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  My Mom’s Panties


  Hi, my name is Bobby Adkins. I live alone with my mom, Jessica and this is a little story about how I found out one of my mom’s little secrets. A secret that led to the creation of another crazier, even more epic secret that lives on to the day.


  It all started on a hot, muggy Friday afternoon. I was eighteen and it had been my last day of school. I was no longer a senior at Edgemont High. I was now a free man.


  Now whereas most of my classmates were off to college, we didn’t have enough money to blow on that so next week I would start working down at Mr. Jacobs’s filling station, pumping gas, changing oil, washing cars and in general start out in a career that would lead nowhere if I didn’t take some drastic steps to change it. I had a few plans, but right now I was relaxing out in the hammock I’d strung in our backyard between the two big oaks that grew there. I was sort of reading, but mostly daydreaming about how I was going to spend my week of freedom as what little breeze there was wafted across me.


  The pleasant, comforting fragrance of Febreze tickled across my nose as I turned and looked over at the clothes hanging on the clothes line. My mom had done a load of laundry earlier in the morning before she went to work at the library. Mom was only thirty-five having had me when she was sixteen. She was a librarian’s assistant and was taking night classes to get her degree. We’d decided to do that and as soon as she had her degree, we’d start working on mine. That was all we could afford. I was happy with that as I’d had just about enough school for the time being anyway. A little break in the studying department was something I was looking forward to.


  Anyway, back to the laundry. I could smell that fresh, clean smell on the faint breeze as I looked over at the softly undulating clothes hanging from the line. There were my jeans and shirts and several of mom’s skirts and blouses, but suddenly something else caught my attention. There softly fluttering, all in a row were several pairs of my mom’s wispy little panties. Mom didn’t wear “Mom” panties. These were sheer, delicate little things that would barely cover anything up. And it was almost like they were taunting me. Teasing me. Swaying and softly waving in the breeze. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had any pussy. And seeing all mom’s sexy panties reminded me of that.


  Then one particular pair caught my eye.


  For some reason, I was almost hypnotized by them as I lay on the hammock, my arms behind my head, slowly swaying from side to side as I stared at the sheer red panties softly waving in the breeze. Were they as soft and silky as they looked? For some reason, knowing that they had been pressed up against my mom’s pussy made them seem all that much more enticing.


  Finally, after watching them for the better part of ten minutes, I couldn’t take anymore. I had to touch them. Stretching and yawning, I sneaked a quick peek around the backyard to make sure no one was watching. Of course, there wasn’t. My mom was at work at the library and who else would have been in our backyard. Carefully sitting up, I rolled over and swung my legs over the edge of the hammock. Another stretch and guilty peek around and I pushed up onto my feet. Then I nonchalantly strolled over to the clothes line where the little red panties hung daring me to touch them. Reaching up to them, I slowly slid my hand up in through the leg hole. They were so soft and silky. And so fucking thin, I could make out every tiny detail about my hand through the sheer cloth. They didn’t hide anything. Suddenly, the concocted image of my mother wearing the panties popped into my head. I would even be able to see her pussy through the diaphanous panties. Her pussy—


  And the way they would cling to her tight little ass. Suddenly, I felt a stirring down inside my jeans. I was getting a fucking hard on—what would it feel like to wear them? I know it was crazy, but I bet it would feel sexy to wear something so soft and silky. To have the same little panties that had been pressed up against my mom’s pussy wrapped around my big old dick. Fuck—


  Now my mom was no Marilyn Monroe or anything, but she was pretty. Her tits wouldn’t take any prizes for size, but I’d gotten to see them a couple of times when she was dressing. They were a little bigger than a handful and had a nice shape to them. My mom didn’t look thirty-five and a lot of times she’d been mistaken for my older sister instead of my mom by people who didn’t know us. So, I guess that I didn’t think of mom in the traditional sense and sometimes I even felt like she was my older sister.


  I wonder if she’d miss her panties if I took them? Better not, I warned myself. They were the only red ones on the line and she’d just hung them out this morning. But now I was hooked. The seed had been sown. I wanted to see what it would feel like to wear a pair of my mom’s panties.


  Easing my hand back out of the silky undies, I took another quick peek around and headed for the house. Stepping in through the laundry, I saw that there was another basket of wash sitting on top of the washer. Apparently mom had only had time to do one load this morning. As luck, or fate, or destiny, whatever you wanted to call it would have it, there lying on top of the load were several pairs of mom’s panties. It was almost like mom was taunting me. Flaunting her panties in front of me. Doing it on purpose to tease me. Another sneaky look around and I tiptoed over to the washer.


  Reaching down, I tentatively fingered the top pair of panties. They were black, so soft and silky as I brushed my trembling fingers across them. Why was my hand shaking? Guilt? My conscience? I didn’t know why, but they were. Pinching the panties, I gently lifted them off the others. They were slippery soft as I rubbed them between my thumb and finger and curiously lifted them up. Pressing the crotch of the panties against my nose, I sniffed.


  I could smell it. Smell her. I could smell her pussy on the panties. A spasm of excitement fired off down in my already-stiff cock, making it jerk and twitch. My mom’s pussy. I could actually smell my mom’s pussy on the panties.


  Then I wadded the panties into a little ball. Easing my tongue out, I warily licked it across the wadded crotch. I thought I could taste her. I thought there was a faint, but unmistakable taste of pussy on my tongue. My cock twitched again.


  Jerking my head around, looking to make sure my mom hadn’t sneaked it on me, I grabbed another pair of her panties off the stack, hurried out of the laundry room and actually trotted down to my room. I don’t know what had come over me. My face was flushed. My heart was pounding. My palms were sweaty. All over a couple pair of panties? It was ridiculous. But hey, it was what it was…


  Closing my door, I leaned back against it waiting for something to happen. Mom to knock on the door. A lightning bolt. A voice from on high. Something to enlighten me that what I was doing was wrong.


  Nothing—


  I don’t know how long I stood there trying to catch my breath before I slowly made my way over to my bed. Carefully laying the panties out on the bed, I sat down on the edge and proceeded to strip my pants and shorts off. Moments later I was sitting there on the edge of my bed naked from the waist down with eight inches of stiff, hard cock jutting up out of my nearly hairless crotch. I was proud of my cock. It was definitely one of the bigger ones in the locker room at school and the envy of the whole senior class. I guess I had my mom to thank for that, too, I lewdly thought as I picked up the little black panties and slowly stretched them out between my hands.


  Awkwardly lifting my foot up off the floor, I gingerly eased it down into the top of the panties and out through one of the leg holes. Stopping with the panties half way up my calf, I quickly repeated the process with my other foot. Then I stood up, leaned down and slowly pulled the tight little panties up my legs. The slippery silk felt cool to the touch as I tugged the panties up under my big, dangling balls. Stretching the waistband out, I widened the opening and gradually eased the band of elastic up over my balls and onto the shaft of my stiff cock. The panties weren’t built for a man, I giddily thought. Especially a man with a cock the size of mine and hard on to boot, I laughed to myself. Tugging on the panties, stretching them as far as I dared, I saw that the waistband was now wrapped around the mid-point of the shaft of my cock. And half of my cock was still uncovered, sticking out above the tightly-stretched waistband.


  It looked kind of silly, I smirked, waddling over to my bathroom and looking in the mirror above the sink. Silly, yeah, but it made my big cock look even bigger as it jutted up out of the little silk panties.


  Grinning to myself, I pushed the waistband back down and grabbed hold of my cock. Smiling and slowly stroking myself, I strutted back over to my bed and flopped down onto my back. Laying there, I picked up the other pair of panties and wrapped them around my cock. They were so soft and slippery as I began to slowly beat my meat with mom’s panties.


