over to the sink. I turned and faced Eric from across the room. He had watched every movement of my body as I moved about the kitchen. As he rose from his chair, I could see the now stiff bulge poking against his boxers.

      I watched mutely as my son stepped in front of me, I swear I could feel the heat emanating from his bare chest only inches from my own body.

      
        "Kneel mother" Eric said firmly. Without a moment of hesitation, I slid to my knees in front of my son. My eyes now level with that wonderful bulge. I could feel myself begin to tremble knowing what he wanted.

      "Take it out mother" his voice rasped above me. With shaking hands, I tugged at the waist band of his boxers, pulling the cloth lower. His cock slid into view, my face only inches from him.

      This was the first time I had really gotten a look at my sons' manhood. Like his father, he was about eight inches long. Not a porn superstar, but the dripping down my thighs proved he knew how to use this thing.

      "Stroke me" Eric commanded. My hand reached up, as my fingers wrapped around him.

      He was a bit thicker than my husband; that was why I held felt that delightful stretching when he had been inside me. I could feel the veins pulse along his hard shaft against my palm.

      "You like jerking your sons' cock" he asked

      "Yessssss" I could only hiss back. God, I was turning into a slut, I thought.

      "You want to suck your sons' cock" he asked.

      "Yes...please" I replied.

      Looking up at his face, I was startled by what I saw. Gone was the eighteen year old boy I knew as my son. This was an eighteen year old MAN standing over me. His eyes blazing with lust as he stared down at me.

      Eric reached down and wrapped his fingers in my hair. I knew what he wanted, but waited for his command.

      "Then suck it...bitch" he muttered. His hands began pressing my face towards his groin.

      
        I shuddered at my sons' words, even as my mouth opened to engulf his throbbing cock. I could feel his length slide along my tongue. My nostrils filled with his scent even after his shower.

      "Mmmmmmmm" I moaned as I knelt in my own kitchen, orally servicing my son.

      The sounds of wet slurping quickly filling the room as my head bobbed up and down his length. A small trickle of my own spit dripping from the corner of my mouth as I sucked him deeper.

      It didn't take long, with his hands now guiding my head, for things to rapidly change. What had started out as me sucking on his cock had evolved into him fucking my hot mouth with every stroke.

      I could feel myself softly gag as he drove his pulsing cock deeper into my throat. Most men would have backed off at the sound, not Eric; it only seemed to fuel him more as his hips pumped away.

      "That's it, suck my dick mom" Eric moaned above me. I tried to answer, but could only gurgle around the thick shaft pumping in and out.

      Eric pulled his hard dick free of my mouth, looking down at me. I knew he could see my tits hanging free from my open robe, maybe even the slick wetness that glazed my inner thighs from our previous round only an hour ago.

      "You want this cock?" he rumbled.

      "Yessss" I could only moan back. I shivered as he slapped the swollen head against my cheek.

      ""Whose cock do you want?" he said. "Tell me mom." He commanded.

      "My son's cock" I gasped back. Damn he was quickly taking command, and my body could only surrender to him.

      "Tell me what you want...slut mommy"" his voice grated down at me.

      "You're cum" I almost begged, looking up into his burning eyes. "I want my sons' hot seed" I whispered. God I had given in I realized.

      
        
      

      His hands gripped my head tighter, and then his cock drove between my lips, filling my mouth and throat with him. His hips began to pump as he fucked my mouth in earnest now.

      "Then take it mom" he grunted, his balls slapping my chin. "Take your sons' hot cum....drink me." He directed.

      ""Unghhh...ullkkk" I tried to answer around his thick rod.

      My arms hung limp at my sides, as I knelt on the kitchen floor while my son began using my mouth for his own cum receptacle. Yes, his father still owned me, he was my husband. I also realized that now, my son also owned me, in the same way. My body was his now.

      "Oh fuck..." Eric grunted. "Gonna cum" he rasped.

      I locked my lips around his now throbbing cock, waiting for that first jet of thick cream. When his cock jerked, the first thick rope literally exploded against the back of my throat, oozing down my gullet to fill my belly.

      Jesus, I thought, he had just filled my pussy only an hour before, and he was now pumping a second thick wad out to fill my hungry mouth. I rolled my tongue through the salty goo inside my mouth, savoring his flavor before I swallowed it down.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I couldn't help moaning as he coated my tongue with his essence.

      "I love you mom" Eric whispered down at me. My heart swelled as I heard the sincerity in his voice, even as his cock began to soften in my mouth.

      Eric let me recover over the rest of Saturday morning. While he might have the recuperation of an eighteen year old, two sessions only an hour apart had left my knees shaking and my pussy raw.

      Eric actually did things around the house, instead of his usual camping in front of his computer on the weekend. I watched as his broad shoulders pushed the mower across the yard, while I stared out the kitchen window.

      
        The only requirement he had given, was that I remain nude. His comment that he wanted ready access to his 'prize' sent a shiver down my spine.

      I had to admit, every time he passed by, I could see the hunger in his eyes, and the lump strain at his tight jeans. I knew my husband loved me, but damn it had been a long time since a young hunk had so blatantly wanted my body. I never stopped dripping between my thighs all morning.

      By a little after noon, I was standing in the kitchen making sandwich's for the two of us to share at lunch. I heard the mower shut off outside, and then his footsteps as he entered the house.

      I didn't turn to look as I listened to him enter the kitchen and stop in the doorway. I knew he was staring at my ass, I could almost feel his eyes burning on my flesh.

      The soft 'fuck' he muttered only confirmed his view. I startled slightly as hands reached around my body, cupping my breasts in both palms. I could feel his hips press into my bare ass from behind, the telltale lump now pressed into the groove between my ass cheeks.

      "I could never get tired of this fucking body" his voice filled my ear.

      "Does someone want more?" I asked over my shoulder.

      "Mom, I could fuck you right now" I heard Eric say.

      "What's stopping you?" I asked over my shoulder. "I'm yours all weekend...sir" I added softly.

      I felt his hips pull back slightly, and then a moment later press back against me. This time the rough cloth of his jeans no longer was between our bodies, as the heat of his cock slid between my ass cheeks. I could feel the slickness of his pre cum as it smeared across my skin.

      "You're so hard already" I moaned softly.

      "I've been hard for you since I was fourteen" Eric groaned. I could feel him flex his knees, as the head of his cock slid between my thighs.

      ""Oh God, that long" I moaned. He had wanted his mother since puberty had hit.

      
        
      

      I leaned slightly forward, my hands gripping the kitchen counter. I shifted my stance, opening my legs... inviting him in. God, what kind of mother was I, opening myself for my son like some common slut. I felt the fat head of his cock lodge against my swollen lips, as my own cream oozed out to coat his hot skin.

      "God your wet" Eric muttered

      "For Gods' sake" I moaned. "Just fuck me" I gasped. Eric pushed his hips forward, and with a wet plop, the engorged head of his cock slid inside me again.

      "Ohhh fuck" we both literally moaned in stereo.

      I groaned as he slowly pressed deeper, each inch of his cock stretching my walls, how could something this wonderful be wrong I dimly thought. As his hips pressed against the cheeks of my ass, his thick cock now buried entirely inside me, the reality hit home.

      "I'm fucking my son" I gasped.

      "No Mom" Eric chuckled softly. His hands reached around to again cup my swaying breasts, his thumbs teasing my hard nipples.

      "You're being fucked BY your son" he grunted. He slid that hard cock back and then slammed back in to emphasize his point.

      "Oh FUCK" I yelped, as his cock hit bottom again.

      I pressed against the counter, shoving my ass back to meet his thrusts, driving him as deep as I could. He might be fucking me, I thought, but I was a willing participant.

      "Then do it" I groaned back. "Take my cunt you motherfucker" I moaned.

      Eric began speeding up, the wet slapping of his skin against mine filling the kitchen. His hands slid down my body as he gripped my hips, powering into me even harder.

      
        
      

      "That's it" I gasped. "Fuck me...fuck your mother" I cajoled him.

      I was half bent over the counter as Eric rammed into me again and again. My tits wobbling as the power of his blows shook my entire being. God was this fucking, I thought dimly.

      "Fuck your mother, come on baby give it to me." The filth just poured out of my mouth that afternoon. "You want your prize" I gurgled, "then fucking TAKE it." I told Eric.

      The power of his strokes only increased, until my whole body was shaking. My head rolled from side to side as once again sparks began igniting behind my eyes. My tits swayed under me as Eric hammered in deeper yet.

      "So fucking hot" Eric moaned; his hips slammed into my ass from behind. "Going to fill that cunt" he grunted.

      "That's it baby, fuck momma" I screamed across the kitchen. I could feel the knot building deep inside my belly.

      Wet sucking noises now filled the room as Eric pounded into me. I could feel my hot juices running down my thighs like a flood gate. Only whimpering escaped my lips.

      Just like this morning, it was like some animal possessed my innocent son. This young man just hammered into my willing body from behind.

      "Give it to me...give me...give me" I babbled. "Cum in your mother's pussy, fill me baby" I gurgled in wanton lust.

      With a roar, Eric drove deep into me, holding; as his fingers dug into the flesh of my hips. I felt his cock jerk deep inside my belly for the second time that day.

      The first jet of his cum erupted inside my quivering pussy; he was so deep I swear he was coating my womb with his seed. Dimly I thought it was a good thing I was on the pill, or my son would be impregnating me right now.

      
        When the second pulse came, and I felt that heat filling my belly my own body finally surrendered. My knees started to buckle as my orgasm tore through me.

      "Cccummminnggggggggggg" I wailed as my body spasmed. I could feel Eric continue to empty himself into my shaking body even as my eyes rolled back in sheer bliss.

      "Come on mom" his rough voice filled my ear. "Squirt on your sons' dick" he teased me.

      "Oh my GOD" I could only scream back. I could hear my juices splatter to the floor around my feet as Eric commanded my body.

      By the time I collapsed down onto the kitchen counter, I could feel the thick ooze of his cum dripping out of my swollen lips and trickle down my thighs. As he reached around my still quivering body to retrieve his sandwich, I looked up at the kitchen clock. Only five hours had passed, and already he had filled my cunt twice, and poured another hot load down my throat. How many times a day could he do this? I wondered.

      Thankfully, he let me rest the remainder of the day. It wasn't until bedtime that night that his demeanor shifted again. I had prepared for bed, and exiting the master bathroom, found him sitting on the edge of my bed.

      "Eric, what are you doing" I asked softly.

      "I'll be sleeping in her tonight and tomorrow night" my son told me.

      "I don't think..." I tried to say.

      "That's right mom" Eric cut me off. "You don't think, I do." He told me. He rose and began to undress for bed. "Dad said you were mine for three days, and I'll be damned if I miss a single chance." He said in a husky voice.

      I briefly thought of arguing with my son, and then simply nodded my agreement. The look in Eric's eyes, forbid anything other than what he wanted right now, and what he wanted was his mother. I also couldn't argue the point about his father; Dan had given his wife to his son for these three days.

      
        I watched as Eric slid his boxers off, his thick cock hanging semi hard between his thighs. God, could he go a fourth time today? I knew I wouldn't be getting much sleep tonight.

      ""Weren't you going to call dad and wish him good night?" Eric asked as he stretched out onto the top of the covers, his hard cock laying out in full view on his taut belly.

      "Mom, I believe the instructions were...nude" Eric reminded me as I picked up the cordless phone. I pulled my nightgown over my head and dropped it to the floor, standing nude in front of my son as I dialed the telephone for my husbands' cell number.

      "Hey baby" I said, when Dan picked up his phone. "I just wanted to wish you good night sweetheart." I watched as Eric fluffed the pillows against the headboard, and then motioned for me to lie next to him.

      "Yes...he has" I spoke into the phone, sliding onto the open bed next to my nude son. "Three times...so far" I stared into Eric's hungry eyes.

      "Where am I now?" I repeated into the telephone. I watched as Eric rose to his side facing me. His lips gently kissing my already hard nipple; I tried to suppress the moan as my son pulled my aching bud into his hot mouth.

      "I am lying on our marital bed nude" I gasped as a ripple coursed through me. "While our son sucks my left breast" I told my husband.

      "Yes, he's hard" I breathed. "Yes, I'm wet" I answered to my husband.

      I tried to violently shake my head no, as Eric began to slowly kiss his way down my flexing belly. I trembled as I felt his hot breath on my now swollen lips.

      "Oh Jesus" I couldn't help moaning.

      "No, I'm fine" I told my husband on the telephone. "Eric just slid between my thighs." I answered hoarsely.

      It took every ounce of will power to not reach my free hand down and mash Eric's face into my drenched mound. This was driving my body insane with lust, and Eric was hitting every trigger.

      
        
      

      "Nnngggghhhhhh" I moaned as Eric closed his moth over my steaming sex pulling my hard clit in deep. I felt my belly somersault as I climbed higher.

      "No dear, I'm fine" I gasped. "It's just....your son...is eating...his mother" I grunted in time to Eric's probing tongue.

      God, could this young eat my pussy like a pro, as I felt the fire raging to an inferno in my belly. My juices poured out, filling his thirsty mouth, and dripping down the crack of my ass. I was going to cum soon, and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it.

      "Oh Goddddd" I moaned, as my ass arched off the bed, mashing myself into my son's face. The tightness was growing, and I wanted it, badly.

      "Oh, you're fucking her now?" I asked in response to Dan's words. I looked down at Eric between my thighs. "Oh, doggy position" I grated.

      Just that quickly Eric pulled free from my clenching thighs. My belly ached for my orgasm, and I could only stare as my son rose to his knees. Instantly, I knew what he was going to do, and I felt his powerful arms reach down and flip my body over.

      Being barely over a hundred and thirty pounds helped, but even weighing more, I think the adrenaline in Eric would have motivated him. I now was face down on the sheets, the telephone clutched in my hand, as Eric gripped my hips. With one swift movement he pulled my ass higher into the air, lining up behind me.

      "Gwwaadddddddddddddddddd" I cried, as I felt Eric drive his cock into me in one stroke. My slick walls were stretching to fit him as he slid deep inside.

      "Yes dear...Oh shit" I moaned as Eric rammed in deep. "He's fucking my doggy now....Oh fuck." I mouthed breathlessly into the telephone.

      Dan and I had done some kinky things in our years together, but this had to rate at near if not THE hottest thing I had ever done, being fucked by my son while my husband listened on the phone.

      
        "He's...fucking me...so hard." I grunted with his thrusts. The fire he had started with his mouth blazed to life.

      "I'm going to cum" I moaned. "Oh God our son is making me cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" I groaned.

      Even as my juices flowed down my thighs I felt Eric continue to pound into my spasming cunt. Where he found the stamina I had no idea, even in our peak Dan made two, maybe three times in one day. His son has just out stripped him on the first day.

      Through the phone, still clutched in my shaking hand, I heard Dan roaring his release as he emptied his balls into his busty blonde mistress. The sound was matched by the roar behind me as I felt Eric's cock swell inside me, then spit a wad of thick hot goo in to my clutching pussy.

      As father and son emptied themselves together, I wondered how I was going to survive tomorrow. We were barely halfway through the weekend and already I was exhausted from my son's pace.

      Easing back down onto the bed, I could hear the wet slurping as Eric slid free of me. Ignoring the now torrent of mixed cream that gushed from my gaping hole, I collapsed onto the bed. I felt Eric pull the telephone from my limp grasp, clicking it off and then hanging up.

      I mumbled incoherently as I felt my son gently pull the covers up and over my sweat soaked body.

      "I love you mom" soft words filled my ear as I drifted into an exhausted sleep.

      Streaming sunlight through the bedroom window woke me the next morning. I rolled onto my side and stared at Eric, still sleeping blissfully beside me.

      I almost chuckled as I wondered if four had finally reached his endurance. When my eyes landed on the tent in the sheets at his groin, I knew better. Even in sleep his hormones raged. I had the urge to uncover that hard rod and suck it deep into my throat, but instead eased out of bed and headed to the kitchen.

      After making a quick cup of coffee, I bustled about cleaning up the kitchen. Tomorrow was Monday, and Dan would be returning. With Eric still asleep now seemed the only time to get things down around the house. I shivered as I thought of what Eric had planned for today.

      
        
      

      I had just opened the curtains to the bay window in the living room, when I felt arms wrap around my robed body. I felt a hardness press against my covered ass cheeks, Jesus he was hard already.

      "Good morning sexy" I said over my shoulder.

      "You snuck out of bed" my son's voice breathed against my neck. I felt a shiver down my spine.

      "I had to get some mom things done" I said softly. "Seemed like the only time, since someone seems to be constantly horny." I pressed my ass back against his hard cock.

      "Don't blame me" Eric informed me. I felt his hands reach around and slide inside my robe, cupping my hanging breasts. "That fault is with the hottest mother in this whole town" he muttered.

      As I felt the sides of my robe pulled open, my tits now free for his groping hands, I suddenly realized we were still standing in front of the large window.

      "Eric...the window" I gasped.

      "I am well aware...mother" my son chuckled.

      Releasing my swinging breasts, he made no effort to close the robe, leaving my upper body on full display through the glass. With a sudden movement I felt him kneel behind me. "What was he doing" I wondered.

      "OH God, Eric not here" I could only moan, as I felt the hem of the back of my robe flipped up and over my ass.

      "Eriicccccccccccccc" I wailed as I felt his face mash between the cheeks of my ass. His tongue dragging from my swollen lips up and back, until the tip swept over the tight ring of my asshole.

      My hands slapped against the cool glass of the bay window as I braced myself. I felt my knees want to buckle as he began to tongue my tight ring from behind.

      
        "Fuck yesssssssssssssss" I moaned. "Eat my ass you dirty bastard." I cried out.

      This was something Dan seldom did, but the one thing that turned my entire body to jelly instantly. Few men were into the anal rimming that sent bolts through my body , the kind of rimming Eric was giving me right now.

      "Eat me...eat my ass baby" I blubbered as my body shook and spasmed.

      True to his word, Eric rammed his tongue through the tight ring of my ass at the same moment he drove two fat fingers up my sopping cunt.

      "MMMMMMMMMMMMMM" my son hummed behind me, sending another bolt from my ass straight to my pussy, causing my belly to tighten.

      "Oh you naughty...dirty...fucking wonderful boy" I moaned. My head fell forward as my forehead banged against the glass.

      The fact that any person, including our neighbors, could walk by the front yard and have a clear view of me getting eaten never even entered my mind. Only the driving tongue that stretched my tight ring and pumping fingers that grazed over that sensitive spot again and again.

      "Don't stop" I gasped. "Please don't stop. Make me cum you nasty man" I begged.

      Suddenly the tongue literally vanished from my ass, and the fingers pulled out of my sex hungry pussy.

      "Noooooooooooooo" I wailed. "So close...oh God I'm so close"" I begged.

      "Beg to cum mother" Eric's voice hissed in my ear.

      "Please" I babbled. "Let me cum, Oh God Eric." My whole body quivered with need, right on the edge of a tremendous orgasm I was being denied.

      
        "Beg me to fuck your ass" my son's voice rang in my ear. My eyes popped open, did he just ASK to fuck me anal? Jesus, most men, Dan included, were not into anal sex to the degree I was.

      Now, here behind me, was a young stud with a hard cock. He wanted my ass and made that clearly plain as his dick slid along the now spit slick crease.

      "Fuck my ass" I growled. I shoved back against his throbbing member, feeling it press between the cheeks of my spit covered ass.

      Eric's hand slid around my body, opening my robe completely for the entire neighborhood. His fingers slid down my soft belly until just the tips strummed at my pulsing clit.

      "You're a bastard" I moaned as my body shook from the stimulation. God I wanted that hard cock in my ass right now.

      "And you're one hot bitch" my son whispered in my ear. The name he used sending a shiver down my spine. I almost screamed when he pinched my throbbing clit I was so close to orgasming. "Now beg" he commanded.

      I thought I could resist, I thought I could fight back; and then I felt the swollen head of my sons' hard cock press against the tight ring of my ass, and my mind simply melted right there against the cool glass of the bay window.

      "Please Eric" I begged softly. "Fuck mommy's ass baby" I moaned. I gyrated my hips, trying to worm his cock lower, in a far corner of my mind I wondered what kind of mother begged her son to fuck her ass.

      Just as he started to push inside, in a moment of clarity, I thought of his size and my tight little opening. Then, with a grunt the engorged head dilated my tight ring and popped inside smoothly. The son-of-a-bitch was lubed, I realized. He had planned this entire thing. With a grunt of my own, I drove my ass back, slamming his thick cock deep into my bowels.

      ""Arrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I screamed as he dilated my ass further and further. The mixture of burning and raw pleasure blending in my gut as my son ravaged my body once again.

      Eric pulled back, and then slammed in hard, making the cheeks of my ass shake as his hips slapped against me. He wasn't just fucking my ass, he was almost raping it.

      
        
      

      "Gahhhhh" I moaned my body erupting in orgasm as Eric pounded my ass like a man possessed. The orgasm he had denied shredded through me as he pounded into my ass.

      My eyes rolled back as wave after wave coursed through me, where we were, who we were vanished as I rode my orgasm. I could feel my own drool as it dripped from the corner of my mouth and down my chin as I slammed back harder and harder.

      "Tight...fucking...ass" Eric grunted behind me. "Hot...bitch...ASS" he growled.

      "Fuck my ass" I babbled "Take my ass...its youursssssss" I howled.

      For some women, anal sex was painful. For me, that intense blend of pain and raw pleasure traveled straight from my ass to my cunt, sending rolling waves through my belly.

      I could feel my warm cum dripping down my inner thighs as waves rolled through me. This was the most animalistic fucking I could ever remember having, being taken right here in my living room. My son was fucking my submissive ass while anyone in the neighborhood could watch.

      My eyes started to finally focus again as I barely began to slide back down the mountain. Panting for breath I felt my orgasm slowing, when suddenly Eric drove two thick fingers up my already spasming cunt.

      "FFUUUCCCKKK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE" I screamed at the top of my lungs, as my body ignited again. My head snapped back and then dropped forward as I banged against the glass of the window with clenched fists.

      I had never been multi-orgasmic before, but my son was rolling one orgasm into another, playing my body like a maestro conducting a symphony.

      With a hot splatter, my juices sprayed out against the bay window glass, and coated the hardwood floor between my feet. I felt my knees start to buckle under the intensity. Then, Eric shoved my body forward, pinning me between the cool window glass and his body.

      
        I hung there, impaled by my son, his hard cock throbbing along the walls of my bowels, while his fingers stretched my pussy wide open. My body rocketing from a second to a third orgasm as Eric pounded my helpless ass.

      "Cum...please...cum" I begged my son. I could feel my tits smashed against the cool glass as my son owned every damn inch of me.

      "Take it mom" Eric grunted in my ear. I felt his cock jerk deep in my ass and I wanted to scream my pleasure, but all that came out was a soft whimper.

      My now half limp body could only hang there as Eric emptied himself into me with soft grunts. The scalding heat of his seed in my bowels was sending me through a fourth orgasm, while I accepted his cum into my body.

      "Cumming again" I could barely gasp. My whole body shook and trembled impaled on his cock, pinned against the glass.

      By the time Eric slid his semi hard cock from my sore ass, I did the only thing I could. I slid down the glass of the bay window, to collapse in a heap on the living room floor. I could feel my thighs coated with the puddle of cum I now sat in, while I felt his hot seed seeping from my ass.

      I looked up in wonder at my son. Never before had any man, not my husband or any of the myriad of lovers I had been with over the years, so completely owned my body as my son just had.

      For the rest of Sunday, it was as if we had returned to mother and son. I almost wanted to scream at Eric to keep fucking me. My pussy tingled constantly, and I kept glancing at his hard cock through his boxers.

      I knew he wanted it almost as badly as I did. His constant hard on was clear evidence of that. Why didn't he just take me, I kept wondering.

      By that evening my level of horniness had escalated to a near fever. I twice had begged Eric to take me, but it was as if he was ignoring me completely. I was so confused and yet turned on at the same time.

      By bedtime, I was nude waiting on the bed when Eric entered the bedroom from the master bath. He smiled at me and walked over to the bed.

      
        "You want my cock, don't you mother" he stated calmly. I watched as he reached down and ran his palm over the bulge in his jeans.

      "Yes...please" I could barely croak out.

      "Then prove it" my son told me. "Hands and knees my dear mother, like a true bitch in heat."

      I quickly scrambled to my hands and knees on the bed, watching as Eric undressed beside me. My eyes were glued to his throbbing cock as I felt my wetness ooze down my quivering thighs.

      How had I reached this point in only two days? What had been a joke by my husband, then a dark reality as he had given me to Eric as a reward for grades; had rapidly turned into me aching to be hammered like some street slut by my own son.

      As Eric climbed onto the bed and positioned his body behind me, my head lowered to the mattress in total submission. I shoved my ass higher into the air, offering myself to my son.

      "Fuck me" I moaned. "Fuck your whore mother" was all I could get out.

      "Oh I will mother" I heard Eric rumble behind me. "First, we need to do this right" I heard him say.

      I felt my sons' hand wrap into my hair, his fingers tightening in my short tresses. Just as I felt the bulbous head of his cock lodge between my now soaked cunt lips, he pulled my head back and up.

      Oh my God yes, I wanted to scream. Take me like an animal, own your mother, I thought.

      As my head came up, my eyes flew open wide at the figure standing in the bedroom doorway. Eric held me poised there as he leaned his body over my arched back.

      "Dan, but...you're early." I gasped in shock.

      I stared at Dan leaning quietly against the door frame, arms crossed watching. I felt Eric lean over my trembling body, his hot voice filling my ear.

      
        "Say it mother" he rasped. "Tell us BOTH, exactly what you want."

      "I want my son to fuck me" I moaned, my eyes locked to Dan. "I want his cock deep in my cunt, until he fills me with his hot seed."

      I was stunned as the pure filth poured out of my own mouth. Yet, I knew the words were the truth. This was what I not only wanted, it was what I needed right then. Just as a shadow came around Dan in the doorway, Eric slammed deep inside me.

      "Daaannnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" I screamed my husbands' name as my son mounted me. My eyes rolled back sightless as Eric instantly began to pound into my dripping pussy. Every stroke was sending a mini orgasm rolling through my belly. I had craved this all day, and now it felt like I couldn't stop myself as I drove my ass back against his invading cock.

      The sound of skin slapping on skin filled the air as Eric pounded into me. I could feel my ass shaking from the power of every thrust as he drove deep inside me.

      My eyes slowly refocused as Eric fucked me like some animal on the bed. I watched as a busty blonde slid to her knees in front of my husband. What was her name? Mary or Miriam or something, I dimly tried to remember. The sound of squelching filled the room as the smell of sex filled the air. My brain couldn't totally focus on the young woman's name as Eric pounded into me.

      I heard Dan grunt as I watched the young blonde inhale his cock down her throat, while Eric grunted behind me with every thrust. I was in heaven and just let my body take control as I pushed back harder, driving my son deeper and deeper.

      "Fuck...yes..." I gasped out between thrusts. "Fuck me...baby...fuck...momma."" I moaned.

      I could only kneel there and watch, as Dan turned his body, until my eyes locked onto his now slick cock sliding in and out of the girls' mouth. His fingers wrapped in her blonde curls as he fucked his hips back and forth.

      I opened my mouth to say something, anything. All that came out was whimpering and mewling as Eric hammered into me. Dan and I locked eyes, and I could see the fire glowing there, he was close; very close.

      
        "Cum in her mouth" I grated out finally. "While your son makes me cum all over his hard cock." I told my husband.

      I shook and trembled as I watched the shaft of my husbands' cock throb, the neck muscles of the blonde working, trying to swallow his hot load. My pussy walls tightened as I saw a thick trickle of Dan's semen leak out the corner of the girl's mouth.

      "FFFUUUCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as my body exploded.

      Forget running down my thighs, I could feel my juices squirting out like a geyser as I soaked the sheets under my spasming body. The strongest orgasm of my life ripping through me as Eric slammed deep into my body.

      Through every pulsing wave, Eric never let up behind me. Ramming into my cunt as my juices gushed out. Our son was fucking me without mercy, and my body loved every second of it.

      My eyes locked once again to my husbands' as I felt Eric swelling inside my clenching pussy. I drove back, holding my ass tight against his hips, his cock buried to the root in me, I didn't want to miss a single drop.

      "He's cumming" I gasped to Dan. When the first thick rope pulsed inside me, I swore I could feel it wash my cervix Eric was so deep. "Cum in meeeeeeeeeeeeeee" I wailed as my orgasm erupted into another wave.

      Dan watched, as our son pumped his mother full of his hot, incestuous cum. I felt every pulse, every hot squirt as it coated my walls. I was clenching my thighs together around him, trying to hold his thick cream inside.

      The pulses slowly faded inside my belly as Eric emptied his full balls into me. My pussy still rippled with after-shocks form the primal fucking I had just received. My chest heaved as I tried to refocus my eyes on Dan at the doorway.

      As my ravaged body eased forward, Eric's cock slid from my pussy with an obscene slurping sound. While I lay face down on the sheets, Eric remained kneeling behind me. I watched as the young blonde slid off my husband's cock. A thick glob of Dan's cum clinging to her lips, even as I felt the mixed cream drip off Eric onto the cheeks of my bare ass.

      
        "Why don't you take Molly to your room" Dan motioned to our son. "Your mother and I have some unfinished business to take care of." A smile crept over my husband's face.

      I lay panting as Eric climbed off the bed. Taking her hand, he led the dazed girl from the bedroom. Molly, I dimly thought; that was her name.

      I could only stare as my husband finished undressing standing at the bedside. His cock, usually deflated after his orgasm, was still rock hard and pointing straight out. I could even see the glisten of the blonde's spit clinging to the shaft.

      As Dan rolled me onto my back, climbing between my now cum soaked thighs, a dim light sparked in the back of my mind.

      Had he planned this? I looked into the eyes of my loving and adoring husband, seeing raw lust burning there. Could he have planned this entire weekend? I wondered. That thought vanished as I felt Dan shove his cock into my used pussy in one single stroke.

      I dimly heard a young woman scream with pleasure through the walls of the house. The sound quickly drowned out by my own screams as Dan drove his cock into my cum soaked cunt over and over.

      Story::To Sir With Love

      "Daddy" I turned in my chair at the sound of my daughters' voice.

      "Yes" I said as my eyes fell on her standing in the door of my office.

      "I need to leave for school" she said the obvious, and I waited. "May I please have my morning fuck...sir?" She asked timidly.

      As I rose from my chair, I thought about how we had reached this point. It had been a long and turbulent road for both of us. I guess you would say it began with the loss of Melanie four years ago. To lose your wife at barely over forty years old was a shock; we never knew about the aneurysm, who would have. I was the one who found her on the floor in the kitchen when I got home; but the effect to Riley and I was about the same. It devastated my world and tore hers to shreds.

      
        Things happen during a terrible loss, one of them in you tend to draw in on yourself, live in your private world of misery. That was what happened at first. In a way I went one direction and buried myself in work, Riley went another and buried herself in rebellion.

      She was fifteen when she lost her mother; by the time she was sixteen out came the purple hair, black nails and the Goth looks. By seventeen what had been a straight a student had declined to where we actually had to hold her back a year when she failed every single course in her sophomore year of high school.

      The fighting between us had grown over that first two years; but it was when she was not promoted to her junior year that I snapped my world. I started to focus more on her...and us. I paid attention to her grades, clamped down on her being out of the house; and shit my pants when I found out she wasn't a virgin anymore.

      She got through her junior year kicking and screaming and with the help of shifting her to a parochial all girls' school. Saying she was pissed was an understatement, but it did seem to help finally settle her down.

      Now at nineteen and in her senior year, gone was the purple hair and in its place was a lustrous blonde hair that fell to her shoulders and highlighted her bright blue eyes. Gone was the nail polish and black lipstick; in its place was the image of a young woman growing into a natural beauty.

      I can say she had her mothers' eyes, but like all children she had parts of both Melanie and I; the one thing she had from me was her temper; and that was the big clashing point. It was also the point that started us down a road I had never dreamed of.

      When we held Riley back, I sacrificed my social life to focus back on my family; no I don't regret it one bit; but it was tough to give up dating. I have to be honest and say I never dated to remarry, I knew I would never find anyone of the caliber of Melanie. Our sex drive was one of the things that had drawn us together in college. I could bury my bone in that woman every single day and we would both want more.

      The first time I spanked her ass, I thought Melanie was going to go ballistic at me, and then she came all over my cock like a geyser. We were never into the whips and chains; but we both liked it hard, and I mean HARD. We were not into the pain, but I guess you could say the domination was something we enjoyed; hell I can still hear Melanie whimpering and begging to be fucked.

      Anyway, that had disappeared when I came to the realization I needed to get my own house in order. That was when the sexual frustration collided with the fighting. It had started with a bikini, a pale yellow one to be exact. While Riley and I had actually made progress, by the summer before her senior year we would still have flashes of confrontation. The one over the bikini just hit at the wrong time and with the wrong visuals.

      Now I know as a dad I shouldn't notice my daughter, but let's be real; I'm also male. Riley is a slender girl, about five foot four; and maybe breaks about a hundred and ten. She has a very nice figure and when you put that figure into a bikini that basically amount to three small triangles; you get a decent amount of woman flesh.

      Riley had been invited to the local pool by a couple of her girlfriends; and since things had improved over the last school year I didn't see any reason not to let her go. What I hadn't anticipated was her coming down in shorts and a thin crop top; thin enough I could see the pale yellow top of her bikini through it.

      "Freeze" I told her as she crossed through the living room. "Different suit" I stated flatly.

      "Dad, Jenny bought this for me, I have to wear it or she'll ask." Riley tried to explain.

      "I don't give a shit" I grumbled. "Just stick a fuck me sign on you with that thing" I said harshly.

      "Just because guys ogle doesn't mean a girl puts out" she retorted. "Beside I'm fucking eighteen" she said angrily.

      "You live in my house, it's my rules" I told her. "Change the suit."

      "There is nothing wrong with my fucking bathing suit" Riley yelled as she jerked the crop top off.

      "Other than your tits are hanging out for everyone to see" I spat back.

      I stayed seated on the couch, the fact she was sporting a very perky set of 34C's had caused a very normal male reaction and that was the last thing she needed to see.

      "I have news mister, it isn't just my TIT'S" she screamed.

      
        Before I could move she had jerked down her shorts to reveal her bikini bottom. It amounted to a small pale yellow triangle that barely covered her pubes; small enough to tell she shaved in her nether regions. The back was a thong string that ran up the crack of her ass, accentuating two firm ass cheeks that stared back at me.

      "How much an hour for the ass slut" I shot back

      "For your information I don't charge" Riley grated. "Just because I like sex doesn't make me a fucking SLUT" she yelled back.

      "So you'll spread your legs for every fucking guy out there for free, I call that being a slut" I grated back.

      You need to understand, when the temper flares the filter drops; and that was true for both Riley and me. Melanie always claimed that when I got angry my mouth went into overdrive and my brain shut down. By this point I am not even sure either one of us was paying attention to what we were saying, we were just screaming back and forth.

      "So what you are going to do with the baby after some asshole knocks your horny ass up." I told her.

      "I won't get pregnant, you're the one who put me on the pill, remember. You're the one who told me we all have needs, remember" she pointed her finger at me.

      "I did it as a fucking precaution, not a free license to go out and fuck every dick in the damned city" I spat back.

      "So I like to fuck" Riley seethed. "So sue me; just because you're a fucking eunuch with no balls..."

      "Eunuch" I was off the couch and moving around it towards her.

      "I gave up everything for your ass" I shouted as I grabbed her by the arm. "I work my fucking ass off so you can parade your ass for every fucking dick out there" I growled.

      With her shorts still tangled around her ankles Riley had nowhere to go, I wheeled her around and shoved her against the back of the couch.

      
        
      

      "Dad...what are you...OWWWEEEEEEEEEEEE" she screamed as the flat of my hand met one ass cheek.

      I was in a red haze as my hand came up and then back down again on that perfect round cheek. My head didn't register but my cock did at how firm and smooth her skin was; as blood surged into my groin. Honestly I was so pissed at this point I barely even noticed.

      "What, isn't this what you wanted, some guy to take your ass?" I shouted as I landed another blow.

      "Oh God Dad...you can't...I'm your...oh shittttttt" Riley cried back at me.

      "Just because you're fucking eighteen doesn't mean I can't spank your fucking ASS" I landed two more blows; watching that cheek quiver each time.

      The last blow I ran my hand over the glowing red mark on her cheek, and watched her legs quiver as they hung under her.

      "Dad...please...you don't understand..." Riley actually whimpered.

      For about three seconds my brain reengaged. I stared down at that firm cheek shining red from my hand, quivering with need. I saw the trickle of juices seeping down her inner thighs. And I smelled the heady scent of her sex hanging in the air. She was fucking horny, and the blaze of red returned.

      "What a fucking SLUT" I screamed down at her. "You are fucking getting off on this" I yelled.

      "Oh God...Dad...please...you don't..." Riley sputtered out.

      "Do you like to fuck you little slut" I hissed in her ear.

      "Oh God...Daddy...don't..." she half moaned in a little girl voice.

      "Just answer the God Damned question" I hissed down at her. "Do you like to fuck?" I repeated.

      
        
      

      By now, I had unsnapped my jeans and shoved them and my boxers to my knees. Hung over the back of the couch Riley had no idea as I aimed the fat head of my cock up with her now soaked hole.

      "Yes...I like to fuck" Riley whispered back.

      "Then fuck this slut" I growled; and then jammed my hips forward.

      I should tell you, I'm not small. Melanie once measured me and said I was over nine inches long; and I'm thick, real thick. She used to say there was nothing better than riding her favorite telephone pole when we would do cowgirl. That telephone pole slid into my daughter like a hot knife through warm butter.

      Heat, volcanic heat surrounded my cock; and if I thought my brain wasn't functioning properly before; it just shut down completely as I sank to my balls in her.

      "AWWW FFFUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Riley screamed as I skewered her.

      I gripped her slender hips and started to pile drive into her. Nothing soft and gentle in my strokes as I gave her everything I had. It had been over a year since I had sex, and not since Melanie that I had been able to cut loose like I was doing now.

      "Oh God...you can't...oh fuck...I'm your...oh FUUCKKKK" Riley yelled as I hammered away at her.

      "What's the matter, I thought you liked fucking" I growled down at her. "Oh, I'm sorry; I'm not fucking you...yet." I told her.

      I dug my fingers into the flesh of her hips and picked up the pace. God it felt so good to finally let loose as my hips began to pile drive into her. You could hear the slap of flesh as my hips collided with her ass cheeks.

      "Oh shit...Oh my God...not supposed...oh God yes....so good...never had..." Riley began to babble.

      
        I was losing it, and I mean really losing it as her tight pussy gripped my cock. I could feel her velvet walls rippling over my length as I plunged in, and hear the obscene sucking as I pulled back. It had been a long time since I had fucked like this, and my balls weren't going to hold long.

      "Fucking slut...fuck that tight cunt." I growled as my balls tightened.

      I leaned down over her sweat slick back. "I'll bet you're such a slut, you're going to cum on your daddy's dick." I hissed at her.

      "Cum...on daddy's...oh My God." Her head came up and she stared back at me with a shocked look on her face. "I can't...oh my God" she moaned as her eyes began to roll back.

      "I'M CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Riley screamed.

      Her body convulsed and flopped as hot juices exploded around my buried dick. The fact she was pinned over the couch helped keep her body in place as her orgasm shredded through her. I felt her walls clamp down on me and my balls lit on fire.

      "FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I roared behind her.

      "Fill me...cum in your slut" Riley whimpered as my first blast washed her cervix and womb.

      I hadn't cum this hard in years, as I dumped wad after wad into her spasming cunt. I poured so much jizz into her it seeped out around my cock and ran down her inner thighs. By the time my balls were empty it was a good thing she was on the pill or I would have impregnated her. When I finally staggered back, my softening cock slipping free with a wet squelch, I watched a thick white glob of our combined cream ooze from between those swollen red lips and cling to her thigh.

      I leaned against the wall, gasping to catch my breath; watching as Riley calmly pulled herself upright and then reached down to pull her shorts back up.

      "You are an incestuous bastard" Riley hissed as she turned to face me. "You just fucked your DAUGHTER" her eyes glowed as she stared at me.

      "You know what" she hissed as she stepped closer. "That...was the best fucking of my entire life" she said more softly.

      
        
      

      I just stood there as she retrieved her crop top and walked past me and out the front door. I didn't say a damned word, I mean she was right, I had just fucked my daughter, and dumped a load of hot cum inside her; Melanie had always said my temper was going to get the best of me, and it had in ways I had never thought.

      Riley sent me a text after a few hours that she was going over to one of her friend's house. At first I was a little pissed off, but I admit I had a sense of relief that I didn't have to face her right away. I spent more time trying to figure out what I was going to say than working. By the time she rolled into the house I was out on the deck grilling burgers, hoping maybe a quiet meal would avoid the inevitable.

      I carried the plate of burgers into the house and found Riley standing at the fridge grabbing a can of soda. We locked eyes and I tried my best to not look at those jutting breasts in her crop top, or her tanned slender legs as she stood there. Riley looked at the plate of burgers and then back up at my face.

      "Nothing like a hunk of meat to make your day right dad" she said with a hint of sarcasm.

      "Look Riley" I sighed and set the burgers on the counter. "I know it isn't much, but I'm sorry all right." I said quietly.

      "Sorry...for fucking your daughter" she shot back.

      "I'm sorry I lost my cool OK" I sighed. "Things...happened...that shouldn't have." I stared at her glowing blue eyes. "I did something that was wrong, very wrong and..." I started to say and then stopped.

      Riley was standing watching me, her head tilted to one side. I knew that look, she had done it since she was young; she was thinking and I could see the wheels going in her head.

      "You don't get it do you" she suddenly said. "I told you it was..."

      "I know what you fucking told me" I cut her off. "That doesn't make it right." I told her trying to get a grip on my temper.

      
        "What the hell is going on with you" Riley looked surprised. "First you fuck me like some animal, and now you come groveling for forgiveness." She told me.

      "Listen young lady" my voice tightening. "I am trying to fucking apologize" I grated out.

      Suddenly Riley moved and was standing inches from my face, her blue eyes staring into mine.

      "Who said I wanted an apology" she hissed.

      Before I could answer she turned and marched from the kitchen, a few moments later, I heard her bedroom door slam shut. I thought about going after her but stopped myself; I had already flared once and I was terrified what would happen if she triggered my temper again.

      The problem was it gnawed at me for the rest of the evening. Two of the burgers disappeared from the kitchen plate so I knew she was eating; but she was staying to her room, deliberately avoiding me. By that evening I figured I was calm enough to try the discussion again.

      I tapped lightly on her door and heard her muffled voice through the wood. Opening her door I discovered her stretched out on her bed on her cell phone.

      "Listen Gayle, I'll call you back later" she said into the phone. "My father just walked into my room unannounced." She stared at me.

      "Yes...father" she said tossing the phone onto the bed beside her. I heard the sarcasm in her voice at calling me father.

      "Look, we got off on the wrong foot earlier..." I tried to say.

      "I wouldn't call it a foot dad" Riley scowled. "Although it felt like it was a fucking foot long."

      "Listen, about that, I'm just trying to..." I tried to apologize again.

      "Trying to what; get in your daughters panties...again" Riley spat out glaring at me.

      
        "You don't have to be a bitch about it" I growled as my temper started to rise.

      "Oh so I'm a bitch now" Riley snorted. "And here I thought I was just a lowly slut this morning."

      I bit my tongue as my ire started to really rise, why she was being so bitchy I wondered. I watched her lean over to the other side of her bed, and when she sat up she was holding the small yellow bottoms of the bikini she had been wearing this morning.

      "Which reminds me here" she threw the small cloth at me. "You might as well use it for jacking off since you ruined the damn thing anyway." She spat out at me.

      The first thing that hit me was the stiff crusty cloth, Jesus Christ I must have fucking soaked her this morning. The second was the raw scent that came to my nose from the cloth, it smelled of sex and cum.

      "I wasn't the only one cumming this morning...slut" I growled back.

