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The Grieving Widow




 


It was three o'clock on a sultry Saturday
afternoon and Sarah sat in her dressing chair, still dressed in her
sheer, red dressing gown as she sipped on an Iceberg. Peppermint
Schnapps and vodka. What a delightful drink, she thought. Gets you
high, keeps your breath sweet, and holds all those worrisome
problems at bay. And all at the same time.

But better take it easy though, if you're
going over to play gin rummy with Wade tonight, she tipsily
thought, looking over at the mirror that sat by her dresser.

"Who is that," she tipsily giggled. "Who is
that good-looking broad looking back at you?" she asked right out
loud since there was no one else there to hear her.

A grandmother? No, it couldn't be…but yes
indeed, it was. She was a grandmother. Hard to believe. Well you
certainly don't look like a grandmother to me, she smiled to
herself. She had always pictured a grandmother as a short, plump
lady with little round glasses perched on her nose, a summery dress
and an apron tied around her pudgy belly. That certainly wasn't the
woman staring back at her. The woman staring back at her was WOMAN.
All woman. With a pretty face, curves galore, a show-stopping
figure, and lovely shapely legs that stretched out below her for
miles and miles.

But alas, the woman looking back at her
looked very sad and lonely.

Widowed a year earlier, she now lived alone
in the huge house where she and Henri had spent so many happy years
together. Henri had been successful…very successful in real estate,
and they had been independently wealthy. Able to take off at the
drop of a hat and fly anywhere they wanted. It had been a good
life, she told herself. They had enjoyed each other's company so
much. In fact, they had been so well off, there was no reason for
her to work. So she had spent most of her time socializing with
other socialites in their rich circle of friends and accompanying
Henri on his many business trips.

But when Henri passed away, all that changed.
She suddenly found herself shunned by her friends. Especially the
women. The same women who had enjoyed her company when Henri was
around had quickly evaporated, abandoning her. Sarah, being a
little conceited about her looks anyway had always had been a bit
of a flirt, even when Henri was around. Now, even this came back to
haunt her. In fact, that was the only contentious thing that had
ever come between her and her, Henri. He had been extremely jealous
of her, and showed it. That, along with her beauty and grace made
her a bit of a threat to the other women, especially at the lavish
parties they threw. The women felt that it would be tempting fate
to invite such a beautiful widowed woman to these parties. A woman
who could easily seduce their husbands away from them, if she
wanted to. As a result, the invitations quickly diminished to a
trickle and finally stopped altogether.

She could hardly blame them though. She had
always been smugly proud of her beauty and didn't care who knew it.
And any attention she had received had been deserved, she thought.
No matter what the age or source of attention had been, as long as
it was male. So now, Sarah found herself a social outcast, on the
outside looking in on her old circle of friends…left to her own
devices to find happiness for herself. She had never felt so all
alone in her whole life…

Even though, she was closing in on sixty, she
had worked hard to maintain the figure of a woman much younger. In
fact, when people saw her and her daughter together, many commented
on what a pretty pair of sisters they were. While she found this
flattering, her daughter, Emily, found it anything but—

Sarah knew that she was a knockout, but she
might be just a little too vain, not caring where the attention
came from.

Sarah had taken particular care of herself
over the years, and now only a few, faint wrinkle lines marred her
smooth, almost perfect skin.

Stepping over to the mirror, she looked at
her reflection.

Her bouffant hairstyle, emphasized by
silver-blond highlights, framed her pretty face with swirling
curls. Her lips, painted ruby-red, were botox-full and luscious.
But not too full, just right...

Studying her reflection in the mirror, she
saw her warm, brown eyes sadly staring back at her…

Peeling her gown open, she slowly ran her
hands down to her large, pendant breasts. Stopping to cup them, she
appreciated their heaviness as she studied their smooth perfection
for several seconds. They were more than enough to turn heads when
she entered a room. And she had always purposefully dressed to show
them off. Uplift bras and a little magic from a surgeon's skillful
fingers made them objects of adoration, eliciting looks of lechery
from the men and looks of envy from the women. Why even her
grandson, Wade, found them fascinating, she smiled. At least he
appeared to, the way he ogled them whenever he was around her. But
that wasn't anything new with him. She knew that he had sneaked
around trying to steal a peek at her body ever since he'd run into
puberty and discovered the difference between boys and girls.

Her mind slipped back…back to the summers
that he had spent with her and Henri. It had started back when Wade
was around ten or eleven as she recalled. They had occasionally
invited Wade to stay with them to give his parents a chance to get
away every once in a while. Of course, Henri was at work most of
the time, so it was just her and little Wade left to occupy
themselves. They went swimming, played pool, played countless hands
of gin rummy, and in general, just had a good time.

But one day, just after she had finished her
shower, she saw the shadow of Wade's feet under the bathroom door.
Now she and Henri were into preserving the old house they lived in,
in its original shape and as such, had not changed the doors which
had the old keyholes in them. She knew that Wade must have been
peeking in through the keyhole at her as she toweled off. It was a
strange feeling to know that your own grandson was a peeking Tom.
It was even more bizarre to know that she was the object of his
attention. She knew that she should have felt angry, but she
didn't. In her own vainness, she felt curiously smug that her young
grandson found her attractive. Of course, men found her so, but to
know that a young boy barely beginning puberty felt the same way
was flattering beyond words. (Hey, I told you she was vain and more
than a little narcissistic.)

So, from that day forward, every day that
Henri was absent, she made it a point to take a shower for her
young grandson. And stand in just the right place to dry off, where
the sun would glint off her wet body, highlighting each delightful
curve so he could get an eyeful every time. This little cat and
mouse game had gone on until Wade was sixteen and his parents saw
no need for the summer visits, much to Wade's disappointment she
had imagined. She had sort of missed the intimacy of their little
secret, but she had kept it just that. A secret…a secret that she
dare not share with anyone. Not even her grandson himself…

But even now, even eight years later,
strangely, the thought of Wade seeing her naked, sparked a tremor
of excitement inside her. As it did, her hand drifted farther
south, down over her flat abdomen that had been rightly earned by
the thousands of crunches and bow-flex workouts she had done. A
regimen which she paid religious attention to, even up to this
day.

Then arching her leg, she admired its shapely
curves and smooth, tanned countenance.