  It was all so fucking depraved. I was actually beating off with a pair of my mother’s panties wrapped around my hips, cupping my balls while I was using another pair to jack off with. It was fucking crazy—


  What was that? It sounded like the front door. Was mom home? I stopped my fisted hand in mid stroke.


  Was it mom? What would she be doing home? Then somewhere from back in my memory banks a nagging little recollection of my mom saying something about the library being renovated trickled out. Had they closed the library?


  All of a sudden, I heard the clip-clop of high heels clacking down the hallway toward my bedroom. Crap, I frantically thought, what if she comes in my room? Realizing that I was laying on top of my sheets and they would offer no protection if she came into my room, I started to fumble with them to cover myself.


  Then my worst fear suddenly materialized as the door came swinging open and there stood mom—


  “Bobby—” she gasped, her jaw dropping, her eyes popping out of her head as she stood gawking at me while I was struggling to pull the covers out from under me and cover myself up.


  “MOM—” I muttered, finally able to get half a sheet up to cover my cock from her piercing stare.


  “What are you doing?” she screeched.


  Mom’s face was apoplectic purple and smoke was curling out of her ears. I’d never seen her so worked up. And I was the cause for it.


  I was a dead man!


  “Uh—nothing—” I lamely muttered, trying to pull the sheet higher but it was stuck under me.


  “Are those my panties?” she glared at me.


  “Uh-yeah, I guess,” I croaked, wishing there was a hole for me to crawl in and hide.


  “Give them to me—” she demanded, flinging her arm out, holding her flattened hand out, palm up.


  “Huh?” I gasped. Give them back to her? She wanted me to take her panties off and give them back to her? But she’d be able to see my frigging cock if I did that—big deal, Fool, I swore, she’s already seen it.


  “Take them off and give them back to me—” she demanded as she stood defiantly glaring at me, her legs slightly spread, one hand resting on her hip and the other extended out to me. “Or I’ll come over there and take them…”


  Now she was just trying to embarrass me. Making me expose myself in front of her. Well, if that is what she wanted, I stubbornly thought, that’s what she’ll get. I would just do what she told me to do.


  What did I have to worry about anyway, she’d already seen me, I told myself as I flung the sheet back off and staggered up onto my feet beside my bed.


  As I did, I saw my mom’s eyes dart down to my wilting cock. Her eyes widened, apparently in surprise as even though my cock was wilting it was still sticking out in front of me with its big purple head starting to droop down at the floor.


  I felt like my head was about to explode. I’d never been so embarrassed as I dug my thumbs under the waistband of the little black panties and shoved them down my legs. As I did, I felt my big prick jerk and stiffly bounce up and down while I struggled to step out of the panties.


  I was a little miffed at my mom for embarrassing me like this as I was finally able to get the panties off over my feet. Then ignoring the fact my cock was still sticking out, pointing right at her, I bent down and swiped the offending underwear up and with a flick of my wrist tossed them in the general direction of my mom.


  “There—” I snorted.


  But that wasn’t good enough.


  “Hand them to me—” she ordered, not moving, still standing there with her hand extended out to me.


  That made me madder. Thrusting my hips out, making my cock flop around every which way, I angrily stomped over to the panties and retrieved them again. This time, I walked up right in front of my mother without making any effort to cover myself from her glaring stare and defiantly handed her the panties.


  “There—” I huffed, shoving the panties into her hand.


  “Put some clothes on,” she snorted, turning on the toe of her high heel and stomping down the hallway toward her bedroom. Listening to the angry ping of her high heels ringing off the walls, I watched her tight, little ass twitching from side to side as she stormed back to her room.


  Then she stopped at her door and turned back to me.


  “And don’t ever do that again—” she growled, stepping into her room and slamming the door shut behind her so hard it rattled the pictures frames on the wall.


  I was fucked—


  I’d really done it this time. I’d never seen my mother that angry. Hell, I hadn’t hurt anyone. I’d just borrowed her fucking panties for a little while. So why had she gotten so mad? I didn’t know that, but I did know that I would have to be on my best behavior from now on.


  I hid out in my room the rest of the day, fearing what would happen to me if I showed my face.


  As the sun started to set outside, I could smell supper cooking. As scared as I was, my stomach wasn’t letting me forget that I hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast and I was slowly dying of starvation. Maybe after mom was through eating I could sneak out to the kitchen and get me a plate of leftovers or something. But right now, I was hungry enough to eat my tee shirt.


  Suddenly there was a loud knock on my door. I hadn’t been expecting it and I nearly jumped out of my skin as I gawked over at the door expecting it come flying open and see my mother standing there waving a hatchet or machete or something.


  “Supper’s on the table—I’m going to run over to Caleb’s for a little while,” I heard her call out. Then I heard the clip-clop of her high heels receding down the hall followed shortly thereafter by the front door slamming shut. Then there was nothing but silence. She was gone. Why hadn’t I heard her when she came up to my door? She must have tiptoed just to scare me when she knocked. She was still playing with me.


  But right at the moment I didn’t care. I was starving as I bolted out of bed and went dashing out to the kitchen. Mother must have already eaten as there was only one place setting on the table. Sitting down, I heaped my plate full of meat loaf and mashed potatoes. I even threw in a few green beans just for good measure. I began to finally slow down as I neared the end of my second plateful. I felt like my overstuffed belly was going to pop if I ate another mouthful.


  Finally, I pushed back from the table and gave out a loud, disgusting burp. It may have sounded disgusting but it sure as hell felt good.


  Caleb was my uncle, my mom’s brother. He and mom spent a lot of time together. They were always joking and caring on, not like most of the brothers and sisters I knew who mostly couldn’t even stand to be in the same room with each other. Mom and Caleb acted more like boyfriend and girlfriend than brother and sister, but I hadn’t really thought that much about it. And at the moment, I was thankful for that because it had given me the chance to eat without having to face my mom. Just how long she was going to stay mad at me for messing around with her panties anyway, I wondered?


  I was hiding back in my bedroom when I heard my mom come in a couple of hours later…


