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  Nana


  Let’s get this out in the open right now before we go any further. I’m a pervert. So if you’re not interested in reading a story about a pervert, you can check outta here right now and go on about your business because I’m a bona fide, legitimate, card-carrying, first class pervert. And this story is about me, my Nana and her fantastic boobs.


  Sometimes I’m not proud of the fact that I’m a perv, but what the hey, that’s who I am. I tried to change back when I was fifteen and I ended up in Afghanistan, but it just wasn’t to be, so now I’ve quit trying to fight it and learned to embrace it.


  Now to say that I think about sex 24/7 would be an understatement. I don’t think that there is a moment, a milli-second that somehow, someway, I’m not thinking about it. And any woman wearing a skirt, or slacks, or a dress, oh to hell with it…ANY woman is fair game as far as I was concerned. Yeah, even my mom. And my Nana. Maybe some of that came from the fact I’d been living with my dad and mom in Afghanistan since I was fifteen. We were isolated on the American compound the oil company had set up so my social contact with women was rather limited, to say the least. Especially to women not wearing a burka…


  So, let’s get me out of the way first, before I begin. My name is Jimmy Atwood. I’m eighteen years old. I’m six foot tall, one hundred and ninety pounds. There’s nothing really conspicuous about the way I look or act. I could blend into any crowd if I tried. About my only distinguishable characteristic, if you want to call it that, is my cock. It certainly wouldn’t blend into any crowd of cocks. It was a COCK among cocks. Eight and a half inches of forged Bethlehem steel, ready to perform at a moment’s notice and able to maintain an erection long enough to bring even the hottest chick to fulfillment before spilling its load. Yeah, I was proud of him. We were a pair to be reckoned with.


  Now most of the time, I’m a little shy around women. Guess that’s the fact I didn’t have to deal with that many living in Afghanistan and all. But this story is about my Nana, who just so happens to be a woman, too. I hadn’t seen Nana since we’d left for Afghanistan. We’d only been back in the US for three months and was busy getting ready to head off for college, so I hadn’t had a chance to see Nana, yet. I was going down to Austin to check out UT and it just so happens that Nana lives in Austin, too. When she heard that I was coming to Austin, she had insisted that I spend the night at her house while I was there.


  Now my Nana isn’t your typical grandmother. She’s in her early fifties and lives alone in the Big House since Grandpa Amos passed away three years ago. Grandpa had been in the real estate business and had left Nana a boatload of money when he passed on. I don’t think Nana had ever worked a day in her life. She spent most of her time hobnobbing with her other socialite friends, gardening, socializing, working out to keep fit and just lounging around the huge swimming pool out in her back yard. Nana was around five foot eight or nine and there are a lot of women half her age who would kill for her body. I guess if you were looking for a word to describe Nana, you would say that in a word, she was elegant. If only she weren’t my frigging grandmother. Grandsons just don’t do the sort of things with their grandmothers that I wanted to do with her…or so I thought…


  Now Nana and I go way back. Back in the good old days, I used to spend a week during the summer with Nana Eloise and Grandpa Amos. I guess it started back when I was five or six to give my parents a break from me for a week, but I wasn’t provided the details, I just went where I was told to go.


  I’m afraid that is where my obsession with tits began.


  I was around ten years old and just entering Puberty! That magical, mystical time of life when I discovered there was some very basic differences between women and girls and men and boys. And it was about that same time I began having this fascination with tits. Now Nana was always wearing bikinis when she was out by the pool in the back and I was always sneaking around trying to get a glimpse of her tits. Yeah, even Nana’s. But I was totally unprepared for what I stumbled upon one warm summer afternoon.


  I was spending my week with Nana and Grandpa and was bored beyond tears as I wandered into the kitchen to get a coke and some cookies. When I did, I found the maid, Josefina cleaning the kitchen.


  “Hello, Mr. Atwood,” she smiled at me as she wiped down the kitchen cabinets.


  “Uh, hi, uh, Josefina,” I grinned, even being slightly intimidated by the woman regardless of the fact she was the hired help. Opening the fridge, I furtively checked out the maid’s hidden breasts as well as I could without seeming too obvious. She didn’t have much in that department so I lost interest in them in a hurry.


  “Uh, where’s Nana?” I asked her pulling out two colas.


  “Out in backyard, by pool,” Josephina told me in her broken English.


  “I think I’ll take her a coke,” I grinned, pushing the fridge door closed with my elbow.


  “Think not good idea…” Josephina frowned. “Nana not have top on. Sunning…” she told me.


  “Really?” I grinned, my interest immediately perking up. No top. If she wasn’t wearing her top, that meant I might get to see her tits. Her big, saggy, beautiful tits.


  “Yes…no go. Nana get mad,” she went on, but didn’t pause in her wiping down of the cabinets.


  “But I want to go swimming…” I lamely excused myself.


  “No go…I warn you—” Josephina said in a huff, but did nothing to stop me as I made my way out of the kitchen, across the living room and out toward the backyard where Nana was apparently sun bathing with no top on.


  Stopping at the back door, I looked back over my shoulder to see if Josephina had followed to stop me. She hadn’t. I was on my own.


  Sliding the door open as quietly as I could, I crept out onto the patio and saw that Nana was lying on her teak chaise lounge sun lounger over by the pool. She was laying facing the sun with her back to me so I couldn’t see her tits and didn’t know if Josephina was right or not. So, with my heart in my throat, I slowly tiptoed down the patio to find out. The lounger was tilted up at about a thirty-degree angle and Nana had her arms stretched out along beside her.


  Approaching her, I slowly stepped around to the side of the chaise lounge and there they were. Lying there, hanging down from Nana’s chest in all their resplendent, naked glory were the most perfect pair of tits my little ten-year-old eyes had ever seen. They were like fucking fantastic. Gorgeous. Spectacular. Big, round, the perfect shape with the picture-perfect, circular caps of darkened flesh crowning them and two big, plump nipples protruding out of the purple tips. The top of Nana’s bikini was still wrapped around her chest, but the two triangular cups of cloth that should have been covering her breasts were now dangling down onto her tummy just below her big tits. The straps that were usually looped around behind her neck and secured with a knot were untied and were hanging down draped along her sides.


  I couldn’t move. I was transfixed. I just stood there staring down at her boobs in reverent awe. I was in the presence of a goddess.


  The big puffy nipples looked like they were as big as the tip of my thumb as they proudly proclaimed my grandmother’s obvious femininity.


  My little pecker was stiff as a board in an instant, tenting my trunks and giving away its obvious awakening.


  I couldn’t move. My feet were stuck to the patio. All the electrical energy sparking through my head and cock must have melted the cement under my feet as they sank down into it. All I could do is stand there and gawk.


  I knew that Nana was in her mid-forties, but her tits looked as firm and solid as a twenty year old’s.


  Time stopped. The temperature suddenly spiked up another thirty degrees and I felt sweat begin to trickle down my forehead. I was having difficulty breathing and there was a ringing in my ears.


  Nana had her eyes closed against the bright rays of the sun as I stood staring down at her wonderful, magical boobs.


  Finally, I saw Nana raise her hand up in front of her face to shield her eyes from the sun as she looked over at me.


  “James—” she softly laughed. “I thought you were Josephina…” she told me, slowly reaching over to the table, picking up her Oakley sunglasses and casually slipping them onto her nose. Then she reached down and pulled one of the cloth cups over one of her breasts as I stared at the other one, watching it quiver and jiggle with every movement she made. Then, still taking her time, she casually reached over and pulled the bikini top up over the other breast.


  “Well, I guess you got an eyeful…” she laughed again, not seeming the least bit concerned that her grandson had just gotten his eyes full of her big, bare boobs. Then she picked up the ends of the straps dangling down from the tips of the bikini top, lazily pulled them around behind her neck and tied them together.


  “Uh, sorry,” I mumbled but not feeling the least bit apologetic, but feeling I should pretend to…for her sake. Then to my embarrassment, I saw Nana’s eyes lazily drift down to my tented trunks and an amused smile flitted across her glossy red lips as she tugged and plucked at the top to make sure her big boobs were adequately covered.


  “You should warn me next time you’re going to sneak up on me like that…” she laughed, giving her bikini top a couple more tugs to settle her tits back down into it, “no telling what you might see…”


  I didn’t know what to say to that. But the surprising thing was that Nana didn’t seem angry with me. If anything she just seemed amused.