Yes, she could definitely see what men saw in
her, she smugly told herself as her fingers strayed across her
tingling clit. And why even her grandson, Wade could find her…find
her sexually…sexually attractive… This thought triggered another
spark of excitement down below her waist…

No…No…No…Don't even go there, she warned
herself, jerking her hand away from her clit.

You're going over and play gin rummy with
him, tonight. So forget about anything else. You slut. You're the
boy's grandmother for heaven's sake. You can take care of your
problem tomorrow. Call up Harvey, the pool boy, and tell him that
there was something wrong with the pool, she smiled to herself. Ask
him if he could please come over fix her leak like he'd already
done on several occasions before. Just the thought of the handsome,
young stud was making her all wet and sticky down there. It was
just about then she realized just how much Harvey and Wade looked
alike. Strange, she thought…

After Henri's demise, she had tried to keep
everything on the up and up, but being used to having sex with
Henri three or four times a week, she missed it. She missed
Henri…but she missed the sex with him, too. As time passed, she
found herself taking more and more interest in the gardener,
Ashley. And, of course, Harvey. Finally, she had given in to her
needs and invited the boys into her home for some fun and games.
Ashley visited on Tuesdays and Harvey came by on Thursdays. So
between the two horny eighteen year olds, they kept her physically
satisfied. But there was something missing that she had when Henri
was around. She missed the emotional attachment.

And she always felt a little empty and a
little used after they were gone. She wanted more…but what? And
where could she find it?