      "Isn't that what a good slut does" Riley hissed. "She cums on command for her asshole father." I felt red rising before my eyes as she spoke.

      "That's right, I need to figure out your rate, wasn't that what you said; how much do I fucking charge an hour" she grated.

      "Oh that's right, you didn't last an hour, you barely made fifteen fucking minutes; you're not a eunuch, you're a fucking one shot wonder" she laughed.

      Part of me registered Riley seemed to be doing this on purpose, but the rest of my brain shut down in rage. I took two steps to the side of her bed and reached down with both hands gripping the front of her t-shirt night gown.

      "Fucking SLUT" I roared as my biceps tightened, I jerked both hands apart and Riley's eyes opened wide as the sound of ripping filled her bedroom.

      "Oh my God" I barely heard her whisper as the tattered remains of her shirt fell open.

      
        I was stunned to see her now laying there totally nude; she had nothing under the shirt, not even panties. The shaved folds of her cunt glistened in the dim room light. The fucking slut wasn't even wearing panties, my enraged brain registered.

      "You wouldn't fucking DARE" Riley hissed up at me.

      "Want to BET" I growled.

      My hand shot down between her thighs, she tried to clamp them closed but it was too late. Two fat fingers slammed home between her lips, driving deep into her cunt until the heel of my hand slammed into her clit.

      "AWWW FUUCKKKK" Riley moaned as her back arched.

      "What a fucking slut" I rumbled. "Sitting here in front of your father without even panties on...bitch" I jammed my hand harder into her.

      "Oh God...Daddy...on God..." Riley clawed at the bed as she tried to sit back, trying to escape my pummeling fingers.

      "Oh no you don't" I growled; shoving her back onto the bed. "You fucking started this bitch" I told her.

      "Perverted...fucking...OLD MAN" Riley screamed. "Oh My GAAWWDDDDDDDD" she wailed as I rammed my hand in hard; grinding the heel into her now swollen clit.

      "You need to shut that fucking mouth" I growled.

      I reached down and unsnapped my jeans, tugging them over my hips as I pounded her now dripping pussy with three fingers. I kicked my jeans free and stepped to the side of the bed.

      "Since you want to be such a slut" I told her as I freed myself of my jeans. "Why don't you do what a good slut does best" I reached down and wrapped my fingers in her blonde hair. "SUCK MY COCK" I roared.

      
        "Daddy...no...I've never..." Riley tried to protest as I lifted her head. Talking did one good thing, it opened her mouth; and before she could finish, I lunged my hips forward driving my cock between her open lips.

      "Ulllkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I heard her

      Holy shit her mouth felt good; hot and wet as spit dribbled down her chin. I pumped my hips in time to my hand; fucking her pussy and mouth at the same time. I felt her cheeks cave in as she sucked harder, her nostrils flaring as she tried to breath around my thick cock.

      Was she really sucking me? I released the back of her head and her mouth kept bobbing up and down on me. I could hear her gag as she drove her mouth down hard. Then, as if realizing my hand was gone, her mouth popped off my spit slick cock.

      "NO" she barked. She reached up and grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand to her hair. "Make me...oh God please make me" she whimpered.

      I curled my hand in her hair and held her head tighter, pumping my hips. At the same time my brain actually started to clear. She WANTED this, the little slut wanted me to fuck her; all of this had been a sham, she had deliberately triggered my anger knowing how I would react.

      I yanked my fingers free from between her soaked thighs, and jerked my hips back freeing my cock. I shoved her back onto the bed, and began crawling onto it on top of her.

      "You want this don't you, you little slut" I growled.

      "Oh God please...don't stop...please..." Riley whimpered

      My God she was Melanie ten-fold I realized. She really was a slut, she wanted to be taken like a woman; and until this morning she had never felt that. Now, I was about to give it to her a second time. Only this time, it was on MY terms. I pressed my lower body down, grinding the shaft of my cock into her throbbing clit.

      "Don't stop what, say it" I told her.

      "Oh God please...don't tease..." she mewled as I ground harder into her clit.

      
        "Say it slut" I hissed in her ear.

      "Oh God fuck me...please...I need...Oh God..." Riley babbled as I teased her.

      Now that the rage had left, this time I knew exactly what I was doing. There was no hiding the fact I was about to fuck my daughter. There were no excuses, no reasons just sheer wanton lust. That and the forbidden that was about to happen, which made it only hotter. I pulled back my hips, letting the fat swollen head of my cock lodge between her soaked lips, but this time I waited.

      Riley squirmed and wiggled her ass, trying desperately to lodge herself on my cock. Her legs came up and wrapped around my back, trying to pull me down into her, but I held back. If she was anything like her mother then she was about to lose it. True to form her hands gripped my biceps, nails digging into my skin as her eyes flared staring up at me.

      "You fucking pig" she hissed. "Fuck me old man, what are you waiting for it's all...AWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW SHHHIITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Riley screamed as I slammed home.

      I had waited for her to drop her guard, to let her frustration and anger rule; and then when she least expected it, I gave it to her. Literally over nine inches of steel hard cock drove into her, stretching her deep and hard until my pelvis slammed against hers. I heard the bed creak as I pressed her into the mattress.

      Riley's arms fell limp at her side as her eyes rolled back. Her legs unlocked and her feet slapped the sheets as she dug her heels in and drove her pelvis up at me. I felt hot juices spray out between our bodies as she erupted into a massive orgasm.

      "FUUCCKKKKKK MEEEEEEEEEEEEE" her scream so loud I swear neighbors two blocks away would hear her.

      I pounded and hammered down into her. Her poor bed creaked from the abuse and the headboard banged against the wall as her pussy took thrust after thrust. I steam rolled into her for over twenty minutes as she gurgled and whimpered through a second orgasm.

      "Cum please...oh God I can't take anymore" Riley moaned.

      "Not yet baby" I whispered in her ear. "I want my fucking money's worth" I laughed.

      
        
      

      I raised up and jerked my hips back, my cock coming free of her tight cunt with an obscene squelch. I looked down and watched as pussy cream ran out of her gaping hole and down her ass to soak the sheets under her. Reaching down I gripped her hips and flipped her half limp body over.

      "Oh my God...how...oh Jesus...so good..." Riley murmured into her sheets as I positioned myself behind her.

      "Time to mount this bitch" I growled.

      "Oh God daddy...how can you...ohhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" she groaned as I slid back in.

      Once I was lodged inside her, I eased her hips down until she was laying stretched out on the bed belly down. I leaned over her sweat slick body.

      "Ready to be fucked baby" I whispered in her ear.

      "Oh Jesus" Riley moaned.

      I began pumping in and out, building slowly. Within five or ten minutes I was hammering down at her. My hips slapped her ass over and over as I stretched her open on my cock. Through it all Riley whimpered and moaned; spit trickling out of the corner of her mouth.

      "Cum in me...fill me...oh my God please...cum in me...fill me...oh My God please" over and over Riley chanted her mantra as I fucked her tight cunt.

      I could smell the stench of our sex hanging in the air in her small room; the sound of skin slapping together. The fact she was so willing only drove me on. I could feel my balls tighten and that swelling in my cock; raising her head Riley looked back at me as she felt it too.

      "Yes...oh God yes...I love you" she husked with a raw voice.

      "Who's going to cum in you" I growled down at her.

      
        "Daddy...daddy's going to cum...oh fucking God I can't...not again" she mewled.

      "Take it baby, it's all yours" I told her as I drove in hard and deep.

      I held perfectly still, the tip of my cock wedged against her cervix; and then I felt my cock spasm as the first bolt of hot cum fired into her.

      "Oh fuck...hot" Riley grunted as she felt my seed filling her belly.

      Like a seizure her body gave a massive heave; and juices poured out around my cock as she lay there taking every drop from my balls. I hadn't cum this hard since I couldn't remember when. By the time I had pulsed enough hot seed into her to begin seeping back out my balls ached.

      Exhausted I slid off Riley's slick back and onto the narrow bed beside her. The room was filled with our ragged breathing as we both slowly regained a normal heart rate. Riley hadn't moved or spoken since her last massive orgasm, and I was worried she had passed out. Then I suddenly felt her small hand find mine between us and her slender fingers intertwined with mine.

      "I have two requests" she murmured into the sheets.

      "Sure honey" I turned to face her on my side.

      "First" she turned her head slowly and looked at me with sparkling eyes. "Next time...tie me up" she gave a weak smile.

      For the first time in four years I laughed. Not that fake I'm all right laugh; but a true gut wrenching laugh of joy and pleasure. I reached out and caressed her soft cheek.

      "It will be my pleasure" I softly told her.

      "Want to bet" she smiled back.

      "What's your second request?" I asked.

      
        "Marry me" she said calmly. "There is no way in hell I will share you" she said quietly. "If any woman comes near you I will rip her throat out" my loving daughter whispered.

      I released her hand and climbed off her bed, heading out the door and down the hall to my room. When I got back I sat on the edge of the bed and lifted her left hand. Riley watched as I slipped her mothers' wedding band onto her finger. A tear trickled down her cheek as she looked at her hand.

      "Does this mean I don't have to piss you off to get you to fuck me" she gave a crooked smile.

      "No" I laughed. "Your mother's favorite phrase was to simply ask to be fucked, while calling me sir" I smiled.

      That was how we wound up that morning with her heading off to school, dripping my hot cream into her panties after she had so calmly reminded me of my morning duties. I knew life would be tough until she graduated; and then we would find her a university and we could move. Sharing the same last name would let us become husband and wife in all but a piece of paper.

      Epilogue

      It's been over a year now since I was fortunate enough to find Riley. I count my blessings that I was lucky enough to not find one woman, but two; who matched my sexual hunger and needs

      Last night as I pounded her slender frame into the kitchen table, Riley screamed her release and I roared mine. Just as my balls tightened she reached out and dug her nails into my chest, whispering that she had stopped her birth control three weeks before.

      With two words she set off the most massive orgasm of my life. When she whispered "breed me" into my ear.

      Story::Tour of Duty

      Tour of Duty

      Hello everyone; my name is Kara Wilson and I am twenty-six years old. I honestly have to say until eight months ago I led what I felt was the most perfect life. I had married my high school sweetheart when we both graduated from college at twenty-two. Two years later our beautiful daughter was born. Life was really good. No my husband didn't die or cheat on me; actually his guard unit was deployed. While for many this was something that happened over these last few years, for me it was very difficult.

      I had never really been alone my entire life. I went from home to a college dorm to the life of a wife and then mother, always with my parents, counselors or Terry at my side. To suddenly be raising a daughter and handling all of the 'business' myself; it came as a shock.

      I was surprised one of the things I missed so much was sex. No I'm not a slut or hussy; in fact Terry is the only man I have ever been with. He is a loving man and a caring and patient lover. He brought things out in me I had never dreamed of. I went from being a shy, introverted woman to a wanton woman, in the privacy of my bedroom.

      I experienced toys, positions, dirty talking; all the things I had never seen but read about. Each new adventure we shared in the bedroom only increased my desires, and my love for Terry. These last eight months have been the worst torture I have ever known. I missed his body on mine, I missed his thick cock buried inside me; and God I missed his warm seed filling me as he roared his release.

      We talked at least twice a week; through face time and on the telephone; but God I missed the physical things we had done together. I never thought I would be that kind of woman, but what he had awakened in me had a strange hunger.

      I thought I had kept things fairly under control; but Terry was more aware than I thought. Somehow he seemed to know what was going on, and even thousands of miles away; he found a way to relieve my stress.

      The house we had bought was one you would call a fixer upper. Terry worked with his dad who owned a heating and cooling business. Mark, his father; had built a one man operation into a thriving company with four crews over the last twenty-five years. When I mentioned to Terry that the air conditioning was acting up again; he apparently made arrangements for his father to take a look.

      Terry had shipped out just after Thanksgiving; and now eight months later it was the heat of late July and I was worried about Carrie, our daughter in that suffocating room. Still, I was surprised when Mark showed up on my doorstep that Saturday afternoon.

      "Hey there" Mark gave that hearty laugh as he gave me a hug.

      "What are you doing here?" I gasped out as the air left my lungs.

      
        
      

      "Terry said your unit was fritzing, figured I could check it out" he smiled.

      "Thanks Dad" I felt relief.

      I let him in and watched as he headed down to the basement to our central unit. He disappeared outside and then came back in.

      "Your condenser is going out" he said. "I need to replace it or it will eventually just die and you'll have nothing." He told me.

      I left him to his work and puttered around the house cleaning and then feeding Carrie lunch. I could hear him working outside and then down in the basement; until a few hours later when things got quiet. I figured he might be done and went to see how things were going. I was surprised when he wasn't outside so I headed for the basement, finding no one. Heading back upstairs I walked down the hall past the laundry room. The door was partly open and I glanced inside.

      There was Mark standing next to the washer, half turned away from the door. I opened my mouth to ask him how it was going, and then clamped my lips shut. I could see his left arm moving in a rhythm I recognized immediately. He couldn't be; was my father-in-law masturbating in our laundry room?

      When he shifted and more of his front came into view, I literally froze. I didn't know where to look. His left hand was wrapped around a thick hard cock jutting straight out from the opening in his jeans. His fist sliding up and down that pole as the veins pulsed in front of my eyes. Worse, his right hand held a pair of my used panties and it was pressed right into his face.

      I watched him inhale my scent from the stained cloth, and couldn't believe my eyes when his tongue slipped out to taste the gusset. I felt a gush of wetness fill the panties between my thighs as his hand began to pick up speed. It was nasty, it was perverted; and it was the hottest thing I had ever seen. A man was masturbating over ME.

      "Kara" I heard him softly grunt.

      The hand holding my panties shot down, and wrapped the thin cloth around the head of his cock. I watched as those heavy balls pulsed; Dear God he was cumming...in my panties. I slowly backed away from the door and on half wobbly legs headed for the kitchen.

      
        I was trying to focus on washing the lunch dishes when Mark appeared behind me.

      "All set" his deep voice rumbled. "If you need anything else just yell" he bent down and kissed the top of my head.

      Understand that I'm not a big woman. I barely break five feet and weigh a whopping hundred and ten pounds. Terry likes to call me his perverted pixie in the bedroom; and since he stands over six feet when he pins me to the bed it is like he owns me.

      Like his son, Mark towered over me with that rugged physique; and for a man of fifty, he still had it. He had removed his shirt in the heat; I could smell his sweat and see the muscles in those broad shoulders. I had the most insane urge to lean forward and suck his hard nipple into my mouth; they were right at eye level for me.

      "Thanks" I could barely choke out as my body went into hyper drive. God, if he made a move right then...I wasn't sure I could resist.

      Thankfully he just gathered his tools and headed out while I finished the dishes. After I heard the front door closed, I did the most heathen thing in my life. I unsnapped my jeans, shoved my hand down into my panties and franticly fingered my dripping pussy right there in the kitchen.

      "Ghhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" I screamed as my pussy flooded juices over my hand, soaking my panties; the image of that pulsing cock burned into my mind.

      Later that night, I was sitting on the couch in only a light night shirt when my IPad pinged. I pulled up face time and there was Terry. Being so hot there, he was sitting on his bunk in only his pants; God it was the same chest, the same broad shoulders; my eyes locked to his nipple.

      "Oh God" I moaned, just seeing him.

      "Baby, what is it?" he asked me.

      "I need you...oh God." I groaned.

      "Jesus baby" Terry looked at me. "My little pixie is all worked up." He smiled.

      
        
      

      "Oh Terry" I moaned. "I need you...I need you to...oh God" I moaned as my hand slid under my night shirt.

      Masturbating together over face time was nothing new for us. Over the last eight months we had done it often, and right then I was so damned horny I couldn't stop myself.

      "Mmmmm someone needs a nice hard fucking" Terry chuckled.

      "Oh God baby" I swear you could hear the wet slurp as two fingers slipped up my drenched hole.

      "So what's got my pixie so wound up?" Terry asked.

      "Oh God...please baby" I almost whimpered.

      "Tell me, I want to know" he gave that smile that set flames in my belly.

      I actually did it, I confessed right there on my couch. I told him about the air conditioning; and his father coming to fix it. I haltingly told him about what I saw in the laundry room; and God help me I told him how I had watched.

      "What did he look like?" Terry's voice was husky.

      "What?" my brain was half fuzzed from lust at this point.

      "Describe it" he pushed my boundaries.

      "Thick" I gasped as my fingers plunged deeper. "God he was thick" I moaned.

      "I bet he would stretch that tight little pussy" Terry's words burned at me.

      "Oh fuck" I grunted as I added a third finger, imagining that thick cock sliding into me.

      
        
      

      "How big" his voice continued to egg me on.

      "About...eight inches..." I grunted. "Long...like you, with a crowned head" I half growled as I ground my heel into my clit.

      I was so close to cumming, I knew it wouldn't take much more. I glanced at the IPad and watched as Terry's arm moved up and down.

      "Are you...masturbating...?" I panted as I watched.

      His screen shifted and I watched his fist pump up and down that thick hard cock I loved so much.

      "Fuck yes" I grunted as my body shook.

      "Go get them" the screen shifted back to his face.

      "What...get them?" I was confused and right on the verge of a massive explosion.

      "You heard me" I could see raw lust in his eyes.

      I set the IPad on the couch and half walked half stumbled to the laundry room. I pulled the thin wad of cloth from the hamper and headed back to the couch. I could feel the stickiness in the cloth between my fingers; it had only been a few hours and hadn't completely dried yet. Jesus, how much had he pumped into them, my mind wondered.

      Sitting on the couch I dropped my feet on the coffee table, allowing me to rest the IPad on my knees. This left one hand free to slip back between my thighs, while the other held the cloth up to the camera for terry to see.

      "Fuck" he grunted as he stared at the soaked thin cloth. "He fucking filled them" he husked.

      I slid two fingers back into my drenched pussy and watched as my loving husband jerked off to the sight of my panties soiled by his father. This was so surreal, and so fucking hot I was losing it.

      
        
      

      "Oh fuck baby, I watched his balls as he came" I told Terry.

      "Shit" Terry grunted as his hand moved faster. "He used to do that to moms" he said. "God she hated that." He grinned.

      Terry's parents were divorced. Not the nasty kind but they had actually parted as friends. After fifteen years they had finally come to the realization that getting married because you had knocked a girl up; was not the key to a long lasting relationship. They had parted ways, his mother since getting remarried; but his dad was good looking man, and as I now knew, more than well endowed. He had played the field for the last few years.

      I was brought back to reality when Terry leaned toward the screen. "Smell them" he told me.

      "Oh Jesus baby" I moaned.

      "Shove them in your face you perverted woman" he husked.

      Just like the image of being pinned under him as he pounded into me; my submissive nature surfaced; and then next thing I was inhaling deeply as I shoved the gusset of my panties at my nose.

      I caught just the bare hint of my own scent; but it was over powered by the strong smell of sweat and male seed as it filled my nostrils. Just like I had seen Mark do, my tongue extended and slid across the sticky half dried cloth.

      "Mmmmmmm" I moaned as his taste coated my tongue.

      Having only been with Terry, it was the first time I had smelled or tasted another man; that tart flavor, the heady scent; sent my body into orbit.

      "Oh fuck...baby...I'm going..." I grunted as my fingers plunged in and out of my leaking pussy.

      "Put them on" Terry's voice barked at me suddenly.

      
        "Oh God..." I could only moan back.

      "I want you to cum on my father" my husband husked at me.

      I was gone, I mean totally gone. Just like when we made love, my body responded almost without my will. I scrambled between the IPad and pulling those damp panties up my thighs. Once they were in place, I propped the IPad on the coffee table, with a clear view down my thighs.

      I was never good at using this technology, but Terry had patiently taught me. It was our one form of communication these last eight months, and it had come to be my lifeline to him. I pressed setting buttons and brought up the small insert image of me, so I could know it was positioned properly.

      This might sound strange, but I was actually very shy and reserved. It was Terry who had brought out parts of me I had never dreamed lived inside me. Masturbation, oral; missionary, doggie; all the things I had never thought of. Terry had been the only lover I had known; he had taken my virginity at twenty-two, and over the last four years had shown me things that shocked, amazed, and thrilled me.

      The first time we had made love, it had hurt. He was patient and loving and eased me through it. While we dated he showed me the joys of sex, and I thought I was in heaven. Then, coming home late with him, my parents were due home anytime, but Terry had been horny.

      He bent me over the back of my parents couch, and ravaged every inch of my body. Within fifteen minutes I was blabbering for him to cum inside me and dripping all over the living room floor while he pounded into me. Now, here I was stretched out on my couch, watching him stroke his fat hard cock, while I wore my panties sticky with his fathers' cum.

      "Fuck yeah" I heard him grunt.

      "Is that what you wanted baby" I whimpered. "To see your wife's pussy covered in your daddy's cum" I husked.

      "Oh fuck" I watched Terry's body shudder.

      I was so gone as my brain shut down; and my hormone driven whore came roaring to life. I reached down and peeled the gusset of those panties to the side, letting him see the crusty cum cling to my shaved lips. I slowly slid one finger inside as Terry watched raptly.

      
        
      

      "I'm pushing it...inside" I moaned.

      "Oh fuck...do it baby" Terry panted. "Take my fathers' cum."

      "Cum in me baby" my voice was hoarse. "I want you cum inside me, with your father's." I told him as my body mounted.

      "Oh my fucking GOD!" Terry almost screamed. His fist was a blur as he watched my slime coated fingers sliding in and out.

      "Kara" I heard him softly grunt.

      Oh God, it was déjà vu. The same name, said the same way, with sheer raw lust. Watching his balls pulse as his seed erupted from the tip. It was like watching Mark all over again. I jammed two fingers deep and felt my belly light on fire.

      "CUMMMINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed.

      "Cumming on my husband...cumming on my father-in-law...cumminggg" I babbled as my body heaved and bounced on the couch.

      It was one of the most mind blowing orgasms of my life; I had never squirted before, but hot juices boiled out of me as I soaked those panties. I heard Terry moaning through his own orgasm as my ears roared. God, just the mental thought of not one, but two men filling my hungry pussy was enough to make every sane thought melt out of my brain.

      By the time I eased back down, Terry was reclining back in his chair, his belly soaked with his load.

      "Fuck" he gasped. "Damn you are one perverted pixie" he smiled.

      "Oh my God" I shuddered from the aftershocks.

      "You're going to fuck him, you perverted pixie" Terry chuckled.

      
        
      

      "Oh God no" I gasped. Now that my brain was clearing, more of my normal shy self was returning. "I can't...he's your father...it would be..." I stuttered.

      "If it happens it happens" Terry shrugged. "If we can share the business, we can share a woman" he smiled.

      "Terry!" I was shocked at his suggestion.

      "God I'd give my eye teeth to see that" I heard him sigh. Did he really mean that?

      That night as I lay in bed, his words echoed in my mind. Maybe it was the horniness and the loneliness; maybe it was just the perverted pixie in me; I don't know. I slid my cell phone out from under my pillow and sent off a quick text. I knew Terry would be still awake with the time difference.

      "Did you really mean that?" I typed.

      "Mean what?" Terry came back quickly.

      "Your father...me" I typed in. Maybe being on text gave me a shelter, I'm not sure I could have asked that earlier on face time.

      I waited in the darkness for his answer, it took a few minutes and I was worried I had upset him being so bold. When the phone pinged I opened up the messenger and got a shock. It wasn't a text on my screen but the image of my husbands' cock, and it was as hard as a steel pipe.

      "I want to see it" his words followed.

      It was a total role reversal for me; something so far out of my comfort zone it sent shivers down my spine. My tough as nails, soldier husband, wanted his wife to cuckold him; suddenly I was the one in command. Sliding the phone back under my pillow I drifted off to sleep literally leaking between my thighs.

      
        The next day I waited until early afternoon, and then sent Mark a text. Being the heat of the day I knew he would confuse it, and that was exactly what I wanted. I positioned my phone on the small shelf of the laundry room between the detergent bottles and waited.

      "I'm so hot" was all I had sent him.

      I knew Mark would take it the air wasn't working again, and that was my intent. When I heard the front door, I waited in the laundry room. I was wearing a light summer dress that buttoned up the front, and my panties were dripping in anticipation. When Mark poked his head into the room I thought I would faint from nervousness.

      "Hey" he said as he stepped into the small room. "What's wrong?" his question so innocent and yet so leading.

      "I'm hot" I said back, hearing my voice quiver.

      "The house feels fine" he looked confused.

      "Not the house Mark" I said as I reached up and popped the first two buttons on my dress. "I'm hot" I husked.

      "Kara..." Mark's face looked so shocked I almost laughed. His mousy little daughter-in-law suddenly had the upper hand.

      "It's not every day I find my panties filled with my father-in-law's cum" I said as more buttons came undone.

      I had deliberately not worn a bra; and I watched his eyes pop out as my 34 C's came into full view, capped with what were now rock hard nipples.

      "Oh God...Kara...I'm so sorry..." he tried to apologize.

      "You should be" I said as I stepped closer. "Now do it again." I hissed at him as my brain turned to mush and hormones once again took control.

      
        "Oh God...Kara..." Mark moaned.

      "Come on baby" I cooed. "I want you to cum in my panties again." I slid my hands down my taut belly and gripped the elastic waist of my panties. "These ones" I husked as I stretched the fabric out.

      "Oh my fucking God" Mark gasped as my shaved mound came into view.

      I could tell by the look in his eyes he wanted to refuse, but the sound of his zipper going down was all I needed to hear to know I had him. I held my panties straight out as my other hand reached between us. His cock sprang free, right into my grip.

      "Mmmmm, so hard" I moaned softly.

      "I bet those balls are so fucking full" I half growled.

      "Oh shit...Kara" he grunted.

      I looked up into eyes that devoured my body with lust. Only Terry had ever looked at me with that kind of naked desire. The fact I turned him on so much sent a shudder of lust through me. I looked up at where the camera phone was and hoped we were in center. This is for you baby, I thought; because right then I just wanted to fuck the shit out of him.

      "That's it Mark, give it to me" I whispered in my seductive voice as my hand began stroking his long cock.

      "Oh shit...Kara...what are you doing?" Mark grunted as his hips moved in time to my hand.

      "The same thing you did yesterday" I told him. "Jacking you off into my panties" I said.

      "But you're...you're..." he struggled to say.

      "Wearing them?" God I had never felt so wanton, and so in control; it was fantastic.

      
        I could feel his cock throbbing in my grip, I knew he was close but he was fighting it.

      "Cum for me Mark" I husked. "Cum on my pussy...Dad" I watched his eyes roll back at the last word.

      That was the trigger, I realized. That not only was he going to cum; but that it was his daughter-in-law; the forbidden fruit. He reached out and gripped the washing machine to steady his shaking body as I felt his cock jerk in my grip. I looked down just in time to watch a thick rope of cream jet out of the tip and splatter just above my mound.

      "Awwww fuuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Mark groaned as a second jet erupted, splattering my lower belly.

      "Nnnnggggggggggg" I groaned as I felt the thick cum slide down my pussy to soak the gusset of my panties.

      Christ he was dumping a huge load as he splattered a third wad over my swollen lips, right into my panties. I could feel his fluids soaking the cloth even as my own juices flooded out of me. My knees threatened to buckle as an orgasm tore through me. I was cumming and we weren't even having sex, I thought.

      I eased the soaked cloth closed as Mark shuddered out the last of his orgasm. Patting the cloth in place with a wet squish, I stood on tip toes and kissed his half shaven cheek.

      "Thanks Dad, I needed that" I whispered softly.

      "Anytime" he choked out as he pulled his jeans back in place.

      I stood in the laundry room and waited as he headed back out. When I heard the front door close I turned and picked up my cell phone, zooming in on the sticky mess between my thighs. I shut off the camera and then attached the clip to an unlabeled email to Terry; the last thing I wanted was for someone to know he was getting x-rated movies from his wife. I hit send knowing with the time difference he was sleeping, I smiled as I headed to the bedroom, wondering how he would like his morning present.

      I found out later that afternoon when my phone pinged. Picking it up I opened to a short clip and three simple words. The clip was watching the most massive load I had ever seen Terry produce, splatter across his stomach; followed by the words 'I Love You'.

      
        'I love you' I typed back. I stood there in the living room and watched that clip replay twice more. 'I want to drink you' God I was becoming so lascivious.

      'Drink him then' came back the quick reply.

      Terry had just upped the ante, in a big way; and I knew I was going to accept his challenge, I just needed to think of how. The idea actually came later that night when I was lying in bed watching late night television before sleeping. This had become a habit with Terry, one his father had as well. They would lay in bed and watch late night, then roll over and fall asleep.

      It took a few trial tries with the phone before I was reasonably happy with the position. I needed to make sure before I went. Then, Thursday night I headed over to Mark's house arriving when I knew he would be in bed. I used our spare key to quietly open the front door and slip inside. I climbed the stairs and stood outside his bedroom door. Sure enough he was stretched out on the bed covered in only a sheet, the light of the television flickering across his bedroom.

      Twice on the drive over I had almost turned around. Now, standing there staring at that bare chest, those broad shoulders; and that well defined bulge in the thin sheet; I let my hormones take command. Mark looked over in shock when I walked through the door without a word.

      "Kara" you could see the surprise on his face as I walked over and stood at his bedside.

      I leaned down and set my phone on his night stand, hoping I had practiced the angle right. I pulled my tank top off, freeing my pert breasts as his eyes bulged.

      "My turn" I husked as I climbed onto his bed.

      One advantage to being so petite is you fit right between a taller mans spread thighs. I knelt between his legs and reached up for the sheet covering him. I heard him grunt as I jerked the covering down; I felt a flip in my gut as that cock came into view.

      This time it wasn't half hidden by his jeans; and I watched as it thickened and lengthened along his belly. Reaching out I gripped his hardening cock and gave it a gentle squeeze.

      "Kara, what are you...ohhh shitttttttttttttttt" Mark moaned as I opened my mouth, lowered my head, and swallowed his hardening cock.

      
        
      

      "Ullkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" I groaned back through a mouth full of cock.

      "Oh fuck...suck it baby" Mark almost groveled. "Suck Daddy's cock." He groaned.

      So much was the father like the son it startled me. The sheer forbidden incestuousness of the act drove Terry insane; and it also seemed to be the trigger for Mark. I popped my mouth free and looked up at him.

      "Make me" I hissed. "Make me suck your cock Dad" I told him.

      Heaven exploded in my belly as two powerful hands gripped the sides of my head, fingers curling in my hair. Oh God, he really was like Terry I dimly thought as he shoved my face down on his now rock hard dick.

      I choked and gagged as he shoved that thing right down my throat. My spit dribbled down his shaft and balls as I clawed at his sheets while he fucked my mouth. He used my mouth like a tight wet pussy; while I leaked juices between my thighs thinking of how this man would maul me.

      It didn't take long and I felt his cock throbbing in my mouth. Between the sudden attack, and God knows how long it had been since he had gotten a blowjob; I could feel him nearing release.

      "Mmmmmhmmmmmm" I hummed my approval as his hips began to jerk.

      I didn't know how Terry would know he was filling my mouth, but Mark quickly took care of that.

      "Oh fuck...Kara...I'm going to cum" he groaned. "Drink it babyyyyyy" he moaned.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm" I hummed, sending a vibration right down his shaft and into his balls.

      "Aaagggggggggggggggggggg" Mark roared as his hips lifted on the bed.

      
        I turned my head and looked straight at my phone, as I slid my lips back and clamped them around his crowned head. This let me capture every drop in my mouth, while the camera caught the pulsing of his shaft while squirt after squirt of thick hot goo filled my mouth.

      Like I had mentioned, Terry was the only man I had been with. Once again that strange tartness flooded my mouth, the same taste I had found on my used panties. My thighs quivered and hot juices flooded the shorts I was wearing. He was cumming, and I made him cum. Now I understood Terry's dominance, it was thrilling.

      "Oh fuck...oh Jesus" Mark wheezed as his ass dropped back to the bed.

      He had flooded my mouth with so much cum it dribbled out the corner and down my chin as he slid free. I raised my head, looked at the phone, and opened my mouth. I knew the puddle of white goo was on full display, I made a show of closing my mouth and swallowing. Take that, I thought of Terry as the slime slid down my throat.

      I crawled up his shaking body until our eyes met, I stared down at him. I could see the hunger in them, if I stayed I knew what would happen, but that needed to be for another time, another email to Terry.

      "Next time...Daddy" I whispered to him emphasizing the last word as his eyes widened. "Fuck me until you cum in your son's wife" I hissed.

      I gathered my top and phone and walked from his bedroom and back out the front door. I don't know who was more shocked by the incident; me for the wanton way I behaved, Terry as I watched a clip of him the next day jerking out a massive load as I heard my humming in the background. Or apparently Mark, who was now so focused on fucking me, nothing else mattered.

      I had to admit, that while this little journey into dominating and cuckolding Terry was fun, it wasn't my true nature in the bedroom. Terry had woken my more submissive nature, and I still hungered for that over powering male.

      For Terry it was like a narcotic. He sent me three clips on one day. One where he painted the metal wall of a bathroom stall, one where he coated his entire chest, and one where he pumped out enough cum onto the desert sand to water a damned garden. All three loads I was shocked at the size, and ached to have it in my belly.

      
        For Mark it was like an obsession. Apparently he had thought of fucking me since Terry and I had gotten married, it was like some kind of perverted dream come true. I had backed off everything for three days, during which Mark jerked off daily to thoughts of fucking me. Finally, that Sunday afternoon, he snapped.

      I was in the kitchen washing lunch dishes from Carrie and me when I heard the front door. I didn't even get my hands out of the soapy water before a powerful arm wrapped around my waist and lifted me from my feet. I let out a squeal as this mountain of a man carried my slight form the few feet across the kitchen and deposited me onto the kitchen table.

      He reached down and jerked the hem of my summer dress up, bunching it at my waist. One big paw gripped the front of my panties and I heard the cloth give with a soft tear as he pulled. Oh God, my body went from park to Nirvana in seconds as I looked up and saw raw lust burning in his eyes.

      As he pulled the shredded cloth free I realized there was no stopping him, he was going to own me in mere seconds. The thought of Terry slammed into my brain and I reached up.

      "Oh God no...wait" I pressed my small hands against his chest. "Please...I need my phone...oh God no" I gasped as he undid his jeans.

      "You're sending it to him" a light seemed to dawn in his hazed eyes.

      "Oh God...please" I whimpered.

      Instead of letting me go, Mark reached to his waist and pulled out his cell phone. He pressed his thumb a few times and then aimed it down between my lewdly spread thighs.

      "Let him do his tour of duty" mark rumbled. "I'll do mine" and then his hips lunged forward.

      Terry isn't small, about eight inches or so; but Mark was thicker, a lot thicker. He was about the same length but when he drove in, my walls stretched to places I never knew before. How do I know he was the same length? Because I felt every single inch ram in, in one stroke.

      "OH MY GAWWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD" I screamed as Mark stuffed me full.

      
        I heard an obscene sucking as he pulled back, he gave a grunt and slammed back in; and I screamed again only this time I was totally lost.

      "Fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" I wailed as Mark picked up the pace.

      I clawed at the table with my nails; my legs came up around his waist and my heels drummed on his firm ass cheeks as he pummeled my body. Just like Terry Mark took what he wanted; and I willing surrendered it. Before I knew it my tits were out and bouncing with every stroke; hot cream ran down the crack of my ass to puddle on the kitchen table; and that knot in my belly grew tighter and tighter.

      Through it all that phone in his hand never wavered. It went back and forth from my face to my groin, while I mounted to heaven like a lightning bolt. Eight months had built up; and it came barreling down on me right there in my kitchen.

      I raised my head and stared into that lens as every nerve ending in my body lit on fire. From my curled toes, to my stretched pussy, to my aching nipples; I exploded.

      "Oh God...Terry..." I moaned. "CUMMMINNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" I screamed.

      I don't remember much for the next few moments, according to Mark I banged my head on the table and my body flopped under him while my juices sprayed out over his groin. I honestly only remember one thing; the most incredible warmth that washed through my body as I let loose for the first time in eight months.

      As my eyes refocused on Mark above me, I could see the strain on his face as he tried to hold back; but I wanted it, and I wanted it now.

      "Cum in me baby" I moaned up at him. "Use me, I'm yours...give me your cum...fill me...breed me...cum in me daddy" I babbled.

      "FFFUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Mark roared as he rammed deeper than ever. I swore to God his cock kissed my cervix he was so deep.

      I felt his cock jerk deep inside, and that heat fill my belly. He was cumming...inside me. I reached up and took his phone from his shaking hand, first pointing it between our joined bodies. I wasn't sure how much if anything I was showing to Terry, but it didn't really matter. I turned the phone to face me and told my husband the truth.

      "I love you baby, God help me I love you both and I need you both" I said. "I don't know what...oh fuck" I gasped as a second wave rolled through me.

      I lay on the kitchen table quivering as Mark retrieved his phone. Silently he pulled up his pants and walked out, and I couldn't have stopped him if I had wanted to. I just lay there is a huge puddle of our mixed juices. It was perfection; he had come in the house and used me, and then left me. It fit into my latent sexual needs better than anything I knew of.

      For the next four months Mark did exactly that. My loving father-in-law; walked into my house unannounced, and ravaged every inch of me. I was doing laundry, I was sleeping, I was cleaning; it didn't matter. He would pound me into submission and then fill me with his hot cum; all the while video-taping it for Terry.

      During the last month of his tour, Terry started to talk about coming home. I was both excited and nervous. Excited because I couldn't wait to have him at my side again; nervous because what was I going to say. How do you tell your husband, oh by the way your father has been fucking the shit out of me and I love it and want it to continue even though you're home.

      For Mark and me, it was purely physical. I know that's hard to explain, but I loved Terry, not Mark. I craved sex, and Mark fit the bill. It was as simple as that.

      The week before Terry was due home, it happened. No, I didn't get pregnant, I was careful to keep taking my birth control; it was the shock of my life actually. You know those early homecoming surprises, those two bastards pulled one on me. They had been communicating the whole last four months, planning what was going to happen when Terry got home; they had the gall to actually divvy me up between the two of them.

      Mark had appeared at the house a little after I had laid Carrie down from her lunch. I was picking up the toys and cleaning the living room when he came through the front door. It took less than five minutes for my clothes to be strewn around the room, me flat on my back on the living room floor, my father-in-laws fat cock shoved up my pussy.

      I had screamed my way through one orgasm as he pounded me into the floor just perfect. When he rolled us over to put me on top, I was only too happy to ride this cowboy. I had my nails dug into his shoulders, and my ass was grinding down on him trying to get that cock as deep as I could. Mark had twisted us so my back was to the front door, something I never realized until I felt a presence behind me.

      Terry, who had deliberately misled me by a week on his return, was kneeling on the floor as I watched in shock. He had arrived at the airport and taken an Uber home, with a stop at the local drug store.

      "Terry" I gasped as Mark arched his hips up driving deep. "Baby, you're home" I was half frozen in shock.

      "Yeah" Terry gave a wicked grin. "I'm home." He stated the obvious.

      The next thing I knew, or rather FELT; was his lubed hard cock, sliding right through the ring of my ass and deep into my bowels.

      "AWWWW FFFUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" I screamed as he filled my backdoor.

      Terry rammed in while Mark drew back. Mark rammed in while Terry drew back. The pair was see-sawing back and forth in perfect unison. My body went into sensory overload as stimulation after stimulation rolled through me. First it was my pussy, and then my ass; and then back to my pussy, and then my ass. There was no let up as wave after wave crashed through me. I was right on the verge of a massive orgasm when Terry looked over my shoulder.

      "Hey dad" he chuckled.

      "Hey son, welcome home" Mark laughed.

      "Together?" Terry asked.

      "Together" Mark agreed.

      Together, what were they going to do? I tried to form words but couldn't, I was in a haze of submission as they both used my body. I felt Terry drive down hard, his hips mashing against my ass cheeks, and at that very same moment Mark shoved his hips up his cock sliding deep into my pussy.

      
        Dear God I was pinned between the two of them, my body suspended on two thick cocks when I felt them begin to pulse together through that thin membrane that separated them. MY mind blanked as I realized father and son were filling me at the same time. White heat flooded my belly as Mark filled me; and I felt the warm sensation of Terry's hot cream filling my ass. I gurgled and squirted hot juices, the smell of sex filling the room. I can't even describe the intensity of my orgasm as every fiber in my body exploded.

      Terry was home from his tour of duty; and now he and his father were taking up their joint tour here on me. This tour, I dimly thought as my orgasm shredded through me; was going to last a long, long time I thought.

      Story::Trading Places

      What is my name? Sorry guys won't hear it here. Where do I live? Nope, not that either. Sorry everyone; I just can't afford it. And my three kids? Try oldest daughter, younger daughter, and our baby boy, who by the way just turned eighteen.

      Why so 'secret'; that's the easy part. Imagine finding out your little daughter's middle school teacher is a closet whore; and you found me. Yes, I'm really a middle school teacher, and I love my jobs...and my kids.

      My husband is an investment banker, and a lot of people trust him with their money. I don't think it would go over well to know he would stick his fat cock into any twat spread for him, or that he's even taken a hard dick up his ass on more than one occasion.

      I met the man of my dreams at a college sorority party. I saw his face when I turned my head and watched him shove his cock up my tight ass. Needless to say we banged our way through college and out into the work world.

      We've done threesomes, gangbangs, swapping; you name it. I will admit things have kind of toned down a little, after all it's harder on the body when you pass forty; like it or not.

      I still love it when he ties me to the bed and rapes my ass while I scream into my ball gag. Like I said, not something you want to know about your child's teacher is it.

      When we decided we wanted a family, like any Generation X, we planned everything. I quit my birth control pills; less than a year later our oldest was born; a year later poof out came our second daughter; and then when our son gloriously appeared the next year; we called it quits. I got fixed and he got snipped and we were free to go.

      
        
      

      When the kids were little it was a whole lot easier to just go for it; but as they got older we figured we didn't want one of them walking in and watching mommy take a cock up her ass while she gagged on some bull's black dick. We started doing more of our fun away from home then. You know, swinging, parties, all the swapping.

      We had no intentions of stopping; we just got better at hiding it. Or so we thought. The truth came out in a rather shocking way. Our oldest was at university; our son had gone to his friends to play video games, and our daughter was supposed to be working. That meant two sex crazy people had the house to themselves.

      My husband was spread eagle on the bed, and yes I had him four-cornered. Meaning both his ankles and wrists were tied with leather straps to the bed posts. I was reverse cowgirl, just going to town on that fat eight inch cock; oh and I had a finger shoved up his ass just for good measure.

      When I looked up I was shocked to see our younger daughter literally standing in the doorway watching us. Her shorts were around her knees, and her hand was cupping her sex.

      Worse was right behind her was our son, who was looking down at his sister's bare ass. Just as I slammed down on that fat dick; I watched my son jam his hips forward. You can tell when a woman takes a hard cock; there is this look of surprise in her eyes followed by the most wonderful glassy look. I saw it come over our daughter in that instant.

      God, I thought I had experienced an orgasm before; watching my daughter's face as her brother shoved his cock into her; I fucking exploded right there. I began howling and screaming as I juiced all over my husband.

      Incest was the one thing that for some reason had never hit our radar of perversion. I couldn't tell you why, it just didn't. Well, it did right then. I matched my bouncing to my sons hips as I stared at them. Our daughter stared between my legs, and I couldn't help it. I leaned back further, letting her watch her father's fat cock slide in and out of me.

      I felt my belly knot up, I screamed at the top of my lungs, and I felt pussy cream squirt all over my poor husband. I heard him grunt, and then white hot heat filled my belly as he pumped his load into me.

      
        At the same time, I saw my son throw his head back, his mouth hanging open. He twitched, and my daughters eyes rolled back and her body quivered. Jesus Christ, my son was unloading into his sister; and I had to admit it was HOT.

      By the time I came down from my Nirvana high, they were both gone. I wasn't sure if my son knew I had seen them, but my daughter damn well did. After freeing my husband, and kissing him softly, I slipped on my robe and headed down the hall.

      I knew going to my eighteen year old son wasn't the best idea. First, I wasn't even sure he knew I saw them; confronting him could be ugly. Second, asking your son why he is fucking his sister I think would be a better conversation left for dad.