  But that little episode scarred me for life and since that day, I’ve been obsessed with tits. And especially Nana’s big tits. And the quest to see her big, beautiful tits continued on my annual trips to the big house in the future until the trips ended when I was shipped over to Afghanistan with my parents at the age of fifteen…


  ~~~


  Well, that was then…and this is now. I arrived in Austin on a Friday and spent the day touring the campus at UT. I don’t think I’d ever seen so many hot chicks in one place at one time in my whole life. Yeah, I know, that’s not the politically correct thing to say, but what the hell, that’s just the way it was after three years in the land of the burka. So by the time I got back to Nana’s house, I was hornier than a three-dicked billy goat just turned out into a field of nanny goats.


  Pulling into Nana’s driveway, I saw that her fire-engine red Cadillac Escalade was sitting in the garage. I’d never seen her drive anything but. Whenever a new model came out, Nana would drive her old one in and drive out with a new one. Maybe I could talk her into buying me a new car, I fantasized. A new Mustang. A Ford Shelby GT500 with a 5.4L Supercharged V8. 445 horsepower. And it is SUPER FAST! Yeah, right, dream on, fool, I told myself as I stepped out of my 2005, 300-hp, 4.6-liter V-8 and slammed the door shut.


  Ringing the doorbell, I waited. The Big House, as we called it, was really more like a mansion than a house. And Nana lived in it all alone except for a maid to help her out during the day and cook her meals for her. Must get lonesome living alone in the Big House all by herself, I thought…


  Suddenly the door swung open and I was greeted by who else but Nana herself.


  “James, James, come in, come in,” Nana purred, stepping to the side so I could step around her. As I did, I could smell her. And she smelled really good. I didn’t know the name of her perfume, but it smelled expensive. Just like everything about her. Expensive. Elegant. That was pretty much Nana. Expensive and elegant.


  “Nana…” I lamely mumbled, not knowing what else to say.


  “Let me look at you,” she bubbled, taking a step back and slowly running her eyes up and down. And maybe it was my imagination but I thought her eyes tarried on my crotch a touch longer than was proper, what with her being my grandmother and all. “Why you’ve turned into a young man,” she finally smiled. “I was beginning to wonder if you were coming,” she said, closing the door behind me.


  “More traffic than I was expecting,” I told her.


  “Well, you’re here now,” she laughed and I couldn’t help but notice how her substantial bosom bobbled and shook down inside her expensive, lace-edged blouse.


  I told you I was a perv. Eighteen and still checking out my grandmother’s boobs? How low could I stoop? Definitely a lot lower than that I was soon going to find out…


  “Come on, I made us a pitcher of martinis. We can sit and talk. Catch up on things…it’s been three years since I’ve seen you…” she smiled, reaching down, taking my hand in hers and leading me into the living room.


  Her hand was so soft and warm. Everything about her looked soft and warm. Cuddly soft and warm.


  “So how did things go at UT,” she said, letting go of my hand, sweeping her arm in the direction of the couch as she bent down and picked up the pitcher.


  “Fine…” I told her, easing down on the couch and watching her pour my martini.


  “Good…here you go,” she said, handing me the glass and melting down onto the other end of the couch. Then picking up her drink, she leaned back against the couch lifted a long, willowy leg and draped it across the other one. She had pretty legs, I thought to myself. Made even shapelier by the four inch spike high heels she was wearing on her tiny feet.


  “Have you made up your mind yet…about coming to UT?” she asked me, slowly bobbing her foot up and down, letting the innersole of the high heel softly tap against the sole of her stocking foot.


  “Uh, yeah, pretty much,” I told her, noticing that I could see the bottom edge of the dark reinforced top of her nylon peeking out just below the hem of her bright red skirt as her leg slowly bobbed up and down.


  “So you’re coming to UT?”


  “Yeah, I think so,” I grinned, knowing that she would be pleased. She was a graduate of the University of Texas herself and had been behind the movement to get me to attend it too. She’d even gone so far as to offer to pay part of my tuition.


  “Oh, goodie,” she softly laughed, reaching over and giving my thigh an intimate squeeze then leaning back against the couch. And in the process, the hem of her short skirt rode up another couple of inches to bare more creamy nyloned thigh. “I hoped you would…”


  We sat and talked through the pitcher of martinis and by the time dinner rolled around, I had a happy, little buzz. Nana had dinner delivered from the Kobe Japanese Steakhouse and the steaks were great. Yeah, I could get used to this, I told myself. Only the best of everything, it seemed.


  After dinner, I was stuffed.


  “Well, I guess that you’ve had a really busy day,” Nana told me as we cleared the dishes off the table.


  “Yeah, I’m a little tired,” I agreed.


  “Well, why don’t you go to bed…I’ve got a room all set up,” she told me leading the way down the hallway to one of the several guest bedrooms.


  “I usually get up around eight-thirty and meet some friends down at the gym to work out. Would you like to join us…or sleep in?” she asked me, fluffing the pillow on my bed.


  “Uh, I think I’ll sleep in…if that’s okay with you,” I yawned, stretching. “I sort of made myself a promise not to do any strenuous activity this weekend.”


  “Okay,” Nana laughed at my lame joke. “I should be home by noon and then we can figure out what to do with the rest of our day.”


  “Okay…” I grinned.


  “Well, night-night, sleep tight and don’t let the bedbugs bite…” Nana laughed, leaning over and giving me a grandmotherly peck on the cheek.


  “Uh, night-night…” I mumbled, feeling a blush creep out across my cheeks as I felt her big boobs brush my arm. How could I even think such vile thoughts about her? She was my frigging grandmother.


  But even as I was berating myself, I couldn’t stop from letting my eyes drop down to her shapely ass as she stepped over to the door. I’m such a fucking perv, I admitted. But hell, she certainly had a nice tight ass. Must be all that working out at the gym with her friends. Then she smiled back at me, gave me a little wave and disappeared, closing the door behind her.


  ~~~


  Next morning, I woke to a quiet house. Looking down at my watch, I saw that it was nine o’clock. Nana should have been gone for thirty minutes. Well, that would explain why it was so quiet, I told myself, reaching down and grabbing hold of my cock. Too bad I didn’t have any place to put it, I complained. Would be nice to have a nice, warm pussy to stick it in, I thought as I lay there whacking my fist up and down it while it began to firm up. How long has it been? A month? No longer than that. Too fucking long. Maybe a quick dip in the pool will cool me off.


  Knowing that I was supposed to be in the house all alone and it was so quiet and all, I didn’t even bother putting a suit on.


  Heading down the stairs with my dick sticking out in front of me leading the way, I made my way down to the big pool and dove in. About three laps up and down the pool had my cock back under control as I climbed out and plodded over to the pool house leaving a trail of wet footprints behind me as I looked for a towel.


  Stepping inside the pool house, I saw a stack of towels on one of the shelves and grabbed one. As I stood drying off and looking around, I spotted a camera with a telephoto lens sitting on a tripod in the corner.


  Hmmm…wonder what Nana has been taking pictures of down here? Birds? Didn’t seem likely, I smirked, spreading out the big, white towel, wrapping it around my waist and jerking a knot in it. Walking over to the camera, I saw that it was an expensive one, and that it was digital. Looking over the camera, I found the on/off switch and flicked it on. A little green light came on so I assumed that it was on. Studying it closer, I saw that one of the buttons had “menu” on it, so I poked it. When I did, a little menu came up on the screen. Arrowing down to the playback function, I selected it and the instant I did, a picture of a handsome young boy about my age popped up on the screen. The boy looked to be around seventeen or eighteen, Hispanic or Puerto Rican. He was pretty buffed and wasn’t wearing a shirt as he appeared to be cleaning the pool with a net attached to a long pole. I saw that Nana had labeled the picture Julio1. Wondering where the pictures would lead, I flicked to Julio2 and saw the same boy was now standing by the pool with the sun glinting off his muscular frame as he smiled for the camera and Nana, I assumed that it was Nana taking the pictures. I hadn’t known that Nana was into photography, but then again, there were a lot of things I didn’t know about Nana. Hell, I hadn’t even seen her in three years.


  Flicking down to the next picture in the menu, I was stunned.


  “What the fuck?” I muttered as I stood staring down at the screen and the picture of Julio standing by the pool without a stitch of clothes on. Buck-ass NAKED! Naked as a fucking jaybird. It looked like his impressive penis was just beginning to firm up as it hung down between his muscular legs from his almost hairless groin.