Pulling her gown back around herself, she
shivered and stepped back away from the mirror…

~~~

Wade was in his room, watching a porn flic
and jacking off…as usual, it seemed. It felt like he always had his
hand around his cock for some reason or other. He couldn't help it.
He was so frigging horny all the time, whacking off was the only
thing that could keep things down there in check. He felt like if
he didn't, he would lose control and rape some woman.

Then, just as he felt the burn begin, the
doorbell rang.

"Fuck!" he grunted out loud, wondering who it
was that was ruining his jackfest. "Who the hell could that be?" he
muttered, jerking his short pants up, looking over at the clock and
seeing that it was five-fifteen. Almost suppertime, he thought,
stumbling over to the window. Peeking out, he was surprised and
thrilled to see his grandmother, Sarah's bright red Escalade parked
out in front of the house. Wonder what she's doing here, he asked
himself, shuffling across the room as the doorbell rang again?

"Coming," he hollered out, starting down the
stairs.

He knew that she'd been coming around a lot
lately since his grandfather had passed away a year ago. She said
it was lonely around her big house with him gone and she just
wanted to be around people.

That was fine with Wade because in addition
to being his grandmother, she was one more fine looking woman. She
was definitely a hottie. Hell, even the guys on the football team
and the basketball team had seen her at the games and commented on
her good looks. Made Wade kinda proud to know his had a hottie for
a granny.

He knew she was probably in her mid-fifties,
around five feet nine or ten in her high-heels that she seemed to
wear all the time. She always wore her billowing, blondish-gray
hair piled up in a swirling mass atop her head. And her face; a few
years earlier it could easily have graced the cover of Playboy; and
even now with a little touch up here and there it could pass
muster. And her tits…they were to kill for, he thought, recalling
those days he used to spend at her house during the summer. And all
the showers she would take. The view through the keyhole had been
the fodder of countless hours of masturbation. Them along with her
knock-out figure and legs so long and shapely, they seemed to
stretch down forever…Yeah, she was his grandmother and he knew that
he shouldn't be thinking about her like that. But Jeez, he was only
human. You couldn't blame him if she was so fucking hot…

It was strange, but he had always felt all
hot and tingly whenever he was around her. But that was probably
just hormones, he told himself, reaching down for the doorknob.
Besides, it was no way to think about your grandmother…

Throwing the door open, he saw his
grandmother standing at the door, smiling back at him. Glancing
down, he saw that she was holding an overnight case in her hand.
Wonder what she's got on her mind, he asked himself?

"Ma-maw," he grinned, wrapping his arms
around her and giving her a little hug.

"Wade, Honey…" she murmured, hugging him back
with one arm.

"So, what brings you over here, Ma-Maw?" he
asked her, stepping back so she could step inside. "Mom and Dad are
spending the week up at the cabin."

"I know," she smiled, setting her overnighter
on the coffee table. "I just thought I would spend some time with
my favorite grandson."

"I'm your only grandson, Ma-Maw," he
snickered, closing the door and breathing in the fragrance of
peppermint wafting in the air.

"I know, but you're still my favorite
grandson, too," she laughed. "One thing though…Wade you're eighteen
and it sounds a little childish for you to call me Ma-Maw all the
time. Not to mention that it makes me feel so old and, and well,
grandmotherish. So how about you call me, Sarah? At least while
we're alone. Think you could do that for your old granny?"

"Sure…I can do that for you," he grinned,
watching her hips sway as she stepped over to the couch. It's nice
to know I'm still your favorite grandson. And just to let you know,
you're not old…at least you sure don't look old…you look
great…"

"Why thank you," she simpered. "And thanks
for not capping that phrase with 'a but or a for your age…'. Now
could you fix your grandmother a drink?" she asked him, sitting
down and crossing her long, shapely legs. "She's thirsty, after
that long drive over here."

"It's only a ten minute drive…on a busy day,
Ma, uh, Sarah," he laughed. "What'll it be? The usual?"

"Yeah, the usual. An Iceberg."

"Coming right up," he said, picking up the
bottle of vodka.

He couldn't help but appreciate the curve of
her legs arcing out from her short skirt as she sat on the couch
with them crossed. They were perfectly shaped by the tall high
heels she wore. Making her drink, he sneaked another quick look as
she drew even more attention to them by bobbing her foot up and
down, making the innersole of her high heel softly pat against the
sole of her foot.

"It's just so lonely at my house," she
complained as he popped open a beer for himself and took her drink
to her. "I thought we could play a little Rummy or something, like
we did back in the old days when you were just a wee lad. Back when
you came to visit me in the summer."

"Sure, but I gotta warn you, I ain't no kid
anymore," he said, handing her drink to her.

"I can see," she said, suggestively running
her eyes down his body.

"You know how big…how big it is," she said,
making a rather obvious glance at his crotch and letting the words
hang in the air for several long seconds as Wade made his way to
the other end of the couch and sat down.

"Uh, huh?" Wade blushed. What the fuck?

"How big it is…" she resumed, "the house…how
big the house is. I was thinking of selling it! It's so big, I just
rattle around in it all by my self."

"Oh!" he exclaimed, letting his eyes wander
down to the intoxicating swell of her bosom.

"Yes," she said, smiling, turning slightly,
thrusting her breasts out at him, amused at the fondling caress of
his eyes on them.

Still the same old Wade, she laughed to
herself.

"I've been looking around, and I think I may
have found the perfect house," she said, lifting her glass up to
her pouty lips and taking a long sip. "It's out near Brighton
College."

"Hey, that's where I'm going to go to
school," he said, his eyes lighting up with the knowledge that he
would be able to pop in on her every so often.

"I know," she laughed softly. "That is one of
the reasons, I am considering this house. You see, it has a
servant's quarters up over the garage. And I was thinking that
maybe you would like to stay there and save yourself some room and
board. Besides it would be nice to have someone around to talk to
every once in a while. And play gin rummy with…and do all those
other manly things…like fixing stuff and all."

"Wow!" he exclaimed, grinning from ear to
ear. "You mean it? You really mean it? You want me to live with
you?"

"Of course," she smiled, sipping on her drink
and batting her big, brown eyes at him. "It's the least I can do
for my favorite grandson…"

"Wow!" he yelped again, unable to believe his
good fortune.

His college fund would cover just about
everything, but subtracting room and board would give him a tidy
sum of spending money. It would certainly make life a lot easier.
And he would have a place all to himself. His own place and not
have to share with any roommates. This was a godsend, he told
himself.

"Well?" she asked. "Do I buy it?"

"Sure…yeah…of course…" he grinned. Hell, he
didn't even have to look at it. How could he pass up a deal like
that?

"Don't you even want to look at it?" she
laughed.

"Uh, I don't know…I guess, uh, when? Now?" he
asked, giddy with excitement.

"No…no," she said, pushing up off the couch
and strolling toward the bar. "Tomorrow, we can go there…"

"Great," Wade exclaimed, watching the
seductive roll of her hips as she walked.

"Well, I guess that it's all set then…if your
mom and dad don't have any objections," she said. "I'd feel so much
safer, and it would be nice to have a man…a man around the house to
talk to and do all those manly things that you men are so good
at."

"Uh, yeah, yeah," he muttered, running the
possibilities through his mind.

"There's only one tiny problem," she smiled