      Instead I headed to my daughter's bedroom, time for a little woman to woman talk. Tapping on the door I didn't hear and answer, I eased the door open and found her sitting cross legged on her bed; her IPad was in front of her and her headphones on.

      I waited for a moment by the door, and then she noticed me. I could see a blush come to her cheeks as she reached up and pulled the headphones off. Everything was just so normal; if I hadn't seen her standing there I would have thought this was her normal afternoon activity.

      "So where do we start this conversation? " I asked as I sat on the edge of her bed.

      "I'm sorry I was watching you?" she sighed.

      I hated sometimes I was getting older; and it wasn't always my birthday that reminded me; it was also the age of my children. I realized this was now not a child sitting in front of me; but a high active sexual woman, maybe it was time I just slapped my cards on the table.

      "No you're not" I said firmly. "You're only sorry you got caught."

      "That too" she said with a half-smile.

      "Why do I get the feeling it wasn't the first time either." I said staring at her.

      "Because it wasn't" my daughter told me.

      
        
      

      At least she wasn't lying; a little brutally honest but we could go from there. If she wanted to play the straight game, so could I.

      "Not the first time you've watched your mother and father fucking" I pushed back. "And also not the first time your brother has had his dick shoved up your cunt either."

      I watched her eyes to gauge her reaction. They didn't grow huge in surprise, but there was a hint of admission to them. This was going to be interesting; I was staring at a younger version of myself when I had met my husband.

      "Are you on birth control?" I asked simply

      "I'm not that stupid mom." She snorted back.

      "How many have you been with?" I gestured between her thighs.

      "If you mean dicks, I lost count." I almost laughed at her answer.

      "How about you mom?" he question caught me a little off guard.

      I thought for a moment about just how honest I should be. She's an adult now, and I wasn't ashamed I loved cock.

      "More than you can imagine" I said, staring into her eyes.

      "Does Dad know?" How this session gets turned around, I wondered.

      "Considering he held the camera most of the time, I think that answer would be yes." I told her.

      "You have videos? Fuck that's hot." I could sense the surprise for the first time.

      "Why your brother' It was my turn.

      
        
      

      "Because he has a nice fat eight inch dick" God she was such a hussy.

      I just sat and looked at my daughter; the words whore and slut coursed through my mind; but who was I to judge; her description of her brother's cock sent a shiver down my spine.

      "Your father is over nine" I said.

      "God" I watched her shudder.

      Jesus why did I just tell her that? I just admitted to my daughter her father had a nine inch cock. Besides being the truth that wasn't exactly the thing you tell your daughter. Then it hit me like a ton of bricks.

      "You want to fuck him" I whispered. "That's why you watch us."

      I saw the smoldering look of unbridled lust glow in her eyes; I knew the answer before her lips even parted.

      "In a heartbeat" my daughter admitted.

      I rose from the bed and stepped to her door. I should have been shocked, or at the very least revolted by what had just been said. Instead, I was soaking wet. I turned and looked at my nineteen year old daughter.

      "That might be arranged" I saw her eyes widen. "After your brother dumps a hot load into MY cunt" I told her.

      "God you're a whore" my daughter looked up at me smiling.

      "It takes one to know one...bitch." I smiled back.

      
        We were now set on a path there was no going back from. I was going to get fucked by my eighteen year old stud of a son; and my daughter was going to get the proverbial fucking of her life from her perverted father.

      It took less than a week to set up my encounter; it was actually fairly simple. It seemed the two of them would fuck at least twice or more a week. Usually at night after my husband and I went to bed.

      To not alert the house, it seems my son would slip into my daughter's dark room and mount her tight little ass. It was an easy matter to have my daughter head out of her room and downstairs before he came in, and I slipped into her bed totally nude.

      I was half asleep when the bedroom door creaked open, and I felt my covers being pulled back. I could hear my son murmur something, and the next thing I knew a fat tongue was deep into my wet pussy.

      I squirmed and convulsed through two rapid orgasms as my son munched my cunt. He didn't have the perfect technique of his father, but God damn did he have the vigor. He licked, and then slurped, and then sucked my cunt dry.

      I was moaning and whimpering by the time my second orgasm had eased down a bit. I wanted to scream filth at him, telling to fuck his mother; but I didn't want to give away who I was.

      I was a dripping limp ragdoll when he rolled me over face down. When he pulled my ass into the air, I knew what was coming and buried my face into the pillow.

      "Mmmmppffffffffffffff" I heard myself scream into the pillow as he shoved his cock in to the root inside me.

      He wasn't as thick or long as my husband; but fuck was he hard. I could feel that steel bar sliding deep inside me. Once again technique went out the window as he gripped my fleshy hips and started hammering into me. I hadn't been fucked this hard in twenty years; God it was heaven. My tits swung under me, my body bounced on the bed; and through it all creamy juices poured out of e to coat his virile young cock.

      I reared up on my arms, looking over my shoulder at his shadowy form. Being pounded for over ten minutes straight by a jack hammer; was more than this forty something body could take. I felt that knot tighten in my belly as I shuddered.

      
        
      

      "Fuck me baby...oh God yesssss" I moaned as my brain slipped into that sex fog.

      "Oh fuck" I heard him grunt behind me.

      God damn if he didn't start to swell deep in my gut. He was going to cum, and I was never so ready for a man to unload in me, as I was right then. I understood the attraction to my daughter as my body prepared to receive my son's incestuous load; my brain zeroed down to between my thighs as that steel pipe rammed in and out.

      "Cum in me baby...cum in your mother" it just slipped out.

      "Mom?" I heard behind me.

      Panic gripped me for a second, dear God don't let him stop; I was too close. I rushed to tell him not to slow down as I jammed my ass back at him.

      "Don't stop, please donnnnnghhhhhhhhhhhh" the rest was nothing but a gurgle

      God bless the vigor of youth; those eighteen year old hips didn't stop, they picked up the pace even more. I mean my whole body was shaking like a massive seizure as my son fucked me. I could feel my tits swaying under my body, scraping the sheets with my nipples. I felt my ass cheeks jiggling every time his hips slapped into me.

      Even as his hips kept moving, I felt his cock jerk inside me. God he was cumming...hot and thick filling my belly; and yet he just kept fucking me...and fucking me...and fucking me.

      My mind almost blanked as my gut gave a tremendous wrench. Juices gushed out around his slamming cock, soaking the bed under me. I whimpered like a whipped puppy as I bathed my sons cock in my pussy cream.

      True to form for a young man, as soon as his own orgasm subsided, I felt that softening cock slide free of my gripping cunt. His hands released my hips; I wobbled on my knees for a moment and then all four of my limbs gave out as I collapsed onto the bed.

      
        I could feel my body twitch and shudder as waves rolled through me. I felt that hot mix of our creams oozing out of my raw pussy and soak my daughters' duvet. I wanted to speak, to say something; all I could do was moan as my own spit dripped out of the corner of my mouth onto her pillow.

      "Jesus mom" I heard the mutter behind me.

      I felt the bed shift as he scrambled off, and then the door to the bedroom squeak as he left. I wanted to say something...anything...but I couldn't even get my vocal cords to work.

      It had been almost two decades since I had been fucked like that, and my body reveled in the sensations. I just lay there and wallowed in pleasure as I waited for parts of my body to come back under my control. He may not have had the technique of the seasoned lovers I had been with, but goddamn could that boy FUCK.

      I don't know how long I lay there, but I slowly roused when I heard the bedroom door open again. The shadow was too slender to be my son I realized.

      "You're still here?" I heard my daughter's voice in the dark.

      "I can barely fucking move" I moaned.

      "Was it that good?" I could hear the heat in her voice.

      "No" I said softly. "It was fucking better."

      "You got your turn mom" my daughters' voice was in my ear. "Next time it's mine. I...want...daddy." she all but hissed at me.

      I have to admit it took me a few days to figure that one out. At first I thought about slipping her into one of our swap parties; but I knew my husband would never approach her if he knew who she was. No, it had to be without him knowing.

      The actual idea came to me at the most mundane time. I was doing housework, and cleaning our bedroom. I picked up one of the soft velvet strap I had used to tie my husband to the bed that day we had been seen. I stood there, staring at the cloth; and the most wicked idea came into my mind.

      
        
      

      I rummaged in the closet, finding our old 'bag of tricks' we used on occasion. My husband and I had never been into the pain aspect of BDSM, but the idea of being out of control had always incited us. I pulled out the sleep mask that once in a while we would use as a makeshift blindfold. I collected the four velvet ropes again, and slipped the small bundle into my night stand.

      The next day, after my daughter got home from class, I walked through with her my idea; by the halfway point I could see the same wicked smile on her face I must have had when I first had the idea.

      It meant I needed to get our son out of the house Saturday. At first he wasn't too keen on the idea of finding some friends to hang out with; but it's amazing how when you suck an eighteen year olds' balls dry he suddenly agrees to anything. Of course swallowing his hot jizz didn't exactly hurt my feeling either.

      By lunch Saturday I couldn't have planned things better if I had tried, and frankly I did. My husband came in from mowing the yard. He had on his gym shorts, and I knew he was commando underneath in this heat. His shirt had been lost a couple of hours ago, and now his body glistened with sweat.

      I pressed my tits against his chest as he leaned into the counter, and bending down, drew my tongue from his nave up to between his hardening nipples.

      "Oh Jesus" I heard him moan.

      "You're mine" I whispered in his ear.

      "Baby..." he moaned.

      "Mine, do you hear" I nipped at his earlobe.

      With one hand I gripped that stiffening sausage in his shorts and squeezed. I could feel him shudder as his hormones kicked in, oh yeah he was ready.

      When he reached out for me, I stepped back just outside of his touch. Then I stepped back and reached up, gripping one of his nipples.

      
        "Do you want me baby?" I hissed in my most sultry voice. "Do you want to fuck my tight...wet...pussy." I egged him on.

      "Yesssss" he groaned.

      "To bad" I gave his nipple a light twist. "Because I want to fuck that hard dick of yours" I growled.

      "Oh fuck" was all my husband could groan.

      My hand shot down and into his gym shorts, my fingers wrapping around his already hard cock; oh yes he was definitely ready.

      "You know the drill" I licked along his sweaty neck. "On the bed...nude...NOW."

      God I never saw a man move so fast in my life. He was already stretching out on the bed when I entered the room. His nine inch hard cock was lying flat against his belly. Fuck, if I hadn't agreed to this earlier, I would have jammed my dripping pussy down on him right there.

      Instead I took my time typing first his ankles, and then his wrists with the velvet strap. Once he was secure, I bent down and ran the flat of my tongue the length of his cock, Christ he was already leaking pre cum he was so wound up.

      "Please..." I heard him softly beg.

      "Not yet" I husked back.

      I reached into the night stand and pulled the sleep mask out. While we didn't use it a lot, it wasn't totally unknown. He lifted his head with a smile, and I settled the soft cloth over his eyes.

      As his head settled back on the pillow, I bent over and slipped just the head of his cock into my mouth. Swirling my tongue around the tip, and then grazing it lightly with my teeth; I could feel him twitch under me.

      
        With an obscene pop I released his cock, hearing it softly slap his belly I trailed my tongue back up his sweaty body. God he tasted good.

      "What do you want; say it baby" I told my husband.

      Just like his son, he caved instantly. His whole body was all but quivering his answer.

      "Suck me baby...oh God please..." he moaned.

      Even as he spoke, I stepped quietly back from the edge of the bed. My daughter, in all her naked glory, slipped around me; and without a sound, slammed her mouth down on her father's hard dick.

      "Fuuckkkkkkkkk" I heard the passion in his voice as I settled in the chair across the room.

      This had been my only request. It had taken some explaining; but my daughter finally understood. I didn't want in on the action, I wanted to watch. I never considered myself a cuckold as you would think of one; there was just something incredibly erotic about watching my husband in the act of sex.

      Like her brother, there wasn't a lot of technique. But then you don't need a lot when you can shove a nine inch cock into your throat down to the root. God damn this girl was good; she sucked him like one of the best whores I had ever seen.

      My poor husband whimpered and moaned; pulling at his ties; his knees flexing. While her hot mouth drove up and down on him. Christ she didn't even gag when her nose jammed into his groin.

      I watched her cup his balls, and then suck them into her mouth as she stroked his spit coated shaft. When she ran her tongue from his ass to his balls, I thought my husband was going to lose it. His whole ass rose off the bed and he howled with pleasure.

      I could tell by the contortions on his face he was getting close, too close. I waved at my daughter, and then pointed at him. Pulling her mouth free she nodded and began to climb onto the bed.

      In exchange for letting me watch, she had made two demands of her own. One had been that his first load was going deep in her pussy and nowhere else.

      
        I swore to God I could see her juices drip out of her as she straddled his hips. I knew he was too far gone to notice the difference in our sizes. At not quite twenty, she was a bit slimmer and lighter than I was; but I also know how his brain worked. Right now, all he could think about was fucking.

      I watched in fascination as she positioned herself over him, reaching down to hold his cock straight up in the air; that thick mushroomed head pointing straight at her drenched hole.

      "Yes...please...oh God..." I heard him moan.

      In one fluid motion my daughter slammed her young pussy straight down onto her fathers' throbbing cock. Nine inches of hard meat slammed into her gut in one shot. I didn't know where to look first.

      "Aggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" came first from my husband. "Unnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" the soft mewl from my daughter blending with it.

      I looked up at my husbands' face; and while the mask hid part of it; I could see the see the contortion of raw pleasure that washed over it. My eyes moved over to my daughter, who had her eyes closed; and her mouth hanging partly open. I could imagine the shock of having all that cock driven up into you.

      Then there was the most obscene sight of all, right there between my husbands' thighs. As his daughters ass rested on him, pressing into his balls; a small trickle of juice running down his sac. I had seen him fuck more women that I honestly remember; but this...this was different. This wasn't just some other woman; this was his daughter.

      I shuddered and jammed two fingers into my drenched cunt realizing my husband, was balls deep inside his own flesh and blood. Fuck, I don't know how I didn't explode right there.

      I watched her ass slide up, as his slick shaft appeared. Then she reversed direction and slammed back down onto him again.

      "Fuck" I heard her whisper.

      "God...tight..." my husband gasped.

      
        Did he know? Could he now tell it wasn't me on top of him? Even if he did it was already too late. I watched my daughters' eyes flutter open and she turned and looked at me. There was a wonder and pure lust that glowed on her face. A slow sultry smile crept over her lips.

      It was like watching her brother. She reached down and dug her nails into her father's chest; and then her ass started moving. She went from rising and falling to literally bouncing on his cock; trying to drive it deeper and deeper.

      I could hear wet skin slapping together as the spring on the bed protested. My eyes went back and forth from his face, to her face; to his magnificent cock using her young cunt. I could see that white froth of her cream as it coated his balls and then his shaft. Fuck, she had to be having almost a constant orgasm on him.

      Juices were pouring from between my thighs, soaking my hand and the chair. I was jamming my fist into my pussy like a mad woman; as my daughter drove her father higher and higher.

      "Oh Jesus...fuck...fucking..." I heard the muttering.

      I looked up at my husbands' face. I could see his hands, flexing into fists, I knew what he wanted. I also knew that he had been very close earlier; and it wouldn't take long for that tight pussy to suck his balls dry.

      Ripping my fingers out of my grasping pussy, I rose from the chair hand half stumbled over to the bed. I could feel my pussy dripping hot juices onto the floor as I moved.

      Reaching out, I tugged free the two knots holding the velvet straps around his wrists. Instant my husbands' hands shot up and gripped my daughters hanging tits.

      Let's be honest, after forty plus years the boobs aren't the same. I pride myself on keeping in good shape; but even I have to admit that my breasts hang heavier, and are much more pliant than they were twenty years ago. I knew once he gripped the firm globes of a nineteen year old, his fogged brain would register the difference.

      By now, I only hoped he had crossed that barrier, and it was too late. Looking in my daughters lidded eyes; I reached down and slipped the cloth from my husbands' face.

      
        It took him a moment to realize he was looking up at me standing over him from the side of the bed. His eyes grew wide as he looked down; taking in the lewd scene of his daughter slamming her tight pussy onto his cock over and over.

      I couldn't have timed the dammed thing better. I heard this feminine wail as she slammed her body down and began to convulse.

      "CUMMMMINNNNNGGGGGGGGGGG" she screamed.

      Have you ever heard a bear roar? Forget it, there is nothing like the roar of a man when he empties his balls. That nineteen year old cunt slammed down on his cock, and he did what any virile male would do...he came.

      "FFFFUUUUCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" echoed off the bedroom walls as my husband blew.

      His ass rose straight up, literally suspending his daughter on his groin. I glanced down and watched the root of his cock pulse once, and then twice. He was unloading, deep inside her.

      "Yes daddy yes; cum in me daddy...oh God cummmm" our poor daughter babbled.

      I reached down and shoved three fingers deep inside myself as I watched them orgasm together. It was erotic; it was intense; and it was one of the hottest things I had ever had the pleasure of witnessing.

      "Son-of-a-bitch" my husband finally gasped

      His ass collapsed onto the bed, as our daughter slowly sprawled out across his sweat coated chest, her body heaving and twitch. Slowly her head raised and she looked up at me.

      "God I want more" she whispered.

      I started to answer when I saw her glance behind me. Turning my head, I watched as my naked son walked into the room. His steel hard cock standing straight out, he slowly walked up behind me.

      
        "I think that can be...arranged" I grunted as he slammed home.

      Story::Trophy Wife 1

      Alex stared at the tent half hidden in the dark; slowly he turned and stared at his mother standing on the lawn beside him.

      "What's this" he couldn't help but ask.

      "It's a tent silly" his mother laughed.

      "I got that mom" Alex turned back to the large cabin tent. ""What's it for?" he asked

      "Not what sweetie" his mother stepped to the tent opening. "More who, it's for you" she smiled.

      Alex tried to ignore watching his mother move in the dim light in the tight cocktail dress she wore. Her hips were swaying with every step. He stared at his mother confused.

      "I don't get it, why for me?" he tried not to stare at the curve of his mothers' ass as she turned, seeing how the snug fabric clung to every curve.

      "Honey, you said yourself the house is like Grand Central Station" she said softly. "I know how you value your privacy, and the party tonight is going to go half the night" she looked back at the large house lit up from every window.

      Alex looked back as he heard loud laughter drift across the lawn. At least he couldn't hear the music blaring from inside he thought. His mother was right; the last two days had been a strain on his nerves.

      His brother Michael was getting married in three days, and tonight was only the first of the events surrounding the 'main event.' God forbid if anyone called his brother Mike, Alex thought. Michael Buchmann was the spitting image of his father.

      Michael had graduated class president. Harvard law School and then joining their fathers law firm. He had already won two cases on his own and was a rising star. When Alex had asked about the wedding, he had been shocked at his brothers' response.

      
        
      

      "Time to mount my trophy little brother" he had said. Just like his father, he had found the perfect trophy wife and was following The Grand Plan, as it was called in the Buchmann house.

      The only problem was Alex didn't fit into that plan. He had always struggled with school, and when he announced he was not going into law, but instead wanted to be an architect, he thought his father was going to shit himself.

      Only his mother had stood by him, quietly diverting his father, working her magic, until everything had been smoothed out again. Oh people might call his mother a trophy wife, but Alex knew better. It was his mother who was in charge, but it seemed only he saw it. Just like this tent, she always seemed to find a solution just in the nick of time.

      "Thanks mom" he said softly.

      "Well come take a look" his mother smiled in the half light.

      She bent and unzipped the flap on the tent. Alex could only stare as her tight dress now stretched over the globes of her ass. God her ass, he thought, as just the sight started a stirring in his groin.

      Alex bent down and followed his mother into the tent just as he looked up his mother turned to face him. Still half bent forward from the low ceiling, the pose let her breasts hang down in her low front dress. Alex felt a rush of blood head straight south to his cock, as he stared down the top of his mothers' dress. Her expanse of cleavage was on full display to him.

      After a moment, he felt a finger under his chin, slowly raising his head and eyes, until he met his mothers' gaze.

      "My eyes are up here baby" she whispered with a sparkle in her eyes.

      "Sorry mom" Alex felt his face flush with shame, he had been caught staring at her.

      "Sorry for what?" his mother laughed lightly. "For staring at your mothers' tits?"

      "Jesus mom" Alex gasped.

      
        
      

      "Baby, you've stared at them before" his mother smiled. "I didn't say I minded I just wanted to talk for a moment. I can't stay long you know that."

      "Yeah, I know" Alex gave a resigned sigh. "Have to be the trophy for the party right mom."

      Grace Buchmann sighed, she knew how hard things had been for her youngest. Sometimes he just didn't fit the Buchmann 'mold'. She had met her husband at university in her second year. Twenty years old and two years into her commercial design degree when the dashing young Buchmann had swept her off her feet.

      By the time she turned twenty-one, she was married. Their first child was born at twenty-two and their second not more than a year later. It had seemed whirlwind to her then.

      Now, Grace knew better. Everything had been planned, scheduled by that dashing young man. Married with the standard two children he had entered his fathers' law practice by twenty-five. Now, at forty-seven the trophy wife and mother was watching her eldest follow the same path as his father.

      But Alex was somehow different, more like her side of the family. It had been a terrible disappointment to Richard when Alex had decided against the family law practice. Richard Michael Buchmann was if anything a traditionalist.

      One of those family traditions was the acquisition of the 'trophy wife'. Her mother-in-law was one, and it had taken only three years of their married life to know she was one.

      At barely five foot six inches, Grace Buchmann could turn any head in a room, even now at almost fifty years old. Age had done little to her 36D breasts, they still stood proud and full in her tight cocktail dress. She knew her best was the curves of her ass when she bent slightly forward, an art she had perfected over the years. The fact it took hours a week in the gym to keep that ass, was something very few knew.

      "Your father has a lot of important clients Alex" she softly replied. "As his wife I have a role to play. It helps his career, which pays our bills."

      "Career, there is a lot of other things more important than a career" Alex grumbled.

      
        Grace stepped closer to her son; she could feel the heat emanating from his body along with the tension that ran through him. Her hand rested on his broad chest, and she could feel his muscles ripple through his shirt.

      Get a grip girl, she whispered to herself. This is your son for God's sake.

      "Alex...look at me" Grace told her son. She waited until they locked eyes in the dim light of the tent.

      "In this tent, it's just us, you and me. For once in your life, pull your big boy pants up and just say what's on your mind." She told him.

      Grace stared into her sons' eyes, her eyes widening as she saw the light in his eyes growing. A light she had not seen in the eyes of a man in many years. It was a hunger, a mixture of lust and love that shone out of him.

      "He doesn't deserve you" Alex grated. "He's got the most beautiful, sexiest, loving wife; and he's in there with some fake titted bimbo on his lap with a drink in his hand." He rushed out.

      Grace stood stunned as the words poured out of Alex like a tidal wave. He had to have been keeping this inside for years, she realized.

      "He's not only an arrogant pompous ass, just like his oldest son" Alex pushed on. "He's also a fool" he spat. "If you were my wife, I would....." Suddenly, realizing what he was saying, Alex stopped himself.

      "Say it Alex" Grace whispered in a hushed voice. "Finish what you were saying. You would...what?" she stared into his eyes, her heart pounding.

      "Don't ask mom" Alex choked out.

      Grace's fingers curled inward, her nails digging into her son's strong pectorals. She took a deep breath, smelling the fresh cut grass, and that scent, the scent of a MAN.

      "What's said in this tent stays in this tent, understood." Grace told her son. "Now finish what you were saying." She waited for his response.

      
        "If you were my wife, I wouldn't have you hanging on my arm like some trinket." Alex stared back at his mother. She could hear the growing husk in his voice. "Oh you'd be my trophy wife, have no doubt. But I'd be mounting my trophy every damn chance I could."

      Grace was beyond stunned at her sons' words. But there was more, something defined in that moment. Gone was the pretense of the child, before her stood a primal man; confident, strong, who knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid to say it. She felt the almost animal magnetism emanate from her son, sending a jolt through her body, her nipples stretching against the fabric of her dress, while a warm wetness grew between her legs.

      Alex could only stare into his mothers' eyes, watching her face, as a flush began to cover her cheeks. Was she angry? Had he just overstepped the boundary he wondered.

      "You're jealous." Grace whispered softly, the realization hitting home. "I'm your mother, you do realize" she could barely husk back.

      Before she could even react, Alex leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers. This was no mother son kiss. She felt raw passion rip through her as his mouth almost devoured her. By the time they separated, Grace was almost gasping for air, she felt the rampant hardness pressed against her belly, her breasts crushed against his broad chest.

      She had melted into the kiss, reveling in the sheer desire a man was expressing for her. That it was her son had evaporated from her mind.

      "Be careful mister" Grace reached up and traced a nail along his cheek. "You're playing with fire."

      "Then I hope I burn alive" Alex said gruffly.

      Grace felt the closeness of the tent close in. Her son standing only inches from her, his chest rising and falling. The huge bulge more than evident in his tight jeans. While she felt that long forgotten wetness seep down her inner thighs.

      "I have to get back to the party." She whispered.

      Turning, she stepped to the tent flap, and then bent to grip the small zipper. Looking over her shoulder, she watched Alex, his eyes glued to the curve of her ass.

      
        
      

      "You really would, wouldn't you?" she breathed out.

      At first, Alex didn't understand his mothers' comment. Then, staring at her, it hit him.

      "In a heartbeat mom" Alex's deep voice filled her ears.

      Without a reply to his frank honestly, Grace stepped out of the tent and into the cool night air. Hurrying across the lawn and through the patio door, she was worried she had been gone to long and that Richard would be upset.

      Finding her husband among all the guests was rather easier than she thought. True to her sons' words, Richard Buchmann was sitting on a couch, one hand holding a glass of Champaign. The other resting on the hip of what had to be a twenty year old girl with the biggest fake tits Grace had ever seen.

      Alex knew his father well, she realized. She stood silently, comparing the two men. While the older used power and money to draw, it was actually Alex who held more. His sheer confidence in himself and that barely concealed animal magnetism that would strip away any opposition.

      Grace shuddered as she realized just how close she had come to surrendering to that magnetism. Son or not, the idea of Alex bending her over and mounting her sent a tremor through her belly.

      For the next two hours, Grace drifted among the guests, largely ignoring her husband. The dutiful hostess, she greeted everyone with elegance and style. By eleven o'clock she had made all the rounds, and needed to get away. Stepping onto the patio, she wrapped her arms around herself against the cool night air. Her eyes straining into the darkness to try and see the tent where her son was.

      What Grace didn't know, was that her son was only a few feet behind her, standing by the doorway to the patio, watching her. Alex had made his appearance at the party, he knew it was required or his father would be angry. He had made a point for his brother and his father to see him. Then figuring on slipping back to the tent, he had seen his mother step outside.

      Just watching her, he could feel his cock thicken. God he wanted her, and bad. His mother had shocked him when she had accepted the kiss earlier. Instead of being angry or insulted, she had instead made some reference to a fire.

      
        
      

      A thought suddenly clicked in his mind. As one of the servers passed by, he stopped the young man and asked for a match. When the server pulled a small book of matches from his jacket pocket, Alex reached into his own.

      "How would you like to make ten bucks, easy money?" he asked the young man.

      "Is it illegal?" the teenager half whined.

      "Nope, nothing illegal" Alex said. He quickly scribbled inside the matchbook cover, and then shut it again. "Just take that match book to the lady standing there, and give it to her."

      "Whatcha want me to tell her" the kid asked.

      "Nothing" Alex smiled. "She'll know. Just hand it to her and a quick ten spot."

      As the young server took the matchbook, Alex slipped off the patio and headed for the tent hidden in the darkness.

      Grace was surprised when the young server approached her, she hadn't asked for a drink. When the young man silently handed her the match book and then left, she was confused.

      Opening the small book, Grace was surprised to see the scrawl inside. She turned so the light from the patio door could let her read.

      Light my fire were the only three words. Her head snapped up and she looked back across the dark lawn. You wouldn't dare, she thought.

      Alex waited nervously in the tent. It had been a bold move on his part, but did it pay off. Just as he was about to call it a night and head for bed, he heard the zipper on the front flap raising. He watched as the dark form of his mother slid through the door, followed by the sound of the zipper being returned.

      The pair stood in the darkness, only able to see shape but not bodies. Alex tried to find the right words, but his tongue didn't seem to want to work. It was his mother who spoke first.

      
        
      

      "Do you know what you're doing?" Grace asked softly.

      "I know exactly what I'm doing" Alex husked back.

      He pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it beside the air mattress. The pale light coming through the tent walls reflected off his now bare chest.

      "Do you know what you're doing?" he asked back.

      Alex heard the sound of a zipper again, this time he watched the form of his mother shimmy until her dress fell to the tent floor at her feet. For a second he wondered if she was wearing a bra, he hadn't bothered to check before when he kept staring at her tight ass.

      "No" his mothers' soft voice came back. "But right now, I don't give a damn."

      Alex stepped towards his mother; he outstretched hands coming in contact with her soft flesh just above her hips. Slowly he ran his hands up her sides, stunned when his palms were suddenly filled with the soft globes of her bare breasts. No bra, he breathed silently. His thumbs flicked lightly over the rock hard nipples that capped his mothers' breasts.

      "Oh Goddddddddd" Grace hissed as a shudder went through her body.

      Alex felt rather than saw when his mother arched her back slightly, pushing her full breasts into his hands.

      "So long..." he whispered in the dark. "God I wish I could see you." He moaned. His hands gently kneading her soft tit flesh.

      "We're here now" Grace moaned. "Make the best of it baby, explore every inch of your mother. Tell me how long you've wanted this."

      
        Grace felt her son pull her closer to him. The heat from his bare chest radiating across her own skin. Her arms came up in the darkness, hands gripping his strong biceps.

      "Oh Jesus" Grace groaned, as she felt Alex leaving soft moist kisses along her skin.

      "So long" he mumbled, kissing along her neck. "Since I knew what sex was." His lips trailed over her shoulder. "Years...I've wanted you for years." He moaned as his lips descended downward.

      Grace shuddered as she felt his hot breath blow across one nipple. Her entire mind blanked as her lust grew. No longer mother and son, now they were simply man and woman, and they were about to mate she realized.

      "Alexxxxxxxxxxxxxx" Grace moaned deep in her throat, as she felt his hot lips wrap around her aching nipple. "God yes, suck my nipple baby. Nurse on mommas' tits."

      Grace felt like her body was on fire as Alex suckled first one and then the other breast. Her hands cupped the back of his head, holding his mouth against her tingling skin. She gasped as she felt his hand slide down over her flexing belly...lower...closer to her over heated core.

      "Touch me...please" she begged her son. "I need...Unnghhhhh" she groaned as Alex slid his hand inside her thongs, his fingers dragging along her swollen soaked lips.

      Grace grunted as one thick finger slid up inside her clutching pussy. Her hips began rocking as her son began slowly finger fucking her hot pussy.

      "Yes...yes..." she moaned. "Oh fuck...Alex..." she gasped as her son created intense pleasure in the pit of her belly.

      Grace could already feel the knot building deep in her gut. She could not remember ever being this turned on, this alive, in her almost fifty years.

      "Don't stop...Oh God" Grace moaned, as her hips moved in time to her sons' probing finger. "I'm going to cum baby, you're going to make mommy cum." She hissed.

      
        Suddenly, as if her words set something off in Alex, she felt his finger pull free of her spasming walls. Before she could react or even speak, he had dropped to his knees in the dark before her, dragging her thong down to her knees in one motion...

      "What are you...?" She tried to groan. "Oh SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Grace wailed as she felt her son wrap his hot lips around her empty pussy.

      Grace threw her head back while her hips thrust forward. Her hands were still at the back of his head from before and now she pulled tightly, mashing his face into her wet box.

      "Oh my Godddd...oh yes baby EAT ME" Grace babbled as her son feasted on her.

      Giving oral sex was something her husband constantly refused, claiming it was demeaning for a real man to perform a "lez act". Now she stood in a dark tent in her own backyard, her husband half-drunk with some floozie; while her adoring and beautiful son did what his father wouldn't.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm" Alex moaned as his tongue was coated with his mothers' pulsing cream. He felt her body literally vibrate as she ascended to her climax. He had every intention of giving her so much pleasure, she would beg for more.

      The sound of wet slurping filled the tent as Grace felt his tongue drive in and out of her soaked lips. Her juices gushing out to coat his face, she wished now she could look down and watch the hot scene at her feet.

      "Oh Alexxxx" the mother moaned as her body surrendered to the raw pleasure.

      One hand gripped her ass cheek, pulling her body tightly against his hot mouth, while the other hand kneaded her swaying breast. Pleasure coursed through her body from two different directions as Grace tumbled towards her orgasm.

      "Oh God...yes...oh fuck I'm going to cum" Grace moaned. Her orgasm barreled down on her like a freight train, until it slammed into the pit of her belly.

      "AHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" Grace wailed as she felt her belly tighten then whip back. As sparks ignited in front of her eyes in the dark tent, she felt her juices erupt out to coat the face of this darling man kneeling in front of her.

      
        "Cummmmminnngggggg" she moaned. "Soooo goooodddddddd" she shuddered through each wave.

      Just as he felt his mother convulse through her first wave, Alex opened his mouth and clamped his lips over her sensitive clit, pulling it into his sucking mouth.

      Grace couldn't even speak as a second explosion rocketed through her, right on the heels of the first. God what he was doing to her body, she wanted to scream. Only whimpers and gurgling came out of her mouth as Alex brought her to new heights of pleasure.

      Finally, her body felt like it was a single raw nerve, as she felt her knees threaten to buckle under her. "Enough, oh God no more" she begged.

      Alex was caught off guard when his mother violently shoved against his shoulders, pushing him back until he fell on his back on the sleeping bag covering his little air mattress. He felt his mother's hands rapidly slide down his bare chest to the edge of his jeans. He could feel her fingers frantically almost tearing at his jeans to get them open.

      "Get them off" Grace hissed in the dark. Alex lifted his hips to help as she tugged his jeans down.

      His eyes tried to penetrate the dark of the tent as his mother climbed up his body until she hovered over him, her breath hot on his neck.

      "You like eating your mothers' cunt you little pervert" Grace hissed down at her son.

      "God yes" Alex moaned. He felt her small hand slide between their bodies, taking his turgid cock in her grip.

      This same woman, who glided through his fathers' parties with grace and elegance, was like a woman possessed, and it was driving him insane to see this new side of his mother.

      "You want to take your father's trophy" her voice filled his ear. "Think you have what it takes?" she asked.

      "I don't think...I know" Alex said the first thing that came to his inflamed mind. God how he wanted this woman he thought, the emotion driving him to say things he otherwise would never dare.

      
        
      

      "Prove it baby" Grace muttered. Without warning, his mother dropped her weight down onto him, as she tried to sink every inch of his cock sank straight up into her tight wet hole.

      "Big...fuck you're big" Grace grunted. She was only half way down his shaft and already felt stretched full. Wantonly, she wiggled her hips, forcing her body down further.

      "Jesus mom you're tight" Alex gasped as it felt like a hot vise gripped his cock

      "You're in waters that haven't been sailed in quite a while baby" Grace dug her nails into her sons' chest beneath her. "And that isn't exactly a dingy you have" she grunted as she drove herself further down, almost three quarters of his cock now buried up inside her. "More like a fucking freighter" she gasped.

      By the time Grace had managed to work the rest of his raging hard cock up into her dripping pussy, both of them were panting and they were covered in sheen of sweat.

      "Oh My God" Grace moaned, as her walls vibrated around the thick shaft filling her.

      Alex reached down in the dark, cupping his mother's ass cheeks in his hand. He began to raise and lower her shaking body up and down his cock, hearing the wet sucking sounds as his cock slid in and out. Just as her body was lowering, he drove his hips up off the air mattress, impaling her on him

      "NNNNggggggggggggaahhhhhhhhhhhhh" Grace wailed as she felt his engorged head press against the spongy surface of her cervix. Her eyes rolled back as a convulsion tore through her body.

      Alex felt a splash of warm fluids on his groin as his mother trembled through her orgasm. He repeated the motion a second and then a third time

      "That's it mom, cum on your sons' cock" he encouraged her.

      "My son...my son..." Grace gurgled.

      
        Grace could not remember the last time she had been made love to like this. Richard, with his perfunctory in and out, unload and then roll off was the standard for her entire adult life. She vaguely remembered sex like this before her married life.

      "Fuck me...oh God yes fuck me..." she moaned as a second orgasm began rolling through her belly.

      Grace gave a squeal in the dark as Alex rolled her onto her back on the sleeping bag, their bodies tangling in the tight confines of the tent. As her son settled his weight on top of her, pinning her down to the small air mattress; she raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist. Her ankles locked at his low back, holding him inside her trembling body, while her heels drummed his taut ass with each stroke.

      For Alex it was a shock to see this woman, who had spent most of his life a cultured elegant woman, letting her own desires take control. His hips picked up speed as he began to pound down into her dipping pussy. He could hear the squelch of his cock driving hard deep into her, the sounds and smell of their sex filling the tent.

      Grace could feel her hot juices dripping down the crack of her ass to soak the sleeping bag under her. Her breasts were mashed against his powerful chest each time he dropped down, grinding his pelvis into her sensitive slit.

      She had long forgotten the pleasure of raw sex. Now, as this man above her used her; her body shuddered from one orgasm to another. Her fevered mind snapped and she knew what she wanted, son or not the craving ignited deep in her cunt.

      "Please...Oh God cumming againnnnn" Grace moaned wantonly. "Oh God...need...please..." she babbled softly in the dark.

      Alex wished he could see her face, her eyes, as he fucked his mother with every ounce of strength he had. His hips began slapping down into her convulsing body while her nails dug into his shoulders.

      "What do you want mom" Alex hissed in her ear. "Say it mother" he pushed harder down into her.

      "Cum...seed...spunk..." Grace babbled. "Fill me baby...pleaseeeee"

      "Whose cum, say it mom" Alex whispered.

      
        
      

      "No...can't..." Grace's mind tried to fight but when Alex raised up on his powerful arms, leveraging his cock into her harder and deeper, her walls began to tighten with a huge orgasm. She felt that delicious bolt rocket through her belly as the engorged head of his cock rubbed against the soft spot along her walls.

      "Say it mom" Alex grated. "Or I'll pull this dick out of you right now"

      "Noooooooooo" Grace moaned, the thought he would stop shredding her last resistance.

      Gripping his shoulders tighter, she raised her head and pressed her lips to his ear, her hot breath against his skin. Alex was stunned at the filth that poured out of his mothers' lips.

      "Don't stop, don't ever stop my beautiful, wonderful mother fucker" his mothers' voice dripped with lust. "Fill your mother with your jizz baby" she told him. "I want every fucking drop of that incest cum deep in my cunt until your balls are dry" she hissed.

      His prim and proper mother devolving into a slut was driving Alex closer to the edge and he could feel his balls tightening as they slapped his mothers' ass. His only regret was it was so dark inside the tent and he would have loved to stare into her eyes while he unloaded into her.

      "Fuck, I'm going to cum" Alex groaned. "Going to cum in you mommy" he almost whined.

      "That's it baby, cream your mother" Grace hissed.

      She reached between their pummeling bodies, her hand finding his swinging nut sack in the darkness. She began rolling his sensitive balls in the palm of her hand.

      "Oh God mommmm" Alex moaned, his body surrendering to the pleasure.

      Graces' eyes grew wide in the dark as she felt her sons' already thick cock swelling even more, stretching her more than she ever imagined handling.

      "Aaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Alex let out a long cry as his body seemed to vibrate.

      
        
      

      Grace felt his cock jerk deep inside her belly, then the heat of his warm semen, as it spewed out to coat her walls.

      "Feel it...oh God Yessss" Grace moaned in wonder.

      "Cummmingggg in youuuuuuuuuuu" Alex wailed, even as his cock jerked a second time, sending another thick rope of his hot cum deep inside her.

      Grace convulsed under her son as the second then third wave of heat filling her belly set off an explosion inside her. Joining her son in pleasure, she barely registered her own juices spraying out to cover his lower body. Whimpering and mewling as she reveled in their joint climax. This she realized was being properly fucked; and by a man who craved her body as much as she now craved his.

      By the time his balls ejected the last of his seed, Alex could feel a warm ache settle into his groin. He couldn't remember ever having cum that hard before in his life. He eased his body down onto his mother, then slowly slid to the side to lie beside her on the sweat and cum soaked sleeping bag.

      "Holy fuck" the young man muttered in the dark.

      Grace heard the wet sucking sound as her son's cock slid from her drenched pussy, followed by the sensation of a thick glob of his cream oozing out to run down the crack of her ass.

      Slowly sitting up and reaching for her discarded dress she looked over at the shadow of her son, she could hear his heavy breathing in the still night.

      "I need to get back" she whispered softly.

      ""Mom, are you OK?" Alex asked in a hesitant voice. Now that the act was done, doubt and fear had crept over him. He worried that his mother would regret what had just happened.

      "OK?" he heard a small laugh in the dark. He watched her shadow as she pulled her tight cocktail dress back into place.

      
        "Alex, I warned you, if you start this you were lighting a fire," his mother's soft voice filled the tent. "I just had the best sex of my life baby" she said. "Which I fully intend on repeating, so don't even THINK otherwise, got that mister."

      "Good, because I don't think I could keep my hands off that hot body ever again." Alex smiled, his teeth flashing in the dark.

      As he watched his mother straighten her hair and smooth her dress, a thought that had nagged at him came to the surface. Just as she stepped to the flap of the tent, he cleared his throat.

      "Ummm...mom" he said hesitantly. "I just...came in you" he said quietly. "Could you get...Uhhh...you know..."

      "You mean pregnant?" Grace finished for him. "You didn't seem to worried about it when you were filling me with your hot baby seed"

      Alex thought for a moment. "No I wasn't, and honestly it still doesn't. I just wondered."

      Grace was a little stunned by her son's words. The fact that he could have impregnated her didn't seem to bother him a bit. She slowly unzipped the tent flap and then stared at her sons' shadow.

      "Well, put your mind at ease baby" she said. "Mommy is on the pill so no worries there...tonight."

      "Would you go off them...for me?" Alex asked in a voice barely audible.

      Grace froze in mid motion of stepping outside the tent. Her body shuddered at the thought of what his words meant. Like standing on the patio holding the matchbook, she faced a decision and like then, it wasn't logic or what was proper that drove her thoughts, it was pure primal response.

      "Yes, I would" his mother's voice spoke softly from outside the tent.

      As he lay there stunned, Alex listened as his mothers' footsteps headed back to the house and the party. Exhausted, he slipped inside the sleeping bag, the scent of their lovemaking filling his nostrils as he drifted off to sleep.

      
        The growing light of morning roused Alex from his sleep. His dreams had been image after image of his mother. Bent over the beck of the couch, stretched out on her marital bed; so many others had floated through the young man's sleep fevered mind. In everyone, Alex had seen himself pleasuring his mother again and again in ways she would never know with the "husband" she stood beside.

      As he walked into the kitchen he found his mother sipping from her coffee, already dressed for the day.

      "Morning sleepy head" Grace's voice sounded amused. "Was someone a little tired last night?" She smiled.

      Alex was startled at his mothers' blatant side reference to their passion from last night... Two can play at this game, he thought.

      "A little" he stared at his mother. "I had a hard ride last night and it kind of wore me out a bit."

      "I hope my man isn't too worn out" Grace chuckled. Sliding from her chair she walked across the kitchen to stand in front of her son. Her eyes were drifting down his chiseled body to that evident bulge in his jeans.

      "I might need him to take another hard ride with me today" she whispered softly.

      "Anytime mom" Alex stared back into his mothers' eyes. "Tell me where the fire is and I'll put it out for you." His voice was husky with desire.

      "Mmmmmmm" Grace hummed. "Believe me you hosed the fire well last night" her own voice dripped with lust.

      Reaching into the pocket of her skirt, she pulled out a small crumpled cloth and slipped it into her sons' hand.

      "See" Grace rasped.

      Alex looked down and realized his was holding his mothers' thong from last night. While parts of it were dried with her own juices, parts were still soaked, probably from the hot load of cum that had seeped out of her.