  Trying to gather my wits, I quickly flicked to the next picture. It was a zoom shot of Julio’s cock as it was beginning to lift up out from between the boy’s legs. You could make out everything about it. The thick, bulging blue vessels crisscrossing the shaft of the evil thing, the oblong, tapered head, even his big balls contained in the fleshy sac of skin hanging down from under his oversized penis. I could even make out a drop of prefuck dangling down from the pointy tip of the big oblong head.


  “Fuck—” I snorted. So that is what Nana is into, I grinned, flicking the next picture onto the screen and seeing that now Julio had his fisted hand wrapped around his cock. He was still smiling at Nana and his cock was almost fully erect now. Hurrying through the pictures, I was surprised when the pictures of Julio suddenly stopped and another boy, Frankie, the label said took his place. This boy was about the same age, Caucasian with red hair and freckles. He was skinnier than Julio, but he too was endowed with a manly cock as I found out about four pictures into his set. And instead of cleaning the pool, he was standing with a lawnmower. Pool boy and now the yard boy? It appeared that my Nana was a naughty little granny…and into boys. I was floored. Elegant, sophisticated Nana into boys? Now my interest was really piqued. Finally, after the third boy, Jacque showed up and undressed for Nana, I saw that I’d run the gamut of nana’s boys. There were no more pictures. When I’d finished with Jacque, I hurriedly flicked back through the pictures all the way to Julio1, turned the camera off and put it back the way it was when I had first seen it.


  I couldn’t believe it. Now I knew Nana’s little secret. If she was taking pictures like that, it stood to reason that she had probably taken it to the logical conclusion and probably let the boys fuck her! That meant she had this thing for boys. Nana! Boys! Hey, I was a boy wasn’t I? What were my chances? That was crazy. She was my frigging grandmother. The other boys were probably nothing to her, other than an available cock. But, unfortunately, I was her grandson. Forbidden meat. Verboten.


  But, in my mind, my opinion of my grandmother had changed dramatically. Not only was she expensive and elegant, she was a sexy, hot cougar, on the prowl, apparently preying on young men just about my age. Now, all I had to do was find a way of becoming her next victim….


  Looking at my watch, I saw that it was only ten-thirty. This was going to require some strategic planning on my part and I didn’t want to give my hand away and ruin my chances of getting into Nana’s panties. But I wondered. I wondered if Nana had any other surprises up her sleeve up in her bedroom.


  Hurrying up the stairs, I crept down to her bedroom on tiptoes. I don’t know why I was sneaking around. She wasn’t home, but still, it was creepy spying on her like this, in her own house. Stopping in front of the door to her bedroom, I took in a deep breath, slowly eased the door open and peeked inside.


  Pink. Everything was in some shade of pink. The curtains, the rug, the satin bedspread, the furniture. It was the most feminine room I’d ever seen. Then I spotted it. Another camera. Innocently sitting on a tripod over in the corner of the pink room. What surprises did it hold? More boys? But this time the camera was in her bedroom. Were there any pictures of Nana in it? Maybe her and the boys? Her and the boys doing the no-no?


  I could feel my dick starting to firm up and tent the towel as I contemplated what the pictures might be while I tiptoed over to the camera. I don’t know why I was tiptoeing, trying to be quiet other than the fact I was trespassing in my grandmother’s bedroom. There was something almost irreverent about that. Everything in the room screamed of her. Her femininity. Even the faint smell of her expensive perfume hanging in the air reminded me that it was her room and I wasn’t supposed to be there. Looking over at her pink vanity, I saw the source of the fragrance. It was a little rectangle bottle with a gold cap. Annick Goutal’s Eau d’Hadrien or so the little beige and gold label on the bottle proclaimed.


  The house was so quiet I could hear my heart beating as I crept over to the camera sitting idly on its tripod. My hands were shaking slightly in anticipation as I carefully turned it around so that I could see the screen in the back. It was a Canon EOS 6D, just like the camera down in the pool room, so I had no trouble turning it on and getting to the menu.


  There it was. The first picture was of Julio. He was already naked this time, lying in the middle of Nana’s bed with a hard on that would make any boy envious. I was almost envious myself because Julio’s erection rivaled the one that was slowly forming down under the towel wrapped around my waist. But not quite, I smugly thought.


  But what I saw next was the kicker. The proof of the pudding. The coup de grâce. There was Julio again. He was still lying on his back in the middle of Nana’s bed. The only difference was, this time Nana was on the bed with him. And she was leaning down over him, with his prodigious cock in her mouth. She was sucking on his fucking cock! Nana was blowing him! I couldn’t believe it. Nana. Elegant, sophisticated, cultured Nana was giving Julio a fucking blow job!


  And from there, things only got worse…or better…depending on your frame of mind. The next picture showed Nana lying on her back in the middle of the bed with her long legs spread out to the side and Julio had his head down between them returning the favor. Then the next picture showed Julio on top of her with his big, oversized penis buried down inside her hot, little pussy. Then Nana was on top of him, cowgirl style. Then they were doing the doggie. They just about did it all and it was all right there preserved on film or whatever digital stuff is kept on.


  Apparently all of Nana’s little soirees began downstairs and ended up in her bedroom, because when the pictures of Julio ran out, it began again with Frankie and Jacque. And it was all saved right there for prosperity on Nana’s camera. Nana was a naughty little grannie, and a cougar to boot, that was for sure and a busy one too it appeared.


  Finally, there were no more pictures, so I flicked back to the start and spun the camera back around so Nana wouldn’t know I’d been snooping around in her private life. But what was I going to do with my new found secret? How could I use it to my advantage? If only she wasn’t my frigging grandmother. It would be so easy then. I could just proposition her and we could get it on since she was apparently into young boys and I fit in that category. Plus, I had the type of equipment she apparently expected of her potential victims. One thing I did know. The pictures had proved just what a sexy, hot grannie she was. No, she could never be a grannie. She was a Nana. A sexy, hot cougar Nana.


  Looking around the room, my eyes lighted on her bright pink nightstand. What secrets did it hold, I crudely wondered? My cock was now sticking out in front of me, about three-fourths of the way to full erection and tenting the towel while I made my way over to her nightstand. And there lying on the nightstand was a lacy pink brassiere. Picking it up, I saw that the tag on the bra read 38D. Yes, Nana did have some big boobs, I lewdly told myself as I carefully laid the brassiere back down making sure it was exactly the way I’d found it.


  Then, with bated breath, I reached down and slowly eased open the drawer of her nightstand. As it came open, I could scarcely believe my eyes. There were several vibrators of various sizes, shapes and colors, a couple of big dildos, several jars and tubes of various concoctions and even a strap-on cock stuffed down the side the drawer. There seemed to be no end to the surprises Nana kept hidden away, I smirked to myself, reaching down and picking up a big red dildo that sat atop the pile of sex toys. The dildo fucking thing had to be ten inches long and was the exception to most of the other toys in that it wasn’t pink. The damned thing made even my cock seem small as I studied it then brought it up to my nose and sniffed it. And yes, I could smell pussy on it. Apparently Nana’s Pussy. Nana’s hot, wet pussy!


  “So there you are…I’ve been looking all over the house for you…” I heard Nana say from the doorway.


  I nearly jumped out of my skin, jerking around staring at her in dumbfounded shock. Where the fuck had she come from? It wasn’t noon yet. And yet she was standing there, leaning against the doorframe watching me with a little amused smile on her pretty face. It was the same smile I’d seen on her face the day she had caught me gawking at her tits out on the patio eight years ago. I felt like such a fucking fool.


  “That’s Elmo…he’s my favorite…” I heard her chuckle as she pushed off the doorframe and slowly padded across the room to her chest of drawers on her tiny bare feet. That must be why I hadn’t heard her, I frantically thought. She must have taken her shoes off downstairs.


  Elmo? Had she named her dildos? That was crazy.


  “Been exploring have we?” she asked me, laying her purse down on top of the chest of drawers.


  “Uh, uh, yeah, uh, I guess, uh, I’m sorry…” I mumbled feeling like a ten year old caught with his hand in the cookie jar as I eased the dildo back into the drawer and pushed it shut with my knee.


  As she stood smiling at me with an amused look on her pretty face, I couldn’t help but notice her nipples. They looked stiff and swollen as they tented the thin stretchy material of the clingy little pink chiffon tank top she was wearing. And the way they were sticking out against the thin chiffon, it was easy to tell that she wasn’t wearing anything under the chiffon tank top to restrain her big boobs. Then she raised her arm and sniffed her armpit as I stood gawking at her like a lost little boy who didn’t know what to do next.