at him, setting her glass down on the bar and picking up the vodka
bottle.

"Uh, what? What's that?" he asked wondering
what she was talking about.

"Well, I have to warn you. What with me being
your grandmother and all, I would dote on you and spoil you
rotten," she told him stirring her a newly-minted Iceberg.

There were so many possibilities…and from
Wade's point of view, all of them were good. Maybe some of them
might even turn out to better than good...

"I think I would really like to live with
you," he said, getting up and joining her at the bar. "Want me to
break out the cards?"

"Sure," she said, leading the way into the
living room, knowing that her grandson's eyes were following every
move of her hips as she seductively swayed them from side to
side.

After three and a half hours, five more
Icebergs for Sarah, and six more beers for Wade, they decided to
call it a night after one more hand.

Then, as Wade dealt the hand, he felt Sarah
intimately run the tip of her toe up his leg. It was suggestive on
the one hand, but it could just as easily have been an accident,
Wade told himself, afraid to respond…afraid she might consider it
inappropriate, if it was an accident.

Was she flirting with him, he giddily
wondered? She flirted with everyone else.

But she made no further overtures as they
played out the last hand.

Saying their good-nights, Wade went to his
room and Sara went to the guestroom…

Wade couldn't sleep. Tossing and turning, he
ran over the possibilities of his new quarters and the new
relationship with his grandmother.

Finally, around eleven, he rolled out of bed
deciding to go down and have a couple of shots of whiskey to settle
him down. As he padded down the stairs, he thought he caught a
slight whiff of peppermint, but couldn't be sure. Walking over to
the bar, he flicked on the night light and made himself a strong
drink. Throwing it down, he waited for the warm glow of the alcohol
to spread out from his belly before he made another and downed it.
Putting the whiskey back up, he turned the light off and tipsily
started back for the stairs.

Then as he walked by the door to the
recreation room, he smelled another whiff of peppermint. But this
time it was stronger.

Was his grandmother still up, he wondered?
She must be, he giddily thought, slowly peeking around the
door.

Then his heart did a flip-flop and his cock
twitched!

She was standing at the sliding door, looking
out into the back yard. She had turned the backyard light on, and
its rays silhouetted her body through the sheer, wispy gown she
wore, highlighting each delightful curve and valley.

He couldn't explain the feeling that washed
over him. She was his grandmother, but at that moment, she was much
more. She was a delicate, fragile flower that he wanted to hold.
Hold and show his love for her in such an un-grandsonly way. He
wanted to take her and make love to her…

Hormones raging completely out of control and
alcohol quieting his conscience's objections, he slipped across the
room. All those frustrating years of watching her from afar. Seeing
her naked in the shower. Wanting her. It all came to a boil and
roiled over the edges.

"Sarah…" he wept, wrapping his arms around
her and pulling her to him. "I want you, so much…"

He felt a momentary stiffening of her body as
she gasped softly. But then he felt her melt back down against him,
gently pressing herself back at him.

"My child," she whispered, leaning back
against him and turning her head to kiss his cheek.

The air around them reeked of peppermint and
strawberries as Wade nibbled on her delicate neck.

His hands, almost as if they had a will of
their own, found his grandmother's breasts through the wispy
material of her gown. Lovingly…gently…reverently, he cupped the big
cups of soft, pliant flesh. Wade had never felt such softness.
Running his fingertips over the treasures, he could feel the hard
knots of her nipples jutting out against the material and his
fingers. He could feel the warmth of her heavy breasts exuding
through the sheer material. Then her hands were on his, pressing
his hands against her breast.

He had to have her. Have her and taste of the
delicate, forbidden ripe fruit that was down between her beautiful
legs.

His cock had turned to rock, jutting up
inside his pajama bottoms. It had never been so hard.

"Ma-Maw…Sarah…" he groaned, pulling her back
against him and gently pressing his cock into the crack of her
ass.

"I'm so lonely, my child…so lonely," she
murmured, pressing her butt back against his hard, stiff cock.

Leaning down, he slowly kissed his way up her
graceful neck.

Resting her head on his shoulder, she bared
the vulnerable underside of her throat to him.

Licking and kissing his way up to her ear, he
drank in the sweet fragrance of roses and peppermint as she
murmured out her permission.

"Make…make love?" he whispered, gently
nibbling on her ear lobe.

"Yes…yes…" she whispered back, gently
pressing herself back against him, rolling her hips, suggestively
rubbing her tight ass against his raging hard on.

Wade was ecstatic. His grandmother. He was
about to make love to his dear, sweet grandmother. Make love to
Sarah. Of all the women in the world, he would have guessed it
would never been possible with her. Her! His grandmother! His
beautiful, loving grandmother! She was the last woman on earth he
would have imagined…

Holding her tightly, he felt one hand drop
away from his.

Then, he felt her lean away from him, ever so
slightly, breaking their contact. But the contact was quickly
rejoined when she slipped her hand back around and down between
them. As she did, her fingers quickly found his throbbing cock.

"Oh…" she cooed, gently squeezing and
exploring its rock-hardness through his pajamas with her probing
fingertips, "So big…"

"The better to please you with Ma-Maw," he
whispered, feeling her slip her hand inside the opening of his
pajamas.

"So hard…so warm…" she murmured, gently
squeezing his cock with her hot fingers.

"The better to make love with, Ma-Maw," he
mumbled.

"I have a special place," she said,
breathlessly. "A special place just for you. Would you like to see
it?"

"Yes…please…show me your special place,
Ma-Maw," he said, slowly releasing his hold on her breasts and
stepping back.

As he did, her hand uncurled from around his
throbbing cock and slipped back out through the opening of his
pajamas. Turning, she faced him, reaching up to her shoulder. Then
she eased her fingers under one of the shoulder straps of her gown.
Gazing deeply into his eyes, she pushed the strap down over the
creamy skin of her shoulder. While he watched on in an ecstatic
daze, she eased her hand over to her other shoulder strap and
pushed it down off her shoulder, letting her gown suddenly go
whispering down her body.

Gawking on in reverent awe, all those sweaty,
hot summer days when he had spied on her while she showered came
flooding back into his reeling brain. She'd hardly changed at all,
as she stood before him as naked as the day she had been born,
except for the jewelry she wore. She was shamelessly letting him
see her beautiful body. He had seen it back then, but she hadn't
know that he was watching her. Or so he thought…

Watching her, he saw her slowly turn, letting
him feast his eyes on her nakedness. Even in the dim light, Wade
was enthralled by her beauty.

As she did, he continued to stare, fumbling
with the snap on his pajama bottoms. Finally, he got them open and
let them go slithering down his muscular legs.

"So do you still want to come and live with
your grandmother?" she asked him, smiling over her shoulder as he
gawked down at her pretty, upside-down, heart-shaped ass.

"God, yes," he groaned, as her pussy came
into view when she finished the turn.

He was surprised to see her pussy was
clean-shaven except for a tiny tuft of twenty or thirty curly blond
hairs at the very top of it. It was almost as if her clit was
wearing a curly, little wig.

"My, my…" she murmured, staring down at his
hard, stiff cock. "It's beautiful…"

"So is yours," he said, staring down at her
almost hairless pussy.

"Strange…" she mumbled, looking back up into
his eyes. "I had never considered you as a lover…that is until this
afternoon…"

"What changed your mind?" he giddily
asked.