  The next couple of days, things around the house were really uncomfortable and I took every precaution I could to avoid my mother. In fact, I’d only seen her twice and strangely both of those time she had been smiling. Well, I guess smirking would be more like it, and I’d seen her checking out my crotch too. I think she was just trying to make me as uncomfortable as she could. We hadn’t spoke, so I didn’t really know what was going on in her little Mommy mind.


  ~~~


  Sunday dawned rainy and humid. It seemed like it couldn’t make up its mind whether to rain or not. One minute it would be pouring and the next it would turn into a drizzle then the sun would pop out. It was just enough to make things miserable enough that no one wanted to be outside.


  It was one o’clock and we’d only had two customers all morning when Mr. Jacobs told me to go ahead and take off since it was too wet to do anything anyway. I kind of wished I could have stayed as I just about had enough to make the down payment on the car I wanted down on Hank Simmons’s used car lot. He wanted four thousand for it and I had nearly five hundred saved up for the down payment. And boy did I wish I had that car now, I told myself as I pedaled through the rain heading for home. It was a 1998 Mazda 626 and it was in really good shape. I just hoped he didn’t sell it before I had enough to buy it.


  I was drenched to the bone as I turned the corner and headed up the street to our house. When I did, I saw Uncle Caleb’s truck sitting in the gravel driveway behind my mom’s car. Well, that wasn’t odd, I told myself. Seeming like he was always around when mom was home. But as I pedaled up the street, I got a strange prickly feeling along the back of my neck. It was kind of like a premonition. It was early in the afternoon and Mom and Uncle Caleb wouldn’t be expecting me? And why wasn’t Caleb at work? Could there be something going on? No. Nothing like that, I told myself. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something just might be going on between the two of them. Like I said, they acted more like boyfriend and girlfriend than brother and sister. But that would be incest—


  I just couldn’t see my mom doing something like that.


  But what if they were?


  I had to find out.


  Letting my bike coast to a stop out on the street, I quickly hopped off it and pushed it over to the house. Quietly leaning it against the house, I casually looked around to see if anyone was watching me. No one else was dumb enough to be standing out in the rain to watch me as I crept down the side of the house, under the eaves to the gate leading into the back yard. Like a burglar, I was tiptoeing and being as quiet as a mouse as I slipped through the gate and into the back yard. If they were doing anything, they would probably be in my mom’s bedroom and I knew that she kept her window cracked most of the time as we didn’t have air conditioning. But it was raining, maybe she’d closed it.


  Tiptoeing around the corner, I looked down the back of the house and saw that the window was open maybe a couple of inches. Maybe it would be enough to hear if anything was going on, I told myself as I cautiously made my down the house until I was standing beside the window.


  Taking a deep breath, I leaned over and put my ear up next to the opening. I could hear something inside all right. A soft rustling sound like bedsprings creaking. Then I heard my mom. She was making soft, whimpering sounds. Next I could make out the soft patter of two bodies slapping together. Finally I could hear Uncle Caleb’s grunts. They were. They were doing it. They were FUCKING!


  I suddenly felt dizzy, like I was going to pass out or something. I was going to throw up. And a rage of anger came rushing up from my belly. They were fucking! Uncle Caleb was fucking MY mother—


  I wanted to run around to the back door and go crashing into mom’s bedroom and pull him off her. Pull him off her and beat the crap out of him. Beat him to death. How could he do that? How could he do that to MY mother?


  The window was open just enough for me to get my fingers inside it, so I pushed them in through the opening and slowly spread the curtains apart just enough to look inside.


  There they were. Up in the middle of my mom’s bed. Mom was on her back, her legs flung apart and Uncle Caleb was between them up on top of her. From where I was standing, I could see Uncle Caleb’s ass bounding up and down as his dick plowed in and out of my mom’s pussy. God how I wanted to kill him. He had his toes dug down into the mattress and his hands curled around mom’s tits. Mom had her arms wrapped around his neck holding on for dear life while her brother hammered away at her.


  I could feel the bile bubbling up from my belly and I knew I was going to up chuck any second. Holding my hand over my mouth, I stumbled back away from the window and down the back of the house. Ducking around the corner, I stopped. Bending down, supporting myself by holding onto my knees I was somehow able to hold back the contents of my stomach but I could still taste the acrid bile as it wanted to rush up my throat.


  Finally I was able to stand back up and I stood leaning against the house. As I did, I could almost feel the house rocking, shaking, moving in rhythm with their fucking. My heart was doing somersaults down inside my chest and I suddenly realized that I had a raging hard on. A fucking erection? I couldn’t catch my breath as I grabbed myself through my pants to move my cock to a less painful position. I felt like I was going to pass out. Nothing seemed to want to work anymore. I couldn’t move for the longest time—


  Finally, I was able to push off the slippery wet wall and stand up unassisted. My knees still felt weak and wobbly but I thought I could walk as I slowly made my way down to the gate and back out into the front yard. Grabbing my bike, I pushed it to get it started and climbed on. I had to get away from the house or they would know that I’d been home…and probably seen them. I didn’t want that…at least not for the time being anyway.


  What was I going to do? How could I ever face my mom again? Knowing that she was fucking her brother right under my nose. And she’d probably been doing it for quite a while, too. It made me even stop and challenge my own heritage. Was I the spawn of their incestuous fornication? Uncle Caleb, my father? It stood to reason. Mom had only been sixteen when I was born. Maybe she and Caleb had been screwing around and I was what came out of the deal.


  The rain had turned back to a persistent drizzle as I pedaled along wondering where to go, what to do? Pulling into the city park, I hopped off my bike and let it fall to the ground. Maybe it was time to stop being a punk kid and start acting like a grown up, I mumbled to myself stomping over to the grandstands behind the ball park. I was the picture of depression sitting there in the drizzle, my head in my hands as I tried to sort it all out. What to do? Confront my mom and tell her I knew? At least that way it would be out in the open and I wouldn’t have to mope around pretending that I didn’t know. I could ask her if Uncle Caleb was my dad. But what then? Whatever, her transgression definitely trumped my little panties affair, so I didn’t have to worry about that anymore.


  Then, like a beam of sunlight shining down from the dark, leaden skies, it slowly dawned on me. Incest. My mom and her brother. That was incest. And, if mom would commit incest with her brother, why not with her son? With ME?


  I had to admit, as crazy and sick as it sounded, it had a certain ring to it. Fuck my mom? Wow. It could actually happen. What were the chances, I wondered? One hundred percent, I laughed to myself, because I wouldn’t quit until she gave in.


  It was like the clouds had lifted and I was sitting there in the bright sunlight, although I had to admit that it was pretty wet sunlight as the drizzle continued to fall. But I didn’t feel it now. I didn’t care. I was going to get to fuck my pretty mom. My pretty, petite, thirty-five-year-old mom.


  I didn’t have a care in the world now. Everything was right in the world. There were no wars. No rain. Nothing by sunshine and happiness. But then from around the corner, jealousy reared its ugly head. Caleb. Caleb and I would now be contenders for mom’s affection. Would a mom’s love for her son trump a sister’s love for her brother? I didn’t know, but I guess that I was about to find out.


  Thankfully, it stopped raining and the sun started peeking through the clouds as I sat in the bleachers thinking about my new-found secret and my new secret weapon and what I was going to do with it…


  ~~~


  I turned the corner and pulled my bike over to the curb. The car and truck were both gone. Looking down at my watch, I saw that it was four-thirty. Frowning to myself I pedaled the rest of the way down the street, up the makeshift driveway and hopped off my bike. Leaning it against the house, I secured it to the cinder block lying there with a chain.


  “Next week, Dude,” I grinned at my bike, patting it on the seat. “Next week I’m going to be putting you out to pasture.”


  As I walked past the table on my way to my room, I saw a note lying on it. Picking it up, I saw that it was written in mom’s neat, precise cursive.


  Bobby,


  Gone to pick up some burgers for supper. Be back around six. Need to talk. See you soon.


  Love,


  Mom…


  That would give me time to shower and shave, I grinned holding the note up to my nose and seeing if I could smell my mother’s perfume on it. Hypnotic Poison by Dior. I knew its name because there was a bottle of it sitting on my mother’s vanity where I’d seen it on all my voyeuristic explorations through her things.


  I couldn’t smell anything but soap so I assumed that she had showered after her little escapade with Uncle Caleb. Or should I call him Dad? Another surge of jealous rage came welling up from my belly along with the bitter reminder of bile. I hated him. How could he do that to MY mom?


  Suddenly I wanted to hit something. Hit something and take out my fury it. Somehow I was able to hold back. Then it dawned on me. I was so angry with my uncle for doing exactly what I was planning on doing myself. Crazily, that calmed the anger enough for me to contain it.


  It was six-thirty before I heard my mom’s car come crunching up the makeshift driveway. I was lying on my bed and was studying my latest copy of Hustler paying particular attention to the women’s pussies on display there and imagining what my mom’s would look like. Well, it wouldn’t be long now, I ecstatically thought. It wouldn’t be long before I knew, I smiled to myself, closing the magazine and sliding it under my pillow.