  “Pee-ew—” she said, wrinkling her cute little nose in a mock sense of revulsion. “I think I need a shower,” she laughed, sliding her thumb under the shoulder strap of the tank top, stretching it out and easing it down her arm as she pulled her arm back through the arm hole. Then, before I realized what she was doing, she repeated the process with the other arm, easing it back through the stretched-out arm hole. Suddenly, with the tank top now draped across her large breasts, taking me completely by surprise, she grasped hold of the hem and quickly peeled the tank top up and off over her head.


  And there they were right out in the open in front of me. Nana’s big, beautiful tits dangling down from her chest in all their bobbling, naked splendor. Her 38D tits. They were fucking gorgeous as they jiggled and bobbed, softly bumping and knocking against one another as she laid the tank top on top of her chest of drawers, reached down and shoved her thumbs under the stretchy waistband of her tight pink shorts.


  “I stink…” she laughed, making her tits bobble and dance even more as she started to inch the shorts down her curvy hips. “I need a shower…want to join me?”


  Join her? Take a shower with her? That was crazy! No beating around the bush. No hesitation, no dilly-dallying around. She just out and asked me if I wanted to take a shower with her—


  I was shocked…and thrilled all at the same time. Take a shower with her? Did I hear her right?


  “Uh, really?” I mumbled, watching on in astounded wonder as she pushed the tight little shorts down over the curve of her hips and down her long shapely legs. Suddenly I found myself staring down at Nana’s bald, shaven pussy. Bald as a baby’s butt. Not a single hair around it, just like it had been in all the pictures she had in her camera.


  “Yes…really. You can wash my back,” she snickered, casually stepping out of her shorts, bending down and sweeping them up off the pink carpet.


  I was flabbergasted. Stunned. Could this really be happening? Nana? Me? Naked? In the shower together? Well, she did like boys, I told myself. And I was a boy…But still, I was her grandson—


  “Uh, okay, uh, sure…I’m, I’m a great back washer…” I lied, trying to joke, never having washed a woman’s back ever before. But I was willing to learn.


  I couldn’t take my eyes of the bobbling, jiggling treasures as Nana dropped her shorts on top of her tank top and slowly, seductively rolling her hips, sauntered over to where I was standing gawking at her.


  “Let me see…” she giggled, stepping up beside me and reaching for the knot in my towel. “Let Nana see what Amos passed on down to his grandson…”


  What would she think? I was about the same size as her other lovers I’d seen in the pictures, maybe just a little bigger. I breathlessly waited as I watched her big tits jiggle and quiver while she plucked and pulled on the stubborn knot. Why did I have to tie it so tight I complained to myself? Finally, the knot came unraveled and Nana eagerly spread the towel apart to bare my firming, almost erect manhood.


  “Oh, my…” she oohed, letting go of the towel and letting it drop to the floor at my feet. “Amos would be proud…and envious…” she smiled, looking down at my cock as it struggled to lift its big purple head higher into the air. Then she reached down and slowly tickled her long, pink fingernails up the length of my cock from my big balls all the way up to the big bloated head. As she did, I felt my cock twitch, jumping up and down with eager expectation while Nana eased her other hand down under my big balls and gave them a gentle squeeze.


  “Are these full?” she whispered, rubbing a big soft breast against my arm.


  “To the brim,” I told her, cupping her breast and giving it a soft squeeze.


  “I wish I had milk for you…but I’m afraid I’m too old for that…” she softly complained, easing my balls back down between my legs.


  Crap. What the fuck is a guy supposed to say when his grandmother tells him that she wished she had mother’s milk for him, but she was too old? Never had to deal with that before.


  “You still want your back washed?” I changed the subject, easing her breast back down onto her chest.


  “Sure…” she laughed, grabbing hold of my hand and pulling me toward her bathroom.


  I couldn’t believe how easily it had all happened. My teenage fantasy coming true in the twinkling of an eye. One minute I’d thought I was all alone in the house and the next minute Nana was standing in front of me with my balls in her hand asking me if they were full. It was crazy.


  My normally elegant, sophisticated Nana was acting more like a teenager than I was. Gone was the dignified, prim and proper Nana and in her place was a vibrant, vivacious bubbly twenty year old. I couldn’t get over the miraculous transformation. Then she stopped at the doorway leading into the bathroom and looked at me.


  “You saw my pictures, didn’t you?” she chuckled, reaching down and tickling the underside of my almost-fully-hardened cock just below the mushroom-shaped head with a pink fingernail.


  Should I tell her the truth…or lie about it? Did grandmothers have that hidden, secret sixth sense that mothers had? That sense that could tell them when a son…or a grandson was lying?


  “Uh, yeah, I, uh, I looked,” I grinned, hoping it wouldn’t change her jovial disposition.


  “What did you think?” she asked me tugging me into the bathroom and opening the shower door.


  “What do you mean?” I asked, puzzled. What did I think? I thought I had one more hot, sexy Nana.


  “Maybe we could take some pictures for my collection…after we’re through showering,” she laughed, pushing the big chrome button that turned the water on. As she did, suddenly there was water spraying down from everywhere. I’d never seen so many shower heads. There must have been a hundred of them spread out around the shower. It would be like standing in the middle of a waterfall, I thought as Nana stuck her hand into the enveloping spray to test the temperature.


  “Perfect,” she giggled stepping into the swirling spray of water. There was so much water, I could only make out the muted outline of her body.


  “So much water…I can barely see you…” I complained, stepping in beside her, groping at her through the churning mist.


  “You want me to turn some of them off?” she asked me, stepping closer, leaning back, rubbing herself against me, the crack of her tight little ass finding my stiff cock.


  “I’ve always wanted to learn braille,” I snickered, finding that my self-confidence was returning. Wrapping my arms around her, I quickly found her big, saggy tits with my hands as I ground my cock up and down the wet, slippery crack of her ass.


  “Why don’t you come live with me when you come to college?” she suggested, leaning her head back on my shoulder, baring her long, graceful throat to my lips.


  “Cool…” I whispered, not believing my luck as I gently nibbled up the smooth, vulnerable skin of her exposed neck. Live with her? Do this every day? Who wouldn’t?


  “It’ll be nice to have a man I can depend on,” she sighed, rolling her hips, rubbing her ass against my prick as I lovingly groped her soft, quivering breasts.


  “What about Julio and Frankie and Jacque?” I murmured, finding the lobe of her ear with my lips.


  “They’re just boys…” She laughed softly, reaching over and pulling a washcloth off the little ceramic hook holding it. “I want a man. You’ve been around. I don’t think any of them have been out of Texas, well, maybe Mexico,” she laughed, soaping up the washcloth with a pink bar of soap.


  “Oh,” I inanely mumbled, not knowing what that had to do with anything. But what the heck, if Nana thought I was a man, who was I to disagree with her?


  “Here—” she told me, handing me the lathered cloth and taking a little step away from me to make room between us so I could wash her back.


  “You look sexy from back here, too, Nana…” I whispered, leaning down, giving her a soft kiss on her shoulder as I cupped the washcloth around a firm, tight ass cheek and gave it a soft squeeze.


  “Oh, I do, do I?” she giggled, reaching out and grasping the two hand holds that had been designed into the layout of the shower. Then she leaned forward, sliding her feet out along the tile floor, spreading her legs apart and giving her tight little ass a wiggle.


  “Yes, you do…” I uttered, slowly sliding the bubble-covered washcloth off her ass and onto the smooth, vulnerable skin of her inner thighs, brushing it over the slippery softness between them.


  “Mmmmm…” Nana murmured, rolling her hips, pressing herself down on my questioning touch.


  “So soft…” I sighed, softly probing the slippery flesh with my fingers as I cupped my other hand under the washcloth, tenderly skimming it up over the swell of one of her tight ass cheeks and onto the long, sweeping curve of her back leaving a frothy trail of bubbles behind it as I did.


  Then my fingers found the slippery opening of her sex, extending out two of them, I slowly pushed up inside the clinging warmth. When I did, it elicited another soft moan from Nana as her legs crept apart wider while she pushed down taking my fingers deeper inside her. She was so slippery hot inside as I felt her pussy squeeze down around my probing fingers. My heart was racing. This was all happening so fast. It was almost like Nana had planned for it to happen as I slowly eased my fingers in and out of her clutching tightness while I swirled the washcloth around on her back.