"I don't know…I was just sitting around all
mopey and lonely. Then I decided to come over and play some rummy
with you, and suddenly, I didn't feel lonely anymore, knowing that
I would be around you. It just made me feel so good to know that I
was going to be with someone I loved and trusted. It made me feel
whole again…made me feel like a woman again. It made me feel like I
felt when Henri was around. And I knew how good Henri could make me
feel. Make me feel in those special ways, too."

Then, she tentatively reached out and curled
her hand around his jutting giant.

"But why me, Ma-Maw…uh, Sarah?" he asked her,
softly caressing her breast with his fingertips.

"Perhaps," she smiled, her grip on his cock
growing tighter. "I always wanted you. My beautiful grandson. I
want to share my love with you. I know what we're going to do is
sick and twisted. A grandmother and a grandson? Why, who could even
think of such perversity? Who would ever guess? But I've been so
lonely, I wanted someone I could love. But I don't want to have to
get married to have that. I want both of us to be free to go our
separate ways if it doesn't work out. I'm just tired of being alone
and looking around to find someone I could love and trust, to love
me the same way I loved him. I'm just so damned lonely. I love you
and you love me. And I know that you've always been attracted to
me…well my body anyway..."

"You knew?" he muttered, his secret now out
in the open. "I'm sorry…"

"Don't be," she smiled, giving his cock
another squeeze. "I even let you watch me when I was taking all
those showers. That's why I only took showers when Henri was
gone…so you could have your little show. So, let's just ignore
everything else for the time being and see how this works out. Do
you think we can do it?"

"I'll give it my all," he told her.

"We can never, ever share this secret with
anyone else…never…ever."

Wade could see the love in her warm, brown
eyes as she spoke.

"I know, never," he solemnly said.

"The hardest part, I think, is going to be
the play-acting we're going to have to do when anyone else is
around," she told him. "It'll be simple when we're alone. Just like
right now…we just do what comes naturally."

"What comes naturally," he softly smiled,
taking her hand in his and leading her down the hall to the
guestroom.

Stopping by the bed, he saw her reach out and
slowly unbutton his pajama top, button by button as she intimately
gazed into his eyes.

Pushing his top back over his shoulders, she
thrust her big, soft tits into his chest, grinding herself against
him as she did. Wrapping her arms around him, she lustily pulled
him to her. Their lips touched. He snaked his arms around her,
clutching at her pliant ass, pulling her into him, rubbing his
arrogant maleness against her soft belly.

The kiss was soft and gentle at first, as he
eased his tongue in between her parted lips. Tasting her
peppermint-flavored spit, he began to gently probe her mouth with
his tongue. Then his excitement surged as her tongue found his.
Their tongues twirled and intertwined, greeting each other in a
deep, sensual, kiss. They were French kissing, he feverishly
thought. He was French kissing his grandmother. How goddamned
exciting. How goddamned fucked up, he giddily thought as their
bodies touched intimately, molding themselves together along all
planes. Continuing the kiss, they pressed and thrust against each
other for several long, breathless moments.

As they broke the kiss, he saw that her eyes
were teary when they finally fluttered open.

"Come to Ma-Maw," she said, dropping to her
knees on the thick, furry rug by the bed…pulling him down with
her.

Lying on her side, looking up at him, he
could see the need in her eyes.

Then, she slowly rolled over onto her back
and leisurely pulled her knees up to her chest, pressing them down
on her jiggling tits. As she did, he crawled over her, his big cock
jutting out at her up-tilted pussy. With a little grunt, she threw
her feet up, hooking the backs of her ankles over his shoulders
while he eased forward. Aiming his cock down at the juice-slickened
slit between her long legs, he moved forward. Taking his weight on
his hands, he leaned over her with his hands on either side of her
shoulders. Looking down into her lust-glazed eyes, he slowly pushed
his cock down into the clutching tightness of his grandmother's
pussy. God, he groaned to himself. He was doing it. He was fucking
his grandmother! He was really fucking his grandmother. Ma-Maw!
Sweet Sarah. He hoped his heart didn't give out from the
excitement.

"Slow…easy…at first," she murmured, looking
down between her legs as his cock eased down inside her pussy.

It was all Wade could do to keep from
immediately shooting his wad as eased his cock down into her warm,
slippery pussy. He'd heard that women who were past menopause were
supposed to be dry, but that definitely wasn't the case with his
Sarah. She was so slippery, he was sliding right in. Sliding into
the forbidden depths of his grandmother's hot, clutching cunt.

Wondering if she was different, he looked
over at the nightstand. Sure enough, there it was. A bottle of
vaginal lubricant. She had used a vaginal lubricant. Then it came
to him. She had planned it. She had planned for this to happen all
along. She had seduced him. And he came along eagerly willing to be
her slave. Her love slave…

But what does that matter now, he asked
himself as his belly finally brushed down onto hers. He was fucking
his grandmother. That was all that mattered.

Savoring the sheer ecstasy of the moment,
Wade held his cock thrust down inside the tight, clutching socket
for the longest time.

"It's been soooo long," she murmured out,
clutching her pussy down around his cock as she reached up and ran
her fingers through his hair. "I've missed your grandfather for so
long, but now…now I have my grandson to replace him."

Wade's cock was a rock as he gently ground
himself into her, twirling it around inside the warm mush of her
pussy. Holding it thrust down inside her, he leaned down between
her thighs and found her mouth with his. Plunging his tongue into
her mouth, he kissed her long and deep before finally jerking his
lips up off hers. Then he began to fuck her with slow, deliberate
strokes, filling her to the limit on every thrust. Staring down at
her pretty face, he watched her eyes glaze over and then close as
she thrust herself up against him. He could feel her soft calves
pattering up and down on his back and shoulders as he fucked her.
Then after several deep, bone jarring blows, she ran her arms
around her thighs and down to where Wade's cock was effortlessly
sliding in and out of her pussy.

He felt her long fingernails tickle along the
shaft of his cock as he worked it in and out of her pussy.

"Now, Darling, now," she murmured, humping
herself up at his slowly-pistoning prick. "You can fuck me hard.
Yes, Wade, fuck Ma-Maw hard, Baby—"

Wade immediately shifted into a higher gear
and began to hammer his cock into her. Soon, he was fucking her for
all he was worth as she groaned and moaned out her pleasure.
Pumping her harder and faster, he could feel her hips raising off
the rug as she rose to meet him on every down stroke.

As she gasped for air, Wade saw that she was
giving as good as she was getting. She might be his dear, sweet
grandmother to everyone else, but to him, she was a snarling
wildcat as she clawed and scratched at him with her long nails.
Wade's whole consciousness was focused on her and the sweet,
sucking slit down between her accordioned legs.

Wade could feel the burn down deep inside his
slashing balls growing hotter and hotter as he pumped his cock into
her even faster.

Suddenly, he couldn't stop it. The gigantic
fireball burst and he began shooting cum into her hot, sucking cunt
in thick, fiery spurts.

"Oh, Baby, Baby, Baby," he heard her gurgle
as her knees slapped up against his cheeks and she began to shudder
and shake.

Jerking her quivering ass up off the rug, she
thrust herself up against him, letting his twitching cock unload
its payload of superheated cum down into her sucking manhole.

"Yes…yes, fill Ma-Maw's pussy with your hot,
sweet cream," she murmured out, milking her hot cunt down around
his cock, sucking out every last sperm from him.