      
        
      

      Raising his head he saw the smile on his mothers' face. She was teasing the hell out of him, and loving every second of it. She's a fucking minx Alex thought.

      "Your father and brother are running to town a little later" Grace told her son. "They are making the last minute arrangements for tonight's get together."

      Alex almost groaned. Last night had been the public party. All of his father's work connections, clients and partners had been there. It had been as much a business meeting as a party for his brothers' wedding. The usual Buchmann party to show off to everyone, Alex knew.

      Tonight was Michaels' bachelor party. There would be a dozen or more men drunk and raucous in the house tonight. His father Richard had announced he planned to 'work late" to give his eldest son his "space". Alex knew it was nothing but a veiled excuse to be in some ritzy hotel banging one of his secretaries.

      "Why don't you stay here darling" his mothers' voice brought him back to the kitchen. "I could use your help with a few chores around the house" her voice was deep and husky. "You don't mind being your old mommy's house boy do you" she asked with a tease in her voice.

      "I didn't think so" his mother husked, as her finger trailed down his chest, ending just at the clasp to his jeans. She could see the now swollen thickness pressing at the front of his jeans.

      Mutely Alex stood and watched as his mother turned at started walking from the kitchen. Nothing he had ever dreamed of had prepared him for how wanton his mother really was.

      Just as she reached the doorway to the dining room, Grace turned and looked back at her son. "Oh and sweetheart" she said softly.

      Alex looked up at his mother, tearing his eyes off her swinging ass and swinging breasts he knew were unfettered in her blouse.

      "Mommy seems to have forgotten to take her medicine this morning" Grace stared at her son. "You don't mind do you?" she asked softly.

      "Not in the least" Alex never broke his gaze from his mother.

      
        
      

      Grace shuddered as she now knew Alex had meant every word last night. She had hinted she had gone off her birth control pills to him, and his unquestioned reaction had sent a bolt through her.

      Grace knew she couldn't get pregnant so quickly after stopping. But the mere idea that Alex was aware and wanted her that way, sent an almost flood of hot juices into the gusset of the thong she now wore.

      "Mom" Alex's voice stopped her. She looked up and saw raw determination in her sons' face. "Once they leave this house, get rid of the panties. I don't want anything in my way, you belong to me now and when I want you...I WANT you. Understood?" his voice was deeper, almost commanding.

      "Yes dear" Grace trembled at her own words.

      Two hours later Grace was busily moving smaller items from the living room to one of the guest rooms of the large house. While she had not approved of hosting the bachelor party, she had known better than to oppose her husband. Still, the last thing she wanted was something valuable broken by over a dozen drunken oafs banging around her house.

      It had taken less than five minutes from when her husband and oldest son had pulled out of the long driveway before she had stripped her soaked thong off and thrown it in the laundry basket. She could feel her juices seep down her thighs in anticipation as her body quivered every time she thought of her son Alex.

      Even she had been startled by the growing hunger in her own body, it was all she could do at times to not reach out and grab that hard package when he walked by her. The staid mother had slipped into a state of constant need for her son's hard cock. She had warned Alex he was playing with fire if he started this and even she was surprised at the intensity of the heat between the pair.

      As she bent over to retrieve two small figurines from the end table by the couch, she wondered if Alex knew his father and brother hand left yet. Her answer came when she felt a large hand slide under the hem of her skirt from behind and then slide up her slick thigh.

      "Ohhhhh Alexxxxxx" Grace moaned at the sudden intrusion.

      "Fuck mom you're soaked" the deep voice of her son filled her ear from behind.

      
        "For you baby" Grace moaned. "Oh God" she could only grunt as two thick fingers drove between her swollen lips.

      "So...damn...tight" Alex's voice hissed in her ear, his fingers started to pump into her wet hole.

      "Oh God...oh fuck..." Grace shook and trembled as her son used her body. No child now, this now man was exerting his primal need, and that animal desire was aimed at her.

      As Alex maneuvered his mother away from the small table and to the back of the couch, Grace felt him rolling the hem of her skirt up over her hips. Feeling his thick fingers slide from her clutching hole, she had no resistance as her youngest son pressed her back against the back of the couch.

      Grace looked down at her son as he slid to his knees in front of her, knowing she was totally exposed from the waist down. Alex was wearing only his loose gym shorts with no shirt, he had come prepared.

      Grace could only watch as the muscles of his young chest rippled, when he reached out to grip her hips. Even in the folds of his loose shorts, his hard cock swung free, pressing against the thin fabric.

      Last night had been in the darkness of a tent, this time there was no hiding from the light of day. Grace felt self-conscious of every flaw as her son knelt before her.

      "Oh baby, I'm sorry..." she started to apologize. From the small pooch of her belly she had never been able to rid herself of, to the extra few pounds she knew still clung to her mature thighs; the nearly fifty year old mother felt her voice fade even as she watched her son.

      There was no revulsion on his face, no indifference of his father in his eyes. No, what the trembling mother saw was raw hunger shining in Alex's eyes, while his face displayed a pure animal need...for her.

      "You're perfect mom, just shut up." Alex whispered as he gazed at his mother.

      Alex was stunned at the sight before him. Not a virgin, he had seen his share of pussy, but seeing his mother now sent blood raging through his already throbbing cock. Her full mature thighs opened wider as his mother shifted her stance against the back of the couch. The well-trimmed landing strip of dark hair was pointing him toward his goal. He felt his mouth water at the sight of her swollen and protruding lips that glistened with her own desire.

      
        It was her clit that surprised him the most. Last night, he had known it was bigger than other women he had gone down on, he had felt it in his mouth. Now, he could only stare in wonder as his mothers' growing excitement caused the hood to slowly pull back, as that throbbing bud came into view.

      Grace reached down and held Alex's head between her hands, staring down into his lust filled eyes.

      "I love you baby" she whispered.

      "This is how much I love you mom" Alex growled.

      Then he rammed his face between her thighs. Grace went rigid as she felt his tongue slam into her dripping pussy, piercing through her sodden lips to probe deep inside her.

      "Ohhhhh GAWWWDDDDDDDDDD" Grace's scream echoed through the empty house.

      Her belly flexed and then exploded in orgasm from the sudden onslaught of her sons' hot mouth. Tangling her fingers in his hair, her hips drove against Alex's face, grinding her tingling pussy into him. The one act that had driven her insane last night, one even her husband refused her; and here was her son kneeling worshipping her cunt with his hungry mouth.

      "You like that mom?" Alex muffled voice drifted up to her. "You like your son eating your wet cunt?"

      "Like," Grace almost screamed back. Her eyes locked on her sons face. "Oh my God Alexxxxxxx" she wailed.

      "Then...try THIS." He told her.

      Suddenly Grace felt her engorged clit pulled into his mouth, his teeth nipping at it while he sucked it hard. In a haze she felt her eyes rolling back as stars went off behind her sockets. Her second orgasm began tearing through her ravaged body.

      "Oh Jesus....oh fuck" the filth poured from his mothers' mouth as her body convulsed against his face. "Eat me you wonderful motherfucker" Grace moaned. "Eat meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" her voice climbing as she felt a third orgasm shredding her mind and body.

      
        Alex held her hips tight, pressing her back against the couch. He could feel her knees threaten to buckle as grunting and whimpering came from her lips.

      He heard his mother give a guttural moan, and then hot fluids wash over his face. She squirted on me, he realized. I just made my mother SQUIRT, he thought.

      In her sex induced haze, Grace dimly felt Alex rise to his feet and turn her shaking body around. Whatever he wanted, she knew she could no longer resist him.

      Bending his mother slowly over the back of the couch, Alex stared at her ass as it filled his vision. Her juices glistened on her thighs while the tight ring of her ass seemed to wink at him.

      "Time to mount MY trophy" Alex growled.

      Graces' eyes flew open as she realized the position she was now in. Before she could utter a word, Alex lined up behind her and drove every inch of his thick cock deep into her waiting hole. She opened her mouth to speak, but all that came out was a soft whimper and drops of her own saliva to run down her chin.

      ""My sonnnnnn" Grace gurgled as her belly rolled from one orgasm to another, until she lost count of the waves pulsing through her.

      "My mother...my trophy whore" her sons' voice filled her ear.

      Graces' head snapped up at his words. Never in her life had she been called a whore. Her mind tried to rebel against his words. Turning to say something to her son, her eyes locked on the glazed glass of the china cabinet only feet from them. The image reflected back at her stunned the mature mother.

      The image was of a woman bent over the back of a couch with her ass jutting in the air; her tits swaying under her rocking body. While that woman's son hammered a hard thick cock into her willing body from behind.

      Grace watched the pair fucking like two animals, realizing her son was right. She might be Richard Buchman's trophy wife; but now she was Alex Buchman's' trophy whore, and she loved every moment of it.

      
        "Fuck me baby" Grace grunted. "Fuck your mother" She could feel his full balls slapping her ass with every stroke.

      She looked over her shoulder with a blazing hunger in her eyes. She watched her son gritting his teeth, almost a snarl on his face as he tried to keep from exploding in her tight pussy.

      "Come on Alex, fuck me" she hissed. "Cum in your mother and you better do it fast baby, before my fucking husband gets home" she shoved her ass back at his invading cock.

      She didn't know how, maybe it was sheer youth, but Alex picked up the pace even more. His body started hammering into her as she hung helpless over the couch.

      For Alex it was like everything mounted in his aching balls at the same time. The fact this was his mother he was balls deep in, the fact he was about to cum in his fathers' wife, the fact that his mother not only was fucking back at him but wanted his hot seed in her belly. Especially that for the first time he could not only feel her, but see this hot and sexy woman for the first time.

      Throwing his head back, Alex roared his release as his cream exploded from the tip of his cock to spew into his mother.

      "FUCK...FUCK...FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Grace listened to her sons' primal roar behind her.

      She felt his thick cock expand to what she swore was twice the size, feeling her walls stretched beyond belief. Then, the sheer force of his ejaculation was jetting his hot seed against the walls of her cunt. Her mind blanked as one and then two hot thick ropes pumped into her. She dimly felt a third and fourth rope flooding her as her own body erupted with raw pleasure.

      The pair trembled and shook together as the smell of sex hung in the living room air, the sound of their raspy breathing loud in the silence.

      Grace felt her sons' now deflating cock sliding from her soaked pussy with an obscene slurp, followed by the sensation of a thick warm glob of his semen oozing down her thigh. Standing on wobbly legs, she reached down and scooped the white cream onto her fingers, staring into her sons' eyes as she licked her hand clean.

      
        Hearing the crunch of gravel under tires, Grace glanced out the living room window to see the family BMW pulling into the driveway. She stepped over and wrapped her fingers around Alex's cum slick cock.

      "That was the best damn fucking of my life" she told Alex, her voice hoarse from her recent screaming. "Next time I want it even harder and deeper baby" she said. "Now get your ass upstairs before your father or brother sees you." She handed him his shorts as he stumbled from the room.

      Straightening her dress, Grace wasn't sure how, but she had no doubt their next time would be even hotter yet.

      The remainder of the day was a whirlwind of activity around the Buchmann house. Grace was putting the final touches to the wedding plans, while the men were setting up for the evening. By eleven that night Grace had retreated to her bedroom while a dozen horny males held their night of total debauchery. For Alex, the noise swiftly became too much and he had to hide. While he ached to be with his mother, Alex was well aware of the risks tonight; instead curbing his hunger waiting for a better day.

      The next day did not present any better opportunities as the house prepared for the wedding. The caterer's arrived by ten and began setting up tents and chairs on the back lawn, while Grace buzzed around the house directing traffic. Alex admired his mother as she worked, not only was she stunning just to look at, but it was more than evident who was the real power in the Buchmann house.

      Just before lunch Alex was hanging garlands around the stairwell rails when the front doorbell rang. Surprised he looked at the clock. The wedding wasn't until four that afternoon, and guests weren't scheduled to arrive for another two hours.

      Hesitantly, he opened the front door and was startled to find his grandmother Madeline standing on the front porch.

      "Grandmother, you're early." Alex stumbled out.

      His grandmother could only be defined as the Matriarch of the Buchmann family, and as such had always been an intimidating figure to Alex. The older woman simply stared quietly at him, arching one eyebrow.

      "Forgive me" Alex hastily backed up. "Please, come in."

      
        
      

      "Thank you dear" Madeline Buchmann said as she stepped into the foyer. "And I am never early my dear" she said softly. "Nor am I ever late. I know exactly when to arrive."

      "Yes Grandmother" Alex breathed out.

      "Now, be a dear and fetch your mother." The older woman instructed.

      Grace hurried after her son, hearing her mother-in-law had suddenly arrived. Entering the foyer, she glanced at Alex as she approached Madeline.

      "Mother Madeline" Grace gently embraced the older woman, kissing her cheek. "To what do we owe for this early arrival?" she asked.

      Madeline stared at her daughter-in-law for a moment, and then nodded her head. "Yes" she said softly. "I think it's time we had a talk my dear."

      "Now" Grace asked. "The wedding..." she started to say.

      "My dear, knowing you, every detail has been worked through three times already." Madeline chuckled softly. "The rest can handle itself I am sure, this is rather important."

      Grace knew better than to argue, Madeline Buchmann was one woman who was very used to getting her way.

      "Shall we go to the sitting room then?" Grace started to lead the way.

      "I would prefer somewhere more private" Madeline stopped. "Perhaps the back garden?" she smiled.

      "Of course" Grace turned to lead the pair through the dining room to the back yard.

      Whatever her mother-in-law had to say, it apparently demanded total privacy. No one came around the back garden except those who knew it was there.

      
        
      

      As the pair started to walk to the patio door, Madeline stopped and turned to her grandson. "Young man" she said to Alex. "You will accompany us."

      Grace hid her surprise as she led the way out the doors, slowly crossing the expansive yard. The trio passed the small tent she had placed for Alex, Madeline stopping to gaze for a moment, then following with a small smile on her face.

      Stepping past the hedges into the small garden at the far back of the yard, Grace gestured to a bench for her mother-in-law. Madeline sat in the center of the one bench, forcing Alex and Grace to sit side by side on the only other bench.

      Grace sat silent while Madeline studied the pair. She was shocked when the older woman reached forward and took her hand.

      "Congratulations my dear" there was more warmth in the older woman's voice than Grace could ever remember. "You finally woke up."

      "I don't understand..." Grace was stunned.

      "Oh come on my dear" Madeline actually laughed. "That 'I've just had the shit fucked out me glow is all over you Grace." She said softly.

      Grace opened her mouth to speak, but no words could come out. Alex sat in awe as he watched his grandmother literally transform into a different woman here in the small garden.

      "I always thought it would be a pool boy, or perhaps the son of some client you met randomly." Madeline continued. "I should have known better" she turned and looked at Alex.

      "Do you love her?" Madeline asked her grandson softly.

      Alex knew something had happened here, he didn't know what. It seemed pointless to argue with his grandmother, and he didn't have the heart to lie to her. He stared back into the older woman's face.

      "With all my heart" his voice was strong with his commitment.

      
        
      

      Grace felt like she was going to burst. First the shock that Madeline somehow knew about her and Alex, and then her son brazenly proclaiming his love for her.

      "How hard does he make you cum Grace?" Madeline asked as a small wicked smile spread across her lips.

      "Oh my God" Grace could only shudder at the memory of Alex taking her body bent over the couch.

      "It sounds like you do a good job stud." Madeline looked at her grandson.

      Alex could only stare open mouthed at his grandmother. It was like he was meeting her for the first time in his life. Madeline leaned forward, her voice a conspiratorial whisper.

      "How long since you blew a load in her boy?" she whispered.

      "Madeline!" Grace could barely choke out.

      "Don't get sanctimonious on me girl" Madeline turned to her daughter-in-law. "I've had more dicks shoved up me than you can dream of and ninety percent of it was NOT Richards' father."

      "Oh My God" Grace whispered.

      "Answer the question young man." Madeline turned back to her grandson.

      "Two days ago" Alex said. Both women could hear the frustration in his voice.

      "I wondered why you were both so damn jittery" Madeline scoffed. "Stand up" she told her grandson.

      Alex did as he was told, standing facing his grandmother as his mother sat beside him speechless.

      "Drop the pants Alex" Madeline commanded her grandson.

      
        
      

      "But...I'm..." Alex stuttered out.

      "You're rock hard aren't you" Madeline's voice husked. "That's why you're doing this."

      Madeline turned to Grace. "Your turn, stand up my darling daughter-in-law, off with the panties my dear."

      While she was speaking Alex had undone his jeans and dropped them at his feet, slowly returning to his seat on the bench. Madeline turned back to him.

      "Jesus Christ" she whispered, staring at her grandson. His face flushed with embarrassment.

      "How big are you" Madeline's voice was hushed.

      "Ummm almost nine inches" Alex mumbled.

      "God girl; doesn't that thing hurt?" she asked Grace.

      "It did...at first" Grace smiled for the first time.

      "Sit on it" Madeline told her.

      "Now...here" Grace was shocked.

      "I need to talk to both of you" Madeline said in an exasperated voice. "And quite frankly, you need a good fucking. This way we kill both birds."

      Grace stared at this strange woman sitting quietly across from her, as she backed slowly up to her son. Her legs straddled his as she positioned herself over his raging hard cock. She felt his hands lightly guiding her hips down as she reached down to position the engorged head at her sodden lips.

      "Oh fuckkkkk" Grace softly moaned as she eased down onto her son.

      
        
      

      "Missed that didn't you" she heard her mother-in-law say softly.

      "God yessssssssssss" Grace could only moan back.

      "Fuck her Alex" Madeline told her grandson. "Fuck her like she needs boy."

      The soft sounds of sucking filled the air of the small garden as Grace slowly rode up and down her sons' thick pole. She couldn't believe she was fucking her son in front of her mother-in-law.

      "Now, talk time" Madeline folded her hands in her lap. "Alex, your mother is a trophy wife, understand." Alex mutely nodded his head.

      "That means a few things, things you need to understand" the older woman continued. "Nothing comes before this house and family, and I mean nothing." She stared at her grandson's face over the shoulder of his mother. "As you've seen these last two days, your mother has a role to play, not her, not you, not sex will interfere with that role. Do you understand?"

      "Yes" Alex grunted as his mother drove her ass down onto his lap.

      "Considering your restraint these last two days, I think you do" Madeline smiled. "Understand also..." she stared at the pair. "She may be your lover, your whore, your slut...whatever you two wish." He voice was steady. "But she will never be your wife, understand."

      "Yes" Alex grunted again. "I'm fucking my fathers' wife." He panted.

      "Ohhh Goddddd" Grace moaned at the words.

      "Good boy" Madeline approved. "She's also a woman, with needs." Madeline watched as Alex's cock slid in and out of Grace, she could feel that familiar weight in her own belly, but ignored it.

      "You will never go more than two days without pounding the living shit out of her, do you understand Alex?" she asked.

      
        "Fuck yessssssssss" Alex hissed as his hips lifted upward, driving his cock even deeper into his mother.

      "Oh fuck" Grace grunted. "Madeline...going to cum...oh God" she moaned.

      "Let it out my dear" Madeline cooed. She watched the younger woman's face contort with pleasure.

      "Ohhhhh Alexxxxx" Grace groaned as her body shuddered on his lap. The walls of her cunt rippling as hot cream flowed out to soak her son's cock and balls.

      Madeline sat and watched silently as Grace shuddered and moaned through her orgasm. She could see drops of her daughter-in-law's hot cream falling to the pavement stones at her feet.

      "Grandma" Alex gasped. He felt his balls tightening as his mothers' walls gripped him in a velvet sheath.

      "Unload in her Alex" Madeline told him. "Give your mother all that hot cream."

      "What if...Oh Fuck" Alex moaned his balls starting to tingle. "What if I get her...Oh Godddddd" he couldn't finish as a shudder tore through him.

      "Pregnant?" Madeline finished for him. "Do you want that Grace?" she stared at her daughter-in-law. "Do you want your son to pump his hot baby seed into your fertile belly?" She pushed hard.

      "God yesssss" Graces' eyes glazed over. "Fuck me baby, breed your whore motherrrrrr." She moaned.

      "It does happen" Madeline said softly, her eyes distant. "Ask your Uncle Frank."

      "Oh my God" Madeline gasped as she stared at her mother-in-law. "You mean you..."

      "I and a well hung young man; in fact he dumped three loads into me in one day." Madeline sighed with the memory.

      "But how did you..." Grace gasped.

      
        
      

      "Oh, I just made sure my husband fucked me that same night when he got home." Madeline waved her hand in dismissal. A smile crept over her face. "In fact, he fucked me in a nice cum soaked pussy and never knew it."

      "FUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Alex roared as he lost control. His body jerked as hot seed spewed out the end of his buried cock, washing his mothers' pussy in his cream.

      "Nnngggghhhhh" Grace moaned as she felt her body filled with the heat of her sons' love.

      Madeline watched in fascination as the sweat drenched couple in front of her shared their orgasm together. She could smell their sex as it dripped like a faucet onto the pavement at their feet. Her eyes stared with a thinly veiled hunger at Alex's cock covered in white cream still slowly pumping in and out of his mother.

      "Beautiful, simply beautiful" the older woman whispered.

      Grace lay back against her son as she gasped for air. Her orgasm had been one of the most intense yet. Both from knowing her son was pumping his hot seed into her, but also from the fact that this woman she had always considered unflappable, totally indifferent, had sat and watched the entire act.

      Madeline rose and looked at the pair before her. "As I said my dear" she spoke firmly. "You are a Buchmann and that means there is an expected public decorum to be maintained." She waved her hand at them. "What you do in private is solely your business."

      "Kindly explain that to your husband my dear" there was steel in the woman's eyes as she spoke. "His recent public displays have been totally inappropriate; you are his better my dear" she looked directly at Grace. "Remind him of his place, and after you do, retire to your sons' bedroom for the night."

      Grace and Alex watched in wonder as Madeline strode to the shrubs guarding the entrance to the garden.

      "Right now I believe I shall return home. I have this terrible itch that perhaps Jack will simply adore scratching for me" she smiled. "Oh and Alex, do be a good grandson and visit your grandmother from time to time." She looked at her grandson. "With your mothers' approval of course

      
        
      

      "Yes Grandmother" Alex choked out.

      Madeline locked eyes with Grace. "I am sure I could find something for him to do...around the house."
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      Alex Buchmann pulled up the long driveway to the "Buchmann estate" as most called the home where his Grandmother lived. His mother had actually been the motivating force behind his visit as much as anything.

      It had been barely two weeks since his brothers marriage when the inevitable his Grandmother had warned of, happened. A photo of Michael's bachelor party had been posted on the Facebook page of one of the men who had attended. While this was strictly forbidden, and the post had been quickly removed; the photo had already been seen. A photo with the "well known attorney" Richard Buchmann; half-drunk, with his hand up the skirt of a bleach blonde secretary.

      To say his mother Grace was livid would have been an understatement. Alex had never seen his mother as angry as she was when she slapped the Daily Post on the dining room table in front of his father this morning.

      In a voice as cold as ice, she had informed Alex he would be visiting his Grandmother Madeline, while she had a "discussion" with his father. Alex couldn't get out of the house fast enough as he almost pitied his father for his own stupidity.

      
        Alex had telephoned his Grandmother, who seemed very aware of everything that was happening, and she encouraged him to come and visit. As he exited his car at the circle drive, he gave a sigh of relief at the quiet that greeted him.

      Walking towards the front door, he saw one of the groundkeepers mowing off to the side. He watched the man's muscles work as he handled the push mower around bushes. I bet Grandmother likes those arms, he thought.

      Jesus, he thought, first your mother and now you're Grandmother. Are you really this perverted, his mind almost screamed. He shook his head to try and clear the thought from his mind.

      Ringing the front doorbell, Alex was surprised when his Uncle Frank answered instead of the usual butler or maid. At forty-five, Frank Buchmann still lived at home and had never married. Like his brother he had attended law school, but unlike his brother he had finished in the middle of his class. Rather than seek notoriety in the courtroom, Frank had found a calling in corporate and personal bankruptcies. With today's ever changing economy, Frank had been finding his workload climbing and climbing.

      As his Uncle often told him; "There's nothing like getting rich off of someone else's poverty."

      "Alex" Uncle Frank exclaimed, clapping his nephew on the shoulder. "Come on in, mom's expecting you."

      "Thanks" Alex said as he stepped into the large marble foyer. "Seemed a bit safer over here than home right now." He replied quietly.

      "No shit" Frank laughed. "Your dad fucked up big time buddy, and not in a good way."

      "Yeah" was all Alex could reply, he was startled word had spread so quickly through the Buchmann clan.

      "IF your mother is like mine she will have his nuts in a vise" Frank laughed again. "Then remind him just who owns those two little jewels".

      Alec couldn't help but laugh at his Uncle Frank's comments. He had a mental picture of his mother squeezing the blood out of his father's balls, while he sat there like a cowered puppy.

      
        
      

      "Come on" Frank said. "She's in the Solarium" Frank started leading Alex through the house.

      As always, Alex was marveling at the size of the Buchmann house as he quietly followed his Uncle. While he had been here many times, he was always amazed at the size and beauty of the home. The architecture was something that always intrigued him.

      "Mom has been eager for you to get here" Frank said over his shoulder. "She must really have something for you to...work hard at" he chuckled.

      Alex didn't miss the hesitation in his Uncle's voice. On God, he thought, does he know? Wait, he thought, does Uncle Frank and Grandma Madeline? His brain tried to process that thought as he walked into the solarium.

      Madeline Buchmann rose to meet her grandson, her eyes traveling over his well-muscled form. Ever since that day in garden, she had not been able to get the size of his cock out of her mind. It had given her plenty of fresh ammunition for those quiet nights with her electric friend.

      "Alex, it's so good to see you" she smiled. "Give your grandmother a kiss" her eyes sparkled.

      Alex leaned down and brushed his lips over his grandmother's cheek, and then he rose to find his seat.

      "Alex" his grandmother's voice stopped him. "I said...give me a kiss." Her voice left no doubt his earlier attempt had been insufficient.

      As her grandson leaned down to once again kiss her cheek, Madeline reached up placing her palms to the sides of his face. Turning him slightly, she brought his lips directly to hers.

      As his lips melded to his grandmother's, Alex felt and heard a small hum of approval come from her. Instinctively his hand came out to rest on her hip as he tasted her lips. He could feel a rush of blood start to fill his cock as he felt her tongue graze slightly over his lips.

      "Much better" Madeline sighed as she parted lips.

      
        "Jesus" Alex whispered as he pulled back. He looked over at Uncle Frank who had stood by quietly during the heated exchange, a smile on his face.

      "I think I'll just leave you two alone...for now" Frank laughed lightly.

      "Not to long dear" Madeline smiled. "I may have need of both of you." Her smile broadened.

      "IF you need me just yell mother" Frank replied. Then he leaned down and whispered loud enough for Alex to hear. "I do mean...YELL mother" he smiled.

      As Madeline slowly sat back on the lounger, she patted the seat next to her.

      "Come sit" she told Alex.

      Alex lowered himself onto the soft cushion next to his grandmother, instantly aware of the hand that came to rest on his thigh only inches from his semi hard cock.

      "So...how are things at home?" Madeline asked softly.

      "Other than the Hiroshima bomb that went off" Alex almost laughed.

      Madeline shook her head. "Your father has made a very bad mistake my dear" she said softly. "Your mother needs to remind him of that."

      Alex shifted as he felt his grandmother slowly stroke her hand up and down his thigh. He was conscious that with each swipe her fingers were barely an inch from his now growing cock.

      "As I explained to you before" his grandmother went on. "What you do in your bedroom...or your tent" she smiled "Is your business." She stared into his eyes as she spoke. "What you do in public is a different matter."

      Just the reference to the night of the party with his mother sent a surge of blood through Alex's already hardening cock. He suppressed a groan as he felt the tips of his grandmother's fingers graze just the edge of his bulge.

      
        
      

      For the first time, Alex looked down from his grandmother's piercing gaze. His eyes locked onto the swell of her breasts in the Japanese style kimono she was wearing.

      He knew she had to be what, at least close to if not seventy. Yet, she had to body of a woman twenty years her junior. Alex felt a twinge in his cock as he couldn't take his eyes off her breasts as they rose and fell.

      "Your mother is a strong woman Alex" his grandmother told him. "She will repair the damage, and in so doing, remind your father of his proper role...and place." Her voice almost lulled him.

      "She's a lot like you" Alex whispered looking back up at her face.

      "Yes, she is" Madeline laughed lightly. "We have a great deal in common your mother and I."

      "There is one area where we differ" Alex almost jumped as he felt fingers now graze along the length of his rock hard cock. "While your mother prefers the more romantic, I prefer a more, shall we say, direct man."

      Alex tried to look back, but the lure, the pull, of that swell brought his eyes back down. Jesus, he thought, she had to be at least a D cup or larger, he thought.

      The nail tracing his cock disappeared, and then he felt it press under his chin, bringing his eyes upward to lock with his grandmother. He saw the lust glowing in them he had seen that day in the garden when she watched him with his mother.

      "As you know, I am a woman used to being in charge" her voice almost dripped with lust. "But, at the right time, losing control can be so delightful." She said softly.

      At first Alex was confused, and then it was as if a light went on inside his head. This woman, the matriarch of their family, the power behind the Buchmann legacy, did she want to be submissive, he wondered.

      There was only one way to find out. Either she would cave like a common slut, or she would slap his face. He didn't know which, but right now the raging cock between his legs was starting to take control, he only hoped he was right.

      
        
      

      Without a word, Alex reached up both hands, his fingers gripping the flaps to the kimono his grandmother wore. With a quick jerk, he pulled the flaps aside, the entire upper portion above her sash now open to his gaze.

      "Holy fuck" Alex gasped as his grandmother's pendulous large breasts swung into view.

      Forget the D, he was stunned, they had to be at least a fucking F he thought. While gravity had definitely affected them some, the sheer size stunned him, the full globes of flesh swung free, capped by two dark areoles, peaked with two brown nipples that stood out firm and ready.

      "Yessssssss" Madeline hissed. "you want those tits?' her voice pierced his haze. "Then TAKE them" she told him.

      "Ohhh fuck" Alex moaned as his head dropped down, mashing his face into the creamy flesh. His mouth opened and sucked one hard nipple in.

      "God yes, suck my tits" Madeline moaned as she felt her grandson finally move.

      Alex reached up both hands, grabbing literally a fist full of flesh in each hand. Squeezing and pinching as he kneaded them.

      Madeline opened her mouth to encourage him, but slammed it shut in a groan as she felt one hand quickly drop between her thighs, then fingers jam into the tight V before she could even open her legs.

      Even as her legs spread further open, Madeline felt Alex drive his hand the rest of the way into her wet valley. Her mind roiled as she felt two fat fingers ram into the cunt at the same moment his teeth sank into one of her nipples.

      Alex was in seventh heaven as he felt his grandmothers' hot cream drip out over his hand. He had never imagined the hidden woman hiding behind the shell she portrayed to the outside world.

      "OH God" he grandmother groaned. "I'm cumming...already" as her body quivered through her orgasm. All the nasty thoughts, all the perversions she had taken part in for almost fifty years of adulthood paled to the realization her grandson was sitting here fingering her snatch while he sucked her swaying breast.

      Even as waves rolled through her belly the older woman reached down and clawed at the front of his jeans. The image of his cock standing thick and hard in that garden that day was hot in her mind.

      "I want it...please" she moaned through gritting teeth.

      If this was what his grandmother wanted then who was he to deny her, Alex thought. The idea that this powerful woman, his grandmother, was his to use as he desired, set a fire in his mind. With a grunt he all but ripped his fingers from between her legs; the sound of wet squelching mixed with his grandmothers' wanton moan. Rising to his feet in front of her trembling form on the setae, he looked down at her.

      "You want this cock?" Alex husked down at her.

      "Yes...please..." he watched her stare as he slowly unsnapped his jeans.

      "Say it, I want to hear it." He commanded.

      "I want...I want your cock." Madeline groaned softly.

      Alex swatted her hands away as she reached once again for his jeans. Pulling down the zipper, he could see the glow in her eyes as she stared at the bulge evident in his boxers underneath.

      "Whose cock" Alex asked. "Sat it old lady" he grated "Say whose cock you want to SUCK."

      "Oh God, Alex" Madeline could barely gasp out.

      Then, as all nine inches of her grandsons' hard cock came into view, she felt like her belly would melt. It had been decades since she had seen a hard young dick only inches from her face.

      
        "Oh fuck" Madeline hissed as she wrapped one hand around his throbbing shaft. "Yours, I want your cock" she hissed. "I want my grandson to shove this beautiful thing down my throat, and then fuck his grandmother like the slut she is" Madeline moaned.

      Alex reached down and curled his fingers in his grandmothers gray hair. "Then suck it you old bitch" he grated.

      "Mmmpfffffff" was all Madeline could get out as her grandson drove his thick cock deep into her willing throat.

      Alex rolled his head back as his grandmother attacked his cock like some hungry animal. God could the old lady suck, he thought dimly. He was shocked when he felt her nose press into the hairs of his groin on the first stroke, fuck she was deep throating him right from the start, he thought numbly.

      Medline let her hands fall limp at her sides as she sat, God it was actually happening. Alex began to pump his hips as his hard cock slid in and out of her hot mouth. She wasn't sucking him now; the young man was literally fucking her face with every stroke. It was like some perverse dream come true as Alex used her mouth like some dirty gloryhole.

      For Alex, the vision below him was surreal. Her watched as he pumped his dick deep into his grandmother's throat. He saw trickles of tears run down her cheeks as she gagged on him. Her own saliva was dripping down her chin as he used her mouth.

      The slap of his heavy balls against her chin, mixed with the soft gagging filled the solarium; Alex could feel the heat building in his balls. At first he thought of pulling free, and then his lust filled mind countered that thought. As his body shook with his impending climax, he looked over his grandmothers bobbing head and was stunned to see Uncle Frank quietly standing in the door to the solarium.

      Just as he felt the tightness in his balls hit critical, Frank raised one hand and gave his nephew a thumb up. With a smile the older man slipped away from the door, leaving Alex to roar out his pleasure as he emptied his balls into his grandmothers' mouth.

      "FUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" Alex roared as the first blast of his hot cream erupted deep into the old woman's throat.

      "Ullggggkkkkk" Madeline choked out as she felt his thick seed jet down her throat to fill her hungry belly.

      
        
      

      Pulling her head back, she tightened her lips around the pulsing crown of his cock. "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" she moaned as his second salty stream coated her tongue and filled her mouth.

      God the wonders of youth, she shuddered in pleasure. His thick hot cream was like sweet honey to Madeline as he poured out his cream. She tried to swallow as his cock jerked a third time, pumping out so much cum she could feel it leaking from the corners of her mouth and down her chin.

      With an obscene pop, she pulled her mouth free and stared up at her grandson; she rolled her tongue through the viscous fluids inside her mouth as she locked eyes with him.

      "Show me" he hissed down at her.

      Without a word, Madeline opened her mouth and extended her cum coated tongue for him to see. Then, with as much fanfare as she could muster she swallowed his hot load.

      "God, you really are a slut aren't you." Alex whispered.

      "More than you ever imagined young man" Madeline could only husk back. "Now be a good grandson" she said as she pulled the kimono free of her body. "And fuck the living shit out of your slutty grandmother".

      Just as the cloth hit the solarium floor, Alex reached down and pulled the older woman to her feet. Madeline almost stumbled as Alex quickly jerked her slight frame around to face the setae, his hard young body towering behind her.

      She felt the large hand press at her shoulders, forcing her to bend forward at the waist, her hand coming to rest on the warm seat to support her.

      "What are you...AGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Madeline screamed.

      
        Not letting her answer, or even talk, Alex had stepped up behind his grandmother, and in one hard thrust rammed every inch of his cock into her stretched hole he could.

      "Fucking bitch" Alex growled as he felt his balls slap against her ass cheeks, watching the fleshy globes bounce with the impact.

      "Yes...yes..." Madeline groaned as she felt her belly filled with his hot meat. "Fuck me you bastard" she moaned. "Fuck your whore grandmotherrrrrrr" she wailed.

      She wasn't as tight as his mother, a lot of dicks had plumbed her depths in her almost seventy years, but God was she hot, Alex thought. He could feel her molten heat surround his cock with every thrust. Hear the wet squishing as her fluids leaked out around his shaft and dripped down her old thighs.

      She wanted it rough, and then she was going to get it rough, he thought. He was going to fucking own her old cunt by the time he was done.

      Reaching down both hands he grabbed two fists full of swinging tit flesh from her huge globes. He used her massive breasts as leverage as he pulled her back onto his hard cock over and over.

      "Oh fuck...oh shit..." Madeline moaned as Alex increased the power of his strokes. Her tits ached where she felt his fingers dig into her flesh. Her entire body began shaking so violently she threatened to lose her grip on the small couch as he pounded into her.

      "Use me...oh fuck that's it" Madeline grunted after each thrust, the loss of control as her grandson used her body drove her rapidly to the edge.

      "Take your grandsons cock you old slut." Alex hissed. Wet slapping began filling the room as he pounded into her harder. "Cum on me...cum on your grandson" she grunted.

      "Oh God...Alex..." Madeline moaned. "Can't...Oh shit...going..." she gasped.

      Alex leaned over his grandmothers sweating back, his voice hot in her ear. She wanted to play this game, he could fulfill her every perverse fantasy.

      "That's it grandma" his voice heavy with lust. "Cum on your grandsons cock, like the sick, perverted whore you are."

      
        
      

      "Alexxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx" Madeline screamed as her belly ignited. His words burning into her mind as her body exploded.

      Waves rolled through the folds of her belly as she felt her orgasm rip home. She could feel her juices gushing out between his pounding strokes as Alex continued to ravage her pussy. It had been ages since she had felt this intensity, the youth coupled with the fact this was her grandson, gave Madeline an intense orgasm.

      Through every wave Alex never let up, his hips continuing to drive that wonderful cock deep into her mature cunt. Not slowing to let her recover, Alex put all his strength behind every pounding stroke.

      Her head came up and she whimpered as a second explosion followed on the heels of the first, while Alex continued to mercilessly pound into her from behind.

      "Love your cock...Oh God" the old woman could only mutter as her legs began to shake.

      Alex knew the older woman was having trouble holding herself standing; it had probably been years since someone had taken her body like this.

      Dimly Madeline felt Alex sliding his still hard cock from her dripping hole. She could only watch numb as he eased himself onto the small couch, all but lifting her slight frame in his hands until she hovered over his lap. Limply she looked down and stared as she slowly descended onto his thick pole.

      "Oh Jesus" Madeline moaned as she watched the obscenity of her grandsons thick pole sliding up into her.

      "Oh hey Uncle Frank" Alex said over her shoulder. "Why don't you join us?"

      "Frank" Madeline gasped as he head snapped up. She turned and stared at the now nude form of her son standing in the doorway to the solarium.

      "Do you mind?" Frank asked with a smile.

      
        "Not at all" Alex quipped. "After all, the bitch has two holes."

      Madeline almost lost her mind at her grandson's words. Except for one thing, Alex had taken that exact moment to drop her weight, letting her body slam down onto his rampant cock.

      "FUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK" she screamed as she once again felt nine hard inches ram straight up into her.

      "Fuck me...use me...Oh God" Madeline babbled as another wave began to roll through her ravished body.

      "All yours" Alex told his Uncle, as his hands reached around his trembling grandmother. He gripped an ass cheek in each hand and spread them wide in invitation to his Uncle.

      As her body slowly rose and fell on Alex, Madeline could feel her juices oozing out to soak his cock and balls, even as she felt the cool air of the solarium brush over her puckered ring from behind.

      "Oh fuck" she gasped. "You wouldn't..." she moaned.

      "Want to bet...bitch" her son's hot voice filled her ear from behind.

      "Fraannkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Madeline wailed as she felt his hard cock press through the tight opening of her ass, then slip into her clenching bowels.

      Her only consolation was that at least it was Frank and not Alex. At six inches, he was easier to handle through her tight ass than her grandson. Her head fell on the shoulder of her grandson, as the full perversion sank in. Her son and her grandson were ravishing her body, and she loved every damn moment of it.

      "Fuck yeah" Frank grunted behind her. "Oh shit" Alex grunted at the same time.

      Both men began to alternate pumping in and out of her, just as one would slide back, the other would drive in. In almost a constant state of orgasm, Madeline could feel her cunt cream gushing out over and over.

      
        "Oh my God yes...use me...fill me...fuck your whore..." Madeline gurgled as the two men pinned her helpless body between their powerful frames.

      "Won't last..." Frank grunted behind her.

      "I know" Alex gasped. "Going to cum..." he grated.

      "Please...cum..." the older woman whimpered. It had been over forty years since she had experienced two men at once, and her body couldn't take it like when she was thirty.

      In shock she felt both men drive deep at the same time, feeling both cocks rubbing together through that sensitive membrane that separated her cunt and bowels.

      "NNGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Madeline groaned as she felt the twin hot explosions. Her belly was being filled with Alex's hot seed, while Frank pumped his load deep into her ass.

      "Gha...nghh..." she groaned as her body convulsed and shook. She felt the raw pleasure close over her mind like a darkness as she surrendered to it.

      Slowly Frank slid his cock from his mother's stretched ass, as cum dripped from the tip. Reaching down he lifted his mother into his arms, the wet slurp of Alex's cock coming free, filling the small room.

      Effortlessly he cradled his still moaning mother as he stood. He looked down at his nephew.

      "Your mother called" Frank said, his voice now soft. "She needs you."

      Alex nodded his brain numb from what had just happened. He slowly reached for his jeans as Frank stepped to the door of the solarium.

      "I'll let you show yourself out" he said to Alex. Then he turned and faced his nephew.

      "Alex." He said quietly. "I really do understand where you are coming from."

      
        Alex could only nod in response, the sight of his Uncle still cradling his grandmother in his arms. He saw the look of love that filled his eyes uncles when he gazed down at his mother. He now understood why Uncle Frank continued to live at home, he was in the same position Alex was, the clarity of that sobered the young man.

      "What happens in the privacy of our homes...is our business" Alex said as he rose to his feet. "Just don't take it beyond the Buchmann front door." He looked at his Uncle.

      "Good man" Frank nodded. "You'll be fine Alex" he said. "Now go home to your mother. I suspect she is in sore need of you."

      Alex stepped into the small bathroom off the main hall and quickly washed up. Climbing into his car he wondered what would greet him when he arrived home. He hoped everything had been settled between his parents.

      During the forty-five minute drive home, Alex's mind turned back and forth. First the events at his grandmothers, then the knot in his stomach over what would greet him at home.

      Stepping through the front door, he was greeted by the quiet of the house. Well, at least they weren't yelling at each other, he thought.

      "Mom?" he called out.

      "In the kitchen honey" his mothers' voice came back.

      Stepping onto the cool tile of the kitchen floor, his first sight was of his mother, standing by the kitchen table. The sundress she wore swirled around her tanned legs, as she bent over the table his eyes traced the curve of her ass in the thin cloth. Even after the events of this morning, he could feel his cock thicken at the sight.

      "Did you have a good time?" his mother asked, just as his eyes settled on the figure of his father sitting quietly at the table.

      He could see the daily post still sitting in front of him, the photo from the Facebook posting adorning the opened page. His mother turned slightly, and the light coming in through the kitchen window hit her sundress, highlighting her slender form through the thin material. Another rush of blood filled his thickening cock as Alex tried to think clearly.

      
        
      

      "Yeah" he answered softly.

      "Did you take care of everything she needed" his mother smiled as she emphasized the word everything.

      "Yeah" he couldn't help but smile back. "Uncle Frank helped."

      "Mmmmm" Grace had a glint in her eye. "I bet that was delicious."

      "Ummm mom" Alex couldn't help but ask as his glance shifted back to his father.

      "Your father and I have finished out discussion" Grace said. She looked at her husband. "Haven't we Michael." She said with a cold edge in her voice.

      "Yes dear" his father answered softly.

      "Your father now understands the rules" Grace stated. "Don't you Michael."

      "Yes dear" Michael Buchmann again answered softly.

      "He also understands the conditions." Grace turned and smiled at her son. "Don't you dear" his mother turned back to his father.