  I sort of expected mom to come down to my room as she had said she needed to talk to me as I lay waiting with my arms crossed back under my head.


  It was a good twenty minutes before the expected knock came. And this time she waited for me to answer her before she came bursting in on my like she had on the afternoon with the panty debacle.


  “Uh, yeah—” I timidly answered her, my bravado suddenly going up in a puff of smoke.


  “Can I come in?” she called back.


  “Uh, sure, come in—” I muttered. Why was she being so shy today, I wondered? She certainly hadn’t been the other day.


  Spinning around, I quickly sat up on the edge of my bed as I saw the door slowly swing open. And there she was. The love of my life. My future soul mate. The woman I was going to fuck—


  She was wearing her red satin house robe that she usually wore around the house every night and in my state of aroused expectation, I could make out every nook and curve of her petite body. The diminutive swell of her breasts; the curving swoop of her narrow waist with its satin belt encircling it; the rounded curves of her hips; the feathery hem of the gown bisecting her shapely thighs halfway between her knees and hips; the little robe clung to her like a second skin. I even imagined that I could make out the jut of her nipples sticking out against the clinging cloth, but it was hard to tell from across the room.


  “I bought some burgers from Arnies. The big juicy ones that you like so much,” she smiled, all traces of her previous smirking gloat gone. “Want to come have one with me?”


  “Uh, yeah, sure…” I mumbled, thinking to myself that we could eat our burgers and then spend the rest of the night in her bed fucking. But why was she being so nice to me?


  “Well, come on then,” she laughed making her little breasts jiggle and twitch under their thin covering of satin as she held out her hand to me.


  There was no way of disguising the obvious lump sticking out against the front of my pants as I pushed up onto my feet and slowly walked across the room toward her. I made no effort to hide it either. I had a hard on and I wanted her to know it. To know that I had a hard on for HER! I thought I saw her glance down at it, but I couldn’t really tell. Then we were walking down the hallway toward the kitchen hand in hand.


  Her little hand was so soft and warm as she gently clenched mine. Now I could smell the Hypnotic Poison as I glanced down to watch her little titties bobble and bounce under the thin satin. In a way, I wished that things could be the way they had been before. Before she had seen me. Before I had seen her getting fucked by her brother. Before all this that torn away the thin veneer of innocence and virtue that had covered up all the lies and deceit. But it couldn’t and now I was going to take out my revenge on her for her deceiving me.


  Letting go of my hand, mom quickly slipped around the table and sat down across from me. There were two big Styrofoam boxes sitting on the table, one for both of us. Sitting beside the boxes were two frosty bottles of beer.


  It was long about then that I realized just how hungry I was as I flipped open the box and saw the big, greasy burger and fries inside it.


  “Thanks for the burger, Mom…” I told her, trying to smile through my own treachery and deception but unable to bring it off.


  “My truce offering,” mom smiled, opening her box. “I’m sorry that I embarrassed you the other day. I don’t know what I was thinking…” she said, lifting her burger up out of the box and taking a bite off it.


  “It’s okay, Mom…” I lied, unable to look her in the eye as I quickly looked down at my burger.


  Neither of us spoke as we ate our burger and fries in the deafening silence was, broken only by the rustle of the waxed paper in the boxes. The words I wanted to say were stuck in my throat and no matter how hard I tried, they wouldn’t come out. I needed someone to do a Heimlich maneuver on me to make me spit them out.


  Finally I was finished with my burger and fries. I had about half my beer left as I nervously sat nursing it. This this was going to be as easy as I thought. At first I just thought I would tell mom I’d seen her and Uncle Caleb fucking and that I wanted to have some of what he was having. But like I said, the words were stuck and wouldn’t come out. She was still my MOTHER—


  “So you accept my truce offering?” she softly murmured finally pushing her box back away from her and flipping the cover closed.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, thanks…” I mumbled, guiltily glancing up at her face. “I saw you—” I suddenly blurted out. Where had that come from, I dizzily wondered? One second, I hadn’t had the courage and the next instant the words were spilling out over my lips—I’d said it—


  “What?” she asked me, the smile on her face suddenly darkening. “You saw me? What do you mean?”


  “You-you-you and-and Uncle Caleb—” I stuttered, unable to look her in the eye. “Is he my dad?”


  Now that the words were coming, I couldn’t stop them. It was like I didn’t have any control over what was coming out of my mouth. Almost like the words had a life of their own. Once the blockage was gone, it was like a flood.


  “You saw us?” mom gasped, clutching at her chest as I heard her chair scrape against the floor when she jerked back away from the table.


  “Yeah, I, uh, I saw you f-uh, doing it—” I told her finally able to look in her eyes. I could see the panic and dread in her eyes and that gave me a smidgeon of my courage back.


  “Oh-God—” mother sobbed, tears starting to trickle down her cheeks. “I’m sorry—”


  Why was she apologizing to me? She hadn’t done anything to me…except break my heart into a million pieces. But all she would have to do to put them all back together was let me fuck her. But how could I tell her that? She was my mom—


  “It’s okay, Mom,” I sympathized. “He is your brother, after all.”


  “I know, I know, it was so wrong,” she wept, dropping her elbows down onto the table, holding her head between her hands as she sobbed.


  I didn’t want this. I didn’t want her to cry. I wanted her to be happy. I wanted to be the one to make her happy. I didn’t know what to do. At last, she stopped sobbing.


  Sniffling, she looked up at me.


  “It all started out so innocent. Caleb and I were home alone. Memaw and Mepaw were gone somewhere, I don’t even remember where, not that it mattered,” she sniffed, looking at me with that lost puppy-dog look in her big soulful eyes. “It was raining…and we were playing around, poking and punching each other and before we knew it, we were in the middle of Memaw and Mepaw’s big bed, naked and doing it. It just happened…” she explained. “I don’t know how—”


  I kind of did believe her…


  “Is Uncle Caleb my dad?”


  She didn’t say a word for the longest time. She just sat there staring at me with her red-rimmed eyes.


  “Yes…he’s your father,” she finally said in a voice so low I could barely hear her. “He’s your father.”


  “How come I turned out normal? I thought INCEST babies were supposed to have all kind of weird defects and stuff,” I went on, emphasizing the word incest because I wanted her to have that foremost in her mind when, or if, I ever got around to popping the question.


  “I don’t know…we were just lucky I guess. I couldn’t have had a prettier baby,” she told me, a smile trying to creep across her lips.


  “I’m sorry,” she said again, slowly pushing up onto her fuzzy slippers. But as she did, her robe momentarily parted…just enough to give me a brief glimpse of one of her bare tits. She apparently wasn’t wearing anything under her robe that seemed to somehow confirm my convictions. “I’m sorry that you had to find out that way, but I didn’t know how to tell you,” she told me, slowly stepping around the table to where I sat ogling her.


  “It’s kind of hard to believe…” I mumbled as she stepped up to me and gently wrapped her arms around my head.


  “Can you ever forgive us? Forgive me?” she softly whispered, pulling my head against her soft, giving breasts.


  Sensing an opportunity, I quickly eased my arms around her waist and pulled her to me, resting my cheek against one of her yielding, supple breasts that lay hidden under the thin satin robe.


  “Yesssss—” I quietly hissed, pressing harder.


  “Oh, Bobby, Honey, I wish there was some way to make all this up to you,” she whispered, pulling me tighter against her.


  “There is, Mom…” I quietly said, holding onto her tightly.


  At first mom didn’t move, but as the words sunk in, I felt her stiffen in my arms.