  After a few seconds, I felt Nana slide her feet wider apart as she began to softly work her hips up and down, fucking herself on my probing, juice-slickened fingers.


  Finally, I pulled my fingers out of Nana’s hot, slippery sex and dropped the washcloth on the shower floor where it landed with a loud, wet splat.


  “Finished—” I mumbled, stepping in closer, grasping her by the hips, pulling her back against my rigid maleness as it slid down in between the slippery, soapy cheeks of her ass. Slowly rubbing my cock up and down the crack of her tight little ass, I eased my hands around in front of her, up over her slightly-rounded tummy and up the pendant treasures hanging down from her chest. Cupping the dangling globes of soft flesh, I roughly kneaded and massaged them, seeking out her stiff, swollen nipples with my fingers. Nana’s arousal was clearly evidenced by the tautness of the rubbery nubs.


  As I teased the taut, springy protrusions, I felt Nana push up onto her tiptoes. Next, she reached down between her legs and grasped hold of my balls, pinching them, pulling down on them. Realizing what she wanted, I bent my knees, crouching down between her legs and felt her grasp hold of my stiff, jutting cock.


  “Do you want to fuck Nana?” I heard her ask me as she pulled my prick out through the opening between her her legs.


  “Yessssss—” I eagerly hissed, feeling her wriggling her hips, fitting the big head of my cock up between the fleshy, gorged lips of her pussy. Quickly seating the tip of my prick into the slippery opening of her sex, she pushed back at me and I felt the head of my cock slowly slide into the squeezing tightness of her pussy. As it did, I felt Nana’s hands leave my cock and clutch down around my hips, her sharp nails digging in as she pulled me up into the silken sheath between her legs. It was like being enveloped in liquid silk as I pushed up into the silken clutch of her slippery cunt. It was all happening so fast as I pushed deeper and deeper into my grandmother’s warm accepting flesh.


  It had all happened so quickly, so naturally. But how could this be? She was my grandmother! Things like this just didn’t happen. This was the darkest form of incest. A grandmother and her grandson? But why? She loved me. I loved her. What was wrong with showing that love in this way? It was all so confusing, so complicated, and so depraved. But in spite of all that…it was happening!


  Still pinching and twisting her stiff, rubbery nipples, I could feel them getting harder as I pushed myself up into Nana’s clasping sheath of silken flesh. Letting go of her big tits, I grasped hold of her waist, just above the points of her hips and pushed her down onto my thrusting maleness. Curling my hips, I drove upward, driving all the way up until my belly nudged up against Nana’s tight little ass.


  “So big…” Nana whispered, squeezing her pussy down around my buried cock as I stood crouched between her legs with all eight inches of my steel-hard cock buried up inside her belly.


  Letting go of her waist, I once again latched my hands onto her sagging breasts, roughly squeezing and kneading them. As I did, Nana leaned back against me, resting her head on my shoulder, baring the vulnerable softness of her throat to my embracing lips. I could feel the soft undulation of her hips as she rubbed her butt against my belly taking me totally and completely inside her.


  It was the craziest feeling, nibbling Nana’s neck, looking down and seeing my hands wrapped around her big, droopy breasts, squeezing, groping them as she had her arms stretched out in front of her holding onto the hand holds while the splashing spray swirled around us. It was like an out-of-body experience. Almost like I was watching someone else fucking Nana, thinking I could never do anything so despicable to my own grandmother.


  But there was no denying the wondrous feelings flowing from my buried cock. Yes, it was me…and yes, I was fucking my grandmother.


  “Yessss, fuck meeeee—” I heard Nana growl out to further validate what was happening. Yes, I was fucking my grandmother…


  Letting go of her pendant breasts, I leaned back and wrapped my clutching hands around her waist. Grasping her tightly, I rolled my hips and slowly backed my cock back down the silken sheath until all that was left inside her was the head of my juice-slathered cock. Rocking forward, shoving her down, driving up, I thrust back inside the clinging warmth all the way up to my balls, stopping only when my belly smacked up against the cheeks of her ass.


  As my belly smacked up against Nana’s butt, I heard her give out a soft, “Ummmpf—”, her fists tightening their grip on the hand holds. “Hard and deep, Baby—fuck Nana hard and deep—” she whispered, rolling her hips, wriggling her ass, making my stiff prick twirl around inside the clutching heat of her cunt.


  Sweet, decorous, elegant Nana wanted it deep and hard. And being her dutiful grandson, it was my duty to provide Nana with what she wanted.


  Jerking back, grasping her tighter, I grunted and lunged back inside her up to the hilt again.


  Pushing up onto her toes, Nana took me without complaint as I began to rock back and forth, driving up to the hairy hilt of my cock on every deep, thrusting stroke. The loud, vulgar slap of our wet bodies whacking together was swallowed up in the swirling mist as we fucked.


  I could see the muscles in Nana’s back tightening under her glistening skin, feel the muscled encircling the opening of her sex tightening around my plunging prick as I pumped it in and out of her. Nana was going to come! I could sense it. I couldn’t believe that she was going to come so quickly. We’d only been fucking for a couple of frantic minutes.


  “Oh, Baby, oh, Baby, going to finish, Baby…” she panted out, pushing up onto her toes then dropping down onto my stiff cock every time I drove it up into her accepting softness.


  “Yeah, Nana, come—come on my cock—” I grunted, working my hips faster, digging my fingers into her waist, pushing and pulling, helping her work up and down on my plunging manhood. I was just getting started and Nana was already about to come. This knowledge gave me a sense of power knowing that I could go for another ten or fifteen minutes, if I had to.


  Suddenly, Nana let out a long, straining gasp as her body stiffened and I felt her pussy clamp down around my cock. Slacking off, I continued to slowly slide my juice-drenched peter in and out of Nana’s contracting cunt as she finished around me.


  I could feel every undulating spasm work its way through Nana’s orgasming pussy. I don’t know how she kept her pussy so supple and tight. She must Kegel as much as she exercised at the gym to keep it so tight.


  Whatever it was, I was now the lucky recipient of all that exercise as I felt Nana’s pussy clutching and milking my cock.


  “Aren’t-aren’t you going to come?” Nana panted finally letting go of the hand holds and leaning back against me. Nana was still breathing hard, her wet, glistening tits rising and falling as I stared down at them over her shoulder.


  “In a little bit—” I grunted, curling my hips and driving up into her softening pussy. I wanted to be on top, dominating her, showing her what a stud she had for a grandson when I came inside her.


  “Don’t you want to come in Nana?” she pouted, rolling her hips, grinding her ass against my belly.


  “More than anything, Nana…” I mumbled, bending my knees, easing my peter back down the tight, clinging sheath of her pussy.


  “Oh, Baby, Nana doesn’t want you to take it out…” she fussed, spreading her legs wider apart, lowering herself, trying to keep me from pulling out of her.


  All of a sudden, with a wet, slippery squish, I slipped out of her, my rigid maleness loudly slapping up against my belly.


  “Jimmy—” Nana groaned, thrusting back at me, trapping my drenched cock in the crack of her ass again.


  Grasping Nana by her shoulders, I roughly spun her around until were facing each other. We were so close I could feel her big tits brushing against my chest as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me crushing her against me.


  Opening my mouth, I closed it down around her parted lips, thrusting my tongue in between them into the moist warmth of her mouth. Our first kiss was heated and passionate as I probed her mouth seeking out her tongue. Then I felt it twist around mine as I gently sucked it into my mouth, sucking on it and nipping it with my teeth. As we kissed, I felt Nana’s hand brush against my hip as she reached around behind me, her fingers spreading out on the small of my back, pushing my stiff cock against her smooth, shaven mons.


  At last, I broke the fiery kiss and bent down. Sliding my arm behind her knees and back, I grunted, lifting Nana off her feet and up into my arms.


  “Don’t slip—” Nana warned me, wrapping an arm around my neck and stabbing at the big chrome button to turn off the water. Suddenly the waterfall was gone, leaving behind only a misty fog as I wobbled out of the shower onto the big shag rug spread out on the bathroom floor. “Be careful—” Nana warned me again as I stumbled but caught myself before I fell.


  Nana was a little heavier than I had expected and maybe my showing off was a bad move. But I couldn’t stop now as I lurched across the bathroom and out into Nana’s bedroom. Luckily, it was only a few steps to the bed and I was somehow able to make my way to it without falling.