      "Yes" was his fathers' almost choked reply.

      It was then that Alex realized something had shifted in the Buchmann house. The head of the family was not sitting at the small table. No, the head of the family was now towering over the beaten man sitting quietly. He stared at his mother, seeing the same grace and strength he saw only this morning when he had been at his grandmothers.

      "So tell me" his mother turned her brilliant smile back on him. "How many times?" she asked.

      
        "How many times?" Alex asked slightly confused.

      Grace glided the few steps to her son, reaching out she trailed a fingernail down his broad chest. Her eyes glinted as she looked at her son.

      "How many times did you unload in her" her voice dripped.

      "Uh...twice" Alex answered in shock at her bold question.

      "Oh" his mother almost pouted. "Then you might not have any left for momma".

      Her eyes dropped down to the bulge formed in his jeans. Her hand lowering until her nail traced along the large outline. A smile crept across her face.

      "Mmmmm" she hummed. "Then again..."

      "Oh God" Alex moaned as his eyes followed her hand.

      "Show me" his mother hissed.

      "Uhhhhhh" Alex hesitated, his eyes darting to the figure of his father sitting at the table.

      "I said take it out Alex" his mothers' voice pulled his eyes back. He saw a fire burning behind her eyes like he had never seen before. "Now" she told him.

      Silently Alex stood in the kitchen and undid the snap on his jeans and then lowered the zipper. He tugged the waist lower, as his throbbing cock sprang free in the cool afternoon air.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmm, you're hard baby" his mother cooed. "Is that for momma?" her small hand reached down and gripped his shaft.

      "Oh fuck" Alex gasped. He wasn't sure what the hell was going on, but his cock didn't care as his mother slid her grip up and down his shaft.

      
        
      

      Alex could only stare as Grace brought her hand back up to her face, inhaling deeply.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm, I can still smell her on you baby" she moaned.

      "Jesus mom" Alex gasped.

      His kept eyes going back and forth between this hot vixen literally seducing him right in the middle of the kitchen, and the quiet figure of his father still sitting at the table.

      Grace walked slowly back to the table, her eyes locked on her husband. Reaching the edge, standing opposite of him, she bent slightly at the waist placing both hands on the table. She looked over her shoulder at Alex.

      "What are you waiting for" her voice dripped with lust.

      "Jesus Christ" Alex whispered, the sight of his mother pushing her tight ass back, causing a surge through his cock.

      Kicking his jeans free where they bunched at his feet, he stepped up behind the wanton woman. His hands found the thin cloth of her sundress, slowly pulling it up until it slid over the cheeks of her ass.

      "Fuck" he moaned as the sight of her swollen wet lips came into view. Holy shit, he thought, she isn't wearing any panties.

      "That's it baby" his mother cajoled him. "You own it...now TAKE it".

      Gripping his mother's hips, Alex flexed his knees as his hard cock lined up with her dripping hole. He looked up at his mothers' face, seeing the glow of feral hunger in her eyes.

      "Mom?" his voice quavered as he looked over at his silent father.

      "Do it baby" his mother told him. "Fuck your mother Alex. Show your father how a man does it."

      
        
      

      With a grunt, Alex drove his hips forward as his eyes remained on the slumped figure of his father. He felt the swollen head of his cock spear through his mothers' wet lips, then slide deep inside her velvet tight tunnel.

      Not slowing, Alex pressed deeper, pushing every inch he had deep into her. He groaned as her tight walls clutched at him, feeling her hot cream ooze out around his shaft.

      "AAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" he mother screamed as her body convulsed on the small table.

      Alex watched her eyes roll back, and heard the splatter of her wetness as it dripped to the cool tile of the kitchen floor. He saw his father tense as he heard his wife scream. His mother was cumming just from him entering her, he thought.

      Grace shuddered as her orgasm rolled through her belly. God she needed this, she thought. She refocused her eyes until she stared into the face of her husband, sitting only a foot from her bent form.

      "Our son...is going to fuck me...until he dumps...his entire load..." she gasped. "Just like he did...to your mother..." she grunted back to each thrust.

      "Oh fuck" Alex moaned as his hips pumped in and out of his mother. His mothers' words were only inflaming him all the more as he felt his hips slap against his mothers' ass.

      "That's it baby" Grace looked over her shoulder. "Fuck momma...come on baby...give it to me."

      Alex dug his fingers into the flesh of his mothers' hips and picked up the pace. His balls were swinging forward to smack against her swollen lips as he drove in deep.

      "Oh fuck...Oh God..." Alex grunted. "Fucking your wife" his voice was thick with lust.

      "Yessssssss" Grace moaned. "Fuck me...fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeee" she wailed as she felt her belly tightening again.

      
        Alex heard her nails drag across the surface of the table as she slammed her ass back at him harder, trying to drive him even deeper. He could feel her walls ripple along his shaft as her heat wrapped around him.

      His eyes locked to his father's face as he pummeled his hips against his wanton mother. He had never known she could be as hot as she was right now.

      Grace felt her son stiffen behind her, as his cock swelled even thicker inside her tight channel. She looked up into her husbands' eyes as she felt a mind blowing orgasm tear through her.

      "Cummminngggg...oh Godddddddd" she moaned as she collapsed face down onto the table.

      "MOMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM" Alex roared as he felt his cock jerk, and the first jet of his speed spit deep into her pussy.

      "So good...oh God I can feel it..." Grace moaned against the cool surface.

      Alex continued to stare eye to eye with his father as his balls unloaded every drop deep inside his mother. After this morning, he was shocked he still had that much cum left in him.

      Still trembling, Grace eased her body forward, feeling her sons slowly deflating cock slide free. With an obscene sucking sound she separated from his wonderful body, the sound followed by one and then two thick globs of his seed seeping from her ravaged lips to fall to the kitchen floor.

      Raising her head, her hair matted by sweat to her forehead, she looked at her husband. When she spoke, Alex could not ever remember such venom coming from the same woman he loved so much.

      "Now" she panted. "Go see your little bitch with her fake little titties." He voice cold as ice. "Maybe if you are lucky she will play with your limp little dick" she chortled.

      "And if you EVER" Graces' voice filled with steel. "Make a public scene again. The mighty Michael Buchmann will become a neutered little boy. Am I clear" she hissed.

      Alex watched his father nod and scamper from the kitchen. Just as he reached the door, he froze at the sound of his wife's voice.

      
        
      

      "Michael" she said calmly, reaching back to take Alex by the hand. "Why don't you stay all night, I think Alex and I will be a bit busy."

      Alex was still stunned, not only by this morning but by the events in the kitchen as his mother slowly led him through the house. This time she led him not to his bedroom but to the doors of the master bedroom of the house.

      As Alex followed his mother through the door and towards the large bed, he watched as she shed her sundress, her now nude form gliding across the floor.

      "You want more baby" Grace asked softly as she turned and faced her son.

      Alex gave the only answer his choked throat could. With a groan he stepped forward and all but pushed his mother onto her back onto the wide bed. He could hear here laughter as she bounced lightly on the soft mattress.

      Grace lay back with her legs hanging over the edge, and watched with delight as Alex knelt between her slick thighs.

      "Oh yeah baby" she moaned. "Come and get me you mother fucker."

      Alex could taste his own fluids as his lips trailed up his mothers' slick thighs, mixed with the pungent flavor of her over heated pussy. With a groan, he pressed his face into her dripping pussy, smearing their mixed cream across his lips and chin.

      Grace moaned as she raised her head to watch her thirsty son devour her wet pussy. Her entire morning had been spent in rage over the humiliation her husband had created. Now, she reveled in the attention of her son on her over worked body.

      "That's it my darling boy" she gasped as she felt Alex slide his tongue deeper into her cavern. "Eat your mother" she groaned.

      "Did you really...fuck your...grandmother" Grace panted.

      
        "Mmmmhmmmm" Alex hummed into his mother, sending vibrations through her cunt.

      "Jesus" Grace jerked as her son swiped his fat tongue over her throbbing clit. "And your Uncle Frank?" she grunted as the pleasure mounted in her belly.

      Alex pulled his face free from his mother's quivering sex, shuffling on his knees closer between her lewdly spread thighs. He gripped his cock in hone hand as he aimed the engorged head for her gaping lips.

      "He fucked her in the ass, while I fucked her wet cunt." Alex grunted, and rammed his cock home.

      "SHITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT" Grace screamed as she felt her son's hard cock drive deep inside her.

      As her cunt exploded from the massive invasion of Alex's hard cock, her mind exploded at the image of two men fucking the great Madeline Buchmann at the same time.

      Alex watched in fascination as his mother was rocked by an intense orgasm. He could feel the gush of her warm fluids at his groin while pumped into her. Her whole body shaking violently on the bed as her eyes rolled back in raw pleasure.

      For Grace it was mind numbing as waves rolled through her, her body erupting in raw pleasure. She raised her legs to wrap them around her sons' waist, as her ankles locked behind him.

      Reaching down his hands he gripped her swaying breasts, lightly pinching her nipples between his fingers and thumbs. His hips began to slap against her thighs as he drove harder into her.

      "You like that thought mother" he husked down at the woman beneath him. "The thought of your mother-in-law's cum...on your sons cock...while it's buried inside you." He grunted

      Grace reached up and dug her nails into the broad muscular chest of her son, her eyes refocused and blazing up at him.

      "So...fucking...hot..." she grunted between strokes. "Fuck me you mother fucking...grandmother fucking...wonderful man." She screamed up at him.

      
        For Alex, everything came to a head at that moment. Fucking his grandmother and then being joined by his Uncle Frank. Then taking his father's wife while he was forced to watch; and now, fucking his mother on his fathers' bed. It was to much as he felt the ultimate boiling in his balls.

      "Oh God, I'm going to cum" he moaned. "I'm going to cum in my mother" his voice trembled.

      "That's it Alex" Grace moaned as her legs spread even wider. "Cum in your mother, fill her with your hot baby seed."

      Alex's eyes flew wide at his mother's words. The memory of her comment over a week ago that she had gone off the pill, for him. He didn't know if it could really happen this quickly, but the mere idea that he could possibly be impregnating his mother, sent a bolt of fire from his brain to his balls.

      "BREED...MY...MOTHERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR" Alex roared as he rammed deep, feeling his cock jerk once more that day, as he emptied what felt like a gallon of cum into his willing mother.

      "Yes...Oh My God...Alex...my man...own me..." Grace babbled as her own body exploded once again. She felt her son's thick cock lodged deep in her belly as his hot seed washed her walls.

      Hot juices started spraying out of her spasming cunt to splash against her sons' abdomen. Her belly rolling as she felt one, then two hot blasts of his hot seed filling her belly.

      Alex couldn't believe the intensity of his orgasm or the depth of his love for this woman as he slowly eased his sweat drenched body onto the rumpled sheets beside her.

      As the pair lay panting, trying to catch their breath, Grace rose up on one arm and looked down at her son.

      "Alex" she said softly, her fingers tracing his cheek. "How are...you know...feeling?" she asked him.

      "Other than that my balls ache like hell?" Alex looked up into his mothers' eyes. "I mean Jesus mom, four times in one day" he sighed.

      Even now her son knew the right thing to say. Like his Uncle Frank, Alex Buchmann understood, she realized. Her light laughter filled the room as she leaned down and kissed him softly on the lips.

      
        
      

      "You know what I mean" she smiled at him. "Besides, tell me that in two hours if I show you my ass, just what you would do?"

      "Easy answer" Alex whispered. "There is no resisting that ass, I'd fuck it."

      Grace had no doubt in her mind that Alex meant every word. Unlike his father, or his grandfather, Alex knew what he wanted; and wasn't afraid to take it. She saw his eyes darken in thought.

      "What about dad?" Alex asked somberly.

      "Your father made a very bad mistake" Grace sighed. "We will weather the storm from it, but it will not be repeated again." Grace looked down at her son, her voice calm. "He has learned his place in the Buchmann house, he now understands that."

      "I guess I just never realized." Alex said.

      "That's because you only saw what everyone else saw my dear" Grace told her son. "Your grandmother and her mother before her; have spent years building the Buchmann name and neither she nor I will allow that name to be shamed...ever" her dark eyes flashed.

      "Mother" Alex spoke softly. "I also know my place."

      Grace looked down at her sons face. "What is that place?" she asked with a tremor in her voice.

      "I am my mothers' confidante and friend" his voice was strong and firm. "I am also her lover...for as long as she will have me."

      The smile that swept across his mothers' face was the only answer Alex needed to know he had said the right thing.

      "You will be so much more, my darling mother fucker" Grace whispered. "You will be my lover, your grandmother's little boy toy" she laughed lightly. "You will be the father of the next Buchmann if I have my way" she whispered. "So much more" she sighed.

      
        
      

      "Great" Alex looked up at his mother. "When do we start trying again" he smiled.

      "Alex" Grace gasped. Her eyes traveled down her sons' chiseled chest, settling on his groin. "God" she moaned. "Again"

      Alex response was to rise up and tug his mothers' body onto the bed as she giggled, her hand reaching for his straining cock.

      Story::Unrequited Love

      Kaylee "Kay" Bannister sighed as she sank into her couch. She reached down to unclasp her heels, slipping them off with a sigh. She rubbed at her toes gently, God how she hated wearing those things.

      She leaned over and poured her glass with the sixty dollar wine she had bought for tonight. Another wasted bottle, and another shitty night, she thought.

      "Loser" she sighed as she took a healthy dink.

      Whether the comment was for the man she had left standing on her doorstep, or for herself was a matter of opinion. How the hell do you do it? She thought. You're twenty-six; not exactly an eyes sore, and you're sitting in your living room alone at eleven at night.

      Kay fit the mold of the up and coming generation. She watched her diet; she exercised and did all the right things. She was a promising graphic artist in Chicago; a city full of eligible males, as she sat alone in her apartment on a Saturday night...again.

      At a little over five foot five, and weighing in at 127 pounds, sporting a perky 36C, finding a guy was fairly easy. That wasn't the problem; it was finding a guy that mattered.

      As she raised her glass for another sip, she heard the beep of her cellphone. If it's Mr. Jackass, she was going to be pissed. Instead, Kay saw the short text from her mother.

      "Hope yours is better than mine." There was a small thumb up following the brief message.

      
        Stabbing the redial, and then the speaker; she set the phone on the small stand by the end of the couch.

      "Hello?" Her mother's soft voice flowed from the speaker...

      "Hey mom" Kay sighed back.

      "Uh oh, it's barely past eleven." Her mothers' soft voice came through.

      Kay gave a small laugh as she drained her first glass of wine. "Doesn't sound like you hit the jackpot either" She leaned down and poured a second glass.

      "Honey, I've been home for almost an hour." Elizabeth "Liz" Bannister snorted back.

      Kay had the mental picture of her mother stretched out on her own couch, nestled in the living room of their house, sipping from her own wine glass.

      Kay had grown up very close with her mother. Her father had never been around much in her youth. The couple had barely been married a year when Liz had come home sick from work and found her husband having sex with the neighbors daughter, in her bed.

      At forty-six, the two could pass more as sisters than mother and daughter. The main striking difference was the platinum blonde hair her mother sported, as opposed to her waves of auburn curls.

      As Kay had entered adulthood, their relationship had morphed; almost into one of adult friendship more than parent to child. The open and honest relationship that had helped them through the tough times together, had bound them to each other.

      "Jesus, was it that bad?" Kay asked wistfully.

      "He made it through the front door, and was gone fifteen minutes later" her mother laughed back.

      "Ahhh, another Minute Man" Kay couldn't suppress her giggle.

      
        
      

      "Try the thirty second man" Liz barked back. "What happened this time?" her mother asked.

      "I swear to God" Kay sighed "he spent the entire ride from the restaurant telling me how much he was going to rock my world"

      Her mouther laughed and Kay could tell from her pauses her mother had her own relaxing beverage as she heard a soft swallow.

      "We both have to do better." Liz sighed.

      "I've dropped my expectations so much mom" Kay took a long sip. "All I want is someone that cares about me not about how he's going to fuck my brains out."

      God, had she just said that? True she and her mother had an open relationship, but it was the first time Kay had actually verbalized her frustrations.

      "Hell, I'd take the fuck my brains out if he just knew what the hell he was doing" she could hear the wistfulness in her mothers' voice.

      "Two drunk and horny women" Kay laughed. "Not a single dick in sight." She sighed. In it for an ounce then in it for a pound Kay thought as the words popped out.

      "It isn't just his dick." Liz said quietly.

      Kay shuddered at the sudden mental picture of a male head between her thighs. God, it had been a long time since she had enjoyed that particular pleasure.

      "Well, I guess another night for BOB" she said quietly.

      Kay was referring to what she and her mother jokingly called their vibrators or Battery Operated Boyfriends. They both knew the other masturbated; in fact Liz had bought her daughter her first toy when she was sixteen.

      
        Kay sensed a small pause before her mother replied.

      "Too late" was the weak reply.

      Holy shit, Kay thought. Did her mother just admit she was already masturbating; even while she was on the phone with her daughter? Kay felt a tremor pass through her body at the thought.

      "Mom, are you...?" she hesitated.

      "Are you sure you want to ask sweetie?" her mother cut her off.

      "Tell me." Kay answered calmly. She drained her glass and quickly poured a third.

      Oh she and her mother had talked about sex; it was Liz who had taught her daughter the mechanics of masturbation. She had taught her the 'birds and bees'. She had coached her through her first periods. Even tolerated her hormonal mood swings when even Kay had no idea what was happening to her body.

      But, this was different. This was not a mother and daughter now. This was two horny and alone women, commiserating together. Just the idea that her mother was masturbating on the other end of the phone sent a shudder through Kay; and that all too familiar dampening in her panties.

      "Go get yours." Liz quietly told her daughter.

      "Mom..." Kay was hesitant, almost embarrassed.

      "Please" her mothers' soft voice replied. "I'd rather not be alone if we're going to discuss this."

      Rising from the couch, Kay padded on bare feet into her bedroom. Rummaging through her bedside stand, she drew out the large pink rabbit that often consoled her nights.

      Back in the living room, she started to sit back on the couch, when she felt her now soaked panties cling between her thighs. Without a word, she slipped the thin cloth over her hips and then settled back on the couch.

      
        
      

      "Tell me" Kay picked the conversation up where they had left of.

      She didn't know how much of it was the wine talking, or just the desperation tonight had left her.

      "I have it shoved so far up" Liz's said with a soft moan. "If I hit the vibration it will take service master to clean my couch."

      "Oh God" Kay moaned at her mothers' salacious words.

      "Care to join me?" her half-drunk mother whispered from the phone.

      "I already...have." Kay grunted as the rabbit parted her swollen lips and started sliding deep inside.

      "Do you still have that landing strip?" her mother asked.

      "Yes" kay grunted as she pushed her vibrator deeper. "Are you still...shaved?" Kay panted.

      "Lickable smooth." Her mother groaned back.

      "Oh God" Kay gasped.

      "Have you ever tasted a woman?" he mother asked.

      "No" Kay sighed as her rabbit slowly pumped in and out. "Have you?" she countered.

      "No" her mother grunted over the phone. "But, I'm thinking of it."

      "With who; tell me" Kay moaned.

      Her wrist twisted as she turned on the first level of vibration. She felt the bolt shoot from her loins straight to her rock hard nipples.

      
        
      

      "Kay...don't ask." Her mouther moaned back.

      "Say it Liz" Kay used her mothers' first name.

      "Oh baby" her mother moaned. "I'd suck you fucking dry." She sighed.

      "Oh fuck" Kay grunted, ramming her toy deeper.

      Kay could feel herself slipping into that haze of sex, as she heard a light sloshing sound come through the phone. Between the wine and the heat of her body, it was as if her voice was no longer her own.

      "I'd shove that thing so deep in you." Kay gasped. "You would scream my name when you came."

      "I'm about to now." Her mother's voice dripped with lust through the phone.

      "Are you going to cum mom" Kay egged her mother on. "Are you going to cum for your little girl?"

      "I'm so close" Liz moaned softly. "Oh my fucking God this is so hot." She panted.

      "Come for me momma" Kay's voice was filled with need.

      "Kay...Kay..." her mother's voice was gasping. The loud slurping of her toy was now evident in the background.

      "Do it mom...cum for your daughter" Kay hissed as her own orgasm rapidly built.

      "Oh fuck...Kay...I'm going to..." her mother babbled softly.

      "Kaayyyyyyyyyyyyyyy" Liz moaned as her orgasm hit home.

      
        Hearing her mother cumming, set off the explosion in her flexing belly. Kay rammed her rabbit deep and held it still, the small wing whipping across her throbbing clit.

      "Fuck mom...oh shit...cumming." Kay grunted.

      "Yes...yes..." she heard her mother moan as her eyes rolled back.

      Kay couldn't remember the last time her orgasm had been this intense. She knew it wasn't just the alcohol, there was something deeper; a connection to this kindred soul on the other end of the phone.

      "Moommmmmmmmmmmm" Kay cried out as her belly exploded.

      She listened to her mother pant and curse her way through her own orgasm, as a flood of hot juices coated her hand and then soaked into the couch.

      "Fuck" the pair echoed together, as their bodies began to settle down.

      Slowly Kay pulled the pink toy free of her clinging pussy. The obscene sucking sound so loud in the quiet living room, she was sure her mother could hear it.

      As she stared at the toy she was stunned how it was totally coated in her white frothy cream. She wanted to say how that had been one of the most satisfying orgasms of her life, but how do you tell your mother she just got you off better than any man.

      "I think...we need lunch...tomorrow." Liz half panted in the phone. Kay could tell she was still catching her own breath.

      Kay shuddered; after today, being physically close to her mother might trigger something else. She wasn't sure what to say, but her mother said it for her.

      "God that was good" Kay heard the soft word whisper just before the phone went silent.

      
        Kay was physically exhausted as she pulled herself off the couch and headed for her bedroom. Stripping her clothes off Kay didn't even bother with a nightgown as she slid under her covers. As she lay snuggled in her bed, sleep drifted over her exhausted body, even as the image of her mother in the throes of an intense orgasm flitted across her mind.

      It was after nine in the morning before Kay pulled herself out of bed. Pulling on a pair of jean shorts and a tank top, she headed for the living room. Had last night been an erotic dream? If the half empty wine bottle on the stand wasn't enough mute evidence; the pink rabbit she had cast aside, crusted with her white cream made it very clear last night had been no dream.

      She quickly wiped away the evidence, both ashamed and still tingling over what had happened the night before. Standing in her shower, she let the warm water caress her sore muscles. She had exploded so hard last night she thought she would wrench something out.

      Kay tried to tell herself it wasn't deliberate, her hands and body had a mind of their own; it really didn't matter. It wasn't ten minutes into her shower and the young brunette was leaning against the tile wall, two fingers jammed between her thighs.

      "Oh God mom" she gasped as her body rocketed skyward.

      Not only were her orgasms intense, they came like rapid fire as images of her nude mother flowed through her mind.

      "Eat my pussy mom...eat your daughters' dripping...wet...pussy." Kay gasped as she frigged her soaked pussy.

      "Oh fuck...here it comes." She grunted.

      "Mommmmmm" Kay wailed into the rushing water, as her body was wracked by an intense orgasm.

      Kay could feel her juices running out of her like a river as she convulsed and shook. The image of her mother kneeling in the shower sucking her dry burned in her mind.

      "What the fuck is wrong with me?" she gasped as she tried to collect herself.

      
        Quickly stepping out and drying off, Kay tried to rid her mind of the images. Pulling on her shorts and tank top, she retrieved her cell phone from beside the couch. She glanced at the text that had come through while she was in the shower.

      "Bring a swimsuit" was the brief note from her mother.

      God, she had been masturbating to the woman and they were so connected she had been texting at the same time. Fuck, what's happening; she thought as she gathered her phone and keys.

      Heading back into her bedroom, Kay rummaged in her dresser; then grabbed a bikini without even looking. She stuffed the two small pieces of cloth into her purse as she headed for the door.

      The entire drive to her mothers, Kay kept leaping back and forth between shame and pleasure. How had they lost such control? Why had her orgasm been so intense? So many questions were left unanswered as she pulled into the driveway of her mother's North Chicago home.

      "Hi sweetie" he mother met her at the door.

      Kay felt a sweep of shame as her body almost instantly responded to the warm hug. On one hand here was the woman who had cradled and raised her all her life; yet her body distinctly felt those magnificent 36 D's as they pressed against hers. She couldn't stop the warm seeping in her panties any more than she could stop breathing.

      Liz looked at her daughter's face, seeing the conflict of emotions sweep across her features. So, I'm not alone; she thought.

      "I know baby" she said softly. "I feel it too."

      Kay opened her moth to try and speak, but her mother cut her off. Picking up her own purse she ushered her daughter out the door.

      "Not here, come on" Liz said guiding her back to the car. "Let's go to Angelo's."

      Kay thought about bringing up last night as she drove, but her mother deftly avoided the subject. As the pair settled into a small booth at the little diner, Kay looked over at her mother.

      
        
      

      God, she's beautiful; Kay was stunned to realize. She had never looked at her mother as simply a woman, but always as her...well mother. This time, it was as if a veil had been lifted. She stared at the light green eyes in wonder, thought of how those soft lips would taste. Her eyes followed the curve of her mothers' breasts in the light summer dress she wore. She was startled to realize she could almost see her dark areoles through the thin material.

      After they had both ordered a light lunch, Liz looked down at her hands.

      "About last night..." she said softly.

      "Wait" Kay interjected. "First of all, why here?" she asked her mother. "Second, if you want to say we should just forget it, you can drop that idea." She said firmly. "That was the best orgasm I ever had." She added softly.

      Liz reached out and took her daughters hands in her own. She shivered at the sudden contact of skin on skin. She had lain, awake, most of the night trying to think of what to say to her daughter. In that moment of contact, Liz knew she couldn't hide anything.

      "Look honey" Liz said as her fingers caressed her daughter's skin. "Cards on the table, OK?" she looked up at Kay's face.

      Kay gave a quiet nod as she felt every fiber in her body ignite from her mother's touch.

      "I'll accept, Liz or mom; whichever makes you more comfortable understand?" Her mother asked.

      "O.K...Liz" Kay said softly.

      "Kay...are you...wet...right now?" Liz asked hesitantly; her eyes locking to her daughters face.

      "NO...I'm soaked."." Kay gasped.

      "Want to know something?" Liz smiled. "When I get out of this booth" Liz whispered. "I'm going to leave the biggest puddle of my life."

      
        
      

      "Mom" Kay groaned as a wave of pleasure swept through her.

      "I don't know what happened last night" Liz said softly. "It was like a door opened." She tightened her hand in Kays'. "And I don't want to close it."

      "Liz..." Kay clung to her mothers' hand. "Last night was beyond hot, beyond belief" she shuddered remembering. "I want...I want more." Her eyes stared into her mothers' face.

      As their food arrived, they leaned back into their seats and waited quietly. As Kay arranged her plate her mother spoke again.

      "You know how wrong this is?" Liz asked quietly.

      "Which part?" Kay half laughed. "The part where I admit I am having lesbian thoughts for the first time in my life; or the part where I admit I want to suck my incestuous mother until she screams my name."

      "Jesus Christ Kay" Liz shuddered at the mental image.

      "You said cards on the table" Kay shrugged as she picked up her fork.

      Kay saw a sudden fire light in her mothers' eyes as the older woman leaned forward. Oh God what had she started? She wondered.

      "OK...young lady" Liz hissed. "I want to masturbate with my dildo until it's covered with in cream" Liz stared into her daughters eyes. "Then I want to shove it, still coated with my juices, so deep into you, and make you cum all over it."

      Kay sat stunned and frozen at her mothers' words. She felt a ball of fire literally ignite deep in her belly. Two can play at this game, she thought. Calmly she speared her food with her fork, not looking at the woman across the small table.

      "Do you want to drink your daughters cum?" she brought her fork up and stared into her mothers' eyes. "If you do, then you better be willing to feed me yours."." She said softly as she took a bite.

      
        
      

      Liz shuddered violently. God, the game was on, she thought. My God, how could the two of them be so alike, she was terrified and thrilled at the same time.

      "Then you better be able to smash that incestuous wet pussy on my face baby." She took a bite of her own food.

      Both of them could see Kay's hand tremble as she reached out and lifted her glass of tea. The young woman could feel how soaked her panties were as she traded barbs with this woman across her table.

      "Before or after I make you suck my clit." Kay whispered, then she took a sip of her tea.

      "Oh God" Kay moaned suddenly, her shaky hand replacing the glass

      Her hands gripped the edge of the booth table as she felt her belly flip, a tremor running through her body.

      "Oh fuck" Kay grunted as her walls tightened on their own.

      "You're going to come aren't you?" Liz watched her daughters face flush.

      "Yes" Kay gasped as she stared wild eyed at her mother.

      Liz leaned forward and laid one hand across her daughters, she could feel her trembling as the surge built. She stared intently, watching; she had never seen a woman orgasm before.

      Kay relaxed the one hand, and turning it over, gripped her mother by the wrist. She glanced around the diner and then slowly raised her mothers' hand, bringing it to rest on her full breast.

      Liz was shocked at the softness of her daughters' breast through the thin tank top, as Kay brought her hand to rest, her palm resting against a hard nipple. Kay couldn't stop herself as she gently kneaded the pliant flesh.

      
        "Oh shit" Kay grunted as her belly spasmed.

      Liz watched her daughters' eyes roll back as her body shuddered. The overwhelming scent of a woman in heat filled the small booth. She knew Kay had to be pumping a lake onto her seat right then. It had to be the most erotic sight she had ever seen.

      Kay slowly refocused her eyes and looked at her mother. Even as the after-shocks rumbled through her belly, she could see the flush on her mother's face. She has to be right on the verge herself, she thought.

      Acting on instinct, she released her mothers' hand, and slipped her own hand beneath the edge of the table. As her hand rose back out, she knew her mother could see the sheen of wetness on her two fingers.

      "Open" Kay whispered as she leaned forward.

      Liz didn't even hesitate. Her mouth opened eagerly as the two fingers came forward. Wrapping her lips around those two wet fingers she was instantly assailed by the scent and taste of her daughter. She sucked gently on the two digits.

      'Unggmmmpppffff" Liz grunted as her own body spasmed.

      Liz continued to suck every drop as her orgasm gently rolled from one end of her body to the other. The sheer intensity startled her as she felt her walls spasm begging to be touched.

      Kay watched her mother shudder and twitch through her orgasm, and then slid her fingers free as the older woman began to settle back down.

      "Fuck that was hot" Kay whispered.

      Liz just stared back, she couldn't even find the words to describe what she was feeling right then. Both confusion and raw lust raced through her body at the same pace. This was wrong, so very wrong. She wasn't supposed to feel this for another woman, especially her own daughter.

      By the time lunch had finished, both women were a mass of confusion and conflict. Both had just experienced one of their most intense orgasms; at the hand or mind of someone they knew was forbidden.

      
        
      

      Back at her mother's house, they made a point of not discussing the events of the diner; both thinking if they didn't bring up the subject, they wouldn't have to face their own feelings.

      Kay used the spare room to change into her bikini. Her mother had invited her to an afternoon of relaxing in the sun in the backyard. While being almost nude in front of the older woman almost terrified her; Kay ached to see what her mother would look like.

      Kay was surprised when she pulled her suit from her purse. Rather than her usual conservative hip cut suit; she had grabbed her French cut thong in her haste. Too late now, she thought as she slipped the suit bottom on.

      Picking up her sun tan oil and large beach towel, she headed downstairs and out the patio doors. Being first to the yard, she spread her towel out on the trimmed lawn.

      Just as she stretched out on her belly on the towel, Kay turned her head at the sound of the patio door sliding open and then closed. Jesus she's gorgeous, Kay couldn't believe her physical reaction to seeing her mother.

      Liz had debated on which suit to wear. The one piece silver one that highlighted her breasts; the two piece red bikini that molded to her like a second skin? Instead she had chosen the light blue one she knew gathered a lot of attention when she went to the beach or the lake. She knew it might be too much just for Kay and the backyard, but as she walked towards her daughter stretched out on the lawn; she shuddered at the undisguised hunger in the young woman's eyes.

      "Is it too much?" Liz asked softly.

      "No...it's perfect." Kay's mouth felt dry as she gazed at her mother.

      As Liz bent down and spread her towel next to Kay's, her daughter watched without a word. Kay could only stare as those magnificent breasts hung down, barely contained in the pale blue bikini. Worse, the young woman felt a gush of fluids between her thighs as she stared at her mother's ass, encased in her tight bottoms, while the fabric molded into a perfect camel toe between her thighs.

      I have really got to get a grip on myself, the young woman thought. You would think I was infatuated with my own damn mother.

      
        Liz fussed with her towel, trying not to be too obvious as she looked at her daughter. Her eyes were taking in the tanned skin of her shoulders and back. Fuck, she's wearing a thong; Liz almost moaned. Her eyes traced every curve of her firm, taut cheeks. Seeing where the small string of the bikini bottoms disappeared between them.

      The pair finally settled in the warm rays of the sun. They both lay silent, as if trying to decide how to broach the lion that stood between them.

      "Kaylee" Liz softly asked.

      "Ummm" Kay murmured back, lulled by the warm sun.

      "What's happening?" Liz asked in that same quiet voice.

      "I...I don't know." Kay stared at her hands. "Cards on the table?" she turned and looked at her mother, using her own phrase from earlier in the day.

      "Always honey." Liz stared off into space. She knew if she looked at Kay she would be lost.

      "I've dated everything from nerds to Adonis" Kay said. "Nerds are great in bed, but boring in life."

      Liz laughed at the analogy, finally relaxing. "And Mr. Adonis is either so full of himself, or he has a dick the size of a pencil" Liz joked back.

      "You got it." Kay smiled.

      "You always kept telling me there was someone special out there for me" Kay told her mother. "Even when I came home so disappointed I wanted to swear off dating."

      "That's because there is sweetie" Liz reassured her daughter. "You just need to find him."

      "That's the problem mom..." Kay faltered.

      
        Liz rose up and picked up the sunscreen. She squirted a small puddle on one palm and then warmed the thick liquid between her hands.

      "So what's the problem?" she asked as she slowly began to rub the lotion into her daughters back.

      "I think..." Kay shuddered slightly as her mothers' hands drifted down to her waist. "I think I may have found that person." Kay tried to keep the moan from her voice.

      Liz halted her hands at her daughters' waist. She didn't know whether to be happy or not at her daughter's sudden announcement. She felt a sudden pang of jealousy shoot through her. Where did THAT come from? She wondered.

      "That's...good." Liz answered softly. Her hands resuming their motion down and across Kay's hips. "What's his name?" she asked

      "It's not...it's not him" Kay stuttered as she felt those wonderful fingers slip close to her bare ass cheeks.

      Liz gave a small gasp, surely she couldn't mean her? "Sweetie..." she started to say; then she heard her daughter give a small moan, and looking down saw how her hands now cupped those glorious cheeks.

      "I love you mom" Kay gasped as heat shot through her body.

      "Of course you do" Liz tried to find reason in all this. "I'm your mother." She said softly.

      "No mom" Kay gasped as she felt those fingers drifting ever so close to her heated core.

      "Do you know...I've never cum from not being touched" Kay whispered.

      "Neither have I" Liz gasped. Her hands began to knead at her daughters' ass, as if they had a mind of their own.

      
        "And last night." Kay squirmed on the towel. "I've never cum that hard" she could feel the fire building in her loins again. "I flooded the damn living room" Kay moaned.

      "Baby...you know this is wrong." Liz tried to bring things back into focus, even as she felt the growing heat between her own thighs.

      Kay suddenly rolled onto her back on the towel, reaching up to hold her mothers' hands in hers. Kay could see the two bullets threatening to push through the swim top of her daughter.

      "My turn" Kay whispered. She pulled her mothers' arms down, until her hands wrapped around the full globes of her breasts. "How wet are you...Liz?"

      Liz stared down at her daughters' half glassy eyes. The mix of love and lust was glowing in them. She could lie, and end this right here; she could tell the truth and open a door neither could go back through; or she could...

      "Why don't you find out...Kay" Liz whispered.

      Liz wasn't totally sure how her daughter would react. The surprise dual attack totally caught her off guard. She looked down as Kay brought herself up off her back, resting on her elbows on the towel.

      "I love you" Kay whispered, her breath warm on Liz's face, her lips closing the last few inches to press to hers.

      "Mmmmmm" Liz shuddered at the raw passion between the two as their tongues began to duel.

      "Unnnggggggg" Liz groaned as she felt fingers slide along the crease of her suit bottom, pressing into her heated crevice.

      Kay dragged her fingers from back to front along her mother's aching pussy. She could feel the swollen lips through the cloth, the heat emanating from her. When she reached the top front waist band of the bikini bottoms, Kay slipped her fingers inside and then slid her hand back down.

      "Oh fuckkk" Liz gasped; her mouth coming free from her daughters, her eyes wide in wonder.

      
        Kay was shocked as her fingers slid across Liz's bare shaved lips, then two slender fingers dipped into a molten swamp.

      "Oh God...Oh God..." Liz moaned as her body convulsed.

      Barely touched and Liz felt her first orgasm tear through her like a hurricane. "Fuck I'm cumming" she gasped, staring into her daughters' eyes.

      Kay watched, fascinated, as her mother shook and trembled through her orgasm, while her hand was soaked in juices flowing out of the older woman.

      "If we don't...go inside soon..." Liz panted.

      "You'll what?" Kay cooed.

      "I'll rip that suit off and eat my daughter right here on my backyard." Liz grunted.

      "We wouldn't want" Kay gave a wicked smile as her hand slid free from between her mothers' thighs. "Mmmmmm" she moaned as she licked the glistening cream from her fingers.

      The pair climbed to their feet and headed for the patio door. Liz could barely walk as her knees threatened to buckle every time her belly flexed from her lingering orgasm.

      "What are you..." Liz started to ask as the patio door slid shut. "Unngghhhh" she grunted as Kay whipped around, pinning her against the wall. Liz stared into her daughters wild eyes.

      "You're mine, do you understand." Kay hissed. "Any man who gets near you, I will rip his balls off." Liz was shocked at the passion in her daughters' voice.

      Liz couldn't even find the will to resist as her daughter pulled her swimsuit top free. She wasn't even sure she wanted to resist anymore. Hot tingles shot through her body as she felt warm kisses travel down her neck.

      "Ummmmm" Liz moaned, tilting her head back, giving Kay total access.

      
        
      

      Kay ran her tongue along the curve of her mothers' breast, tasting the mix of sweat and suntan lotion. Her tongue made slow circles, each time arcing closer and closer.

      "Please" Liz moaned softly.

      "Please what...tell me mom." Kay whispered. She cupped her mother's breast, gripping just enough to watch her diamond hard nipple distend outward.

      "Suck it...suck my breast." Liz gasped; as she surrendered to the love and lust growing inside her.

      "Ohhhhhhh God...babbbbyyyy" Liz moaned as a hot mouth closed over her nipple.

      Kay could smell her mothers' growing heat as she filled her swimsuit bottom with hot juices. Pursing her lips, she captured the hard nipple, and then gently tugged outward, stretching the soft flesh.

      When she felt that delicious mouth finally release her aching nipple, Liz brought her hands up to test on her daughters' shoulder.

      "Please...Oh God please..." Liz moaned. "Ohhhh yesssss" she groaned as Kay left a trail of warm kisses down her nelly.

      As she slipped to her knees, Kay reached up and wrapped her fingers in the waistband of her mother's bikini bottoms, slowly tugging the tight cloth over her hips.

      Liz wiggled her hips, as she helped. Totally nude, leaning against the wall as that hot mouth drew closer and closer, Liz gave herself to the rising passion.

      "I'm yours baby" she moaned softly.

      "Mine" Kay whispered, and then closed her mouth over her mothers' steaming sex.

      "Ngggggggghhhhh" Liz moaned as she felt a hot tongue slide between her soaked lips. She spread her legs wider, giving her daughter total access to her.

      
        
      

      Kay opened her mouth wide, pulling in both swollen lips and that throbbing clit in one motion.

      "Oh God...Kay...I'm going..." Liz panted.

      The announcement of her impending orgasm only seemed to spur Kay on. Liz felt that same hot tongue lash lightly over her trapped clit.

      "Oh yessssss...so close..." Liz moaned. Her nails dug into the soft flesh of Kays' shoulders as her body twitched and climbed higher.

      Kay wanted this older, world wise woman; to feel such pleasure, she would never leave their bed. Clamping her lips around the hard bud of Liz's clit, she began to suck the sensitive bud in and out of her mouth.

      Wet slurping now filled the air, which hung heavy with the scent of Kay's juices. She could feel the river flowing out of her, coating her daughters' face. That knot a near fire as her belly tightened.

      "Oh shit...Oh God...I'm going to...don't stop." Liz babbled as her body hit zenith.

      "KAAAYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY" Liz screamed as her body exploded.

      Kay hummed with pleasure as she gripped her mother by the hips. Her mouth filled with that pungent sweet nectar again and again as Liz pumped into her.

      Sparks went off behind Liz's clenched eyes, her body heaved so hard she banged her head against the wall as she convulsed. She ground her pelvis into Kay's face as her belly sent wave after wave through her body.

      As the spasms finally started to ebb, Liz relaxed her grip on Kay's shoulders. She stared down at the glistening face of her daughter, drenched in her cream.

      "Oh God Kay; I've never...so hard...Oh My God..." Liz gasped.

      
        Pulling her face free, Kay slid up her mother's still shaking body. "It's called love." She whispered softly.

      Gathering her shattered wits, Liz pushed herself away from the wall. Still holding her daughter by the shoulders, she guided the young woman backward. Kay felt the backs of her legs hit the edge of the couch.

      Pushing gently, Liz eased her back to sit on the couch; kneeling she slid between Kay's spread thighs. She ran her palms along the firm thighs, her eyes drinking in every inch of Kay's body.

      "Allow me to return the favor." Liz said is a raspy voice.

      "Mom...you don't have too." Kay tried to tell her mother.

      Reaching up, Liz pulled at the small strings on Kays' hips, watching the suit come free. Tugging at the small cloth she stared as her daughter's treasure came into view.

      "Baby, I am way past having too" Liz rasped.

      "I want this" Liz kissed one thigh. "More than anything" Liz kissed the other thigh just a bit higher. "I want...YOU." Liz blew a warm swath over the swollen lips in front of her.

      "Oh Jesus" Kay shuddered as the hot breath covered her mound and then traveled over her aching pussy. She stared down and watched wide eyed as Liz opened her mouth, and then descended on her.

      "MOOOMMMMMMMMMM" Kay screamed as she felt that tongue pierce deep into her quivering warmth.

      "Mmmmmmm" Liz hummed as the taste of Kay's sweet nectar filled her mouth.

      The vibration went from her groin, to her nipples, and straight to her brain, as every coherent thought evaporated in that moment. Liz watched as a bright flush swept across Kay's face; her head tilting back in a silent scream as the veins on her neck distended.

      
        Kay was beyond words as a bomb seemed to go off deep in her belly. All she could do was gurgle and whimper as her ass lifted off the couch. Kay felt her daughter give a huge jerk, and then hot juices literally sprayed out to coat her face.

      "Mo...Mom...ghaaaa" Kay gurgled as a second wave tore through her.

      Her fists pounded on the couch as she ground her mound into Liz's face. Liz was shocked at the intensity of her daughters' orgasm. Hot juices dripped from her chin as she tried to swallow the flood that poured out at her; all the while she watched as Kay flopped and bounced on the couch.

      For Kay the sensory overload became too much, she felt a darkness begin to slip over her as raw pleasure pulsed through her. "I love you Liz." She weakly whispered.

      Liz felt her daughter almost drop back to the couch, her body limp and twitching on the seat. She was terrified something had happened, she had done too much.

      "Kay...honey?" she called softly.

      Kay's eyes fluttered open and she stared at her mother in wonder. Tremors still rippled through her as she slowly pulled herself up to sit on the edge of the couch, staring into her mother's eyes.

      "Are you all right sweetie?" Liz asked with concern.

      "All right?" Kay leaned forward and softly kissed her mothers' lips. "Take me to bed lover." She whispered. "I want to do that to you."