Wade was wandering in a euphoric fog as he
leaned down and gave his grandmother a long, lingering kiss. As he
did, he could feel his wilting prick slowly retreating back down
the velvet-lined sheath of her pussy.

The warm, cum-filled channel was gently
clinging to his cock as it slowly shrank back down to normalcy. And
at last, it slurped out of her. As it did, it was followed by a
stream of thick white goo that trickled down onto the rug.

"That was wonderful," she dreamily smiled up
at him, lifting her legs up into the air to let him back away from
her.

Disentangling himself from her, he quickly
flopped down onto his back beside her as she lowered her legs back
onto the rug.

"Awesome…" Wade grunted. "I still can't
believe we did that. You and me…I never dreamed in a million
years…my Ma-Maw…"

"Neither did I," she panted, still trying to
catch her breath.

When she finally caught her breath, she
raised herself up on her elbow and gave Wade a sweet kiss.

"I know that I should feel guilty for
seducing you like that," she murmured. "Seducing my own grandson.
What a slut, I am."

"Well, you didn't have to bribe me or
anything," he mumbled. "I'm just as guilty as you are. And I
enjoyed it just as much as you did. We're both equally guilty.
Guilty of bringing pleasure to each other…"

"But I'm your grandmother. And I'm fifty-four
years old," she complained. "Why…why you're just a boy. Just a
young, hormone-driven boy who's probably horny 24/7 anyway. You'd
probably do any woman at the drop of a hat. No, no, it's my
fault."

"Sarah, what difference does it make? Who
cares who started it? It's done," he said. "So don't feel guilty.
This is just the beginning…"

"You're right," she sighed. "I had this all
planned from the start.'

"I know," he said, reaching over and picking
up the bottle of vaginal lubricant.

"Yes, even that," she smiled, watching him
put it back.

"I like strawberries," he grinned.

"I'm going to clean up a bit," she said to
him, looking down at her drooling cunt. "You made quite a mess down
there."

"Sorry," he grinned sheepishly.

"For what?" she laughed, getting to her feet.
"What would be the purpose of it all, if you didn't come?"

"I guess so," he blushed, watching her head
for the bathroom.

Gazing at the round perfection of her ass, he
saw it quiver tightly with each jarring step.

Getting to his feet, he crawled up on the bed
and lay waiting for her to return.

Finally, after about 15 minutes, he saw her
come strolling back into the room, freshly showered, with a towel
wrapped around her slightly-thickened waist. Fascinated by her big,
jiggling tits, he watched them wobble and flop with each step.

"I was beginning to wonder," he said, as she
reached the side of the bed and stood looking down at him.

"I just wanted to be clean for you," she
smiled.

Wade could smell the fresh, clean smell of
soap in the air as it mingled with the lingering fragrance of
strawberries and peppermint. Getting up, he walked on his knees
over to where she stood. Reaching out, he wrapped his arms around
her. Crushing his mouth down on hers, he gave her a deep,
passionate kiss, thrusting his tongue in between her partly opened
lips. The taste of peppermint was stronger now and he knew she must
have had another drink. As their tongues intertwined, probing,
touching, his fingers found the knot holding her towel together and
tugged it open.

Breaking the kiss, Wade leaned back away from
her freeing the towel to drop to the floor as he swept his eyes up
and down her body.

Staring at her full, round breasts, he was
surprised by their firmness. Watching them jiggle softly with each
breath she took, he leaned down and delicately ran the tip of his
tongue over her nipples. Toying with the pink buds, he could feel
them hardening as he brushed his tongue back and forth across them.
He felt her hands curl around behind his head, drawing him closer
to her and forcing one of her jutting nipples into his mouth.
Pursing his lips around the rose bud, he gently sucked on it while
he flicked the tip of his tongue back and forth across it.

After a few moments, he leaned back away from
her, letting her spit-coated nipple slither out of his mouth.
Letting his eyes flow down over her slightly rounded belly, he
noticed that a delicate, gold chain that now encircled her
waist.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured, his eyes
wandering lower to her pussy. "Oh, you shaved it all off…"

"For you," she smiled, spreading her long,
statuesque legs and running her finger down the furrow between her
puffy pussy lips.

"I like it this way," he said, grinning and
sweeping his eyes down her long, firm legs to her dainty feet, now
resting in a pair of tall high heels with straps around her ankles
to keep them from falling off.

The heels shaped her legs into two towering
monuments to the beauty of womanhood. They weren't fifty-year-old
legs, he dizzily thought. They were ageless, beautiful legs and he
couldn't wait to have them wrapped around his waist as his cock
slowly began to stiffen.

"Oh, he's waking up again," she murmured,
reaching out and lifting it in her hand.

Squeezing and pulling on his peter, she
quickly had him at full erection once again. Their mouths met again
in another long, pepperminty kiss as she thrust her breasts into
his chest.

"Come," he whispered, backing away from her.
"Come and let me make love to your special place with my
mouth."

"Oh, my, so romantic," she cooed, putting her
knee on the bed.

As she crawled up on the bed, Wade grabbed
the two pillows and leaned them up against the headboard.

With an expectant smile, she crawled over to
them and tilted back against them. Still smiling at him, she
scooted down until only her back and head were propped up against
the pillows. And her butt was resting on the bed.

Wade stood on his knees watching her, with a
lecherous smile on his lips. He watched her long, shapely legs
slowly part as her the fleshy, pink wound between them unfurled
itself, opening to him.

"So pretty," he mumbled, leaning down and
palming her soft, cleanly-shaven mound.

Cupping its warmth, he eased a finger down
into the slippery furrow between the warm, damp lips of her pussy.
Then, he gently eased a finger down into the entrance of her pussy.
Slowly working his finger in and out of the delicate opening, he
saw her hand wander down over her belly. There was something so
erotic, he thought, about a woman touching herself. Touching
herself in such an intimate way as he watched her lazily finger her
clit.

Sinking his finger in deeper, he saw her
spread her legs wider to give him easier access to her hot pussy.
Gazing into her eyes, he continued to slowly slide his finger in
and out of her pussy while she teased and toyed with the swollen
nub of her clit. Closing her eyes, she leaned her head back and
rubbed her fingertips across and around the small, protruding
knob.

Finally, he eased his finger out of her cunt
and rolled over onto his belly between her outstretched legs. When
he did, she lifted her legs and gently draped them across his
shoulders and back.

Scooting up the bed, he tickled and kissed
his way up her smooth, satiny inner thigh until his mouth found the
soft, pliable lips surrounding her special place. Dipping his
tongue down in between her fat, puffy pussy-lips, he licked it up
the valley between them. Then, he tasted strawberries on his
tongue. Strawberries? He had thought the lubricant was
strawberry-scented, not flavored.

Sensing his hesitation, she opened her eyes
and looked down at him.

"What's wrong?" she softly asked.

"Strawberries…you taste like strawberries,"
he smiled up at her.

"Don't you like strawberries? I have other
flavors," she innocently asked him. "If you want."

"Maybe next time," he grinned, "but
strawberries are fine for now."

Lowering his mouth back onto her pussy, he
flicked out his tongue and ran it up and down her netherland
valley.

A soft moan escaped from her lips as a
dribble of the sweet juice trickled out onto his tongue. The juice
was sweet and warmed by her pussy. Greedily licking over and around
her soft pussy, he savored the taste of the tangy brew as he felt
her fingers curl around the back of his head, pulling him down onto
her pussy.