  Leaning down, I stretched out my arms and gently deposited my wet grandmother onto the edge of the bed. Standing back up, I could see that Nana’s skin was wetly glistening in the morning sunlight streaming in through the windows as she sat on the edge of the bed looking up at me. She was smiling with that same amused, teasing smile she used on me when she knew that I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing.


  “We made it…” I heard Nana softly laugh seeming surprised that we had.


  “Did you have any doubts?” I grinned, reaching down and brushing my fingers up the damp, smooth skin of her inner thigh.


  “Yes—” she snickered, making her flattened tits jiggle and shake.


  “I didn’t,” I lied, easing down onto my knees, putting my hands on her knees and gently, but forcefully pushing Nana’s long, curvaceous legs apart to bare the wet, pink flesh between them.


  “Are you always so confident?” she smiled, leaning back, resting her weight on her elbows as she watched me with her sparkling blue eyes.


  “Only when I know what I’m doing…” I smirked, leaning down and slowly kissing up the silky smooth skin of the inside of her thigh, stopping only a couple of inches from her moist, pungent pussy.


  “And what are you doing?” she teased back at me, reaching down and brushing her fingertips through my hair.


  “What do you want me to do, Nana?” I goaded her, moving over to her other knee, slowly kissing up the inside of her other thigh, stopping again just as I was about to kiss up onto her salivating pussy.


  “Kiss me…” she whispered, dropping her hand onto her tummy, extending out her forefinger and probing her clit out from its fleshy hood, “…there…” she softly said, slowly ticking her finger back and forth across her clit.


  Flicking out my tongue, I flattened it. Then starting at the little oozing slit at the bottom of her pussy, I lazily licked up the length of her pussy all the way up to the little pink pearl peeking out from its hiding place.


  “Yes, there…” Nana murmured, twisting her hips, rubbing her clit against my lapping tongue.


  Circling my tongue around Nana’s clit, I could feel it swelling, hardening.


  “Do you like doing that?” Nana asked me, affectionately brushing the backs of her fingers down my cheek.


  “Doing what?” I teased back lifting my mouth off her pussy looking up at her, wanting to hear her say it.


  “Eating my pussy,” she grinned down at me. “Or would you rather me call it my cunt?”


  I felt a spark of excitement tickle through my cock when I heard her say “cunt.” There was just something evil and wicked about hearing your grandmother say “cunt” or even “pussy. It seemed that all my preconceived beliefs about Nana bring Miss Prim and Proper were a little off course…


  “Cunt—” I smiled, “and yes, I love eating Nana’s sweet, little cunt…” I softly said slowly lowering my lips back down, pursing them around her clit and giving it a soft suck.


  “And Nana loves having her sweet, little cunt eaten,” she purred back at me, wriggling her hips, rubbing her clit against my fluttering tongue.


  Easing down off her elbows onto her back, Nana closed her eyes. I could see that she had two handfuls of pink satin clutched in her fisted hands as she lifted her legs one at a time, splayed them out, bent them at the knees and laid her tiny feet on my back. Her head was slowly twisting from side to side as she made soft murmuring sounds while she painted my lips with her hot, sticky overflow. The smell of my grandmother’s overheated sex was everywhere as I breathed it in while I teased and tormented her protruding clit. Her clit had been soft and supple when I had first started, but now it was hard and swollen, sticking out of its little hood begging for my attention.


  “Am I doing it right, Nana?” I whispered out around her clit as I lashed it with my tongue. I could feel myself reverting back to my childhood, wanting to please my Nana…


  “Lick it harder…” Nana panted, pushing down on my back with her feet, rolling her hips, working them up and down faster. I could see that she liked it as I flicked harder, fluttering my tongue all over and around her stiff, swollen clit. Nana’s clit was bigger than most I had dealt with and that made it even more exciting as I could actually hold onto it with my lips, sucking on it while I flayed it with my flicking tongue.


  I could feel the tendons in her inner thighs beginning to bulge out against her skin, her muscles tightening as her breathing was becoming more rushed and frantic. Looking up over her taut, trembling belly, I could see that her nipples were stiff and swollen too as her big tits heaved up and down in rhythm with her labored breathing. Her cheeks were flushed and her head was tilting back, lifting her chin as the muscles in her neck forced her head back against the mattress. Her back was bowing up off the mattress as the muscles in it tightened, stretching tighter and tighter. Then, as she fought harder, the straining muscles in her legs began to quiver as her tiny feet pushed down on my back.


  “Oh-God-oh-God-God-God—” she gasped out, her whole body twitching as her muscles locked down stiff as boards. Then my chin and throat were suddenly bathed in a gush of warm, sticky juice when it came flowing out of her pussy. She was coming! Nana was coming again. I had finished her off twice and I had yet to come.


  I was feeling pretty smug about myself as I flayed Nana’s juice-slathered cunt with my lashing tongue while she came and came until at last she was done.


  “Wow…” she softly laughed, unclenching her fists, releasing the sheet, reaching down and brushing her fingers through my hair. “That was awesome…” she smiled, lifting her feet up off my back, letting her legs slide down my shoulders and arms until the soles of her feet were resting on the floor once again.


  Lifting my head out from between her legs, I could see that her pussy was glistening wetly, drenched in the overflow of her orgasm. And I could feel that my cheeks and throat were also sticky and wet, coated with my grandmother’s creamy emissions.


  Standing on my knees between my grandmother’s thighs, I watched her push up onto one elbow and reach over to the nightstand beside the bed. Pulling open the drawer, I saw her dig her hand down into it and pull out a little bottle of clear fluid.


  “Would you like to fuck Nana’s titties?” she asked me, flicking open the cap of what I now saw was baby oil.


  Fuck her fantastic tits? That would be almost as good as fucking her pussy, I giddily thought. Fuck the objects of all those frustrating jack-offs while I was thinking about them.


  “I would love to fuck Nana’s beautiful titties…” I crooned, watching her tilt the bottle up and squeeze out of drizzle of the baby oil down in the cleavage between her big, sagging tits.


  “Stand up,” she whispered, spreading the oil over her breasts.


  Grabbing hold of the mattress on each side of her hips, I quickly pushed up onto my feet in front of her. As I did, I saw that my cock was at the perfect height as it was directly in front of her drooping tits. Then Nana held out her hand and squeezed more baby oil into it. Flicking the cap back on the bottle she tossed it on the bed and gently grasped hold of my jutting cock.


  “So big…” she whispered again as she slowly spread the hand full of oil all over my dick and balls.


  Then she let go of my glistening prick, leaned down and picked up the towel I’d been wearing earlier. Wiping her hands on the towel, she draped the towel across her lap and clutched her big, pendulous tits between her hands. Looking up at me, smiling, she leaned forward and trapped my jutting dock between her big, droopy tits.


  “Fuck Nana’s titties…” she purred, holding her slippery tits pressed against the shaft of my oiled cock. Grabbing hold of her shoulders to steady myself, I began to slowly rock my hips up and down sliding my cock in and out of the tight clasp of Nana’s big tits.


  I could feel the head of my dick bumping up against Nana’s chin as I pumped it up and down between her big, soft tits. She had that same smiling, amused look on her face as before.


  “Does it feel good,” she purred, squeezing her tits tighter against my pistoning prick.


  “Yeah…” I muttered, humping harder. I could feel my cum starting to simmer and I knew that I could come just about any time I wanted to now.


  “Do you want to come on Nana’s tits?’ Nana teased.


  “No… ” I panted, slowing down so as to not lose it and do exactly that. “I want to come in Nana’s sweet, little cunt…


  “Oh, such a naughty, little boy…” Nana snickered, squeezing her tits tighter around my cock, “wanting to come in Nana’s cunt. I never knew what a naughty, little boy you always were, Jimmy…wanting to fuck your Nana all this time…”


  “Yeah…I’ve always wanted to fuck my Nana…” I smirked, slowly working my hips up and down sliding my big prick between Nana’s big, oily tits.


  “Have you always wanted to fuck Nana’s titties, too?” she purred, keeping her slippery tits pressed against my slithering dick.


  “Yeah, ever since the first time I saw them out on your patio that afternoon…” I told her.


  There was just something about watching and feeling my big dick sliding up and down between Nana’s big oily tits. Watching the big, purple head disappear down between them and then reappear glistening with baby oil. And there was something so wickedly deceitful about the fact it was baby oil. The smell and feel of the baby oil and all that went with that smell made what we were doing all that much more depraved.