      By the time Monday morning arrived, Kay padded across the small living room carrying a tray filled with breakfast. As she ascended the stairs and then slipped into the bedroom, she could hear her mother speaking.

      "Yes, I won't be in today." Her mother glanced up and watched a nude Kay move across the room. "My daughter is very ill and needs me." Liz spoke into her cellphone. "Yes, I'll let you know...bye." The older woman ended the call and set her cellphone on the bedside stand.

      Liz pulled herself up to sit in the bed as Kay settled the tray beside her, and then slipped onto the bed.

      
        
      

      "I already called from the kitchen." Kay said as she picked up a piece of toast.

      "Sweetie, we've been at this for three days now." Liz softly chuckled. "You'll have to get dressed sometime you know." She smiled.

      "Let's see" Kay started holding up fingers. "The kitchen; the living room; the shower, which by the way I want to do again" She started counting off. "The bedroom, of course; and don't forget the backyard."

      Liz shuddered at the memory of being sprawled out on the towel, her daughter buried between her thighs. "God I loved that." Liz sighed.

      "I love you" Kay whispered softly.

      "Honey...where is this going?" Liz asked softly.

      "I thought about that while I made breakfast" Kay set her unfinished toast on the plate. "Before I answer that; I want to ask you something."

      Liz trembled when Kay reached out and took her hand.

      "You can't...oh God." Liz almost moaned.

      "Elizabeth Fenton" Kay asked softly. Liz shuddered when she used her birth maiden name. "Would you marry me?" Kay asked softly.

      Liz stared into those eyes that had so captured her. She felt more than the heat between her thighs, there was something she hungered for in this young woman's face.

      "If I could, I would in a heartbeat." Liz whispered.

      Silently, Kay pulled the folded piece of paper from under the tray, handing it to her mother. Unfolding it, Liz stared at an Illinois application for marriage.

      
        
      

      "Then sign there...Ms. Fenton" Kay told her mother.

      Dear God, Liz realized. She usually went by her married name of Bannister; but Kay was right. Since the divorce, legally she was Fenton. She wanted to ask Kay if she was serious, when her eyes landed on the bold signature in the box for partner one. You couldn't miss the "Kaylee Bannister" swirl.

      "Give me a pen" kay whispered in awe.

      Story::Vacation Isle 1

      Nora Fleming waited anxiously for her son Darrin to arrive home from his summer job at the landscaping business he worked at with his two friends. Her son had just recently graduated from high school, and the eighteen year old was trying to earn extra college money with his summer off.

      Nora could not have been prouder of her son when he had graduated with honors and gotten a scholarship to the state university. She had wanted to give him something special for his graduation, but the money was tight right now for the family.

      Like his father he had been big into sports, playing both basketball and football. Constantly working out at the local gym where he had a part-time job to pay for the membership. Unlike his father, Darrin preferred his evenings at home, not at poker games or work. Spending his evenings with her watching television

      Nora had been feeling depressed she could not reward her attentive son with something. When the vacation contest flier had shown up in her mail, she had instantly filled out the form and sent it back. She had been shocked when she had gotten a reply back in only days.

      She had won, or more precisely, Darrin had won. Round trip tickets and a one week stay at Vacation Isle. Having never heard of the resort, Nora was surprised to find it was a small island off the coast of Nassau in the Bahama's.

      Now, she was going to give him the letter with the prize voucher. Her only concern was the trip was for two. That meant Darrin needed to choose who would go with him. The thought of some young girl enjoying a week alone with her son, sent a tremor through her body. What was she thinking?

      
        When she heard the back kitchen door open, she rose and walked to the open door. She watched as Darrin stripped off his sweat soaked shirt in the small laundry room off the kitchen. The vision of his chiseled abs filled her eyes, and then her gaze traveled over the strong biceps

      Shuddering, the mother felt a warmth form in the gusset of her panties at the sight of her half nude son. Not now, she begged. She stepped into the kitchen.

      "Hey sweetie" Nora called out.

      "Oh hey mom" Darrin replied. He made no attempt to hide his bare chest as he stepped into the kitchen.

      "Honey" Nora started hesitantly. "I know I didn't get you much for your graduation."

      "Mom" Darrin interrupted her. "I told you I don't need anything, I have everything I want right here."

      Nora shivered as she watched her sons glance travel over the swell of her blouse, the dark bra she wore more than evident through the thin material. Nervously she swallowed.

      "Here" Nora thrust the letter out. "This is for you."

      Darrin took the paper and began to read. His eyes grew wider the further he got through the note.

      "Are you serious?" he asked. "This says a week at a Bahama resort."

      "Well" Nora told him. "Not exactly a resort, more like a bed and breakfast". She stepped next to her son to see the paper. The smell of his sweat began filling her nostrils.

      "It also isn't exactly the Bahama's either" she told her son. "It's a small private island near them."

      "Mom" Darrin cleared his throat. "This sounds more like a romantic getaway." He looked at his mother, trying desperately not to look at the creamy flesh now showing through the gap in her blouse. "You should take dad."

      
        "Baby, this is for you." Nora insisted. "Besides" she added ruefully. "I don't think your father would even go."

      Darrin knew better than to press the issue with his mother. Deep down, he also had the suspicion she was right. While outwardly the loving family, things had definitely been cooler in the Fleming house the last few years. To the point Darrin wondered if his father was maybe getting a little something on the side.

      "You can pick who goes with you sweetie" Nora rushed to fill the silence. "Maybe take one of your work friends. Or some...uh...some girl you like." Nora swallowed hard as the words finally came out.

      Darrin stood silently and stared at his mother for a few moments. Slowly he folded the paper and slid it into the pocket of his jeans.

      "Here's the deal" Darrin spoke slowly and deliberate. "I'll take the vacation, on one condition." He looked his mother in the eyes. "I pick who goes with me, no arguments."

      Nora nodded quickly. "Of course sweetie." She gushed. "I love you baby, I want you to enjoy."

      "Oh I will" Darrin answered softly, his eyes never leaving his mother.

      As her son stepped away and began to head to his room and shower, Nora couldn't contain herself anymore.

      "Do you know who honey?" she asked as she watched her son.

      "That's easy mom" Darrin answered as he turned to look at his mother. "The only one I will go with is you."

      Nora stood in stunned silence as her son headed up the stairs. He couldn't be serious, she thought. Then, with a violent shudder, the idea of a week on a tropical island with her son exploded in her mind.

      Later that evening, the trip was brought to Darrin's father. While he wasn't totally surprised by his father's reaction, Nora was shocked when her husband readily agreed to the pair going. She first found him almost all too eager to get them out of the house for a week, but the thought quickly disappeared as plans were made.

      Darrin told his mother he had already gone online and registered for the prize in his name. The arrangements were made for the following week. Nora was still stunned her son would demand she be the one going, but knew she couldn't argue having made the deal earlier with him.

      The following week seemed almost like a whirlwind as the pair readied for the trip. Darrin made vacation arrangements with his boss, who congratulated him on winning such a great prize. Nora spent her time slowly packing, choosing carefully what she would bring. The airline only allowed one bag, and she had to pick. Shorts and light blouses were easy. Her disappointment at her old one piece swimming suit was put aside as she realized there was neither the time nor the money for a replacement.

      Finally ready, Darrin carried the bags into the terminal with his mother at his side, as his father seemed in a great hurry to get back to the house. Darrin chuckled to himself. He knew why his father wanted them out of the house. Have your fun dad, Darrin thought. While you tomcat around, your little mouse is going to have the time of her life the young man thought.

      Nora fidgeted in the seat next to her son during the flight. Watching his silent face and then staring out the small window. Finally she turned to him.

      "Honey" she asked softly. "I have to ask...why me?"

      "Do you really want me to answer that mom?" Darrin turned to her.

      "I want to know" Nora nodded.

      Darrin reached up and ran a finger across her cheek. The soft touch sent a shiver through her body. His eyes seemed strange, different. There was something in them and she couldn't quite place it.

      "You said I could have anybody I wanted" Darrin said simply. "I want...you" he added.

      Nora stared at her son as her stomach did a huge flip-flop. When he turned back to watch the onboard movie, she saw a flash of something in his eyes. It was a primal and hungry look. Dear God...he couldn't...the thought ran through her mind. She couldn't bring herself to broach the topic further. Instead, she turned to the small window and stared out at the passing clouds.

      
        
      

      Debarking in Nassau, Nora was hit by the warmth of the sun and the humid air. Quickly realizing she had over-dressed from home, she excused herself and slipped into the bathroom.

      When his mother returned, Darrin couldn't help but notice the movement of her blouse. She had taken off her bra in the growing heat. This was turning out better than he had hoped.

      As the pair boarded the small ferry to take them to Vacation Isle, Nora caught her son staring at her more than once. She thought something was wrong with her blouse or shorts. Then, as she watched the scenery she glanced at the couple standing near them. The sun was dipping behind along the horizon, as Nora was startled to realize that in the light, the woman's light dress was nearly transparent.

      Startled, she looked back at Darrin, finding him once again staring at her. Oh God, she realized. He can see I took my bra off. He can SEE me. She watched as a smile crept across her sons face. He made no attempt to hide his glance from her nearly visible body. At first, the mother wanted to turn and hide from the sun's silhouette. Instead, she stood her ground. If this was what he wanted, she wasn't going to hide any more. Instead she stared straight back at him, letting him know she was well aware of the view he had.

      By the time they had arrived on the Isle, Nora knew Darrin wanted her. She also knew how wrong it was, and that she wasn't sure she had the capacity to fight off his advances.

      As the pair waited their turn in the line before the check in desk, she felt Darrin lightly touch her hand with his, sending another shiver through her. What was he planning? Her mind swirled.

      Stepping to the counter, Darrin calmly slid his ID and the confirmation letter forward.

      "Ah yes" the young man looked at the paper. "Mr. and Mrs. Fleming"

      "I don't think... Nora started to say. Then she felt her sons hand enclose hers and gently squeeze. Startled, she stopped at looked at him.

      "That's correct" Darrin said smoothly. His mother's eyes grew wide, but she remained silent.

      
        "Room eight" the young man handed Darrin two keys. "Up the stairs and it's the second door on the right."

      As the couple started to pick up their bags the young man added. "Dinner will be in the dining room in an hour. May I suggest a walk on the beach after." The young man smiled.

      "An excellent idea" Darrin smiled back.

      As the pair entered their room, Darrin placed their bags near the large single bed. Nora stared around the room. The furniture was beautiful, she realized, including the large single bed that focused her attention.

      ""Darrin, what are you doing?" she asked softly.

      "Shouldn't you be getting ready for dinner...Nora" was the quiet reply.

      "Darrin?" Nora again asked softly.

      Her son stepped closer, staring into her eyes. Again there was that look, the one she had seen on the plane. A primal...hungry look.

      "That wasn't a request...Nora" her son emphasized her name. The point swiftly drove home.

      "Yes dear" Nora instantly caved to his gaze. She could almost feel her nipples harden under the cloth of her blouse as her son stared at her. She swiftly took her bag into the bathroom to change to a simple dress for dinner.

      All the way through the meal, Nora delighted at the banter between herself and Darrin. Never before had she felt so relaxed or so at ease with a man. By the time the meal was finished Nora readily agreed to the stroll on the beach.

      As the couple walked through the sand, hand in hand; to Nora it was as if this wasn't her son anymore. Instead, he had somehow morphed into a man. Strong and dominant, not afraid of what he wanted or going after it.

      
        By the time they had returned to the lodging, darkness had fallen. In the moonlight, Darrin stopped her just before they entered.

      "Do you know how beautiful you are?" he asked in the half light.

      "Tell me, a woman always loves to hear it" Nora told him. She tried to see his eyes, but the growing darkness hid his features.

      "I'd rather show you" Darrin replied.

      Before Nora could even move, his lips closed on hers. No chaste kiss, this was full bore. His lips were pressing to hers, his tongue gliding over her teeth and into her mouth. Nora couldn't suppress the moan as her body literally melted into him.

      By the time their lips separated, Nora was gasping for air. Her cheek pressed to his broad chest as she tried to regain her wits.

      "God help me" she whispered.

      "He already did" Darrin kissed her hair. "He just gave you to me."

      Nora had expected Darrin to make further advances, but he didn't. Instead he quietly led them back to their room, where they prepared for bed. Slipping on her old night shirt, Nora slid under the covers next to her son. She could feel her palms itch to touch him, but lay silently listening to his breathing.

      Soon, she felt the covers begin to move with a distinct rhythm. A soft grunt came from his side of the bed. Oh Lord, she realized; he's masturbating.

      The sound of his fist sliding up and down his shaft was soft, but clear. Unconsciously her own fingers slid into the waistband of her panties, gliding over her now swollen and moist lips.

      "Mom" Darrin grunted beside her in the dark.

      
        "Darrin" Nora groaned back, as she slipped two fingers into her wet hole.

      Together, the pair lay side by side, feeling the pleasure build together.

      "Oh God mom" Darrin muttered. The slick sound of his fist picking up speed along his cock, coated in his own pre cum.

      "Oh my God, Darrin" Nora groaned back. The wet squishing of her fingers as they pumped in and out of her now dripping pussy. She felt the knot growing.

      "Going to cum" Darrin's voice came through the darkness.

      "With me, oh God" Nora hissed back as her back arched.

      "Darrinnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" the mother moaned as waves of pleasure rolled through her ravaged body. She felt her belly flex as her juices gushed out to coat her hand.

      "Mommmmmmmmmmmmmm" Darrin moaned with her, his body shuddering, as thick rope after rope pumped out of his throbbing cock.

      In the darkness their breathing was deep and harsh, matching each other's rhythm. Nora tried to find words to what had happened but couldn't.

      Eventually Darrin rolled onto his side as sleep over took them. Dreams of her son pressed down onto her nude body as she felt his manhood filled her faded as she awoke to the morning bright sun.

      The pair ate breakfast on the small balcony. Nora was again surprised at the ease of their conversation, slipping into a comfort she had never known before. She marveled at her son, so articulate and witty. Her laughter filled the morning air.

      The pair walked about the small town that lined the coast of the island, visiting shops and stores. Returning to put their new found treasures in their room, Darrin decided the time had come.

      "Let's go for a swim in the ocean, shall we." He told his mother.

      
        
      

      "I would love to honey" Nora sighed. "I just didn't get a chance to replace my old suit, and I don't want you to be disappointed."

      "First of all" Darrin smiled. "I would never be disappointed in seeing any of you"

      Nora saw again that look cross her son's eyes. That primal hunger as he gazed at her. She shuddered, this time knowing exactly what he wanted.

      "Secondly" he added. "I expected as much." The young man turned to his mother. "Get your suit Nora" he said firmly.

      "Darrin, I don't know..." Nora tried to reply.

      "Nora" her son said, again using her first name. The strength in his voice was crumbling her resistance. "Get me your swim suit." He told her.

      Without a word, Nora retrieved her one piece from her suitcase and handed it to her son. She watched as he stepped towards the dresser, and with a movement of his arm, dropped the suit into the waste can.

      Before she could utter a word, Darrin stepped back to his own suitcase, and pulled out a small box. She took the offered box into her hands.

      "Get changed" his voice was soft but firm.

      Nora found herself walking into the small bathroom before she even realized it. How he managed to totally command her was beyond her grasp. Undressing, she tried not to look into the mirror. When she opened the small box, she was stunned to see a two piece bright red, French cut bikini swimsuit.

      Dear God, Nora thought. I can't wear this. I don't have the figure, or the courage, she thought.

      Slowly she pulled first the bottoms up, and then fastened the top into place. Her eyes caught her image in the mirror and she gasped. Her large breasts nearly spilled out of the small cloth, and the pale white skin of her thighs was visible to the waist on both sides. The red cloth barely covered the fronts of her breasts, while the triangle below managed to just cover between her thighs. Turning slightly, she again gasped at the amount of skin showing from behind. He'll see my entire ass, she realized.

      Feeling self-conscious, the mother stepped from the bathroom and into their sleeping area. Any thoughts of shame evaporated as she watched her sons face when he saw her. Once again there was that look, the flash of his eyes as they roamed over her exposed body. Pure primal hunger seemed to radiate from him.

      Stunning was the only word Darrin used as he stepped into the bathroom himself. It was simple and to the point. It swelled Nora as she realized that instead of disappointing this 'man', she was instead enticing him in the new suit.

      When Darrin stepped back into the room, his mother's eyes immediately went to him. She shivered as she took in his chiseled chest, the curve of every muscle. Her eyes drifted down to the light blue trunks he wore, gasping as the tight material made his endowment more than evident.

      "Oh God" Nora softly whispered as her eyes locked to the hard pole evident in the tight material. While not huge, Darrin was respectable in size and girth. It was enough to make any woman more than happy. The fact he didn't hide his obvious excitement didn't surprise Nora.

      "Get used to it" her son said, seeing the direction of her gaze. "You caused it." he told her.

      For over an hour the pair walked and played along the waters' edge. As Darrin splashed her exposed body with the warm salty spray, she looked at him. Stunned as his now wet trunks, only highlighted his hardness even more. Glancing down, she was shocked to see her own swollen and pouty lips outlined through the thin material of her suit. He had to see her, and yet he had made no comment.

      As her son splashed her again, she leapt into the water waist deep, wading slightly further out. She tried to push through the water to escape, but in only a few feet, felt powerful arms wrap around her body.

      "Got you" Darrin's voice filled her ear from behind.

      "Yes you do" Nora couldn't turn to look at her son's face. "Now, what are you going to do with me?" she asked the words hanging in her mind.

      
        "Oh Christ" Nora grunted, as she felt his hand slide down the curve of her soft belly. His fingers dipped into the water until they brushed along the edge of her suit bottom.

      "Oh Darrin" Nora gasped; as she felt his searching fingers slip into the elastic of her suit bottom below the water.

      When he felt his mother's ass press back against his hardness, the shape of his cock slipping between her cheeks, separated by only two thin pieces of material, he knew she was truly his.

      "Do you know how badly I want you" his husky voice filled her ear.

      This was it, Nora realized, this was the line no mother and son should ever cross. Yet, like a race car rushing to the finish line, her body shuddered as she felt herself surrender.

      "Show me baby" was all she could gasp.

      Nora felt her eyes roll back as she stood still in the warm water. The sensation of two thick fingers sliding between her engorged folds overwhelmed her.

      "Oh fuck" she groaned as his fingers stretched her walls.

      "Do you know what I want?" Darrin's husky voice filled her ears. He plunged his fingers deeper into his mother's steaming depths, feeling her walls ripple at the invasion.

      "Unnghhhhh" was all Nora could groan. Sensations she had not felt in years were raging through her body, as her belly flexed to the time of his invading fingers.

      "I want to taste you" her son's voice continued to torment her. "Drink every drop from you" he hissed behind her.

      "Oh my God" Nora moaned, the image of her son between her thighs bright behind her clenched eyes. The fire growing in the pit of her belly began to rival the heat of the sun on her skin.

      "I want to make love to every inch of you" her son's voice pushed her further. "Deep, thrusting, slow; enjoying you." His voice was causing the knot in her belly to grow tighter.

      
        
      

      "Darrin" she gasped. "Oh God, I'm going to cum." She told him.

      "I know" his voice filled her entire being. "When you do" Darrin whispered in her ear. "I am going to bury my seed so deep into your belly, it won't have any choice but to breed you." He told his mother.

      "Oh shit...Darrin." Nora grunted. Her eyes flew open at his words just as the explosion went off in her belly; almost doubling her over from the intensity of her orgasm. "Cummminngggggggggg" she moaned.

      Darrin kept his arm wrapped around his mother's waist, as her body shuddered and vibrated, he felt her knees start to buckle as he held her upright.

      As wave after wave tore through her, the thought her son wanted to impregnate her only intensified Nora's orgasm. She had never cum as hard as she was right now. She could feel her fluids gushing out to coat his buried fingers under the waters' edge.

      The pair stood silently as Nora slowly climbed back down from her mountain. Finally she stood and turned to her son. She felt his fingers slip free, as the warm water washed them clean.

      She stared into her son's face as so many questions swirled through her mind. Why her? How long had he wanted this? So much she wanted to ask. Then, her eyes fell on the straining bulge in his tight swim trunks. God it had been years, no decades, since a man had been that hard for her.

      ""Do you need me to..." Nora left the question hanging.

      "No!" Darrin cut her off. He turned and took a few steps towards the shore, and then turned back to his mother. "Want yes" he told her. "Need...no" were his only words.

      Nora knew the control it took to turn away. To shut off his cravings like that. Darrin was telling her it had to be her choice or no choice at all. She then realized, it wasn't just lust driving her son, it was love. It was everything or nothing for him, and Nora wasn't sure how far she could go down that road.

      For the remainder of the day, Darrin acted as if nothing had happened at the beach. At first it confused Nora, until she slowly began to realize Darrin was waiting for her response.

      
        
      

      It wasn't until the darkness of the bedroom had hidden the pair, that Nora found the first courage to answer her son. Laying there as she idly toyed with her nipple as she remembered the night before, it was only a matter of minutes before Darrin began the same movements.

      This time, instead of joining her son, Nora turned on her side to face him in the darkness. Her hand slid along under the covers between them, until her fingers found the warmth of his skin. Trailing up his side, and then tracing the ridges of his six pack, she shuddered at the contact of their bodies.

      "Mom?" Darrin asked softly as he felt her hand gently push his away.

      "Shhhhhh" Nora whispered back. Her fingers wrapped around his hard cock, feeling the heat against her palm. "I want to baby." She reassured him.

      Darrin pulled the thin sheet lower, letting the warm tropical air sweep over their exposed bodies. In the half light of the pale moon through the windows, Nora watched as her small hand glided up and down his hard pole.

      "Oh God" Darrin moaned. "It's so fucking good." Nora could hear the passion in his voice.

      Inching closer, Nora rested the swell of her breasts against his bare arm, feeling his heat through her thin night shirt. His cock fit so perfectly in her hand. She figured he was about eight or nine inches, not to big but big enough to satisfy. His thickness throbbed against her hand. Not huge, but the kind of girth that would stretch her so beautifully. She shuddered at the thought as she felt a pulse of her own juices fill her panties.

      "You like that baby" her voice raspy in the dark. "You like momma jerking your hard cock?"

      "Oh fuck" Darrin groaned.

      Nora smiled in the dark. He had tortured her helpless body out in that warm water, now it was her turn. Leaning her head in along her pillow, she began to whisper in her son's ear.

      "You like that don't you" she hissed. "Having your mother; stroke your thick, hard prick" She teased.

      
        "Oh Jesus...mom" Darrin gasped at her words. He had never known his mother to be this nasty, and it was driving him insane.

      Nora began to slowly increase the speed of her hand. She could feel his hot pre cum slicking her fingers, helping them glide up and down with a wet sound. She felt the veins along his shaft pulsing with need.

      "You're going to cum, aren't you baby" her voice husky with her own growing lust. "You're going to cum for your mommy." She told him.

      "Oh fuck...oh God" Darrin moaned. His hips rising and falling in time to his mother's stroking hand. He could feel the tightness mounting in his balls. "Going to cum mom" he grunted.

      Having denied himself earlier during their swim, Darrin knew this explosion was going to be big. The fact it was his mother making him cum only made it hotter.

      "Where baby, tell mommy where you want to cum" Nora pressed.

      The room was filled with Darrin's panting and the wet slap of her hand along his now pulsing cock. Nora decided he needed a little more encouragement.

      "You want to cum all over mommy's tits?" her voice hissed in her son's ear.

      "Oh my fucking GOD" Darrin almost screamed at her words. "No...not...tits" he gasped.

      Before he could think clear, his mothers' voice filled his ear once again. He was shocked at the words that came out of her.

      "Oh, you want my pussy baby?" she asked. "You want to fill momma with your thick baby seed."

      "JESUS CHRIST!" Darrin roared into the dark room. He felt his balls rapidly reaching critical. "Not cunt...not yet." He moaned as he felt his body losing control.

      
        Not her tits and not her pussy, Nora thought; then where. Just as she felt Darrin's hips rising off the bed, like a light bulb, it hit her.

      "I want...I want...Fffuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Darrin yelled.

      Nora felt his cock lurch in her grip, then the first jet of hot cum erupt straight into the air. The thick cream splattered onto her son's belly and coated her hand in liquid heat. Without even thinking twice, she leaned forward and slammed her mouth down onto his twitching cock.

      As the next eruption hit, Darrin literally screamed as he felt his mother's hot mouth envelop his cock.

      "Oh shit...oh fuck...mom...love...mom" Darrin babble as his body went haywire. He was cumming, and straight into his hot sucking mother's mouth.

      "Gwak" Nora squeaked, as a second and third thick rope pumped into her mouth and throat. She tried desperately to swallow the copious fluid, feeling some ooze from the corner of her mouth and down her chin. My God, she thought; if he can cum like this he would have me pregnant in one round.

      "Gnnnnhhhhhh" Nora moaned, as her belly flexed, her own cream gushing out in response to her wild thoughts.

      Darrin saw sparks going off as his balls emptied into his mother's mouth. Like a pro cock sucker, she all but vacuumed every drop from him. Just as the darkness swept over him, he thought of the fact that his mother had just jerked him off and swallowed his hot cum.

      As Nora pulled her mouth free from his deflating cock, she looked up at her son. His even breathing telling her he had either fallen asleep or passed out. Either way, she was a bit relieved. She was not sure she could face him right now, his cream dripping down her chin and filling her belly.

      Yet, something had changed in her at that moment. She knew it and felt it. Something she couldn't deny any longer.

      "I love you Darrin" she whispered softly. Then, staring at him, spoke again. "No...I love you...Mr. Fleming" she said softly. Then, rolling over she drifted to sleep, leaving the cooling stains of her son's passion on her face.

      
        
      

      The entire next day the couple spent together. Whether strolling along the beach or along some winding trail they found time to simply touch and kiss. Nora found her son's constant use of her first name reassuring and comforting. Everyone on the Isle saw them as either a honeymoon couple or as one gentleman labeled them "the most loving pair he had ever seen."

      After their swim, while taking a shower to wash off the salt; Darrin silently stepped into the shower with his mother. Without a single word, he knelt and slowly used his tongue and mouth on her quivering pussy, until she screamed his name in orgasmic bliss.

      When lunch was finished, Nora took her son's hand and led him back to their room. Behind the closed door, she swiftly knelt in front of him, pulling his shorts and boxers to his knees. While her son looked down in wonder, Nora used every trick she knew until the magic of her hot mouth drained every drop from his pulsing balls.

      Darrin could only stare in wonder as this sexy woman calmly swallowed every drop of his seed, then licked her lips clean as they exited the room hand in hand.

      The only step Nora could not seem to cross over, it was that final line. That line to become one with her son physically and emotionally, to give in completely to him. There seemed to be something hidden in the back of her mind that kept holding her back, but she couldn't decide if it was guilt, fear or what.

      After supper, the pair relaxed in their room, Nora prepared for her evening shower while Darrin went through his email on his laptop. Glancing at her son, Nora was concerned to see a look of somber of distaste on his face.

      "What's wrong sweetie?" she asked.

      "You need to see this." Darrin replied not looking up from the laptop.

      Nora stepped over to the small table, resting a hand on his shoulder as she looked down at the screen. Nora instantly recognized the small four boxes filling the screen as the tie in to their home security system. Darrin had insisted on it after two of their neighbors had been robbed.

      One box showed the driveway, where their small SUV was backed in and hooked to a small trailer.

      
        "Is that a U-Haul?" Nora asked softly.

      "I think so" Darrin told her.

      The second box showed the empty backyard, while the third the entryway of the house, showing the front door wide open. It was the fourth box that finally captured Nora's attention. She watched the figure of her husband, as he finished taping shut a cardboard box.

      "What is he doing?" she asked.

      ""I think he's packing" Darrin said softly

      "What?" Nora asked stunned. "Why?"

      Then, as if to answer her question, she watched another figure enter the living room from the kitchen door. The slim girl had a blonde ponytail, and seemed familiar to Nora. She watched as the young girl approached the figure of her husband, and then gasped when the girl slapped him on the ass as he bent over the box.

      "Wait." Was all Darrin said to her.

      Stunned into silence, Nora could only watch the screen as the figure of her husband turned and scooped the young girl up, and the pose was more than evident that they were kissing.

      "Oh my God" Nora said. "Is that the neighbors' daughter?" she asked stunned.

      "Yeah, her name is Marie" Darrin told his mother. "She's a whore." His voice was matter of fact.

      "Darrin!" Nora exclaimed at her sons' outburst.

      "What mom" Darrin gave a harsh laugh. "I've watched them fuck twice already."

      
        Nora stared at the laptop for another moment, then silently turned and walked to her suitcase. Picking up the small white box she had tucked inside, she headed for the bathroom.

      "I'm taking my shower" she told Darrin. "I will be done in fifteen minutes and I expect you in our bed...nude...understood."

      Darrin stared at his mothers' back as she hesitated at the bathroom door.

      "Do you understand...Mr. Fleming" her voice soft but determined.

      "Yes Nora" Darrin said. "I understand completely."

      Nora only nodded and then entered the bathroom, closing the door behind her. Setting the small box on the vanity, she stared at her face in the mirror. When she had given the trip to Darrin, and then he had insisted she be the one to accompany him, this was the only thing she had bought. It had been on sale, and when she had tried it on, she had felt so sexy. Slowly, she drew out the almost sheer white teddy staring at it. When she had packed it, it had been almost a joke, a dream. She didn't even believe she would have the courage to wear it.

      Now, it was a matter of pride, her pride; and she intended to see if it had the same effect on the man in the other room, as it had on her the day she had tried it on.

      Darrin powered down his laptop, putting it into its case and then setting it away. Undressing beside the bed, He knew what was about to happen, and his heart beat faster just thinking about it. He stretched out on the bed and tried not to overly think about the ramifications of what the two were about to do. To him, the fifteen minutes seemed to drag by so slowly.

      Finally, the bathroom door opened and Darrin watched as his mother stepped out. His eyes grew wide as he drank in the sight. Her rounded breasts were in almost full view through the sheer white cloth, the brown of her areoles circling her nipples as they pressed outward. While not firm like a teenagers, her breasts were full and inviting, like they begged to be held and sucked.

      His eyes drifted down across the small pooch of her belly, the years had been kind to his mother, but still at over forty years of age. was not hiding the years. The flare of her full womanly hips, swaying as she stepped into the room; they were not the formless hips of some college girl, but the full hips of a woman who knew her body and how to use it.

      
        The dark patch of trimmed hair between her thighs clear evidence she had forgone the panties that had come with the sheer nightgown, and Darrin could almost swear he saw droplets of moisture cling to the wisps.

      "Say something" Nora said nervously, as she watched her son almost start to drool staring at her. She felt a bit self-conscious in such an outfit; it was for some girl twenty, not a mother past her prime, she thought.

      "Jesus Nora" Darrin said softly, using her first name, sending a shiver down her back. "Hot is not even the word." He said softly.

      "Do you like what you see?" she asked her son.

      Darrin glanced down at his cock lying across his belly. It was visibly thickening and lengthening at just the sight of her.

      "What do you think" he replied, nodding his head at his hardening cock. He moved his hand towards his stiffening rod.

      "Don't!" Nora told him. "Don't touch it" she said.

      Darrin could only stare in wonder as his mother slowly approached the bed, standing at the foot.

      "It's mine, do you understand" she husked. "Every inch of that cock and every drop of that cum" she grated. "It's MINE" she almost growled.

      "Holy fuck" Darrin gasped as he watched his mother crawl onto the foot of the bed on her hands and knees. As he looked down at her he could see her creamy breasts hanging free in the thin night gown. Watch the sway of her hips as she slowly worked her way up his legs.

      Nora smiled as she saw his cock twitch with desire. Reaching out her hand, she wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft, gliding slowly up to encircle the engorged crown.

      "Do you want you momma to suck your hard...thick...cock" she husked.

      
        Darrin could only groan as his hips lurched, sliding his throbbing cock through her grip.

      "Mmmmmm" Nora mewled as she lowered her head, engulfing her sons throbbing prick. The taste swarmed over her tongue, and the smell of his skin filled her nostrils.

      Darin could see the glistening between his mothers' thighs as she knelt between his spread legs. The obscene sounds of slurping as she sucked up and down him filled the room.

      "Oh fuck yessssssssssss" he hissed. "Suck me mom, suck your sons' cock."

      "Mmmmhmmmm" Nora moaned, the sound causing vibrations along his shaft.

      Reaching down, Darrin wrapped his fingers in her hair, guiding her head. Grunting as he felt her deep throat his entire dick, until her nose pressed into his groin.

      His mother was holding nothing back, like a woman in heat she devoured him. He could feel his balls tightening quickly.

      "Oh Jesus" he groaned. "Can't hold...oh fuck."

      "Mmmmmmmmm" Nora moaned her approval. She wanted his cum, to feel it sliding down her throat, to taste it. Besides, she knew if she took the edge off now, he would last longer for what she really wanted tonight.

      "Oh Jesus mom...mom..." Darrin gurgled. He felt her other hand cup his full balls and gently squeeze. It sent a spasm through him as he felt the first thick rope of cum rocket out of his cock.

      Nora heard him crying her name as his seed filled her mouth again and again. Hot and thick she swallowed the salty fluids, feeling it drip out the corner of her mouth as he flooded her.

      His desire and passion only fueled her on. No man had wanted her this bad in her entire life. Pulling her mouth free of his cum and spit slick cock, her hand gripped him tighter as her body slid up his.

      
        Darrin stared up into his mothers' lust glazed eyes as she settled over him. Her breasts were pressed against his bare chest to where he could feel her hard nipples on his skin. Her legs straddled his waist, her hand still gripping his rock hard cock.

      "You like coming in mommies mouth?" he voice dripped with lust.

      "God yes" Darrin groaned.

      "Then let's see how much you like cumming in my pussy" Nora told him.

      "Mom, are you sure?" Darrin's eyes grew wide at her words.

      Instead of answering, Nora lowered her hips until she felt the swollen head of his cock slip past her folds. The sensation sent ripples through her belly.

      "Oh Godddddd" Nora moaned.

      "Fuckkkkkkkk" Darrin groaned with her as he felt her molten heat wrap around the head of his cock. "God you're so hot" he moaned.

      "Hot...wet...and fertile baby" Nora whispered down at her son. Releasing his cock, she let her own weight drive her body down onto his waiting cock.

      "Shhiiittttttttttttt" Darrin groaned as he felt her tight hot walls grip his cock. His body lurched upward, driving the rest of his length up into his mother as she came down.

      Nora felt her body convulse as a perfect sensation of stretching and fullness exploded in the pit of her belly.

      "Oh God, baby" she cried out. "I'm cumming...cumming on your cock already." Her body shook and trembled as a gush of hot fluids coated her sons' belly, her pussy. Even as she felt the waves roll through her, Darrin reach down and gripped her waist.

      
        Feeling herself rise up and then drop again onto his cock, Nora felt a second wave pulse through her. One wave was coming quickly on the heels of the first orgasm.

      "Can't stop" she gasped. "Oh God...cumming again..." Her body shaking as drops of sweat dripped down onto her son.

      Darrin pumped his hips upward, trying to dive his cock as deep into her as he could. His fingers began digging into the flesh of her hips. Nora could feel her son taking control, becoming the man she desperately needed.

      "That's it baby, fuck me" she started to babble. "Fuck you wife...own me, use me...make me yours." Her nails dug unconsciously into his chest as she drove down harder with every thrust.

      Did she say wife? Darrin wondered if his mother knew what she was saying. He knew she had now not only given her body to him, but her total self. With a roar, he lifted the pair up off the mattress.

      Nora gave a squeal as she felt her son power them over, thrusting her onto her back as he pressed between her thighs. During the entire move his throbbing hard cock never left her needy hole.

      Darrin raised up on his arms for more leverage, then began to power his cock down into his mother. Driving into her body as their skin slapped together.

      "Fuck you good" Darrin grunted as his hips rose and fell.

      "Oh sweet Goddddddddddd" Nora wailed as her son pounded into her. Her arms reach up, her nails digging into his strong biceps as she felt the veins of his cock dragging along her walls.

      Every time his hips slammed into her, she could feel them grind against her throbbing clit. It sent another wave through her belly each time as her cream gushed out between strokes.

      "You like that Mrs. Fleming" he growled down at her. "You like how your new husband fucks your cunt" his eyes blazed with raw lust.

      "Daarrriiinnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Nora screamed. Her legs wrapped around his waist, as her heels drummed against his ass with every thrust.

      
        She had been made love to before, but this; God this was primal fucking at its hottest. Her entire body was on fire, and the mounting pressure in her belly matched the growing roar in her ears

      "Gah...Unh..." Nora grunted. "Don't stop baby...so close...oh God make me cum." she gurgled. "Own meeeeeeeeeeeeeee" her voice rising as the pressure reached too much.

      She didn't know how, but Darrin picked up the pace even more with her words. His hips were hammering down into her without mercy. She could feel her body bouncing on the bed as the springs squealed their protest.

      Darrin looked down at his mother under him, the vision of her pleasure wracked body reaching orgasm rocketed him over the edge.

      "God I love you" Nora heard him whisper. She opened her mouth to answer, and then suddenly felt his cock begin to swell inside her.

      "Give it to me baby" Nora begged. Her nails dug deeper into his arms as her own body reached its peak.

      A bright white light blossomed behind her eyes as her body exploded. For the first time in her over forty years, Nora felt her juices jet out of her body to splash against his pounding pelvis. Like a river it ran down the crack of her ass and soaked into the bed.

      "GAAWWWWWDDDDDD" Nora wailed, not caring who at the small inn might hear. Her eyes rolled back as she felt the first blast of Darrin's seed washing her walls. His words in her ear were causing her last bit of sanity to almost melt.

      "Take it mom" Darrin husked in his mothers' ear. "Take your sons' hot baby seed deep in your fertile belly"

      As her own fluids flowed like a river, Nora could feel rope after rope of her son's hot cream pumping into her. It felt like a hot gallon was flooding her insides. Her arms dropped to the bed, while her legs fell from his waist limp. She tried to answer him, but a mixture of unintelligible sounds mixed with an animal mewling was all that came from her throat.

      While not an expert, Darrin was not a virgin. He had never seen a woman have such an intense orgasm as what tore through his mother right now. He watched as his mother flopped under his assault, her back rigid while she vibrated through her orgasm. She moaned and half growled as he continued to slowly move in and out of her, prolonging the waves.

      Lowering himself down until his body pressed against his mother, Darrin tried to catch his ragged breath. He felt his mothers' arms weakly wrap around him, holding him to her.

      As she slowly regained control of her ravaged body, Nora could feel her son still moving his hips. His still rigid cock was slowly sliding in and out of her drenched hole.

      "You're still hard." She whispered in wonder.

      "Are you arguing?" Darrin half chuckled. "Do you want me to stop?" he teased his mother.

      "Don't you dare" Nora's eyes flashed. Her hands quickly dropped to his ass, slapping against each cheek as she gripped him. "Fuck me you motherfucker" she hissed, as her nails dug into his flesh.

      "I own you mother" Darrin's voice growled down at her. "You are now all mine." He told her.

      "Oh God yes baby" Nora's eyes rolled back at her sons' words. "Yours...all yours...yours...yours..." she chanted to every deep thrust.

      Suddenly, she felt a tremendous emptiness, as Darrin literally ripped his cock free of her clenching hole.

      "Noooooooooo" the wanton mother wailed. "More...need more" she gurgled.

      Then, she felt her son's powerful arms flip her body over onto her belly. Her face pressed into the mattress, she felt him grip her hips and lift her ass into the air. Having only ever had sex in the dark, and missionary, she was confused. What was her son doing?

      Then it hit, as she felt every inch of his hard cock slam back into her from behind. One single stroke and he was buried to the root in her, his hips slapping against the cheeks of her ass.

      
        "FFFuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk" Nora screamed as she felt her son drive deeper than any man had ever been.

      Her entire body exploded as juices splattered out of her again, soaking the sheets under her. Her fists balled in the covers as she felt Darrin pull back and then slam back into her.

      "You like being mounted by your son?" Darrin half growled. His hips were pounding down into his mother.

      "Yeesssssssssssss" Nora wailed. "Cumming...cumming..." Nora moaned over and over, as wave after wave rolled through her. How could one man, make her cum this much, she dimly wondered.

      She shuddered as she felt her sons' cock once again swelling, stretching her tight walls. She could hear him, grunting behind her like some possessed animal.

      "Yes, please" she begged. "Give it to me Darrin. Need...your...cum" Nora gasped.

      Even as she felt his cock pulse along her walls, a new sensation rippled through her ravaged body. Something was pressing against her tight rosebud. Just as she felt the first hot blast once again wash her walls, she felt Darrin shove his finger through the ring of her ass; her tight, virgin ass.

      "AAAAgghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Nora screamed at the new invasion.

      A white light exploded behind her eyes as her body surrendered. Even as she felt him filling her for a second time, Nora knew, her son now totally owned her. Her cunt...her mouth...even her ass was now his to do with as he chose.

      Three days later, the couple set their bags in the entryway of the house. Darrin had paid the cab driver, when they realized no one had come to the airport to pick them up. Neither had been surprised by the realization.

      During the entire ride from the airport, it had taken frequent shifting in her seat to keep her sons' thick cum from leaking from her cunt onto the backseat of the cab.

      When Darrin had followed her to the small bathroom on the plane, insisting the join the mile-high club; Nora had been too busy with her own orgasm to even think of arguing with her son.

      
        
      

      Now, behind closed doors, she made no attempt to hide the oozing that trickled down her thighs. Her only regret, her husband wasn't here to see how a real woman looked after she had been properly fucked.

      The quiet of the small house struck Nora, as she walked down the hall towards the master bedroom. A quiet she knew they would be filling soon. She turned and looked at her son standing behind her.

      "Put your things in OUR bedroom" she said calmly. "You will need to move your things out of your old bedroom." She told him.

      Darrin looked at his mother in silence. He knew what she meant, but he wanted to hear her say it.

      "We'll redecorate your old room later" Nora said. "After all, we will need a new room for the baby" she smiled.

      "Later mother" Darrin replied, letting his eyes drift over her. "Right now..." he began to unsnap his jeans and lower the zipper.

      "You are insatiable" Nora moaned.

      "Then tell me no, right now." Darrin challenged her.

      "Not on your life...motherfucker" Nora emphasized the last word.

      Her fingers began reaching for the buttons on her own blouse as she turned and headed for the bedroom.
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        *****

      For both Nora and her son Darrin, the next two months seemed to speed by. Darrin was constantly frustrated by the sense of helplessness as his mother fought with his now estranged father in court over dividing things up. While it had been his father who had packed and left, he had managed to hire a sleaze lawyer who was going after half the house and half the possessions.

      Nora was often tired and angry when she returned from their constant meetings. The courts had ordered mediation. To her that meant compromise, not handing over everything to an ass of a man with no dick who had been fucking the neighbors'' daughter.

      "He can't get the idea" Nora sighed. She and Darrin were doing dishes after her return from another painful mediation session.

      "He thinks he is God's gift to women, and that everything was my fault." She said.

      "How the Hell does he figure that one?" Darrin reached around his mother for another dish, his cock pressing gently into her ass.

      Darrin could feel himself begin to harden even at the gentle contact. Everything about his mother drove his body crazy. Ever since their vacation they had been like two newlyweds, fucking at every opportunity. Tonight was no different as Darrin felt the blood start to fill his throbbing prick.

      "He says he couldn't stay married to a woman who had no passion, his term was the Ice Queen." Nora said, dipping her hands into the soapy water.

      "I'd say the Ice Queen thawed out very nicely" Darrin chuckled as he pressed his cock firmer into his mothers' tight curves.

      "Well, your hot torch thawed me damn quickly" Nora laughed back. "If you keep poking me with that thing, you better be prepared to use it." She added as she pressed her ass back, feeling her sons' thick cock mold between the cheeks of her ass.

      Even as distraught as her day had been, she couldn't stop the gush of warm fluids that filled her panties. Her husband had called her frigid and cold, she had almost laughed as the memory of her son ramming his cock into her pregnant belly while she screamed for more had popped in her head. God if he only knew how I really was, she thought; now my sons' wanton woman, she sighed softly

      
        
      

      His mother gave a squeak as Darrin reached down and yanked her shorts to her knees. Rising back up Darrin pinned his mother against the sink.