  “No, Bobby, we can’t—not that—” she gasped, her sobs starting again. “Not that—”


  Then she tried to push me away, but I had been expecting it and held onto her tighter. To my amazement, and apparently to mom’s too, as she struggled to escape, the belt around her waist unraveled and her robe somehow flopped open. When it did, I suddenly found my cheek resting against bare skin. Against the soft, smooth, bare skin one of my mom’s small, perfectly-shaped breasts as she stared down at me in shocked disbelief. Not believing my luck, I quickly clamped my lips around the hard little bud of flesh protruding out of the darkened tip of her little tit.


  “Bobby—” mom fussed, pushing at me, trying to separate my lips from her jutting nipple.


  I was stronger, her resistance was futile and she knew it. But she seemed unwilling to give up, so I let go of her and watched as she staggered back away from me.


  Grabbing hold of the edges of her gown she crossly jerked them back together and hurriedly re-wrapped the belt around her waist. Then with an indignant jerk she twisted it and tugged another knot in it.


  “Bobby, we can’t do that, Honey,” she sniffed, wiping at the tears on her cheeks with the backs of her fingers. “That would be incest…”


  “You mean like you and Uncle Caleb did to make me?” I asked her as she shuffled back over to her chair and threw herself down into it.


  I couldn’t decipher the look she gave me as she plucked at the edges of her gown, pulling them together to make sure her breasts were fully covered.


  “That was different, Bobby. You know that—” she mumbled, staring down at the table, unable to bring her eyes back up to mine.


  “I do? How, Mom?” I wanted to know. “How could that be different? Do you love Uncle Caleb more than me, Mom? Is that it?”


  “How can you say that, Bobby? You know that’s not true.” She wept, able to timidly look up at me again.


  “You let him…” I softly said, staring deep into her summer blue eyes.


  “But I know better now,” she tried but failed again.


  “When? When did you know better? This afternoon? Just now? It didn’t stop you earlier today…” I mocked, feeling the prize slowly slipping through my fingers like a firefly flitting away from me on a balmy summery night.


  “Bobby…” she softly complained.


  Suddenly there was the resonating sound of millions of raindrops committing kamikaze against our roof to show their displeasure at what was happening underneath it. This was almost immediately by a rumbling peal of thunder off in the distance as if the gods too were voicing their anger, too.


  “It’s raining again…” I lamely muttered as the air suddenly became so humid it was difficult to breathe.


  “I hear it,” my mother said, glancing over at the window.


  It was already dark outside and made darker by the dark foreboding rain clouds.


  Then she turned back to face me again.


  Neither of us spoke for the longest time as we sat across from the table staring into each other’s eyes.


  Mother seemed to be thinking. You could almost hear the gears turning inside her head.


  I could barely breathe. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel every pulsing throb down inside my achingly-hard cock. The roar inside my head would put Niagara Falls to shame as I breathlessly waited for something to happen. Everything was all right out in the open, spread out in front of her like a deck of playing card laying on the table, every card turned up to expose its true value.


  There was another soft, muffled rumble of thunder.


  Then almost in slow motion, I saw mom reach under the table. I didn’t move. I couldn’t…


  Several long, charged moments passed before mom’s hands reappeared. Then she deliberately reached up to her shoulder and eased her fingers down under the slack edge of her robe. Then keeping her big, blue eyes locked on mine, she unhurriedly pushed the edge down the rounded slope of her shoulder. Expecting the robe to slide down to expose her breast, I was disappointed when it was held back by the restriction of the other side of her robe holding it up. Until mother reached up and calculatingly pushed the other edge down off the slope of her other shoulder. All of a sudden the robe went slithering down her back and both of her small, quivering breasts spilled out into the open, nakedly exposed to my gawking, leering eyes.


  “Mother…” I softly murmured, finally able to lift my eyes away from her breasts as she slowly pushed up out of her chair, the robe falling off the rest of the way to land in a muddled heap on the chair she had been sitting in. Now I could see it all. No panties. I could see the neatly-trimmed little swath of auburn curls stretching down the tip of my mother’s tummy to the little pink lips dangling down between her legs. I could see her pussy!


  I thought I was going to pass out. There it was. Right out there in the open for me to see. Mom’s Pussy! Mom’s Tits! Everything—


  Then I saw that she was walking around the table. I could see her breasts softly trembling as she stepped up to where I sat in a breathless daze.


  Reaching down to my hand, she gently lifted it off the table, pulled it toward her and softly pressed it against her smooth, soft mons. As she did I could feel the soft curls rubbing against my fingers. I was touching her. Touching her THERE!


  She had given up—


  I was going to do it. I was going to make love to my MOTHER—


  Looking deep into my eyes, she held my hand pressed against her for several long seconds before she gently pulled me up onto my feet beside her. Now we were standing not more than a couple of inches apart. So close the tips of her hard, swollen nipples were brushing against my tee shirt. Our noses almost touching. I could feel her warm mint-scented breath on my lips. I couldn’t pass up this opportunity as I cupped her chin in between my finger and thumb and gently tilted her head up. Leaning down, I pressed my lips against hers as our eyes fluttered shut. Her ever-so-kissable lips were softer than rose petals. So kissably soft.


  The kiss only lasted a few seconds before mom leaned back, breaking it. As she did, her big, blue eyes flickered open.


  “Come…” she softly whispered, clasping my hand tighter and pulling me across the kitchen. It was the weirdest feeling, being led back to my mom’s bedroom by her. It was almost like being a little kid and going with your mom to this secret new place that no one else knew about but you and her. A private place where no one else could ever enter. And that place was filled with mystery and wicked, sinful things. Wonderful, exciting, wicked, sinful things, not evil, wicked, sinful things. Things a boy could only dream of ever doing. And especially with his mom…


  I could barely hear over the roar inside my head and the din of the raindrops flinging themselves to death on the roof. My heart was palpitating. Then we were there. That Secret Place! Her Secret Place—


  I stepped into my mother’s bedroom with a new-found sense of awe and wonder. Nothing had changed, but everything had changed. All the little bottles lined up along the back of her vanity that had before just been mom’s stuff now became enchanted bottles filled with mystical potions and elixirs created to keep my mother youthful and beautiful…for me. The silk nightgown hanging on the back of her door became the most elegant of peignoirs designed to tantalize and arouse. Everything in the room suddenly took on a new and bewitching persona. It wasn’t mom’s bedroom any longer. It was her boudoir…


  Leading me across the magic velvet carpet to her bed, she stopped and slowly turned to face me. I was suddenly an innocent, virtuous ten year old being led down the path to incestuous love by the woman I loved most in all the world. My MOM—


  She was looking deep into my eyes as if searching for something there. I don’t know what she was expecting to find, other than the craven coward lurking there. I felt her fingers on the button on the front of my pants. Feeling a sense of entitlement and possessiveness, I snaked my arms around her hips and firmly grasped hold of two handfuls of soft, quivering ass-flesh. My mother’s ass! Gently squeezing and fondling her ass, I found that like her breasts, her ass was just as supple and giving.


  Suddenly, I saw her face growing larger as her big, soulful blue eyes languidly closed. Then her lips touched mine at the same instant I felt the tension go out of the waistband of my jeans. My heart was pounding so hard. I felt my mother’s rose-petal soft lips part slightly as the tip of her tongue slipped out between them to lightly probe the crease between my lips. Parting my lips, I felt mother’s tongue quickly slip in between them as she softly frenched me, her sinuous slippery tongue searching for my tongue. All at once, my mouth was filled with sparks as our tongues touched. I could actually smell the acrid smoke from the arcing electricity jolting from her tongue through mine as my mother’s tongue fluidly curled around mine. There was something so sensual, so wanton, and so depraved about it and I felt my cock twitch down inside my shorts again.