  As much as I was turned on by fucking Nana’s big oily tits, my balls were beginning to ache from holding back the building charge inside them. Leaning back, easing my big, oiled prick down and out from between Nana’s tits, I took her by the shoulders and pushed her down onto her back.


  “Oh—is Jimmy going to fuck his Nana some more?” she smiled up at me, digging her elbows down into the mattress and scooting back away from the edge of the bed as I climbed up between her outstretched legs. As she did, I could see her big, glistening tits softly jiggling under their coating of oil.


  “Yes…and he is going to come in Nana’s sweet, little cunt,” I smirked. “Do you want me to come in your sweet, little cunt?”


  “Yessssss—” she hissed, spreading her legs wider apart, lifting them, hooking her ankles around the backs of my thighs as her oily hands clutched me around the waist. “I want to feel your big cock inside me, your hot, creamy cum spurting out into me, filling my sweet, little cunt…” she cooed pulling me down to her.


  I felt the head of my cock nudge up against the yielding softness between her legs and immediately slide inside the clutching warmth. She was so wet and ready and my cock was covered with baby oil so there was no hesitation as I easily pushed all eight inches down into her in one quick thrust.


  “So-fucking-big—” Nana winced, frowning, squeezing herself down around my plunging manhood, her legs flexing, pulling me down into the sucking void between her uplifted legs. Then I felt the silky insides of her thighs sliding up my hips, her legs spreading wider as they crept up my sides. Then somehow, folding her legs, bending them, contorting them, she pushed them under my arms until the backs of her creamy soft thighs were pressed against my belly, her calves plastered against my slippery, oily chest, her ankles clamped against my neck and her feet brushing against my cheeks. She was nearly bent double as her hand snaked around her hips and her long, sharp fingernails dug down into my clenched ass. I could feel every pinpoint of pain as her nails dug into my skin pulling me deeper into the hot, sucking depths of her hungry pussy.


  “Fuck-Nana—” she growled, squeezing her cunt down around my embedded prick.


  Her wish was my command as I jerked my hips back and then sent my cock driving back inside her.


  “Yes, Baby, fuck Nana—” she groveled, squirming, rubbing the backs of her legs against my belly and chest, spreading the slippery baby oil all over both of us.


  Within moments, I was savagely pounding her compliant pussy with my big oily cock as the bed lurched back and forth violently. Nana had a crazed, unfocused look in her big, blue eyes while they sparkled and twinkled in the afternoon sunlight as the morning had disappeared into a fog of unabated sexual warfare. I was starting to sweat which only added to the slipperiness as our bodies banged together, each of us seeking domination, neither of us achieving it.


  I could feel it coming. I was going to blow. I was going to come in my Nana’s sweet, little cunt. All those frustrated years and now this. The grand finale.


  “Gonna come-gonna come in Nana’s pussy—” I panted out, pumping into Nana’s tight, little cunt as fast and hard as I could.


  “You want to come in Nana’s ass?” I heard Nana whisper as she squeezed her cunt around my pistoning cock, milking it, sucking on it with her pussy.


  “Huh? What?” I grunted, my hips lurching to a stop with my dick buried up to the hilt inside her as I stared down between her ankles at her face.


  “You want to come in Nana’s ass?” she whispered again, clamping the soles of her feet against my cheeks. “Come in Nana’s ass?”


  I nearly lost it right then and there as I struggled to hold it back, not believing what I had just heard. In her ass? Oh, God. Fuck Nana in the ass? That would be the crème-de-la-crème.


  “Really?” I asked her in shocked astonishment. “In your ass?”


  I still couldn’t believe it. Fuck my grandmother in the ass? I’d never fucked a girl in the ass, much less a woman, and heaven forbid, never my grandmother?


  “Yessss—” she hissed, still furiously milking my cock with her pussy.


  “When?” I wanted to know.


  “Right now—” she murmured, rolling her hips. “Take it out…and I’ll put it in my ass.”


  I suddenly realized that it would be the perfect time. My cock was covered in baby oil and cunt juice so it should slide into her ass without too much trouble. But I was awfully big…and I didn’t want to hurt Nana.


  “I don’t want to hurt you…” I mumbled, keeping my prick shoved down inside her hot, clutching pussy.


  “I’m not a virgin…I’ve done it before…” she told me.


  I felt a little growl of jealousy rumble through my head, but how could I turn down such an offer? Nana’s ass! Fuck Nana in the ass!


  I slowly backed down the bed, pulling my juice-slathered cock out of her pussy as I went. Then I felt the head of my dick slither out of her. Reaching around her hips she grasped hold of my slippery cock with the tips of her fingers. I felt the head of my dick slide down across the little stretch of skin separating her pussy and anus. My heart was pounding with excitement. This was to be my first piece of ass and it was going to be my Nana’s ass. It was mind-blowing. Then I felt the tip of my cock settle down into the center of the rubbery pucker of her asshole.


  “Push-put it in me—” I heard Nana whisper, wriggling her hips, pushing back down against the rounded tip of my cockhead. I was going to do it, I feverishly thought digging my toes down into the mattress, pushing up the bed, curling my hips and pushing against the resisting sphincter.


  “So fucking big—” I heard Nana complain as her anus began to stretch open to accept the evil tapered head of my cock.


  “Want me to stop?” I mumbled, stopping, waiting to see if she did and hoping she wouldn’t.


  “No-don’t stop-keep pushing—” she winced out through clenched teeth. She was frowning now, a scowl deeply etched into her forehead.


  I pushed again and felt the rubbery pucker stretching wider to accept me. It was so fucking tight as my lubed dick forced its way inside her. Then all of a sudden, I heard Nana suck in a breath of air just as I felt the head of my cock slither inside her and the tight sphincter clamped down around the shaft of my penis just below the rooted head.


  “Sorry—” I childishly muttered, pausing again, not wanting to hurt her any more.


  “Push it in—” Nana growled, the muscles in her jaws tightly clenched, her sharp fingernails digging into my hips pulling me deeper inside the strangling tightness of her ass.


  God, she was so fucking tight as I strained to push in deeper, struggling to hold back the explosion that was gathering down inside my aching balls. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold it back as I slowly inched down into the clamping stricture of her ass. I’d never felt anything like it. It was like trying to force my cock into a tightly-clenched fist.


  I could feel the tendons in the backs of her legs tightening, her toes pointing as I strained to push deeper inside her tight, clasping ass.


  Unbelievably, I suddenly felt my groin thud up against the soft, cushiony cheeks of Nana’s ass. I was inside her! I had all eight inches shoved down inside her tightly-clenched rectum. I was fucking Nana’s ass! Just the thought of anything so crazy was about to trigger a titanic eruption down inside her ass as I fought to hold it back.


  “Are you going to come?” I heard Nana wince, wondering how she could know how close I was to erupting.


  “Yessss—” I hissed, straining against her, trying to push deeper as her ankles clamped tighter, her ankle bones digging into my cheeks. Her legs were trembling as I felt her rectum squeezing tighter and tighter.


  “Come—come—fill up my ass with your cream—” Nana grimaced.


  That did it. I couldn’t hold it back. My loins burst as a gusher of fiery-hot jism came spewing up from my balls. An upheaval of pleasure jolted through my cock as it lurched and shot a creamy load of overheated cum out into Nana’s ass.


  “Ohhhhh—so fucking hot—” Nana gasped, cringing while my cock began to twitch and jerk, spurting out gush after gush of thick, gelatinous semen deep into the depth of her bowels. It was mind-blowing as I openly wept, unable to hold my emotions in check while I emptied my balls into Nana’s ass. My balls were melting, liquefying and being ejected out through my kicking, bucking cock in thick, gooey gobs. I’d never come so much, or so hard.


  But at last, it was over—


  I was drained. My balls were finally empty. Nana had taken all I had to give. I could feel my cock dying down inside her cum-filled ass.


  “So much cum—” I heard Nana murmur as my wilting manhood began to shrivel and shamefully retreat back down her widely-stretched rectum.


  I was too tired to talk. I couldn’t move. I’d never felt so happy and peaceful in my whole life.


  Then, with a squishy, wet slurp, I came slithering out of Nana’s ass and lifelessly flopped down onto the bed between the cheeks of her tight, little ass.


  “Uh-oh—” Nana softly laughed, seemingly none the worse for wear from the defilement of her ass.


  “Wow—” was all I could say as if finally felt something down in my legs. I could move again. I couldn’t walk, but I could move my legs enough to roll over and free Nana.