      "Darrin, what are you...oh fuck." Nora moaned as she felt his thick cock slide between her barely spread thighs. Jesus, when had he undone his jeans she wondered?

      Darrin had left her shorts wrapped around her knees, partially trapping her legs. His hand pressed against the center of her back, bending her slightly over the sink. He flexed his knees as his now rigid cock pointed straight at his mother's wet pussy from behind.

      "You mean use it like this?" Darrin growled, as he rammed his hard cock into his mother in one stroke. He could feel her tight walls expand as he slid deeper into her body.

      "Oh Godddddddddddddd" Nora moaned as that delightful sense of fullness took over.

      "Do it baby, own your mother." She looked over her shoulder at her son.

      "You like that dick in your cunt don't you Ice Queen" Darrin pulled back and slammed back in, his hips slapping against his mothers' ass.

      "Unnghhhh" Nora grunted as the fire built in her belly. "Fuck me Darrin...fuck momma" she grunted.

      Darrin leaned forward, pressing his body against her back, as his hands reached around her and cupped her heavy breasts through her blouse. Nora felt pinned to the sink as her son literally took her body for his own pleasure.

      "What if Dad saw you right now" her sons' voice filled her ear.

      Nora moaned as the thought pushed through her mind. She knew her husband would go insane if he knew she was pregnant again, and totally lose it if he knew it was Darrin that had seeded her.

      "Or should I dump a hot load into his whore girlfriend, while she munches on your wet pussy Send her home so her kisses taste like you, and my cum drips out of her."

      
        
      

      Darrin's voice was gravely with lust, as his hips pounded into his mother again and again. The thought of making his father watch while he fucked his mother was enough to bring tightness to his balls.

      He was shocked when he felt ripples roll over his cock as his mother responded to his words. It makes her HOT, he realized. His hips slapped her shaking ass cheeks with every thrust, as he picked up speed; fucking her harder and faster.

      For Nora, it was a secret she had buried since high school; when her best friend and she would spend sleepovers exploring each other, teasing. Thirty years later and Nora could almost still taste her high school friends' hot cream flowing into her mouth.

      "Oh God...oh fuck" Nora could only gasp back. She could feel her juices running down her thighs like a river as Darrin's hard cock rammed into her.

      "You have had your pussy munched by a girl, haven't you" Darrin hissed in her ear.

      "Yesssssssssssssssss"" Nora almost screamed as her son pushed her closer and closer to orgasm.

      "Your cunt juice on her face" Darrin grunted as he slammed harder into his mother, "With my cream dripping from her whore cunt." He rammed in so deep he thought the head of his cock was pushing against her cervix.

      There was no build-up this time, no warning; as Nora's body exploded with her orgasm. The image of sending that little tart home with her pussy juices on her tongue, while her son's hot seed filled her panties seared into her brain.

      "What are you doing to meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" she wailed as her body convulsed. She could feel her knees try to buckle, if it hadn't been that Darrin had her pinned to the sink, she would have collapsed to the floor with the intensity of her orgasm...

      "I would say I'm breeding you" Darrin's voice was hot against her ear. "Since you are already pregnant, filling you with my hot cum will have to do." He told her.

      
        "DARRRINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN" Nora screamed as she felt the first hot explosion inside her belly. It felt like his hot cum blasted from the tip of his cock into her clenching pussy. The heat washing her walls as a second wave crashed over her before the first had even finished.

      "Fuck yeah" Darrin grunted, as a second thick rope pumped into his mother. His hands gripped her hips to hold her up, as he felt her knees start to buckle.

      Nora could barely stand, gasping for her breath as wave after wave rolled through her ravaged body. She could hear her cream splattering to the floor every time her belly flexed, and couldn't stop it as the next convulsion shook her.

      "Cumming...oh God cumming" was all she could manage.

      Nora loved it when her son took charge. Her estranged husband had been a wimp in the bedroom. For Nora, the command her son had over her body only enhanced her lust and desire for him.

      As the pair slowly eased back down, Nora felt his still semi hard cock slipping from her soaked hole. She gasped as the swollen head slipped over the tight ring of her ass.

      "Wrong hole there mister" she told her son as she straightened back up.

      "Someday mom" Darrin whispered in her ear.

      "In your dreams buddy" Nora reached down to pull her shorts back up. "Now get to the dishes." She chirped at him.

      It was two weeks later that the encounter in the kitchen came back to Darrin. He had come into the house from work, and found his mother sitting on the couch in tears. As he settled on the couch Nora related to her son the latest round of mediation.

      It seemed dear old dad was demanding they sell the house and that he get fifty-percent of the sale; and that Nora not working was a choice so he shouldn't have to pay alimony, even thought he was the one that had left.

      Darrin knew that this house meant a lot to his mother, and he was pretty sure so did his father. The bastard was doing it just to get at her, he thought.

      
        
      

      As he held his sobbing mother, anger seethed inside Darrin. His mother was terrified at losing the house, but how would they buy out the other half. Darrin's mind swirled with ways to handle his father and his unreasonable demands.

      "Honey" Nora cried, "We just finished the babies' room." Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

      I took over a half an hour before Darrin finally calmed his mother down, telling her he would talk to his father and see what they could work out. Inside, the germ of an idea began to form. At first his mind balked at the idea, but as the anger boiled, his conviction returned.

      Over the next week he set in motion carefully laid plans. He sent texts to his father about items left behind, that they wanted them out of the house and he needed to come and get them. Darrin knew the whole thing was a gamble, but his bet was on that his father would not dare show himself around the house.

      Sure enough, that Saturday, while his mother was at the gym, Darrin heard the front doorbell. Looking through the glass, fearful it might actually be his father; he saw the slim form of a young blonde. Swiftly pulling off his shirt, he tossed it aside, and then slowly opened the door.

      "Oh hey Marie" Darrin tried to act surprised. "I thought Dad was coming by."

      "Yeah, he figured he shouldn't come with your mom here" Marie said, turning to face Darrin. "I told him I could drop by and get the stuff. Is it ready?"

      All the while she talked, the young girl's eyes traveled over Darrin's chest; taking in the washboard abs and the more than evident bulge in his jeans. Yum, Marie thought, not bad.

      "Come on in" Darrin waved. "It's a couple of boxes; I put them in the living room."

      Darrin followed the young girl in and then led her to the living room. Two boxes rested on the floor next to the couch. Marie bent over to check the contents of one, she had been told to look for specific items.

      Darrin watched as the cloth of the girls' jeans pulled tight over her ass. "Nice" he said. He knew his voice was loud enough for Marie to hear.

      
        
      

      Marie looked behind her, seeing Darrin stare at her ass. She looked at his groin and swore the bulge was even bigger now. Fuck how big is he; she thought.

      "Is there a problem?" she asked Darrin.

      "Nope" Darrin answered with a smile. "Just admiring the view" he said.

      Marie stood up and looked at Darrin. Stepping closer, she trailed a finger down his chest. "Good, because so am I" she whispered.

      Bingo, thought Darrin. Chicken shit dad just sent a whore to do his dirty work. This was going to be easier than he had thought it would. He stepped closer to the girl, letting his eyes roam over her body, not making any effort to hide his gaze. Bit on the thin side, but not bad, he thought.

      "To bad it's covered" Darrin said. "I bet the rest of the view is even better."

      Marie shuddered at his words, the sheer boldness and confidence sending a pulse between her thighs. Strong men had always been her weakness, and Darrin was rapidly sending her hormones into overdrive.

      "I know what you mean" she said in a husky voice. Her fingers trailed down his chest, the muscles rippling under her touch, until her hand came to the snap on his jeans.

      Darrin knew the girl was losing her battle. He locked eyes with her as he stepped closer.

      "You know, I always wondered" his voice strong. "Are you a real blonde?" he asked.

      "Yes, I am" Maries trembled. Her eyes couldn't pull away from Darrin's if she had wanted to. She could feel her pulse beating in her chest as her belly tightened in response to the fire in Darrin's eyes. Fuck, what he is doing, she thought.

      "Prove it to me." Darrin rumbled. Marie's eyes widened at his words, he couldn't be serious. "Take the jeans off" he told her.

      
        
      

      "I don't think..." Marie tried to answer.

      She could feel her nipples hardening at his words even as she tried to brush him off. She had worn a crop top with no bra on for the warm day, and she knew her hard buds had to be pressing out against the tight cloth.

      "Either you take them off, or I will" Darrin stepped closer. His hands slid across the skin of her bare belly as his fingers wrapped into the top of her jeans. "It doesn't matter to me, either way they are coming off." He said.

      "You wouldn't dare" Marie almost gasped, even as his words brought a gush of fluids that filled her panties. Her small breasts heaved as her breathing jumped a notch.

      She felt the snap pop on her jeans, and before she could move away from the back of the couch, Darrin was on his knees in front of her; her jeans yanked down to her knees.

      "Oh God" Marie moaned. Then the next sound she made was a high keening as Darrin drove his face between her thighs.

      Darrin had to admit she was a true blonde, as the peach fuzz hairs of her mound tickled at his nose. Without waiting, he drove his tongue between her lips, feeling her juices coat his tongue. The whore was already wet and willing he realized.

      "Shiiittttttttttttttttttttttttttt" Marie screamed as his lips wrapped around her clit. Her hands reached down and fingers wrapped in his hair as her body convulsed in a mini orgasm right there.

      Darrin used the tip of his tongue to attack the hard sensitive bud trapped in his mouth. Lashing at her over and over as his hands gripped her hips.

      "Oh fuck yesssssssssssssss" Marie howled. She was glad she was leaning against the back of the couch or she might have collapsed to the floor. "Eat my cunt baby...eat my fucking CUNT." She screamed at Darrin.

      
        Darrin tortured her clit again and again, he could tell by her trembling she was getting near. Suddenly, he pulled his face away and looked up at her. Her face was flushed and her eyes stared wide down at him.

      "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO" Marie wailed as the wonderful tongue withdrew.

      "You want to cum...bitch." Darrin asked.

      "Yes...God yes...please..." Marie babbled. "I'm so fucking close" she moaned.

      "Then come on my COCK" Darrin commanded her.

      Before Marie could register his words in her lust hazed mind, she felt Darrin flip her over and bend her over the back of the couch. The move put her ass high in the air, both of her holes now winking at him as he unsnapped his jeans, moving into position.

      "Fuck me" Marie groaned as she felt the bulbous head of his cock press against her swollen lips. "Fuck your bitch" Her voice thick with lust.

      Darrin grunted and slammed his hips forward. Like slicing butter, his hard dick slid balls deep into Marie. He felt his hips come to rest against her ass cheeks. He realized that even at twice her age, his mother was tighter and hotter than this little slut.

      By the second stroke, Marie felt her body erupt in the orgasm his mouth had built. Animal noises were coming from her mouth, as her own spit dripped from the corner, falling to the couch cushions beneath her hanging head. Her eyes rolled back to the whites as convulsions rocked her body.

      While Marie continued to whimper through waves of pleasure, Darrin mentally compared. He missed the full cheeks of his mothers' ass, and while a decent fuck, it was more than evident this tight cunt had been used more, a lot more.

      It was almost funny he realized; a year ago he would actually have enjoyed Marie; now it was like comparing fine wine to plain water. He reached down and gripped the young girls' hips, to make this work he needed to give her the fucking of her life and the memory of his mothers'' tears fueled his motion as he picked up speed.

      
        For Marie, the pounding she was receiving was like nothing in her life. She was being taken...used by this man behind her. It was driving her mind and body insane. Every time Nora tried to regain her sanity about what was happening; Darrin's' thick cock rammed harder and deeper into her causing another wave of her orgasm to roll through her belly.

      "Oh fuck...cumming...cumming againnnnn" Marie wailed. She could feel the torrent of her own cream as it ran down her trembling thighs soaking into the panties and jeans stretched at her knees.

      Darrin didn't want to take too long at this; he knew his mother would be back from the gym soon, he began to pick up the pace even more, as the room filled with the sound of skin slapping on skin' Driving his hard cock further into the young blonde, he fucked harder into her.

      "Like that slut" his voice grated. "Like having your wet cunt FUCKED?"

      "Oh Jesus...fuck me...fuck me" Marie chanted in time to his thrusts. Suddenly, she felt his cock begin to swell deep inside her belly. "God yes...cum in me...give it to me" she begged.

      Darrin reached down and gripped the girls' ponytail; with a jerk he brought her head back, his mouth right next to her ear.

      "What a little slut" his voice grated in Marie's ear.

      "Slut...slut" was all Marie could get out as she felt her own belly tightening. "Going to fucking cum againnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" she wailed.

      "You are a little WHORE, aren't you" Darrin's voice filled her ear.

      "I'm a whore...I'm a whore" Marie chanted back. Right now she would have agreed to anything to get that hot seed inside her body. "Cum in your whore...please...please" she begged softly

      Darrin pulled his hips back, and then with a huge lunge drove his cock as deep into the girl as he could. Marie screamed as she felt his engorged head press against her cervix. Dimly she heard Darrin roaring behind her as her body exploded.

      "Ghaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" Marie moaned as an orgasm beyond her memory ravaged her body.

      
        
      

      Even as he felt the first pulse of his seed, Darrin looked down in wonder as the young girl under him went limp on the back of the couch, and then began flopping about. He looked down between their bodies and watched as her cream coated his cock in her white juices.

      Darrin maneuvered her body just slightly sideways, and then looked up at the corner of the ceiling of the living room. He stared at the camera as he unloaded a third and final thick rope into the blonde. Raising his hand he gave the small lens a thumbs up, then mouth to the camera.

      He pulled back just enough to give the camera a clear view of his cum soaked cock between their bodies. He knew the quivering form of Marie would be clear as a bell. Watch this bastard, he thought mentally.

      "Thanks Dad" he silently mouth, even as the lens captured the view of Marie's cum dripping from his exposed shaft and to the floor behind the couch.

      By the time his mother returned from the gym, Darrin had cleaned up the living room and sent the dazed little blonde packing, without her precious boxes. He fired off a text quickly, and then settled on the couch.

      As Nora came through the front door, she looked over at the two sealed boxes now sitting on the dining room table next to Darrin's open lap top.

      "What are you doing baby?" she asked her son.

      "Just a project I am working on." Darrin told her. He stood from the couch and walked over next to the dining room table to embrace his mother.

      Nora felt her body wrapped in her sons arms as he embraced her. She had skipped her shower after the gym, and kept her workout clothes on. She had found Darrin seemed to enjoy the natural scent of her sweat slick skin after her gym trips. It was something that excited the hell out of her, it seemed almost base and animalistic to her.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm" Nora cooed as she snuggled against her sons' bare chest. "I can think of a better project for you to work on right now" she husked.

      
        Darrin pressed his thickening cock against his mothers' thigh. Even having just unloaded into his fathers' whore a couple of hours before, he could feel his balls churn. This was the woman he wanted, he realized. The same woman, who bore him, now drove his mind, body and heart off the charts.

      Nora shuddered at the raw desire she felt in her son's body. God how he could excite her, and it still amazed her that she could drive this man crazy with just her body. She could feel his thickening rod as it pressed into the flesh of her thigh.

      "Why don't we go upstairs baby" she whispered. "I want to do a little project work on this" she reached down and cupped his nearly hard cock through his jeans.

      Nora gave a gasp as her son reached under her arms, and with a quick lift brought her body up and back, sitting her on the edge of the dining room table. She watched as he knelt between her spread thighs.

      "Oh God" Nora groaned. "Here?...baby we can't..." then Darrin's face drove between her thighs.

      Darrin reached up and pulled his mother's shorts to the side, dragging the gusset of her panties with them. Her sweat slick lips slid into view. He pressed his face further, sliding his lips between those beautiful lips, probing deep inside his mother. He marveled at the comparison; while Marie had been almost tart and runny, his mother was thicker and sweet on his tongue.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm" Darrin murmured as he pulled his mother's hot juices into his mouth, sending a vibration through her already sensitive clit.

      "Ooohhhh Darrinnnnnnnnnnnnn" Nora moaned as her body shook.

      Darrin slid his hands up his mothers' body, slipping under the tight top of her workout sports bra, his hands cupping her full breasts. Nora reached down and peeled the cloth from her sweat slick body as she felt his thumbs strum over her rock hard nipples. The fact they were in the middle of the dining room had vanished from her mind as she eagerly gave her body to her hungry son.

      "Oh God" she moaned. "Yessss baby, so fucking good." she moaned as Darrin's tongue ravaged her dripping pussy. She could feel the knot in her belly tighten as her son tried to suck her very essence out of her dripping pussy.

      
        Nora leaned back on the table, braced on her hands. Looking down she watched as her son mauled her heavy breasts, lightly pinching at her aching nipples. She could see his face, slick with her cream, as he devoured her like some driven animal.

      "Oh Jesus baby" Nora groaned. "Gonna...make...momma...cum" she grunted. Dimly, she heard the front door of the house, but her oncoming orgasm overrode anything else around her.

      "Mmmmhmmmm" Darrin moaned against his mother's dripping pussy. God how he wanted to drink her juices right now, he thought.

      Nora felt his mouth pull back slightly, then come back down, pulling her pulsing clit into his hot mouth. Her back arched, thrusting her tits into his eager hands, as small bolts shot out from her groin and through her body. Darrin was alternating between sucking and lightly biting on her clit, which was driving her insane.

      "That's it baby, suck my clit" she moaned.

      Darrin alternated between sucking and then lashing the tip of his tongue over the throbbing bud, he could feel his mothers' thighs tighten around his head as her body neared release.

      "Oh fuck...oh God" Nora gasped. "Don't stop baby...here it comes"

      "Arrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" Nora wailed as her body convulsed.

      Darrin gripped his mothers' swaying breasts, as her feet swung wildly at his sides. First one and then a second gush of her hot cream pulsed into his waiting mouth. Nora shuddered as she heard the obscene sound of her son swallowing her juices below her.

      Still trembling from her orgasm, Nora felt her son rise up between her thighs. She gasped when he pressed the swollen head against her soaked lips, he had stripped his jeans and jockey shorts down even as he had sucked her pussy dry.

      "Fuck me baby" Nora rasped. "Shove that big cock into your mothers' cunt" she almost growled.

      
        Pulling her legs up to his waist and linking her ankles at his back, Nora gripped her son's strong biceps as she waited for that first plunge. She wanted this so badly, that the pope could have walked through the front door of the house and she would not have stopped Darrin.

      Instead, the most shocking words came from her son at that moment. Words that ripped through her haze of lust making her head snap to the side.

      "Oh hey dad" Darrin said casually, as he looked over at the archway leading into the dining room. "I'll be right with you" he added.

      Just as she opened her mouth to speak, Nora felt Darrin's hard cock drive balls deep into her dripping pussy. She turned and stared at her estranged husband, and in the seconds it took for her son to impale her, she looked at him with wide eyes.

      Nora saw her husband's shocked look as he took in the sight at the dining room table. She could see the muscles in his jaw work as he tried to find words to speak. His eyes stared wide at the wanton couple as his son drove his cock deep into his mother.

      Nora opened her mouth to try and stop Darrin, but it wasn't a word that came out, it was more a keening sound, as she felt her walls stretch inch by inch to meet her son's probing shaft.

      "Dar...aaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" she wailed as with a wet sucking sound she took her son deep into her belly.

      "Why don't you sit down dad" Darrin told his father. His hips pulled back and slammed into his mother again, sending ripples through her belly. "This might a bit." Darrin chuckled.

      "Darrin...Oh God..." Nora tried to get out as her son started driving into her again and again. "You have to...Oh FUCK...stop baby..." she grunted with his powerful strokes.

      Instead Darrin merely picked up the pace, powering his cock in and out, Nora could feel her juices dripping out to puddle on the table under her ass. Looking at her husband, she felt the walls of her steaming pussy contract, and she knew she was lost.

      "Cumming...Oh God baby I'm cummminngggggggggg" Nora cried, as her eyes rolled back in her forehead. Her body convulsing as her heels drummed on her sons' ass cheeks.

      
        
      

      "You'll have to excuse mom" Darrin smiled. "She kind of loses it when she orgasms." He said.

      "Shit...shit...Fuck yessss" Nora gurgled. She could feel her walls clamp down on Darrin's invading cock as her belly flexed through waves of raw pleasure. Her juices spraying out to coat his abdomen as he ground his pelvis into her.

      "I said...sit DOWN" Nora dimly heard her son command. Her nails dug into his upper arms as his thick cock continued to pound into her. He was fucking her like some possessed animal, and she loved every stroke. The fact he wasn't slowing one bit even as her estranged husband watched, sent her mind over the edge.

      "Own me, make me yours baby" Nora gushed; ignoring the fact her estranged husband was now sitting only feet from them. Fuck me...oh God fuck meeeeeeeeeee" she screamed as another wave ripped through her body.

      "I already do own you my love" Darrin whispered back. "You see Dad, she's MINE now" he looked over at his father. "In fact" he continued. "She's not the only thing of yours that I've taken."

      Nora's eyes flew open wide as she stared at her sons face. "You didn't" she gasped.

      "Why don't you start up the laptop Dad" Darrin told his father.

      The couple watched as with a shaking hand Darrin's father touched a key on the lap top. It was turned so that they could see part of the screen as it came to life.

      Once again Nora saw the image of the security camera for the living room. This time it wasn't the image of her husband necking with some blonde tart. Instead, it was the same girl, this time bent over the couch as the image of her son rammed his hard cock into her from behind

      Nora could see her husbands' face as he stared in horror at the screen. First his wife, and then it was his girlfriend. Darrin had managed to take away both of them from his father.

      Nora could only stare at the screen as she watched Darrin hammer into the young girl. She could see the juices puddling on the living room floor under the girls feet, and having been bent over the same exact way herself, she knew exactly what the little slut was feeling. Her only regret was she couldn't see the bitch's face with the way Darrin had her body forced over the back of the couch.

      "Take me like you did her" Nora groaned as she watched the screen. "I want you to fuck me just like you did her" she gasped. The idea of her husband having to watch the same image twice inflamed her.

      Without a word Darrin pulled his cock free, feeling his mother's hot cream dripping from his shaft. He pulled his mother from the table and spun her around. With a slap of her hands on the wood, Nora found herself bent over facing her estranged husband. Silently she stared into his face as his head came up to watch in disbelief, she felt her shorts and panties all but ripped from her quivering legs as Darrin took her.

      Darrin slipped behind his mother and, holding his cock, aimed back at her gaping pussy.

      "Take it mom" the young man grunted as he rammed back home.

      "Darriinnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" Nora screamed as her pussy was once again filled with pulsing hard meat. "Fuck me baby" she cried out. "Fuck your mother" she begged.

      "The problem is Dad" Darrin grunted. "I can't quite fuck mom as hard as I did your little whore" his words hitting like small daggers at his father.

      He wouldn't, Nora thought. He wouldn't tell his father, her mind screamed.

      "After all, we wouldn't want to shake the baby...too much" Darrin grinned at his father.

      "FFFUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK" Nora screamed as her body exploded at her sons words. Her cream gushed out, splattering against the table and then dripping to the floor under her.

      "Gimme...gimme..." she babbled as she stared at her husband's face. She wanted her son to shoot every fucking drop into her right then, as she stared into her estranged husband's face.

      "You want my seed mom?" Darrin asked softly.

      
        
      

      "Yes...please" Nora babbled back. "I need it...please" she could feel waves coursing through her as her orgasm rode one crest after another.

      "There is one thing dad" Darrin growled. His hands gripped Nora's hips. "It's one thing to have something you already did." Nora could feel his cock slowly sliding out of her gripping tunnel.

      "It's another thing" Darrin pulled free of his mother with an obscene plopping sound. "To have something...you were never able to get."

      Nora could barely function by this point. Her mind felt half melted, and her body was constantly quivering as her orgasm never seemed to let up. Then, with a gasp, she felt Darrin pressing the head of his cock against her tight rosebud.

      "I think it's time I took mom's virgin ASS" Darrin rumbled. "Don't you...dad" he growled.

      Before Nora could even speak, to be a part of this conversation, she felt the tight ring of her ass opening, and with a loud sucking plop, the head of her son's cock filled her tight ass.

      "ARRRRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" Nora screamed as a mixture of burning pain and raw lust ripped through her body.

      Nora dropped her head, as her forehead banged against the table in total surrender. Now, her son totally owned her. Her mouth was his, her tits were his, even her pussy and fertile belly was his. Now, the one thing she had never given her husband, that she had constantly refused, belonged to her son.

      The sensation of his thick cock scraping along the walls of her ass sent shock waves through her body. She had denied her husband her ass their entire marriage, though he had all but begged for it.

      "Fuck my ASSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS" Nora wailed against the cool wood as her son filled her canal with hard cock.

      "Fucking tight" Darrin grunted as he pushed in. "Fuck your ass is TIGHT mom." He moaned.

      
        With every stroke into her virgin ass, she could feel Darrin grind her pelvis into the table. As his hips slapped against her upturned ass, she felt him drive her into the cool table. The combined pressure from front and back was driving her body to the edge like a rocket.

      "I'm going to cum mom" Darrin groaned behind her.

      "In me" Nora grunted. "Fill my ass you mother fucker" Nora grunted. "Sweet Godddddddddddddd" she wailed as she felt her son's cock start to expand deep in her ass.

      "Cumming" Darrin grunted. "Take it mom" he said. "God I love you." The words sending chills down her spine.

      "LOVE YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU" Nora screamed as she felt the heat of his thick seed washing the walls of her bowels.

      The most tremendous orgasm of her life shredded through her exhausted body, gurgling and whimpering she banged her fist down onto the hard wood of the table. All three in the room could hear as her pussy juices literally ejected out of her to splatter against the table and the floor.

      Nora's head snapped up and she stared at her estranged husband, as her son put rope after rope of hot seed deep into her ass. Every thick rope pumping in matching every squirt of her own cream as it pumped out of her quivering pussy.

      "I'm his" she gasped softly, as she watched her husband rise silently from his chair.

      Darrin slid his deflating cock from the clutches of his mother's no longer virgin ass. He stood and faced his father, letting his father see as the juices of mixed pussy cream and cum dripped from him.

      "Do me a favor dad" Darrin told his father. "Take your shit...and fuck off. The house is mine...the car is mine...and Nora...is MINE" He looked into his father's eyes. "Got it...dad"

      As she lay on the table gasping to get her breath back, Nora could only watch silently as her now ex-husband collected the two boxes and silently left the house. Sliding off the table, smeared in their mixed juices, she stared at her son's face. Her legs wobbled as she used the dining room table to support herself.

      
        "You planned this, didn't you" she whispered. Her son just smiled at her. "Bastard" she said softly. She turned and walked towards the stairs leading to their bedroom.

      At the base of the stairs Nora turned and faced her son. "Now, I want you to come upstairs" she said softly. "Get into our bed, and put that hot seed into my pregnant belly, like a good son." She looked at Darrin.

      "Do you understand?" she asked.

      "Yes mother" Darrin smiled as he followed his mother's hot ass up the stairs, watching as a thick glob of his cum dripped from between her cheeks.

      In the distance he heard his father start his car, and pull from the driveway. With a smile he followed his mother up the stairs.

      Story::Wayward Son

      Have you ever seen the Scrubs episode where they have the toilet on the roof? They called it the Epiphany Episode. It was Saturday night and I was having my own epiphany; only it wasn't sitting on the toilet. It was more bent over it and retching my guts out into the cool porcelain bowl.

      It had to be well after 1am, hell I couldn't have told you what time it was. I had been at my buddy Mike's house throwing down a bender; pretty much what I did almost every Saturday night.

      For all the goody-two-shoes out there; we might as well get the facts straight. My name is Austin Preacher; yeah that's right. All my friends just call me Preacher. I'm turning nineteen tomorrow, so tonight was my birthday bash; not that I needed a reason to get polluted.

      No, I'm not old enough to drink; but do I, fuck yeah. Am I old enough to roll a joint; hell no, but tell that to the dime bag sitting on my desk in my room.

      Since I had graduated high school, I had basically spent a year wasting my life away. I played video games all day; got wasted every weekend, and if it was female and breathed, hold it down, I'll fuck it.

      In other words, I am a parents' worst nightmare. Except, I only have one parent. The fact my father had drank himself into alcohol toxicity when I twelve; didn't seem to stick in my brain.

      
        What's that old country song by Randy Travis; My Momma Tried. She did, she tried very hard to steer me back; honestly I never heard a word she said.

      No, I'm not going to tell you her name; I never call her by it, why should I say it now. She's always been just mom. No, I never looked at her sexually, in fact if anything she didn't fit the girl I considered my type.

      She was trying that night, as I half stumbled down the hall back to my room. In my alcohol fogged brain I heard a sound I couldn't place and I looked around the dark hall.

      Leaning against the wall outside mom's room, I heard it again. This time I knew what it was; sot sobbing. It was coming from mom's room and it made me stop in my tracks.

      "Please God" I heard her soft voice. "Don't take him from me; he's all I have left." I heard that soft voice.

      I sank to the floor against the wall, listening to a conversation I should never heard; but needed to hear. My mother, softly pleading not to lose someone she needed...me.

      Not a single request was for her; not one. She begged and pleaded to keep me alive. She didn't even ask about the alcohol or the drugs, or the sex. She spoke of her loneliness and her missing my father; and the world as it was before the booze.

      I know it sounds melodramatic, but until you've been there; do me a favor and don't judge. As I all but clawed my way back to my feet, and stumbled to my room, I could feel the hot tears on my cheeks. For the first time in my nineteen years, I realized not what I was doing to myself, but what I was doing to her.

      When I woke close to noon the next day my head felt like it would erupt off my shoulders from my hangover. My gut hurt from the retching, and it felt like I hadn't slept at all.

      As I slipped out my bed, still dressed from last night, for once I could see and God could I smell. I stank of sweat and vomit, while my room reeked. There was dirty cloths strewn about, half eaten food on the floor next to my gaming rocker; it was one of the most disgusting sights I had ever seen; and it was me.

      
        I promptly stripped all my clothes off standing there, I couldn't stand to wear them a second longer. Without even thinking, I headed down the hall to the shower. It was Saturday, but I knew mom had picked up a shift for the day extra.

      Jesus, how many weekends had she worked extra to pay our bills, I wondered. You're a fucking ass, I thought to myself as I slipped into the shower. After my shower I headed back to my room and damn if I could find a clean pair of pants or shirts. In my boxers I slowly gathered the remnants of my sordid life from the floor; and headed back down the hall.

      OK, so I'm not your most domestic creature. It took me more than a few minutes just to figure out how the damned washer worked, it was so bad, I got three steps from the machine before I realized I hadn't even put detergent in the fucking thing.

      As clothes were expunged, I began to pick up my room. God, it took almost a whole kitchen garbage bag to get the refuse out. Is this what mom did? Did she endure this over and over while I sat oblivious in front of my video console?

      Once I could actually find the floor in my room, I went hunting. I never knew she kept the vacuum in the closet with the linen. Hell, I never even knew it was an upright. I did figure out how to make it turn on, and I spent the next hour and a half cleaning the pig pen I called a room.

      By two thirty, I had on a clean shirt and jeans; and I actually could consider my room fit for human habitation again. I headed downstairs in the quiet house; heading for the kitchen because my now empty gut was driving me. I pulled a Tupperware of leftovers out of the fridge and popped them in the microwave.

      As I stood there, I glanced around at the dishes sitting in the sink and the table cluttered with mom's coffee cup and ashtray.

      It just seemed the most natural progression to continue what I had started in my room, and actually this time I was surprised when I stood in the clean kitchen only a half hour later.

      I glanced up at the clock, it was pushing three and mom's shift would be ending soon. There had to be something else? I wandered around the house just looking; and this time I mean looking. The living room was cleaned and organized, God how long since I had sat in here?

      
        The small dining room was cluttered with mom's paperwork. I stood for a moment glancing at the opened envelopes. An electric bill, a water bill, a cellphone bill; Jesus how much did we pay? I tried to calculate the numbers, but my head still hurt so I gave it up.

      It's more than she's making that's for damn sure, I thought. I needed to fix THAT, I thought softly. I figured I could clean my car, God it had to be a worse pit than my room. I headed out the front door and across the driveway. I made it about ten feet before I saw the lawn.

      Holy shit, I stared. It was a damned jungle with weeds sprouting everywhere and tall grass next to the house. I looked on both sides of the yard at the manicured lawns of the neighbors. Mom had to be embarrassed to even face them, I thought.

      I headed into the garage and found the lawn mower tucked in the corner. I rummaged around until I found some old gas, and got the beast running. I have to admit, at first I thought the noise was going to make my brain melt; but after a bit the vibration and hum had an almost soothing effect.

      I could feel myself starting to sweat after only a few turns around the yard. Getting out of shape asshole, I chaffed at myself. Stripping of my shirt, I gritted my teeth and kept pushing the beast.

      I had finished the back and was mowing along the side of the garage; and never noticed the time. Because of the mower, I never heard mom's car pull into the driveway. I came around the corner of the garage just as mom was walking to the house. She stopped dead and stared at me.

      "Austin" her voice was barely a squeak.

      I reached down and killed the mower. I could see her eyes were like huge saucers as I walked over. It was like she was looking at a stranger.

      "Hey mom" I said, almost sheepish.

      "What..." she glanced at the mowed parts of the yard; "Austin..." she asked again.

      "It's time I carried my weight" I said softly.

      I couldn't help myself, that teenage bravado. I puffed out my bare chest. I was a respectable five ten and about one seventy-five. I had played sports in high school and always taken pride in my body.

      
        
      

      "Besides, doesn't hurt to get back into shape for the girls." I flexed my muscles and tried a smile.

      Mom just stood there and stared; her eyes gliding down my sweaty chest, then back to my face. This time there was more than just the surprise and shock, there was something else smoldering there I had never seen before.

      "Why don't you head in and take a shower" I said softly. "And don't worry about dinner, it's covered."

      "You are Austin...right?" Mom asked softly.

      "Yeah mom, it's me." I looked into her confused eyes. "You know; Austin the slouch, Austin the bum, Austin the asshole." I said.

      She opened her mouth to speak but I cut her off.

      "I know; language." I smiled. "But you can't deny truth." I said softly.

      Leaning in I kissed her softly on the forehead, I could smell the hint of a perfume on her skin. Why had I never noticed before?

      "Go grab a shower lady" I told her. "I need to finish." Before she could answer I headed back to the mower.

      By the time I had finished and shoved the mower back in the garage, the snot nosed kid who delivers pizza had been there. When I entered the kitchen, mom was standing staring at the box on the table.

      "How...?" she looked at me.

      "I sold my stuff back to Benny" I said quietly.

      I could see the shock that rippled across mom's face. I had sold my stash, my most prized possession; to buy a pizza. I could see all the questions in her eyes, but I couldn't face them right then.

      
        
      

      "I need to take a shower" I mumbled.

      "Austin" her soft voice stopped me halfway across the kitchen.

      As I turned to face her, she glided across the room towards me. No, she didn't walk. This five foot three woman, glided. Her small hand came up and rested on my chest, I could feel my heart pound as her skin touched mine. What was going on, I stood rooted to the spot.

      "Don't...shower." She said softly.

      I looked at her puzzled; I had to smell of sweat and mowed grass. I looked down and watched as one finger traced the drop of sweat across my pectoral muscle.

      "I like..." her voice was a hushed whisper.

      I couldn't help myself, I leaned in and softy kissed her forehead again. "Go ahead and sit, I'll get plates." I said quietly.

      We ate in silence, mom kept glancing at me; so many questions in her eyes. I didn't even know half the answers myself; so I was glad she didn't ask.

      She headed to the living room while I picked up the kitchen. I was at a bit of a loss at that point. I hadn't joined her in the living room since high school. I wandered up to my room, and tried to play a couple of video games.

      By the time it was closing on ten, my muscles ached, and fatigue was setting in. It had been a long day. The first day, I thought. It was Saturday night, I was sober, and I was home.

      I had stripped down to my boxers and was trying to straighten the disaster of my bed sheets, when there was soft tapping at my door.

      "Austin." Mom's soft voice came through the door.

      
        "Come on in mom" I called to her.

      I turned from the bed, and saw her standing beside the almost closed door watching me. I could see her blonde hair pulled back in a pony-tail, highlighting her clear blue eyes.

      She was wearing an old tan chemise; I could see the frayed hemline. Once again the thoughts came; how much had she given up for herself, for me.

      I stood silent, watching her eyes as they looked me over. There was definitely something different in her gaze as she ran her eyes from my washboard abs, up my chest. Then, the look of mom returned to her eyes as she met my gaze.

      "You are...Austin?" she asked softy.

      "The new Austin Powers baby" I said; thinking of the old corny movie and trying to lighten the mood.

      Mom just stared back at me confused. I knew I was going to have to face the questions sooner or later, might as well get it done, I sighed to myself. I eased down onto the side of my bed, and patted beside me.

      Hesitant mom came over and sat beside me. She continued to look at me for a moment, her eyes searching mine.

      "What's going on?" she asked in a hush.

      "I...I heard you...last night." It was the only answer I could give as I stared down at my hands.

      "Oh God" mom whispered.

      "Its OK mom" I looked up at her. "You were right. I don't know why or how; but...it's time...to grow up." I said softly.

      
        Mom just sat staring at me, her eyes searching mine. I tried to pour into words what I had been feeling since last night, but I suck at finding the right words. I tend to be a guy of action not words usually.

      "I know I haven't been the greatest" I sighed. "I'm sorry for the hurt..."

      "Shhhhh" mom said as she reached out to my bare thigh. "I love you." She whispered.

      "I love you" I stared into her eyes. "It's going to be different."

      Mom leaned in and I sat there like a rock as her lips brushed mine. It felt like a mini electric shock ran from my lips to my groin. What the hell?

      Mom had a look of surprise in her eyes when she leaned back. Her eyes glanced down and the growing chub in my boxers. I wanted to crawl under the bed.

      "I better get back to bed." Mom said softly.

      As I watched her walk out of my room, it was as if my eyes weren't under my own control. I scanned up her slim legs, to the small tight ass under her chemise. She really wasn't my body style; but I also couldn't deny the small surge of blood that flowed into my already hardening cock.

      I burrowed under my covers and did my best to banish the thoughts as sleep took my weary body. I couldn't believe I was thinking of my mom that way, it had to be the hangover from the booze and drugs.

      For the next week, I dried out. I mean I literally dried out. I had the shakes, the sweats; all the cravings. Every time I wanted to head to Benny, I heard the sound of mom's tears. If you've ever been down that road, believe me it sucks.

      The interesting thing was, as the week went by, there was a subtle change in mom as well. She touched me more; my arm or my chest. She would kiss me lightly at odd times. Then, when she came through the kitchen in jeans and a tank, I thought I would piss myself.

      "What?" she asked softly as I stared at her.

      
        
      

      God did she look good. Where had that body been hiding? At barely over five foot four inches, she only packed a hundred and twenty five pounds. Add a tight little ass encased in jeans; and a tank top stretched over a pair of 36B's. She may not have been my style before, but she was rapidly joining the ranks.

      "Nothing" I mumbled looking away.

      The next day was more of the same. She wore tight jeans with sequins on the back pockets. I had never seen those jeans before, but apparently she had a wardrobe I had never noticed before.

      Within a few hours I could have drawn the pattern of the sequins with my eyes closed, I stared at her ass so damn much.

      We were sitting at the small kitchen table having a sandwich for lunch, mom was talking about work. I honestly wasn't hearing much. Not because of any booze or hangover, but because my eyes kept drifting down.

      This time she was wearing a light pale yellow blouse, since it was hotter than hell. The material as thin enough I could tell she wasn't wearing a bar either. I could just barely see the hint of dark areoles through the cloth as he breasts swayed.

      "Austin..." I didn't hear. "Austin..." she spoke again. God I just sat there like a post. A slender finger came out and touched the bottom of my chin, drawing my face upward.

      "My eyes are up here sweetie" mom whispered softly.

      "Sorry" I mumbled as crimson spread across my cheeks.

      "For what; appreciating?" Mom said as she rose from her chair to collect the plates.

      "Why do you think I'm wearing it?" she stared into my eyes.

      
        I was stunned. Was she wearing the clothes for me, or was it some kind of reward. What the hell was going on? I stood and headed for the garage door, I needed to get some of the yard work done, and hot or not, and it wasn't going away.

      "Austin..." mom's voice came from the sink where she stood.

      I turned and looked at her, but she was staring at the plate she held in her hand.

      "Take your shirt off...please" she whispered softly.

      I headed out into the back yard, picking up the rake I glanced at the kitchen window. Mom was standing at the sink, her eyes locked to me. I honestly don't know what possessed me in that moment; I set down the rake, and slowly peeled my t-shirt off.

      OK, I admit it; I'm a nineteen year old male. I flexed my muscles and did a bit of a show; so sue me. Mom wasn't the only one who liked to be appreciated.

      For the next fifteen minutes or so, I worked around the yard. I made a point of bending over to tighten my jeans around my butt. Or turn and half face the window, my chest gleaming with sweat. I could see mom, standing at the sink not moving.

      Suddenly I realized she was gone; oh well so much for the show. Later, when I headed back into the house I figured grab a quick shower then maybe try playing some games.

      As I crossed through the living room, I could see mom sitting on the couch. Something made me stop and look at her face. I could see a tear running down her cheek.

      "What's wrong?" I asked as I walked over to the couch.

      "I'm so...sorry" mom softly sobbed.

      "What is it?" I eased down on the couch next to her, my shower forgotten.

      "I couldn't...stop." She said softly.

      
        
      

      I couldn't figure it out, what had she done that could be so wrong. As I looked at her, it suddenly occurred to me she was wearing a different pair of jeans than the ones with the sequins.

      I looked closer at her face, yep there was still that tell tale rose color faintly in her cheeks. Having been an expert at the art; I knew.

      "Did you...did you masturbate?" I asked softly.

      "Yes" mom gasped. "At the sink." She turned and stared into my eyes.

      I could see a mix of shame and desire in her eyes. It occurred to me; she was more than just my mom. More than just a cleaning machine, or cooking machine; she was a woman. Of all the things I could give back to her, just maybe it was a touch of humanity.

      I leaned in and softly brushed her lips across mine. "Nice to be appreciated" I smiled.

      "Austin..." mom pled.

      "I think I'll go take my shower" I said calmly.

      Rising from the couch I looked down at mom. I could see the strain in her face; but even more I could see how her nipples poked at the thin fabric of her blouse.

      "You know" I said softly. "I have to be careful." Mom looked up at my face. "I forget to close the bathroom door so much." I almost whispered.

      Without waiting for a response I headed for the stairs. I got a fresh change of clothes from my room and headed into the small bathroom at the end of the hall. I made a point of leaving the door halfway open. It might have been wrong, but there wasn't much an unemployed ex-druggie could give his mother. If this gave her happiness then I would do what it took.

      I made a point of ignoring the half open door, or the fact that the glass for the tub shower was clear. I made it about halfway through my shower when I had the feeling someone was watching me; as I glanced sideways at the door, I could see mom's slight form as she leaned against the doorway.

      
        
      

      She wasn't really in the shower, more just the door. Probably a compromise, she could always claim she never came in the shower, I half smiled at the logic.

      I was standing almost sideways to the door, and I knew she couldn't see much; I took a deep breath and stepped under the warm spray, wetting my hair. I rotated slowly, until I guessed I was standing more facing the door. I knew the right spot when I heard my mother softly gasp.

      My arms were reached up, starting to shampoo my hair, letting my pectorals flex. If that wasn't enough, I could feel the warm water cascading down my body, running off my flaccid cock. She had to be getting an eye full by now, I figured.

      I rinsed out the shampoo and wiped my eyes clear of the water. When I glanced at the door, I got the shock of my life. My mother was standing, still leaning against the door, only now her blouse hung open and loose on her shoulders, one hand cupping what I had to admit was a damn good looking breast.

      She had unsnapped her jeans, and slid one delicate hand inside and I could see her wrist moving ever so slightly. Her eyes were locked to my groin; I don't know if she was afraid to look at my face or if it was just that mesmerizing to her.