  By now, mom had my pants unzipped and spread apart as we stood our bellies lightly touching while we kissed and mom fumbled with my jeans. My aching, throbbing cock was so hard, it could rip right out through my shorts on its own. Then I felt my mother touch it through my Jockeys. I had to fight not to lose it right then and there.


  Mom’s tongue went slithering back into her mouth like a serpent scurrying back to its den as she drew back breaking the kiss as her eyes came open and she looked down between us. Curling her hips back slightly, she roughly grasped hold of my shorts and tried to push them down off my stiff, rigid cock. But as she did, the waistband was snagged on the big bulbous head blocking her.


  With an incensed snort, she dug her fingers down under the waistband and impatiently stretched it out from my belly to free my jutting impatience. As the waistband cleared the head of my prick, my cock rigidly jerked back, slapping up against my belly. The evil, vile thing was so long, it now stretched up out of my groin all the way up to my navel. The very same navel where I had once been joined to this beautiful creature standing before me. Joined. One. The very same navel where we had been joined as a single entity. A single being. Mother and son—


  I had been a part of my mother.


  As my mother stood staring down at my twitching cock, I lifted my hands off her ass and grasped hold of her around the waist. With a soft grunt, I twisted and turned, lifting her slightly and setting her on the edge of her bed. Then I kicked off my shoes, shoved my thumbs under the waistband of my shorts and recklessly shoved them down my shaky legs. With my pants and shorts wrapped around my ankles, I quickly toed them off and kicked them to the side. Dropping to my knees in front of my mother, I reached out and pushed my hands down between her knees. With a soft grunt, I tried to push them apart, but mother resisted. Straining against me…but only for a second or two before I felt the resistance melt away and her legs slowly parted to reveal the wet, glistening succulence between them.


  “Mother…” I murmured, inching up between her legs and closer. There it was. The tiny, ruffled slit from which I had been expelled and forbidden to ever re-enter. But I had returned. Returned to feast on the luscious delicacy that had once held me. To re-enter it and claim it as mine once again.


  Bending down, I pressed a soft kiss on the tender skin just above her knee. As I did, I felt my mother’s legs part even wider…on their own volition this time while I slowly, lovingly kissed my way up the vulnerable softness of her silky-smooth inner thigh. The air around me was filled with the scent of her sex. The fragrance of Hypnotic Poison. I was drowning in it. The Poison was working on my central nervous system, deadening it and yet heightening my awareness all at the same time. I was a doomed man. Doomed to spend the rest of my days in reverent worship and devotion to the delicate lotus blossom that now lay unfurled before me. The fleshy pink portal looked so fragile, so exposed. So delicate, it would shatter into a thousand tiny pieces if I besmirched it with my vile lips.


  Teasing my lips up around the fleshy, pink-lipped blossom, I leaned down over her and quickly found her belly button. Teasingly, I twirled the tip of my tongue around the sunken depression while I found the silken softness between her legs with my fingers. She was so hot and slippery my fingers easily slipped inside the silken warmth as her hot, tight pussy clamped down around them. I had my fingers inside her! My fingers were inside my mother’s pussy! I couldn’t believe it. It had been so easy. So natural. So justified, I told myself as I softly probed the slippery flesh and began to slowly kiss my way down over the super-fine peach fuzz covering the tip of her tummy. Looking up as I kissed down the exposed skin, up between her tiny flattened tits, I could see that her nipples were stiffly pointing up at the ceiling and her head was resting on a pillow. Her eyes were closed, her arms stretched out to the sides, her hands clutching two handfuls of bedspread. I could feel the muscles around her pussy tightening, tensing in anticipation as I drew closer and closer to her sex with my lips.


  Then I felt the tickle of the little tuft of soft, silky pubic curls on my chin. I was so close I could smell her heat now. The sweet, earthy scent of her arousal wrapped itself around my senses, drowning me in the pure perversity of it all. She wanted me to touch her there—


  I could sense it. I could feel it. I could smell it. She needed me as much as I needed her.


  Then my lips were brushing over the little swath of curls. Finally I could feel the little whirls of hair tickling my nose just as my lips and tongue found the little ridge of puffy flesh leading down from them. And there it was. The hard, swollen tip of her clitoris just sticking out of its fleshy sheath. It felt so hard and slippery on my tongue as I felt mother flinch away from my touch. But the retreat was only an instinctive reaction as she quickly thrust back against my inquisitive tongue.


  My fingers were now covered in her sticky fluids as I slowly worked them in and out of the clutching silken sheath. Circling my tongue around the slippery pearl of my mother’s sex, I teased while I felt her ass squirming, twisting on the sheets below. Now mother was softly moaning as I abandoned all restraint, slipping my sopping fingers out of her and burying my face down into the satiny-smooth flesh between her legs. Her sex. Her pussy! Her cunt! And I was immersing myself in it. In her—once again. Where I belonged—


  Then I felt her fingers curl down into my hair as her legs lifted off the bed and draped themselves over my shoulders, her thighs lightly clamping against my cheeks. Her finger grabbed two handfuls of my hair as she pulled and guided me back up to her demanding clit. This time it was poking out of its little hiding place insisting that I pay attention to it.


  Pursing my lips around it, I gently sucked it even further out of its protective sheath, completely exposing the slippery nub to my slashing, impatient tongue. I felt mother’s hips shudder again as I found her.


  “Yessssss—there—” came her imperative hiss as she rolled her hips and forced herself against my lashing tongue. She was so wet and slick as I whipped my tongue all over and around her clit.


  I could feel mother’s calves pressing against my back, her heels digging in as she strained up against me while she shoved my face down into her demanding sex.


  She had given in to my sick demands totally and completely. She was holding nothing back as she strained for her release. She wanted gratification. She was demanding it and I was going to give it to her.


  My tongue was a blur as I fluttered it back and forth across the jutting nub. Now my mother’s whole body was stiffening, gathering itself, making ready for the mad dash to the finish. And I could sense that it was only seconds away.


  There was no pretense now. We were no longer mother and son. We were man and woman. And I would finish her and then take my own pleasure from her. Show her that she no longer needed Caleb. I would be her man from now on. Not my father…or her brother…or whoever he was—


  All at once a whoosh of air escaped from my mother’s lips as her whole body tensed and went stiff. Her legs were trembling, straining against me, her hands shoving my face into her sex. A gush of wet, sticky juice spewed out onto my chin, spilling down staining my shirt as my mother convulsed around me. She was coming—


  I’d done it. I’d made her come. With my mouth. And soon I would make her come with the angry, deprived evil thing jutting out of my belly.


  Yes, I would make my mother come and come and come before I filled her with my venomous seed. I would make her want me. Need me. Do anything to have me…


  “Oh-God-oh-God-oh-Godddd—” mother babbled, her body twisting, writhing below me as I kept my lips locked around her gushing cunt.


  Then at last, with no warning, she dropped back down onto the bed, her legs sliding down off my shoulders, her bare feet landing on the floor with a loud splat while her fingers uncurled out of my hair. I felt her hands brush against my damp cheeks as they lifelessly fell to the bed by her hips.


  Had I killed her? Had she died of a heart attack or something? She wasn’t moving. She wasn’t breathing. She was just lying there, eyes closed, mouth open, a drivel of spit slowly trickling down from the corner of her mouth. Fuck! I’d just killed my mother!


  Then her body shuddered and I heard her gasp in a lung full of air.


  She was alive! I hadn’t killed her. She was alive as I watched her little tits quivering and jerking when she sucked in a second huge lung full of air.