  Grunting, I tiredly pushed up off her and rolled over onto my back beside her. As I did, I watched as her long legs unfold and drop back down onto the bed.


  “I’ll be right back…” she told me, sitting up, scooting over to the edge of the bed and standing up. Then she grabbed up the towel, stuffed it up between her legs and started for the bathroom.


  “Not going anywhere—can’t walk—” I mumbled, watching her tight, little ass quiver and ripple as she hurried into the bathroom.


  “Silly boy…” she laughed disappearing into the bathroom.


  I lay there in a daze listening to Nana as she went about repairing the damage I’d done to her. Looking down at my watch, I saw that it was two-fifteen and the bright Austin afternoon sunlight was streaming in through the windows. There was something surreal about the whole thing. It all had an almost dream-like quality to it. Like it wasn’t really happening, but it was.


  Strangely, everything in Nana’s room seemed pinker than it had before. More feminine…


  Then as I lay lost in my thoughts, Nana came slowly walking out of the bathroom carrying a little basin. My eyes were drawn down to her big tits softly jiggling as she padded across the room to where I lay watching her. I still couldn’t get over how beautiful they were.


  Sliding onto the bed, she set the little basin down on the bed beside my hip. When she did, I saw that there was a washcloth floating on the soapy water in the porcelain basin.


  “I hope you don’t think badly of me, Jimmy…” she murmured, lifting the washcloth out of the water and wringing it out. “I was just lonely,” she told me, gently lifting my limp cock and running the washcloth over it. “And besides, what can it hurt?”


  “Uh, I, I don’t know…” I lamely mumbled, wondering where this was all going. Was this a confession? Or an admission of guilt? Or just her explanation of how it all happened so quickly.


  “We didn’t hurt anyone, did we? So, if no one else ever finds out, who will ever know? It is just between you and me.”


  “Uh, that’s, uh, fine with me,” I told her, watching her ease my cock back down on my stomach and drop the washcloth back into the basin.


  “Good…” she smiled, picking up the basin and sliding it onto the nightstand.


  “You still haven’t finished inside my poor, neglected little pussy, you know…” she whispered, melting down on the bed beside me.


  “Yeah, I know,” I grinned feeling a little tickle of expectant excitement work through my slumbering manhood.


  “I think we should work on that…don’t you?” she purred, snuggling up next to me, draping a leg across mine, rubbing her bald mons against my hip as she nuzzled my ear with her plucking, nibbling lips. Then she lifted a hand up onto my belly and began to gently pluck and pull at my lifeless manhood.


  “Would you like for Nana to suck on you?” she whispered, kissing down onto my shoulder, scooting down the bed until her nibbling lips found one of my little hard nipples. “Suck on your cock and make you hard?”


  “Yeah—” I grunted, digging my elbows down in the mattress and scooting up the bed.


  As I did, I felt Nana’s lips leave my nipple as she kissed down off my chest onto my belly. I could feel her moist pussy sliding down my leg leaving a wet trail of pussy juice behind it as her lips trailed down toward my reticent cock. Resting her cheek on my belly, Nana continued to dip her head lower and lower while I felt her cup my big balls in the palm of her hand. Then her soft, warm lips brushed across the tip of my cockhead and I felt another spark of expectant excitement fire off inside it.


  “Do you want to come in Nana’s mouth…or her hot, little cunt?” Nana whispered as I felt her damp, warm breath brush down the length of my penis.


  “Cunt—” I blurted out, curling my hips, trying to force my cock between Nana’s lips.


  “Tell me when you’re about to come then…so I can stop and you can put it in my pussy. Okay?” she murmured, slowly twirling her long, sinuous tongue around the head of my cock.


  “Okay,” I groaned, feeling Nana’s lips purse down around the head of my cock and begin to softly suck it inside her warm, moist mouth. Her lips were so soft and warm as the inched down onto the shaft of my peter sucking as they went. There was something so sensual, so exhilarating about having my grandmother sucking on my cock. My Nana had my cock in her mouth and was sucking on it! I couldn’t have thought this up in my wildest dreams. My Nana sucking on my cock! Un-fucking-believable.


  As Nana sucked, I could feel her supple, twisting tongue flicking around my cockhead as her fingers gently squeezed and pulled on my balls. My cock was slowly but surely filling with blood again as it began to firm up inside Nana’s busy mouth. Nana was doing things to my cock with her tongue and lips that I didn’t know could be done to a cock and I was starting to respond faster.


  “MMMmmmmm…” Nana gurgled out around my cock, her voice vibrating through it as her hot breath brushed down it. As she sucked, I could feel her rubbing her hot, wet cunt against my leg coating it with Nana’s wet, slippery juices. I felt the head of my prick nudge up against the opening of her throat and heard Nana give out a soft gag as she backed her lips up the thickening shaft. I was almost there. Almost fully erect as Nana greedily sucked on me. It was the best head I’d ever had. I don’t know if Nana was that good or the fact that it was Nana doing it that made it so good, but I could already feel what was left of my reserve of cum starting to roil and bubble down inside my balls as Nana lovingly caressed them with her fondling fingers.


  Suddenly, Nana stopped, lifting her head, letting my stiff cock slither out from between her lips.


  “Are you going to come?” she whispered, slowly licking her long, pink tongue up the bulging underside of my stiff cock.


  “Pretty soon…but not just yet…” I mumbled not wanting her to stop sucking. “I’ll tell you…”


  “You can come in my mouth if you want…it’s okay,” she purred, sinking her lips back down around my cock and sucking me back into her mouth.


  “Inside you…” I muttered as she began to suck again while I felt the tip of a fingernail tickle across the pucker of my anus. She was going to get a mouth full if she kept that up. I was struggling to hold it back but I could feel the urge to come building down inside my loins. Feel the burn inside the head of my cock burning hotter and hotter.


  “Gonna come, Nana, better stop—” I complained, wanting to come in her mouth, but not wanting to come in her mouth.


  “Come, Baby, come to Nana—” Nana bubbled, lifting her lips off my primed cock and quickly rolling over onto her back, her long legs flying apart like they’d been spring loaded.


  “Put it in me, Baby, put your big cock in Nana’s little pussy…” she crooned as I scrambled up onto my hands and knees and crawled up between her splayed out legs. Grabbing my jutting cock, she roughly shoved it down, bending it down to the wet, seeping slit between her lips. Using the pointy tip of my cock, she prodded the thick, fleshy lips apart and seated the tip down in the oozing slit.


  “Yesssss-Baby-fuck me—” she hissed out, letting go of my cock and locking her clawed hands around my hips. Grunting, l lunged and drove all eight inches of Bethlehem Steel down into her slippery, accepting flesh. She was so fucking hot, so tight, so wet, I easily slid in up to my balls.


  “Oh, God, yes, Baby, fuck your Nana, fuck me—” she squealed, her hips lurching upward, taking me even deeper inside the clasping tightness of her cunt. I lost it as I began to pound into her slippery flesh as hard and fast as I could. My big balls were primed as they wetly slapped up against Nana’s ass while I fucked her with every ounce of my energy.


  I wanted to come so bad, but I wanted her to come with me as I hammered into her with crazed abandon. Her hands were all over me, her thighs clamping against my hips, her heels digging into my ass as she enveloped me inside her body. I was being consumed by her as our bodies melded together as one.


  “Come-Baby-come for Nana-give me your seed, Honey-all of it-Nana wants it all, Baby—” she gushed out her hungry pussy feverishly milking my plunging, pistoning cock.


  It was too much. I couldn’t hold it back as I felt my loins erupt and go gushing out through my cock. I was melting, flowing out through my cock into Nana’s belly. And as I felt my cock lurch and spew out the first creamy gush, I felt Nana’s pussy lock down around my cock, clamping it tightly as she contracted down around me. She was coming too. We were both coming. It was amazing. I could feel every undulating spasm that rippled through her orgasming pussy as I pumped it full of my venomous seed. There was something so irreverent about finishing inside my grandmother’s womanhood. How could I ever defile her like that?


  Because she wanted me to. She had wanted me to fuck her. And I had. She had wanted me to come inside her. And I had! And so it went…


  But this was only the first time. After I had spent the rest of the weekend with my grandmother, I returned home for two weeks to gather my things. Then I returned to Austin and moved it with Nana. No one caught on to our little charade and the next four years were the happiest four years of my life. I had everything I wanted. But most of all, I had Nana…


  


  The End
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