Reaching underneath her, he grasped her ass
and pulled her cunt into his mouth at the same time she lifted her
hips, bringing her pussy to him. Reveling in the sheer perversity
of it all, Wade slid his tongue into her slippery slit. Probing his
tongue in and out of her pussy, he marveled at the feel of her hot
flesh.

"Feels sooooo goood," she murmured out.

Finally, as she writhed beneath him, he
pulled his hands out from under her ass. Following her pussy with
his mouth, he felt her thrust it against him.

Dragging his lube-coated tongue out of her
hot pussy, he leisurely licked his way up over her urethra to her
clit. He felt a shiver tickle through her body as he tickled his
tongue over it.

"Yessss," she hissed, shoving his face down
onto her pussy.

Then he began some serious licking…attacking
her jutting clit with a vengeance. Moving his hands up her body, he
pawed at her big tits, kneading them and pinching at her nipples,
twisting them. She began to moan softly as the thrusts of her hips
became more insistent. As he eagerly lapped at her clit, he felt
her quivering thighs press against his cheeks. Keeping it up for
the longest time, he finally felt the muscles surrounding her pussy
begin to harden and strain.

"Almost…oh…almost…" she moaned out, her
muscles tensing tighter and tighter.

Suddenly, she let out a short squeal as her
hips began to jerk and shake. She had two fistfuls of his hair
pulling him down onto her orgasming cunt as hard as she could. The
spasms wracking her pussy were squeezing out more and more of her
strawberry flavored juice as Wade dropped his mouth down to the
spewing slit and lapped up the sweet juices pouring out of it.

At last, the shaking subsided down to a
shiver and then stopped altogether as she gave out a loud, gasping
groan and dropped down onto the bed.

Wade slowly lifted his head up away from her
lube-covered pussy.

"God…that was wonderful…" she breathlessly
murmured.

"I love to watch you come, Ma-Maw," he told
her, crawling up the bed to lay beside her. "It's…it's so
sexy."

"Mmmmmmm," she sighed, snuggling up against
him as she draped a leg over him and intimately rubbed her still
moist cunt against his thigh.

Leaning over, she gave him a long passionate
kiss, running her hand down to his almost fully-hardened cock as it
responded to her touch, growing harder and stiffer by the
moment.

Slowly he pushed her onto her back and rolled
up on top of her. Her firm thighs parted instinctively as he ground
his big, hard cock down against the accepting softness of her
pussy.

He was in no hurry this time. The first time
had been fucking, but this time he wanted to make love to her. Make
love to his grandmother.

Crawling up, he leaned down over her. His
big, hard cock resting on her soft belly, he leaned down and
pressed his lips down onto hers. Then, he began to rain down soft,
butterfly kisses all over her face and then down onto her arched
neck. On and on, the kissing continued until she couldn't take it
any longer.

"Inside…inside me…I want you inside me," she
murmured.

"Ma-Maw-I love you! I love you so much," Wade
whimpered, backing down her body until the head of his prick rested
down in the slippery valley between her soft, fleshy pussy
lips.

Looking back down her body, he saw her take
his cock in her hand and guide it down to the oozing slit at the
very bottom of her fleshy cunt. Teasingly, he held the spongy head
of his prick at the slippery opening for several long moments.

"Please…" she begged, lifting her hips to
him, trying to draw him inside her.

Finally, Wade couldn't hold back any longer
and ever so slowly eased his big, stiff dick down into her hot,
sticky pussy. The moist folds of flesh enveloped his prick as it
burrowed deeper and deeper into the warm mush of her pussy.

Spreading her legs even wider, she moaned as
he entered her with teasing slowness. As he did, she dug the heels
of her pumps into the bed. Using them as leverage, she lifted her
hips to meet him sucking him deeper and deeper inside her. Finally,
Wade felt his nuts nudge up against her ass. Once again, he was
buried balls deep in his grandmother's hot, clutching cunt.

"Oh, God, yes," she murmured out, thrusting
herself up against him. "Fuck me!"

With maddening slowness, he began to ease his
cock in and out of her tight pussy as she whimpered out her
pleasure.

The house was quiet in the morning stillness.
The only sounds to break the silence were their soft grunts and
groans accompanied by the wet patter of his balls gently slapping
up against her ass on every thrust and the creak of bedsprings.

With each thrust down into the cloying heat
of her cunt, he could feel her responding to him. Her head was
thrown back, eyes clenched shut as she lunged back at him meeting
his every down stroke with an up stroke of her own.

Five minutes passed…then ten…then fifteen
minutes as Wade continued to fuck her with slow, deliberate
patience.

Then as he felt her fourth orgasm tickle
through her pussy, he gradually began to hasten the tempo.

"Oh, yes, yes, yes," she murmured, reaching
down and digging her claws into his bounding ass. "Fuck Ma-Maw…fuck
Ma-Maw hard."

Now he was pounding his cock into her with
wild abandon.

She kicked her long legs up into the air and
wrapped her sweat-slickened thighs around his waist. Locking her
ankles together, she began to pound her heels down onto his
bouncing ass, prodding him to fuck her even harder.

"Oh…fuck…fuck…gonna…" she gasped, digging her
fingernails even deeper into his ass.

Then she arched her back, thrusting up
against him. Throwing her head back, she curved her neck, exposing
the soft underside of her throat to him. Still pounding his cock
down into her contracting cunt, he leaned down and delicately bit
her neck.

"Oh…oh…God," she groaned out, curling her
neck even more.

Now her whole body was shaking and shuddering
as violent convulsions of pleasure wracked her body.

But Wade gave her no quarter as he continued
to thrust in and out of her, riding her through her orgasm.

Both of them were drenched in sweat as he
hammered away at her. Lifting his mouth away from her throat, he
could taste the salty, tartness of her sweat on his tongue.

The grimace on her face melted away as her
orgasm slowly faded.

Looking down, he saw her eyes flutter open
and try to focus on his face.

The air around them was filled with the sweet
fragrance of peppermint and strawberries as she gasped to catch her
breath.

"God…" she murmured.

Then, he felt the hard round heels of her
high heels begin to patter down onto his bounding ass again, the
sharp tips nicking him as her hands fluttered all over his body,
tickling, scratching, urging him on.

"Come…come…baby…come…come in Ma-Maw's pussy,"
she frantically coaxed. "Sarah wants your hot, sweet creme…"

Driving herself up at him at a feverish pace,
she spurred him on with her pounding heels. Her sweat-slickened
thighs were sliding up and down on his waist, driven by the fierce
pounding her pussy was receiving.

"Come! Baby! Come!" she desperately
pleaded.

The loud, wet slaps of their bodies crashing
together filled the air. This obscene sound was accompanied by the
vulgar slurps of her tight cunt sucking on his pounding prick. And
the creak and groan of the bed joined in to complete the lewd
symphony of fucking. But Wade heard none of it. He was only aware
of the hot, wet slit between his grandmother's beautiful legs. And
the growing fireball down inside his flopping balls.

Then all at once, it exploded, sending out
chards of mind-frying pleasure flying into every synapses in his
brain. His giant cock bucked and spurted out a gigantic spume of
thick, hot cum into his grandmother's convulsing pussy.

"Oh, yessssss," she hissed, thrusting up
against him, pulling his spurting cock down into her spasming cunt
as deep as it would possibly go.

Grinding against her, he held the spewing
monster shoved down inside her as it emptied its vile load into
her. With each lurch, the demon spurted out another gush of his
venomous cream into her. But, at last, there was no more to
give.

"Oh, my beautiful child," she murmured as
Wade slowly melted down onto her sweat-drenched breasts. "That was
so…so…"

"Yes, it was, Ma-Maw—" Wade smiled, giving
one of her softening nipples a kiss...