  Leaning down, I rested my cheek on her soft, heaving belly as she struggled to catch her breath. Finally she could breathe again without fighting.


  “Oh, Bobby, Baby…” she softly whimpered, lovingly running the tips of her fingers through my hair, caressing me.


  “Was it good?” I whispered, lifting my head and looking up at her.


  “Oh-God-I never—” she sighed. “Never…”


  Now it was my turn…


  I could feel the love flowing from her, washing over me like waves surging onto a beach, each wave growing stronger, reaching further. I wanted to take her like an animal. Let her feel my strength, feel my steely hardness buried deep inside the heat of her sex.


  I had never been so hard, so aroused.


  Leaning back, I grasped hold of her legs, just above her knees and pushed up onto my feet. In one swift move, I ripped my tee off over my head and flung it to the side. I wanted to be naked when I entered her. Just as I had been naked when she had expelled me out into the cruel world, I would naked when I returned to her, returned to that sacred place from which I’d been born.


  Then as I stood looking down at her, she suddenly rolled, quickly rolling over onto her belly. Then pulling her legs up under her, she arched her back, thrusting her ass up into the air, presenting, offering herself up to me. I was on the bed in a heartbeat. Reaching down, shoving my hands between her thighs, spreading her open, baring the wet, glistening pink of her sex. I could smell her heat. The thick, heavy musk welling up from her, inciting me, inflaming me. The agonizing throb inside my cock was becoming unbearable as I stared down at the pale, quivering cheeks of her exquisite ass. I would have her there too one day, but not today, I promised myself as I ran my trembling fingers down over the alabaster globes of pink perfection.


  Leaning over her, reaching down under her, the backs of my hands brushing the sheets, I found her dangling tits. Cupping them, I roughly squeezed and kneaded them as I slowly kissed my way down the dimpled center of her sweaty back. I could taste the salt of her sweat on my tongue as I finally released her tits, now cupping the cheeks of her ass, digging my thumbs into the firm, giving flesh. Pulling out, spreading the cheeks apart, I exposed her anus. The little pink pucker was tightly-clenched, cringing as I slowly traced my tongue around it once, twice, then three times before I stabbed the tip of my stiffened digit at it.


  “Bobby—” my mother softly complained, but I thought I felt her push back at my probing tongue ever so softly. I couldn’t prolong the agony any longer as I stood on my knees behind my mother’s up-lifted ass. My cock felt like an iron bar as I grasped hold of it and slowly lifted it up between her velvet-soft thighs. I could smell her heat. She was so aroused. That sweet, earthy scent of her welling up from her, enveloping me in its message of need.


  “Yesssss—” I heard my mother hiss as I pressed the evil, barbed head of my prick up against the slippery opening of her sex.


  I felt her legs spreading wider apart, her hips rolling, her pushing back onto me, trying to get me inside her.


  “Fuck Mommy—” she whimpered, her voice thready with need.


  With the head of my cock firmly seated inside the slippery slit, I curled my hands around her waist and pulled her back, spreading her legs, then pulling her back onto my relentless, raging cock.


  “Oh-God—” I groaned as I slowly worked the thick muscle into the squeezing tightness of the fiery depths of her blistering-hot pussy.


  “So hot—so fucking sweet and slick,” I grunted, pushing deeper, holding her as she arched her back, thrusting back at me, squeezing down around me, straining to take more of me inside her.


  Her cunt was a vise of slippery, flexing, squeezing flesh as the muscles inside it loosened to accept me. I could feel the silk of her sex spreading, enveloping me with its liquid heat. Nothing had ever been so erotic, so filled with lust and sensuality.


  “Take me,” I growled, pushing harder, feeling the protesting grip of her cunt clasp tighter as she fought to accept me. “All of it, Mom—take all of it—” I hissed.


  I thrust harder, spearing into her, impaling her on my steely hardness, feeling her pussy part to take me, to accept me inside her. Straining, I kept pushing deeper and deeper until I had buried every throbbing, desperate inch of my cock inside her.


  “Oh-God—” I heard my mother gasp, the fist-tight grip of her cunt suddenly convulsing down around me, shuddering, spasming as she lifted off into another orgasm.


  It was too much. Too much heat, too much need welling up inside me, torturing me. I heard myself cry out in agonized shame as the first pulse of screaming-hot cum spurted out into the sucking, absorbing, clenching depths of my mother’s gluttonous cunt. It didn’t seem to bother her that it had been Uncle Caleb’s cock filling her with his cum only hours earlier. But now it was me. Her son. Me that was filling the hungry demanding pussy with my own essence. I was dying. My soul exploding. Emotions spewing out into her. My need and compulsive hunger for her as thick and hot as the life-giving semen pouring out into my mother’s hungry, fertile womb.


  I had never felt anything like it. It was uplifting and weakening all at the same time as I felt the strength flowing from me in thick, fiery spurts. I could barely stand as I grew weaker and weaker while more of me flowed out into my mother’s demanding cunt.


  “All of it—” mother whimpered, squeezing, milking, trying to coax out every last little snaky sperm.