      I don't care who you are; I have news, the boost to your male ego to have a woman masturbate while looking at you is huge. Even if that woman is your almost forty year old mother; maybe even more so because of that social taboo I don't know.

      Either way, I could feel blood dropping below my waist, and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it. I thought about turning away as my cock started to thicken. No dammit, I chided myself. You fucking invited her, suck it up; I thought. So, I stood there under the warm spray, my cock slowly thickening to rise slowly, while my mother watched.

      Mom squeezed her breast, rolling her hard nipple between her thumb and finger; I saw a shudder ripple through her body. I couldn't help it, I wondered how many fingers she had jammed up that wet pussy, and the thought made me shiver.

      I watched her eyes slowly travel up my wet body, when she locked eyes with me, her eyes widened when she realized I was looking at her too. I stared at her silently, as my hand lowered to my waist.

      
        I couldn't suppress the grunt as my hand wrapped around my now throbbing dick. I wasn't even half way to my own orgasm, as I watched mom start to suddenly shake and quiver. I heard a soft moan as she orgasmed right there in front of me.

      I've been with more women than I can remember; hell some I didn't even know there name. But this was by far the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

      As soon as her body began to ebb down, a look of panic crossed her flushed face. She pulled her hands free and tugged her blouse around her body. Without a word she vanished from the door. Well, I sure wasn't finished.

      I stood in that shower and slowly jacked off to the vision of my mother in the throes or an orgasm. I blew the biggest load of my life all over the damn shower wall, until my knees felt like they would buckle.

      I finished my shower, and in my boxers headed back to my room. Mom's door was closed and I swore I heard soft crying on the other side. I thought about knocking, but it just didn't seem the right time. Had I been my old self, half wasted or high, I would have been balls deep in the girl by now. This was different, and I felt something I hadn't felt before...love.

      For three days mom managed to avoid me, it was driving me crazy. I left the shower door open but no return visits. I went without my shirt, and she changed rooms where I was.

      She wouldn't even discuss things; every time I tried she would simply leave the room. By the end of the third day I had had enough. Dinner was over and instead of the living room; mom had retreated to her room once again. I stood outside the door in the hall, trying to rehearse all the things I wanted to say, all it did was make me angrier.

      Fuck this, I thought. OK, I admit I'm not the tactful kind, I never have been. I prefer the blunt honesty to dancing around the egg shells. I didn't even knock; I just turned the knob and entered her room.

      I was two steps into the room before I saw mom, I froze to the spot. She was frozen in shock standing in front of her dresser. In one hand she was holding the worn chemise she usually wore for bed. That wasn't what stopped me; it was the fact that the only thing she had on was a pale blue pair of boy short panties. They ran high on her hips and hugged the curves of her small ass.

      "Austin..." mom's voice seemed loud.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God" I whispered, as my eyes took her in.

      Her skin was tanned from yard work, with lines along her arms from where her blouse sleeves ended. The pale skin of her shoulders ran in a smooth sheen down to the curve of her breasts. For a forty year old woman they were fantastic; fuck they were fantastic period. The jutted out firm in front of her, the perfect shape and size for cupping in your hand and bringing to your mouth.

      Her belly was flat and trim, only the slight pooch that came with age combined with childbirth showed. Her little bubble butt ass jutted out behind her, the curve perfect for fitting in your lap, I thought. When she had turned startled by the door, I saw the shape of a well-trimmed dark V under the thin fabric of her panties. Her thighs were firm and toned, like a dancer and I watched them quiver as she shifted her weight.

      Every word I had practiced simply vanished from my brain. I just stared open mouthed at this vision only feet from me. Forget she was my mom, she has fucking gorgeous; why had I never seen.

      Mom slowly started to raise her arm; she was going to hold the old chemise in front of her, to hide behind.

      "Don't" I choked out.

      Mom cocked her head to the side, a look of surprise in her eyes. I saw her eyes flicker down and then back up, hell she had to see the growing bulge in my jeans.

      "God you're beautiful." I said; taking two steps closer to her.

      "Austin" mom whispered, as I closed on her. Yet, she made no move to cover up.

      "It was wrong..." mom whispered. "We can't...we shouldn't..." she seemed to stumble over the words.

      I was now standing right in front of her, her eyes were locked to mine and it was as if she had forgotten she was all but nude in front of me.

      
        "You really don't know" I said softly.

      Mom just stood silent in front of me, I could see her breasts rise and fall as her breathing increased. There was a flushed look to her cheeks, her lips slightly parted.

      "You're beautiful mom" I whispered; and I meant every damn word.

      Maybe it was all this time without sex was doing it; I was used to getting laid at the weekend parties. It was always so easy; the girls were either wasted or high like me. But I doubted that, mom really was what I considered a hidden beauty. Behind the booze and joints I had just never noticed the woman who lived in my house.

      Something clicked in my brain at that moment; I wasn't the only alcoholic mom had dealt with. Life hadn't been easy for her even before; dad must have never told her.

      "There is no alcohol" I said softly "and no drugs that cloud me mom" I stared up and down her now trembling body. "But damn woman you are hot"

      OK it wasn't exactly romantic, like I said I never was one to have fancy or flowery words at the quick command; but I was honest.

      "Austin" mom's eyes had grown even larger. "You shouldn't be saying..." she whispered.

      "You're right" I replied. "I shouldn't be saying" my head started to lower "I should be showing" I mumbled. Action always had been my first line.

      "Austin...oh Godddd." Mom moaned as my hot mouth engulfed one hard nipple.

      Dropping the chemise to the floor, she reached out and gripped the edge of the dresser with one hand while the other came up and cradled the back of my head.

      "We shouldn't...oh baby" she gasped as I swirled her hard bud with my tongue.

      
        Mom kept panting how we shouldn't be doing something she obviously wasn't fighting; while I reached up and cupped both her breasts. God they fit perfect in the palms of my hands.

      As I kneaded and molded the warm globes, I gently turned and eased her back. As my mouth worked from one breast to the other, I ever so slowly paced her backwards from the dresser until she stood at the side of her bed.

      I'm not a Casanova, but I've had a lot of experience with women. More than any man should have had at nineteen. I performed what I liked to call the trifecta. I eased her back to slowly sit on the edge of the bed, at the same time I lowered myself to my knees between her splayed legs, I lowered her panties to her ankles. All the while I was leaving a trail of soft wet kisses down her belly.

      "Austin, what are you....oh God Austin....we shouldn't..." mom rambled above me; even though her hand still cradled my head, making no real effort to stop me.

      The lower I got, I could smell her musk. I thought a joint got me high, God just the smell of her was coursing through me like a drug. I had to taste her; I couldn't come this far and not.

      My lips crossed her mound, and tickled in the V she had trimmed above it. A second hand held my head from behind, but still she didn't fight.

      "Austin...you wouldn't...I'm your mother...Ooohhhhhhhhh" she half sighed out as my hot breath caressed over her soaked lips.

      I don't mean wet, God she was fucking soaked. I could see droplets of moisture cling to her engorged lips. Mom was so excited she was all but dripping.

      Every pussy has a different flavor and consistency. I should know I sucked my share. Just as their musk has a different odor, each one had a different taste; some are tart some are pungent and others you wouldn't even know you were eating pussy.

      Mom had what I honestly considered was one of the sweetest pussies I had ever had the pleasure to delve my tongue into. Her nectar was thick like honey as it coated my tongue, and the flavor was almost sweet on my taste buds. Forget being in love with this woman; I could feast on her for hours.

      Her fingers curled in my hair as my tongue slid between her lips and probed inside. I heard her almost pant as I scooped out that thick cream with my tongue, pulling it into my mouth.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God...oh my God" mom gasped above me. "I'm going to hell" she whispered.

      Pulling my face away, already slick with her juices, I looked up at her.

      "No mom" I whispered. "I'm taking you to heaven."

      My head dropped between her lewdly spread thighs as I drove my tongue as deep into her as I could reach. I felt her small feet lift from the floor, as her slim legs clamped around my head; I could actually feel her toes begin to curl as she drug her feet up my sides.

      "Austin...you need to stop...oh fuck...baby...I can't..." mom moaned above me.

      I knew what was happening, I could feel it in the quiver of her toned thighs as she gripped my head. She was getting closer. I shook my head between her legs, not only telling her I had no intentions of stopping, but it also let the tip of my tongue lash over her engorged clit.

      "Austin...oh shit...I'm going....going to..." mom groaned above me.

      Then her entire body went rigid on the bed. I felt her start to almost vibrate as her fingers curled in my hair. This almost forlorn wailing filled the bedroom as mom found her release.

      "Cummmmmiiinnngggggggggggggg" mom wailed as her body convulsed.

      A hot gush of thick fluids filled my mouth, I sucked all the harder. I felt her belly flex against the top of my head as a second flood poured into my mouth.

      I swallowed her honey, feeling it cling to my throat as it oozed down. It coated my tongue, intoxicating me with the flavor. I had never eaten a woman out as much as I attacked her pulsing pussy.

      As he body slowly trembled down from the mountain, I eased my head back. Her hands released their tight grip in my hair and fell limp at her sides. By the time I was kneeling in front of her, she was heaving to catch her breath. A crimson shade of red had spread from her cheeks down to cover the top swell of her breasts. I just knelt there waiting for her to catch her breath, watching. Her head hung down, staring at the floor in silence.

      Slowly her hands came up to grip at the waistband on my jeans. Her body slowly rose as she stared into my eyes. This wasn't the look of a mother; this was the fire of a woman that stared me down. I slowly rose to my feet and stood in front of her, watching.

      "I haven't been with a man in three years" her voice was no longer the whisper of a woman in doubt; this time she spoke clear and deliberate.

      "When you...came back...I started feeling things." Her hands played with the snap on my jeans. "When you started to notice me, it was nice. I hadn't been looked at like that in a long time."

      Her fingers deftly popped the snap in my jeans and then gripped the tab of my zipper.

      "I want you Austin...more than I've wanted a man in a very long time." I felt the zipper slowly lowering. "If this happens, there can be no going back."

      She pulled the flaps to my jeans open, I could feel one finger trace along the bulge of my cock hidden beneath my boxers.

      "I'll be your mother" her voice dropped to a low whisper. "I'll also be your wife...and your lover." Her voice trembled. "The choice is yours." She looked up at me.

      Mine, the choice was mine. This time it wouldn't be the booze or the dope making the decision; it would be me. Could I commit to this, could I commit to her?

      I reached down and moved her hands from my jeans. Without a word I turned and walked from her bedroom; I know she might think I was refusing her, but at that moment I couldn't trust my own voice.

      Saying something hadn't entered my brain, as always I let my actions speak for me. It only took maybe a minute and I walked back into the bedroom. Mom hadn't moved, I think she had just sat there in shock thinking I had just rejected her.

      
        When mom saw me walk back in, her eyes widened to realize I was totally nude; my thick cock bouncing in front of me as I took my place back in front of her.

      "Austin..." she said softly, realizing my answer.

      Her eyes fell to my hand where I held a small foil packet. I had not only undressed, I had retrieved a rubber from my room, OK so that's where my nineteen year old brain went.

      Mom reached out and took the small packet from my hand, gazing at it. She looked up at me, a smile creeping over her face for the first time.

      "Throw them away" she said in a husky voice.

      "What?" I was confused, weren't we about to make love.

      "You will never wear them again; not with me" she said. Her hand curled into a fist, crumpling the packet.

      "Mom..." was all I got out, before the fire flared in her eyes.

      "Ever" she husked, throwing the packet at the small waste basket sitting beside her dresser.

      I wanted to say we would be having unprotected sex, I wanted to say we needed to be careful; all the responsible things. Instead I could only gurgle in pleasure as a hot mouth engulfed nearly eight inches of cock in one fluid motion.

      My eyes damn near rolled back in my head as her lips slid down my length. Fuck, how could such a small woman...where did it fit? I didn't give a shit as heat surrounded my entire groin.

      "Jesus" I gasped as her head began to bob up and down me.

      Lips dragged along the length of my shaft, and every time her head pulled back her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip. Her hand cupped my balls and massaged them, as a hoover vacuum settled on my cock.

      
        
      

      I'll tell you right now, I've had a shit load of blowjobs. Some were good, some sucked. Some were even bordering on great. I have news, they were all amateurs compared to what shot through my body in the next ten minutes.

      I could only tremble and shake as a pro sucked at my cock; her nose bumping into my groin as she deep throated me over and over.

      "Oh fuck...mom...shit...god..." I moaned as she teased and then pleasured me.

      It was like riding a sexual roller coaster as she brought my body up, and then eased back. I was coming unglued as she worked over my cock and balls.

      I looked down and watched as her face rode my cock. I could see her cheeks puff out when she drove down on me, and hear the obscene sucking as she drew back.

      I had always been one of those guys who claimed a joint would enhance your sex, fuck was I wrong. My head fell back and I stared at the ceiling as raw pleasure filled my balls.

      "Oh my fucking God" I moaned. "Suck me mom...oh Jesus..." I was losing it and fast.

      Her mouth pulled back and her lips wrapped around my crowned head, sucking harder. Her fist wrapped around my spit covered shaft, slender small fingers barely able to encompass me. Her hand started sliding up and down my shaft as she jacked me off into her mouth.

      "Oh Christ...gonna..." I tried to warn her.

      Not all women like the taste of cum; just like some guys don't like eating pussy. I wasn't sure of mom or her preference, but she answered me in a way I never imagined.

      I suddenly felt the tip of her tongue jam into the hole at the end of my cock; it sent an electric bolt from the tip, down the shaft, and straight into my boiling balls.

      "Arrrghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I roared as my body convulsed.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm" mom hummed even as I felt the first blast of my hot cum fill her mouth.

      I stood there like a statue, empting my balls into her sucking mouth. My eyes clenched shut as a second blast erupted from the tip, Jesus Christ she was draining me dry, I thought dimly.

      I looked down and watched her pull back from my cock. Her hand continued a slow pumping along my slick shaft as she looked up at me.

      A slow wicked smile crept over her face as her eyes glowed up at me. I could only stare in wonder as her mouth slowly opened, and she displayed the puddle of thick white cream that filled her mouth. Fuck she hadn't swallowed, like some professional hooker she all but gargled on my thick seed.

      Tilting her head back, she made a small production of swallowing, and I could see the muscles in her throat working. When her mouth opened again, it was more than evident this woman had just swallowed every fucking drop I had given her.

      I had been in love with her before, now I was in total lust. Before, I would usually blow a load, and need to rest for a bit before a second round. Between her pumping fist, and the totally obscene scene I had just watched, my cock had not shrunk an inch.

      I started to ease mom back onto her bed, she smiled and shook her head. Reaching out she took my hand and drew me onto the bed with her. Normally when it comes to sex, I tend to dominate; frankly but I've never really given a shit about what she wanted, only what I wanted.

      This time I let mom lead me, not that I couldn't have done otherwise, it was just different. I didn't want to dominate her, or for that matter have her dominate me. I wanted to join with her, and that meant doing something I'd never done before...share.

      As mom guided me onto the bed and then on my back beside her, she started talking; this time I listened, and what I heard shook me to my core.

      "I thought, when your father died, my heart died" mom said softly. "Then, when you started down the same road" she choked as she looked at me "it was like I was dying a second time."

      
        "I prayed every night: she shook her head "and no I never intended for you to hear it." She looked in my eyes, a sense of sadness in hers. "When you started...changing...it was like I had been given new life."

      She stretched me out on my back on the bed, her fingers tracing over my body. She drew from my cheeks down to my pectorals, and then slowly traced down to my throbbing cock as it lay sick on my belly from her spit.

      "When you started to look at me...it frightened me." Her voice was a whisper now. "I had never had a man look at me like that; not even your father."

      She threw one leg over my waist, her small frame literally resting on top of me. My cock was trapped between our bodies, and I could feel her slick wet lips as they slid up and down me.

      "You were hard...just like now" she grunted. "You wanted me...just like now." Her body began to gently grind down on me.

      "It excited me; it made me feel like a woman." She looked down into my eyes.

      Slowly she raised her hips and reached down between us, her small hand gripping my hard cock, raising it up. Her eyes never left mine.

      "I know this is wrong; but I can't help myself." She almost moaned, lodging the head of my cock between her engorged lips.

      Her hands came down and gripped my chest, she hung over my body like something from a dream, waiting.

      "I love you" mom whispered.

      I reached up and gripped her slim waist; I could feel her heat kissing just the tip of y cock, God I never wanted a woman like I wanted her right then. When her juices trickled down my shaft, I knew the feeling was mutual.

      "I've been a bum, an ass, and a drunk" I said. "It's time I was the man of the house."

      
        "Then take me...my man" mom whispered.

      I glanced between our bodies, my cock throbbing with need, but one thought held me back. I looked back up at mom.

      "You know I'm not..." I started to say.

      "I know" her nails dug into my chest. "Now fuck me until you fill me." She grunted.

      She was so light; it didn't take much strength to pull her down on me. I could have rammed straight up into her. Three years had made her almost as tight as if she was a virgin again. I admit I'm not small, but I'm not porn huge either. With her small frame and her lack of sex, tight was not the word.

      I brought her down about two or three inches, I could see her brow furrow and then her eyes squeeze shut. Her walls gripped my head like a vise, as I slid up in. She was dripping wet and still she was fucking tight.

      "Oh God...big" mom grunted when she hit about halfway. "Easy baby" she gasped.

      She was literally so tight it was squeezing my shaft. I held her at the mid-point for a moment and then added another inch. By six inches I don't know who was panting more, mom or me. When she finally settled down onto me, all eight inches buried inside her, her clenched eyes opened ad she looked down at me.

      "God you fit so perfect" she sighed.

      "Get any tighter and I'll cum just getting in" I told her.

      "As long as you can do it more than once" mom smiled and wiggled her ass on my thighs. "You can cum as many times as you want lover." She smiled.

      I slid my hands up her body, cupping her breasts in my hands. It was the first time I had really held them, and I marveled at the feeling against my fingers.

      
        "And how many times will you cum?" I couldn't help teasing her a bit.

      "Since I've already cum once on you" her eyes blazed down at me. "Let's find out."

      Mom rose slowly up, her tight walls gripping me, as the sucking sounds of her pussy pulling on me filled the bedroom. With a grunt, she dropped her slight weight back down on me, slowly driving my cock back home

      "Oh my God" mom groaned as I filled her again.

      "So...fucking...good." mom panted between strokes. Her body rising and falling as a fine sheen of sweat started to cover her face.

      I just lay on my back, lightly gripping her hips; it felt strange to not be the active partner, this was new to me. I felt her walls drag up me, then slide back down. Wet heat enveloped my cock over and over, while warm juices seeped out to coat my balls.

      She began to pick up the pace, her firm breasts bouncing as she drove herself down harder and harder. I had been fucked before, like I said; but good God this was unbelievable. This woman rode me like the champion bull rider, her hips moving faster as she twisted her waist, causing the head of my cock to scrape her walls.

      Her hands slid down my chest, her fingers wrapping round both my nipples, as she gritted her teeth. The sound of her hips slapping against my thighs was mixing with both out labored breathing, and I could smell the musk blending with sweat in the air.

      "Oh fuck...oh God..." mom grunted as her body bounced up and down.

      She was putting everything she had into driving down onto me, but with her small frame there was only so much she could do. I could sense a hunger in her, a need that matched my own. Tightening my grip on her waist, I waited, just as she stared to let her weight drop down again, I pulled her down; adding to the power of the impact.

      "Unnghhhhhhhhhhh" mom shuddered as she landed on me. Her whole body trembled.

      "Do that...again." She gasped.

      
        
      

      Instead, I gripped her and lifted her slight body up, her cunt sucking on y cock as I slid her upward. Just as her tight walls hit the ridge on my cock head, I reversed her, and pulled down hard on her waist.

      "Oh fuckkkkkkkk" mom moaned as her body sook on top of me.

      I felt a gush of warm fluids coat my already soaked groin. Jesus Christ, she had just cum on me again. I began to raise and lower her, while her fingers flexed against my chest.

      "Yes...yes...yes..." mom chanted with every stroke. "Fuck me...God fuck me baby." She moaned.

      "Mom...I'm going to cum" I could feel that tightness in my balls growing.

      "Do it" mom almost growled. "Fill me baby." She panted.

      She was so tight then when I felt myself start to swell; it was like a velvet vise gripped me. Her eyes opened wide as she felt my cock growing deep inside her.

      "Oh God...so big..." she was almost hoarse. "Keep going...don't stop..." she pleaded.

      "Cum in me...fill me...I want it...give it to meeeee" mom babbled as I drove up into her over and over.

      Her head tilted back and her mouth hung open, I thought she was going to scream, but only a whimper came out as her body began to convulse on top of me. Hot, thick cream flooded out of her to coat my pounding cock. I could feel it cling to my balls as her ass mashed down against them.

      Even with my sexual prowess, or so I claimed, I had never seen a woman orgasm. Not because the opportunity wasn't there; but because I had never cared before. This time, I cared; and I watched mom as shudders rolled through her.

      I could feel her legs quiver along my thighs, see the dimples rise on her dark areoles. Seeing the muscles of her belly flexing with each wave and all the while warm juices flowed over my cock and balls.

      
        
      

      My fingers dug into her waist, holding her down tight onto me. My own gut wrenched at the first wave hot.

      "Fuck" I grunted softly as my balls opened up.

      I felt the first thick blast spay from the tip of my cock into her waiting womb. Her eyes popped open and she looked down at me.

      "Oh Austinnnnn" she moaned. "Fill me baby; fill momma." God she really wanted this, I realized.

      "Take it mom, take every fucking drop" I grated back.

      "Yes, give it...give it" she moaned as a second blast washed her walls.

      I watched as a second wave of shudders rolled through her small body, fuck she was cumming again. She ground her ass down harder onto me, trying to take my hot cum even deeper.

      As we moaned our way through our combined orgasm, mom slowly eased down until her body was resting on mine, her breasts pressed against my chest. Her breathing was hot and filled my ear.

      "I love you" she whispered.

      "I love you" I moaned back.

      God help me, I wasn't done. My cock was still like a steel pole buried in her. It was like I couldn't get enough, I wanted it all right then. I don't know where it came from, normally by now I would be passed out or moving on to the next woman.

      This time, I wrapped my arms around mom and slowly rolled our joined bodies over on the bed. I rose up on my arms, my cock still lodged deep inside her.

      
        The first round had been hers, this time it was going to be me. I wanted there to be no doubt this was mutual. My hips began to rise and fall as I drove my slick cock into her pussy, even as our mixed cream oozed back out of her.

      "Fucking...hell" I grunted above her.

      "Still...hard" mom moaned. "Fuck me Austin...never stop making love to me." She groaned.

      The obscene part was; I could actually feel the cream from my first orgasm cling to my cock. The idea I had just dumped a load into her unprotected, sent a shiver through me.

      I felt like a man possessed, I couldn't stop fucking her. Not that she seemed to object as I felt her slender legs wrap around my waist. Her heels drummed into my ass as I drove down into her sopping wet pussy.

      "Oh God baby" mom moaned under me. "I'm cumming again, make me cum...oh fuckkkk" her head rolled from side to side.

      I felt her tight walls clamp down on me even more, as if they were trying to milk the last of the hot cum from my balls. And damn if they weren't going to get it.

      I started to rear back as I drove into her, my cock throbbing with need. Mom reached up and wrapped her hands around the back of my neck, drawing me back down to her. Her face was only inches from mine as her hot breath washed over me face.

      "I'm cumming Austin" God I could feel her walls milking me. "Give me that hot seed" her eyes burned.

      Then mom said what had to be the three hottest words I had ever heard from her, right after I love you. Her voice was low and husky, but very clear.

      "Breed...your...mother." She grunted.

      She jerked me down, her lips grinding into mine in a passionate kiss. I wanted to scream as my nuts tightened so much they hurt, but she had her tongue jammed down my throat as it hit.

      
        
      

      All I got out was a guttural growl as my cock jerked and started spitting hot seed into her for a second time. I felt her moan through my lips as much as heard it, as she felt the first blast pump into her womb.

      I could feel her rock hard nipples pressed against my chest and her slim legs locked at the ankles around my waist. She was making damn sure I didn't miss putting a single drop into her.

      Her legs slowly unwound from around me, and her lips pulled back from mine. She relaxed slowly back onto the bed under me, the most contented smile on her face I had seen in years.

      "Finally" she whispered.

      How do you go from being a drunk to the prodigal son, and then to a mother fucker in a matter of weeks? I wasn't sure how I got here, but you could damn well bet I had no intentions of going back.

      That was why things were different this time when Benny showed up at the house. I guess he wanted to find out what had happened to his best customer; since I hadn't bought anything in almost two months.

      When he pulled in the driveway I was working on changing the oil on mom's car. I figured no point in him even getting out of his car, so I went over to talk to him.

      I think he could tell just by looking at me things were different, I could tell by his face he was disappointed, but he also seemed happy that I was finally getting my shit together.

      "Sorry dude" I told him. "Just take me off line permanent" I told Benny.

      "You're a good kid Austin" Benny reached out and clapped me on the arm. "Glad to see it thought I hate losing the cash." He laughed. "So what made you change?" he asked.

      I glanced over my shoulder at mom who had had come out to stand on the front steps, she was watching us; and I could see the worried expression on her face.

      "I've got commitments now" I said to Benny. "And no time to fuck it up" I told him.

      
        
      

      "Is that the old lady?" Benny nodded over my shoulder.

      Benny had never met my mother, so I knew there was no way he knew who she was. I looked back at mom, my voice clear enough for her to hear.

      "She's not my old lady" I told Benny. "She's my wife" I saw a smile slip onto mom's face.

      "And yeah" I turned and looked at Benny. "Damn right she's knocked up."

      I slapped the roof of his car. "Take it easy Benny...and be safe dude."

      As Benny pulled out of the driveway, I walked over to mom. She was looking at me with an amused expression.

      "Your wife?" her lips curled in a smile. Then she looked at the departing Benny and that look of worry came over her face.

      "Don't worry, I didn't buy a thing" I said softly, as I laid my hand on the slight swell of her tummy. "I've got better things to spend my money on" I reassured her.

      "You're done with...the drugs..." Mom whispered; her eyes staring into mine.

      "The only drug I want" I slid my hand down from her belly, until I cupped her mound through her tight jeans. "Is this hot juice" I smiled.

      Mom reached out and laced her fingers in mine, tugging me towards the front door of the house. I knew what she wanted and wasn't going to fight, hell I wanted the same thing.

      "Welcome home baby." Mom whispered as the front door closed behind us.

      Story::What is Family for

      
        Readers: This story is going to be incomplete, for a reason. I've now published one hundred stories and am proud of that landmark. Readers like you are not only my audience; but my critics and my muse as well. It has always amazed me how some seem to think the erotic writer is also a professional writer; most of us are common folk who simply want to share fantasies and desires.

      I've had a lot of people ask about second chapters, kinks, or plot twists to my stories. A few times I've done extra chapters, some were even designed as chapters; but most, frankly, are single chapter events that inspire me at that moment. I probably have fifteen or more other stories in my files either unfinished or just never published; because the inspiration faded.

      This time, I wanted to try something different; I wanted to write for you the reader. Let the readers manage the flow, the plot twists; all of it. The only tag this first chapter will get is "incest", and you might even consider the "sex scene" to be a bit tame. It's intended that way.

      Yes, I read all comments readers send in, I can't say how much I appreciate them; good and bad. Just knowing people read the stories makes the writing worth the effort.

      So; what is this story about? It's about you the reader; your thoughts, your ideas. I will watch my comments; and try the best I can to fulfill requests. It may cause different changes than even I expect, but that's the fun; the unexpected.

      So read away, comment away; and let's see where things go. Suggestions or comments that fit within the 'flow' and seem to be popular I will expand in the following chapter(s).

      It wasn't that I hated farming, I loved the quiet and peace, it just wasn't for me. Farmers are the most hardworking, solid people I know; and the biggest risk takers that ever lived. To have everything you own; your life blood, out in that field. Let's see; there is rain, snow, cold, hot, flooding, drought, oh and don't forget the diseases and bugs that can wipe out a crop. And not a single one of them you have an ounce of control over.

      By the time I was ten I knew I wanted something else. I wanted money, I wanted stability, and I wanted freedom. None of that comes cheap, so the next eight years I busted my ass. I graduated from high school with a 4.0 GPA, Valedictorian of my class; and a full ride scholarship to the University of Virginia Law School.

      Seven years later, at twenty-five; I passed my bar exams and joined a firm in Atlanta. Now at thirty, I am a junior partner, and climbing. No I didn't do it on my knees; I did it by working my tight little ass off.

      
        
      

      It was at this point the real world took a shitter. Years of dust, hard work and sweat; were rewarded when my mother passed away from a stroke at fifty-five. The firm I was at gave me two weeks paid to go home and see my family and attend the funeral, so I packed my things and headed east, well kind of.

      Home; that seems like a strange word at times; home for me had been the city the last few years. Oh I went back now and then, but honestly I never really fit in. My family farms in South Carolina; which means acres and acres of sweet potatoes...and tobacco. It's all right to grow a crop that kills millions, but make sure you go to church on Sunday. It's all right to marry your second cousin, but make sure you don't have sex before you get married. And God forbid you are a female at thirty without a husband and a brood of kids behind you. That's where I was, so needless to say I was always a bit of an outsider.

      My name is Margaret Mae, at the law firm they call me Margaret, and I never told them my middle name. Going home, I was going back in time; to Maggie Mae, and I shuddered in the car as I drove.

      I come from a fairly large family by the standards of today. My father Robert E. Fenton runs the family farm; you got it he was named after Robert E Lee. The rock that had always been at his side had been Mae Fenton, my mom; I wondered how he was doing. I honestly couldn't remember a single time in my life it wasn't always the two of them.

      So you know the whole scenario; I'll go through the four kids for you. The oldest is Marcus Fenton, my eldest brother; he just turned thirty-two. He runs the farm with dad and is basically the second head of the family. He married his high school sweetheart, a cute southern blonde by the name of Kara; and the last I heard they had three, or maybe four, kids.

      The youngest of the family is my other brother Ben, the last I knew he wasn't married yet; but I'm sure at twenty-four, mom had the list of approved names ready and waiting.

      Then there is me, at thirty. I'm the second oldest, the first born girl; the apple of dad's eye; and just as big of a disappointment. He had boys lined up and ready to wed and bed me when I headed off for college. By the time I returned I had 'changed, and not for the better' he claimed.

      The fact he thinks I am going to die a virgin spinster always makes me laugh. Not because of the spinster part, but that he actually thinks because I'm not married I'm still a virgin. Hate to tell you dad, that hasn't been around since college.

      
        And if you did the math, yes I'm missing one; my younger sister Lilly. She's right behind me at twenty-seven; and if I have to say; a bigger shock and disappointment to the family than I will ever be. She, like me; went on to college and got a degree in chemical engineering; and works for some big pharmaceutical company now. No, it wasn't college that gathered such a reaction from my family; it was the day she came home toting her 'partner'; a raven haired beauty with a stunning smile and a killer body. Yep, Lilly is about as gay as they get. The girl will munch a carpet any day of the week, but won't let a dick near her.

      To say I am an outsider is a stated fact; to say Lilly is an outsider; is putting it mildly. The fact she refuses to hide she's gay is like shoving manure down the families throat. I tried to get her to not be so adamant about it; but she insists it's the only way they'll ever accept her. Poor Lilly, she hasn't figured out they never will accept her.

      So that's the world I drove from Atlanta to South Carolina for. Loving...caring...tight knit...and as backwards as the swamp in Louisiana. I knew mom's funeral wouldn't be for a couple of days after I got home, so I was going to be there at least a week of my two weeks; and it was going to be a LONG week.

      When I pulled into the yard at the old farmhouse and stepped out of my car; I was immediately attacked by a flurry of knee high hands and arms, and a chorus of 'Aunt Maggie'. Well, you can skip the three or four; I counted five small heads as I was surrounded.

      "Kids, give the woman a break" I heard a deep baritone voice.

      Turning, I saw Marcus come out on the front porch of one of the two houses. Well, I can see why there are five kids, I thought briefly. They sure don't grow them in Atlanta like they do on the farm. Marcus stood about six two and weight probably over two hundred pounds, and there wasn't an ounce of fat on the man. Biceps bulged in the tight t-shirt; and those jeans sure packed in nice. Yeah, he's my brother; but he's also a man; and a damn good looking one at that. I bet it isn't reading you do in your spare time, I thought of my sister-in-law Kara.

      The kids untangled themselves enough for Marcus to slip in and wrap me in a big hug. I have to admit, when those powerful arms wrapped around me, it gave a tingle I shouldn't have had.

      "Good to see you sis" Marcus said as he squeezed me to his chest.

      "Me too" I told him. "I'm just sorry it had to be this way." I added.

      
        "Its life, we are born, we live and we die" he shrugged. God they were so pragmatic.

      "How is dad doing?" I asked as he released me from his bear hug.

      "Ask him yourself" Marcus gestured.

      I turned and watched as an older, but spitting image of Marcus walked across the yard from one of the buildings. In some ways it looked like dad hadn't aged a bit; for a man of fifty-one he could still hold his own against his sons. But, I could tell from the way he walked he was worn and tired, the loss of mom had to be hard.

      "Dad" I said as I stepped over to embrace him.

      "Hey sweetie" he murmured as he hugged me back.

      Yep, it was the same biceps, the same powerful hug; only this time what pressed into my gut was even more pronounced than it had been with Marcus. I resisted the urge to look down, barely.

      "Anyone else here yet?" I asked.

      "No, Lilly comes in tomorrow" dad shook his head. "And the rest, they stayed on the farm."

      I knew the comment was about me living in Atlanta, but I let it slide. Now wasn't the time for an argument. I dug my suitcase out of my trunk and turned to them.

      "Where to?" I asked.

      "You'll stay at dad's house" Marcus gestured at one of the homes. "He has spare bedrooms" he shrugged.

      Yeah with that brood I was surprised my brother had any room in his house at all. I followed dad inside and he showed me to my room. He mentioned Lilly would be staying with us as well, which I was glad of. It would be good to have someone close at hand to commiserate with about not fitting in.

      
        
      

      I got settled and then we had a family dinner at Marcus house. It felt more like a banquet when you have five kids and four adults, but it was family. It was loud and raucous, but it was fun at the same time. It was the same usual questions; how was the law practice going, where did I live, and the all important did I have a boyfriend yet.

      "I'm just not ready to settle down yet" I explained.

      "Well that clock is ticking you know" Marcus threw out.

      I glanced over at Kara. I had to admit, for a woman of over thirty, even after five kids, she held her figure damn nice. All this healthy country living and being active on the farm had some advantages.

      "It may be ticking, but I didn't set any alarms." I laughed.

      "Nature sets those" dad said. "You can't fight Mother Nature." He said softly.

      I let the subject drop, and the conversation went to how dad was doing, how the farm was doing. We even talked about Lilly, though I quickly discovered that was one subject left unspoken.

      By that time it was well after nine, and things had settled into a quiet. The kids were all in bed. Marcus was somewhere inside, and I was out in the growing dark, breathing in the evening air, and remembering. As I wandered the large yard I remembered growing up with my brothers and sisters, I remembered mom hanging clothes out on the lawn. All the memories flooded through me as my quiet steps took me to places I remembered, and everything had its own memory.

      I don't even know what time it was as I slowly headed back to the house. It had been a long drive and I was ready for a soft bed and feather pillow.

      It was only out of the corner of my eye that I caught the movement, and I was glad I did. I froze in the shadow of the corner of the house, watching as Kara walked up the steps and through the door without even knocking.

      What was she doing here at this time of night? I glanced over at the other house, and when I turned back, a light snapped on in one of the side rooms. Now, I have to say, curiosity may have killed the cat, but it roars to life in the dark late at night.

      
        
      

      I quietly stepped over to the side of the building, and peeked in through the glass. The shade was pulled mostly down, but there was a gap of a couple of inches at the bottom that gave me a full view of the room.

      This had to be dad's bedroom, I realized. I recognized the large four poster bed against the far wall, and all the furnishings sang of my parents.

      I watched dad walk into the room, he was unbuttoning his shirt. Now I have to tell you I'm not a virgin, like I said; and yes I like sex. I can be particular about my partners, but I would say if anything I'm pansexual more than any other label. It isn't about the sex or looks of the other person, it's about the mental connection. But, and a strong but, there is one thing that turns me on. As a strong career minded independent woman, there is nothing like a big powerful, well built man who can just take control. You don't find too many of those in the city, but God help me there was one on the other side of the glass.

      Like Marcus, I watched strong biceps tanned from the sun come into view, along with a powerful chest with just the right wisps of graying hair. His hands reached for the front of his jeans and I felt my pulse quicken. Then movement caught my eye and I stared as Kara walked into the room.

      Why was she in his bedroom, especially if he was undressing? I stared wide eyed as Kara reached up and tugged the shoulders of her dress down. Was she....and then I turned and watched as dad's jeans dropped to the floor. Oh my God, my eyes locked to the bulge in the front of his tight white briefs, Jesus he was fucking HUGE.

      I turned back just in time to see Kara's dress fall to the floor in a puddle at her feet. Holy shit, she was stark raving nude underneath. Her breasts had just a hint of sag, but not much. Her dark areoles and nipples stood proud and firm. Like most women here she didn't shave, and the straw colored hair of her bush was just enough to hide her womanhood.

      Dad's lips moved, but I couldn't hear a word; it was like watching a silent movie. Kara smiled and stepped closer to him. In shock I watched her reach out and trace her fingers over that huge bulge. Christ if the thing didn't twitch while I watched the two of them.

      Kara took his hand and the pair slowly walked over to the bed. I stood there in the dark, mesmerized as dad stretched out on the bed. Kara, kneeling, crawled on between his spread legs. Jesus, were they really going to... I looked over at the other house and wondered if Marcus knew.

      
        When I turned back, I froze, Kara had somehow divested dad of those tight briefs, and what waved in the air took my breath away. God he had to be like nine or ten inches, and fuck was he thick. Her tiny hand couldn't even fit around his girth as she gripped me, slowly stroking up and down.

      Dad said something, and then reached down and wrapped his hands in Kara's dirty blonde hair. Her head sank lower and lower, her lips getting closer and closer.

      "Oh fuck" I moaned as Kara opened her mouth and swallowed that fat head.

      I don't care what anyone says; you can't watch this kind of steam and not be affected. Family or not, watching a woman as beautiful as Kara, giving head to such a magnificent specimen; sent a flood of juices into my panties.

      "Suck it" I whispered as one hand slid inside the front of my jeans.

      My fingers slid inside the elastic of my panties as my other hand popped open the snap and lowered the zipper. I quickly found the swamp between my thighs as Kara's head picked up speed. I couldn't hear a thing through the window, but in my head I heard the slurping and sucking as I watched her cheeks cave in.

      By the looks of dad's face, she was doing a damned good job. I could see the pleasure and raw lust that coursed over his features. His hips bucked and began to pump in time to her head movement. Yeah, fuck that hot mouth, my frazzling brain thought.

      I teased my throbbing clit as I watched a pro give my father the hottest blowjob I had ever seen. After five kids it was more than evident Kara knew exactly what she was doing; and judging by dad's growing jerking, he was rapidly losing control.

      Cum in her mouth, I thought; and then he jerked on her blonde curls, pulling her mouth free. Kara slid up his body and I couldn't tear my eyes away.

      They were positioned with dad flat on his back on the bed, and Kara slid up until she was straddling his waist. His feet were pointed at me; I got a totally clear view of the tight cheeks of her ass, and that thick telephone pole as she held it upright under her.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" I heard Kara scream faintly through the glass as her body lowered down.

      
        
      

      I couldn't imagine what it felt like to have that thing shoved into you; and when the swollen head popped inside Kara; I jammed three fingers into my tight channel, trying to imitate the sensation.

      "Shittttttttttt" I groaned as my walls stretched around my fingers. "Fuck me" I grunted as my fingers started pumping.

      Inside, Kara was slowly rising and falling on that fat cock, and I could see the growing white froth covered his dick. There was no way this wasn't getting to her; you don't turn all creamy like that unless you feel damn good. I could see her juices cling to him when she rose up, and in my head I heard the wet squelch when she slammed back down again. It took about five minutes and Kara suddenly sat up straight, arching her back. She ground her pelvis down on Dad as her entire body started to quiver.

      Yeah, cum on him; I thought as hot cream pulsed from between my thighs. My only regret was I couldn't really see from this position, I wished there was another window that would let me see their faces. Then, dad took care of that problem.

      As Kara slid down from her orgasm, dad reached up and gripped her waist. With a powerful surge he brought both of them over, and then him on top. They were now stretched out sideways on the bed, and when dad rose up on his arms; I got the perfect porn video view.

      I jammed my fingers in hard, hearing my own wet slosh as I ground into my clit; staring through the glass as I watched the biggest cock I had ever seen slide into Kara. Lucky bitch, I suddenly thought.

      I finger fucked myself deep and hard as I watched his cock slice into her. I could tell by the pure rapture and pleasure written on her face what that thing was doing to her. I wanted them to switch to doggy, see how deep he could go, but it wasn't my show.

      That became more than apparent when dad collapsed down onto her; Kara's arms coming around him, her nails digging into his back. Her legs lifted in the air and I watched her toes begin to curl.

      Cum hard baby, I dimly thought as my hand hammered my dripping pussy.

      Kara's head turned to the side and tilted back, I could see her eyes rolled back, her mouth hanging open. Her entire body heaved under dad; and I knew she was having a massive orgasm.

      
        The mattress bounced as dad hammered her through it, his hips never even slowing. God for a man his age he was a pure sex machine. Then, his head rose from the pillow, and I heard his faint roar.

      "Ghhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa" drifted through the glass as he released himself into her.

      "Daaadddddddddd" I couldn't control my own moan as my orgasm swept through me.

      I stood there in the dark, quivering and shaking as hot cream flooded my panties and jeans; it was one of the most mind bending orgasms of my life.

      I watched as dad slowly lay on his side on the bed, I could see the creamy mess between Kara's thighs and knew he had blown his entire load inside her, and by the looks of it, his cock wasn't the only large thing, he had left quite a mess.

      To my amazement, Kara slowly rose from the bed, and leaning down kissed dad on the forehead. He said something, and she calmly retrieved her dress, slipping it on. She turned off the bedroom light as she left the room, and a few moments later she slipped out the front door, across the lawn and into her own house.

      Silently I slipped inside and up to my room. I stripped off my wet jeans and totally drenched panties. As I stretched out under my covers, questions swirled through my brain.

      Did Marcus know? How long had this been going on? I needed some answers, but which direction. I could spill the beans to Marcus, and maybe fry his marriage. I could confront Kara; and make her public enemy number one. No, the safest was to go to the source...dad.

      I figured in the next day or so I would get a chance to corner him and ask. What I hadn't figured on...was the answer.

      All right readers, I know this first 'Chapter' was a bit slow and tame, but I wanted to create the backdrop. Here is what you have:

      Margaret (Maggie)-Main protagonist-30 year old female, unmarried, professional, lives in the city. Visiting rural farm family after death of her mother.

      Robert-Fifty-one year old male. Father, head of family. Just lost his wife. Farmer all his life.

      
        Marcus-Thirty-two y.o. male, older brother of protagonist. Works on the family farm with their father. Married with five Children

      Kara-Thirty-year old female, wife of Marcus.

      Lilly-Twenty-seven year old female, sister of protagonist. Lesbian. Lives in the city, not yet arrived to farm.

      Ben- Twenty-four year old male, youngest of family, brother to protagonist. Not married. Has his own house on another part of large family farm.

      Events: Mother passed away, Maggie arrived home. Her brother and father remind her how 'good' farm men can be. Later that night she witnesses her father and sister-in-law Kara having hot sex through the bedroom window of her father's house where she is staying. Maggie thinks best approach is to talk to her father.

      I am submitting this story on 8/12/22. I will watch my comments for votes on choices, or anything else for ideas readers have. I will then write a second chapter incorporating the more popular version(s) and we can see how this flows. I really want this to be as much reader 'generated' as possible. Have fun all.
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