  I was dying. Melting. Liquefying right in front of my eyes as my balls pumped out my dissolved essence into her. Then I was no more…


  ~~~


  I don’t know how long I’d been out, but I saw that it was dark outside when I could finally open my eyes. Realizing what I’d just done, I frantically looked around to find my mother and saw her sitting at her vanity slowly pulling her ornate, silver-plated brush through her dark, shoulder-length hair.


  She must have seen my reflection in the mirror because she laid the brush down and slowly turned toward me.


  “Are you okay?” she softly murmured, slowly pushing up onto her bare feet and padding toward the bed.


  I couldn’t keep from staring at mom’s little tits as they softly jiggled and shook with each step she took.


  “Do you like my breasts?” she asked, stopping by the bed, standing looking down at me with her big, soulful eyes.


  “Yessss-very much,” I smiled, realizing that an erection was already beginning to form down below my waist. Then mother sat down on the edge of the bed, bent down over me, dipping her shoulders and guiding a nipple into my greedy mouth. I immediately sucked the plump berry and almost half of her tit into my mouth as mother crushed it against my face. Sucking and pulling on the supple nub, I could feel it hardening on my tongue as I blindly felt my way up the soft, silken flesh of my mother’s inner thigh. Then I felt my mother’s fingers on my hand, pulling on it, leading it down to the hot, slippery flesh between her parted legs. God, she is still so hot and wet, I thought as I pushed two fingers down into the juice-slathered slit. As I pushed my fingers deeper into the hot, clinging flesh I felt her clamp down around them.


  “Do you want to fuck Mommy again?” she whispered, squeezing herself down around my thrusting fingers.


  “Essssss—” I hissed out around her breast, biting down, gently nipping the stiff, swollen nipple.


  “With this?” she softly growled, clutching my hardening cock and giving it a rough squeeze. “Fuck Mommy’s tight little pussy with this big bad cock?”


  “Fuck—” I snorted, letting go of her nipple and tit. Jerking my fingers back out of her salivating cunt, I wrapped my hands around her tiny waist and hauled her over on top of me. As she came, she spread her legs and straddled me with her hot little pussy poised directly above my stiff hard cock.


  “Fuck me, Mommy—” I groveled bowing my back, lifting my hips and rubbing the underside of my oversized cock up against her wet, dripping sex.


  It only took a couple of seconds before my cock was drenched in my mother’s sticky fluids.


  With a soft grunt, mother pushed up onto her knees, bringing them together until they were pressed against my hips and her pussy was high enough for my cock to be lifted straight up under it. I could feel the heat emanating from inside her as her gorged lips parted to accept me in between them. She was so hot. Like an oven.


  I watched a grimace spread across her face as the big, bulbous head stretched her open and slowly slithered inside her. The frown etched itself deeper into her furrowed forehead as I lay motionless letting her control the speed of the penetration. God, she was so hot inside. And slick. I could feel her body tightening, her cunt squeezing down around me as I entered the Forbidden. I could see the dilation of her pupils, the flush on her cheeks. Her blue eyes glittered with the hunger inside her. Her body trembled from it as I sank deeper and deeper into the caressing warmth. She wanted it, too. Just as much as I did.


  My hands lifted on their own, caressing, touching her small perfect breasts. Gently pinching, plucking at the stiff little knobs jutting out from the darkened tips, I felt my mother shudder. She had taken almost all of me inside her wet, slippery sex. Only a couple of inches of the thick, pink barrel remained outside.


  “So big…” she whimpered, the frown deepening.


  Cupping her sweet little tits in my hand, I curled my hips up off the bed, sliding the last of my cock up into her hot, accepting cunt. Now we were one again. Mother and son, joined together in the unholiest of unions. Her pussy was a million soft, velvety fingers caressing me, embracing me, welcoming me inside her most hallowed of places.


  “Mom…” I whimpered, not knowing why but feeling the need to say something. Then I couldn’t stop as the rest of it came spilling out of my mouth: “I love you so much…”


  “Bobby—” she moaned, the vibration of her quavering voice pulsating through my buried cock. Then she leaned down over me, thrusting her tiny tits against my chest, rubbing her stiff nipples against mine as her lips sought out mine. Then our lips touched. Kissing tenderly, the kiss quickly raged out of control into an open-mouthed, tongue-twisting, thrusting orgy of the senses. Within seconds we were both panting, trying to catch our breath as mom broke the kiss.


  “Oh-Baby-Baby-Baby—” she softly whimpered, pushing back against me, somehow taking me even deeper. Then pushing up onto stiffened arms, she began to slowly rock back and forth on my stiff, thrusting cock taking me balls deep on every lunge. Her tiny tits jiggled and rippled in rhythm with the almost-hypnotic rock of her hips. The insides of her silky-smooth thighs were clamped against my hips squeezing tight as she trotted me toward the canter that would send us thundering down the stretch to the finish.


  I could feel the bed swaying under me, hear the soft creak of the bedsprings accompanying the wet spank of our groins meeting. Mom was grunting from the effort and sweat was starting to trickle down her creased brow. Her eyes were clenched shut, her concentration painted on her determined face as she fucked me.


  I still couldn’t believe it was really happening. My Mother? Me? Fucking? In the middle of her bed? Fucking? Anywhere? It was mind-blowing—


  I could feel mother’s sharp fingernails digging into my skin as she began to pick up the pace. Her whole body was wetly glimmering in the dim light and I could see that she was tiring. Her breathing had morphed into gasps as she rode on. I didn’t know how much longer she could go on.


  “Fuckkkkk—” she suddenly gasped without warming, her thighs clamping harder, her muscles stiffening, her hips grinding to a halt as she ground herself against me. I felt her pussy tighten, ripple, convulse around me as mother let out an agonizing moan. She was coming again I reveled.


  It was such a sense of fulfillment as I felt my mother’s tight cunt gripping my manhood. To know that I could bring my own mother to the point of gratification was addictive. I was MAN—


  Curling my hips up off the bed, I thrust deeper into the churning, clutching, twisting core of my mother’s orgasm letting my mother ride it out on me. My time would come…and soon, I told myself, digging my fingers into her sweaty waist, holding her, shoving her down on me.


  Mother’s convulsive seizure went on and on, but at last I felt the contractions undulating through her pussy began to soften as I felt my mother collapsing down onto me. She was done. Finished—


  Keeping my hips coiled up against her, I wrapped my arms around her sweat-slickened body and hugged her to me. Then, with a grunt, I rolled her over onto her back.


  “Yes-Baby-yes-Fuck Mommy—” I heard her whisper into my ear as her eyes flickered open and she stared into my eyes with that distant, unfocused look of satiation. Her arms curled around my neck as she curled into a ball, her thighs tightening around my waist, the backs of her ankles hooking me, her heels digging into my ass pulling me deeper inside the liquid heat of her.


  “Fuck Mommy—” she grunted, her whole body moving, demanding that I fuck her.


  Sweeping my arms down under her legs, hooking my elbows under the backs of her knees, I shoved her legs higher, tilting her hips and opening her totally.


  Then I began to fuck her. Deep, hard, thrusting lunges down into the clinging softness between her uplifted legs. I couldn’t explain the immense sense of energy and strength that came over me. I felt like I could go on forever. My Mother—


  I wanted to show her that she would never need another man. Not Uncle Caleb, not anyone because I would always be there for her. I would do whatever it took, whatever she wanted, but I could never let another man touch her…in any way—


  But as soon as I made myself that promise, I felt the burn begin down deep inside my loins. Fuck, I was going to come. It was such a frustrating feeling. Knowing you want it to go on and on and on, but knowing you want to feel that sudden rush of adrenaline, that sense of completion, the sense of filling my mother’s womb with my own life-bringing semen.


  “Mother-I-I-gonna—” I panted out, rocking back and forth atop her, driving balls deep on every bed-heaving stroke.


  “Yesssssss—give me your seed—” mother groveled out, clamping me tighter, her hands clawing, pushing, and pulling on me, her heels pounding into my rocking ass. “All of it-all of it—”


  My mother’s big, blue eyes had a frantic, almost panicky look in them as the tension in my loins grew hotter and hotter. At last, I couldn’t hold it back any longer.


  As my cock swelled inside her, I felt the muscles of her cunt clamp down around me—


  Suddenly, deep, hard blasts of white-hot semen came gushing out of my cock onto the hyper-sensitive lining of my mother’s cunt, triggering another tremor, another explosion down inside her. As it did, it left her fighting for breath, gasping for air while yet another orgasm rocked her.


  By balls were melting from the inside out and ejecting my liquefied self out into my mother’s pussy. My Mother’s Pussy! Every time my cock swelled up to blast out another load, I felt my mother’s clenching, squeezing pussy clamp tighter, sucking, milking my seed out of me.


  “Oh-Baby-oh-Baby-oh-Baby—” mother cooed, her hands caressing me, coaxing me on, imploring me give up the last of my creamy load to her.


  Then it was over—


  I had given my all. I had no balls left. My mother had taken them from me…literally and figuratively—


  ~~~


  “What do you mean…it’s over?” Caleb asked as he and Mom sat in the living room talking.


  I was outside, by the window looking inside, watching to see what would happen when mom gave him the news.


  “You know that it’s wrong, Caleb. It’s incest. We were lucky the first time. I won’t risk it again,” she told him.


  “Is there someone else?”


  “Uh, no—no, there’s-there’s no one else—” Mom lamely lied, her face lighting up like a neon sign.


  “There is someone else—” Caleb accused.


  Then the look on his face changed. The look of anger slowly melting into a look of incredulity.


  “Him? No. I can’t believe it. Not Bobby—” Caleb gasped, his own face turning several shades darker as he stared at my mother in stunned disbelief. “Tell me it isn’t so…”


  Mother didn’t answer him. She couldn’t. She just turned and walked over to the window where I stood watching behind the thing, gauzy curtain.


  ~~~


  And that was the end—the end of things between Caleb and mom…


  But it was just the beginning of things between mom and me. Wild, wonderful, crazy things a boy could never imagine happening between him and his mother. And to think, it all started with a pair of My Mother’s Panties…


  The End
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