~~~

A week later, Sarah sold her mansion and
bought the house by the college. Wade was there to help her move
every chance he got, but they did precious little moving and an
awful lot of fucking as they got to know each other better and
better. Then he graduated from high school and quickly moved into
the servant's quarters above the garage with his grandmother. None
of the family could ever guess what was going on behind the doors
of Sarah's new abode. And needless to say, they would have been
shocked if they had found out…

 


The End
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Granpa Lane Comes a Visiting




Gerald watched the azure water glide by
underneath the wings of the plane. Seeing an occasional whitecap
break the surface of the water, he wondered what it would be like
to be out on a boat in the ocean. But those thoughts only occupied
his mind for a few moments, before he returned to his son's family.
It had been five years since he had seen Bob and Ann. Wondering how
much they'd aged, he recalled how pretty his son's wife, Ann was.
And his granddaughter Julie, looked stunning in the occasional
picture he had received from them. She had been away at summer
school the last time he had visited, so he hadn't seen her for
seven years. She had only been thirteen the last time he saw her
and she'd been all elbows and legs back then.

Then he found himself thinking about Emily
again. Dear, sweet Emily, he sadly thought. She'd been gone for
eight months now. And he missed her terribly.

Choking back a sob, he turned his eyes back
to the ocean…

Listening to the screech of the tires on the
tarmac, he felt a shudder run through the aircraft as the engines
roared and it began to slow. Watching the landscape trickle by
outside the window, he realized he was a little apprehensive about
seeing Bob and Ann. Wiping his sweaty palms on his pants, he felt
the plane swerve off the runway as it headed for the docking
chute.

Before he knew it, he was walking down the
concourse, scanning the waiting crowd for Bob and Ann.

Suddenly, his heart skipped a beat as he
spotted Emily in the crowd. It was really her, he told himself.
Only she was a much younger Emily. Only twenty or so. Then she
waved at him, and he realized that the woman must be his
granddaughter, Julie. She was smiling from ear to ear as he went
around the barrier and stepped up to her.

"Granpa Lane," she bubbled, "welcome
home."

"My goodness, Julie?" he smiled, pulling her
to him and giving her a big hug. "You're all grown up."

"I'm afraid so," she laughed, hugging him
back.

It was then that he became uncomfortably
conscious of her breasts. They were big. Very big, he thought as he
felt them pressed against his chest. Every bit as big as big as
Emily's, maybe even bigger. Ashamed that he'd even noticed them, he
quickly released her and stepped back.

"Uh…where are Bob and Ann?" he asked, a
slight blush coloring his cheeks.

"Dad, got called down to Jamaica to fix a
glitch in one of the computers," she smiled, taking his hand and
leading him toward the luggage carousel. "And you know mom. She's
not one to pass up a free vacation and tagged along with him.
They'll be back on Monday, so I guess that you're stuck with me for
the weekend."

"You know that you look just like your Nana,
Emily," he told her. "Why I thought it was her when I saw you. I
can't get over how much you look like her."

"Why, thank you," she smiled giving his hand
a little squeeze. "I always thought Nana was so pretty."

"And so are you. You're a beautiful, young
woman," he told her.

He had such a bizarre feeling, standing by
his granddaughter waiting for his luggage. It felt like he was
standing by Emily. Dear, sweet Emily. He missed her so much. He had
an almost overpowering urge to take this young Emily into his arms.
Take her into his arms and bring her back. To have her as his wife
again.

Steeling himself against the urge, he felt a
tear trickle down his cheek.

"What's wrong, Granpa?" Julie asked, reaching
up and wiping the tear off his cheek.

Unable to stop himself, he grasped her hand
and gently kissed her soft, tear-dampened fingertips.

"You just look so much like Emily," he
murmured as she looked back at him with a confused look on her
face.

They finally got his luggage and made their
way out to Julie's little sports car. He tossed his suitcase into
the tiny trunk, quickly stepped around to the driver's door and
pulled it open.

"I'm driving, Granpa," Julie grinned,
stepping up to the door.

"I know…I was just opening the door for you,"
he graciously smiled, standing there, waiting for her to get in so
he could close the door.

"Oh, I'd forgot what a gentleman you are,
Granpa. They don't make like you anymore," she softly laughed as
she bent down to slide into the car. Holding onto the door while
she slid under the steering wheel, Gerald couldn't keep from
watching his granddaughter slide down into the bucket seat behind
the wheel. And as she did, her short skirt rode up so high on her
long, shapely legs, the tops of her nylons were exposed and he
could almost see her panties.

"Come on, Granpa," she laughed at him,
looking up at him, seemingly unconcerned about the large expanse of
exposed flesh open for public view.

"Uh, uh, okay," he gibbered, pushing the door
closed and scurrying around the back of the car to the passenger
seat. Guiltily glancing down a Julie's legs again, Gerald pulled
the door open, jumped inside and quickly fastened his seatbelt.

Ashamed that he had taken notice of his
granddaughter's boobs and now her legs, he was at the same time
glad he was wearing wrap-around sunglasses so she couldn't tell
that he was ogling her.

Her long, black hair streamed out behind her
as she shifted through the gears while her skirt inched higher and
higher up her creamy thighs. Then, Gerald felt a sudden jolt of
adrenaline spark through his cock. He could see her panties.
Either, she was completely oblivious that they were exposed, or she
didn't care. Whichever, there they were. The little triangle of
pink cotton down between her legs…

I may be her grandfather, but I'm a man, too
he tried to excuse himself. Looking away, he tried to control the
stirring down inside his pants, but nothing seemed to help as her
gorgeous legs kept drawing his eyes back to them every time she
shifted gears. And before long, his deviant interest in her was
evident, pushing up against the front of his pants. You're one more
sick son of a bitch, he cursed himself. How can you let yourself
get aroused by your own granddaughter? Sick…sick…sick…

Suddenly, she was downshifting and braking to
a stop in front of their house. This caused such a ruckus with her
skirt, almost the entire crotch of her panties was now exposed.
And, was it his imagination, or did it seem damp. It had to be his
sick imagination, he told himself. His eyes weren't that good.

"Well, here we are," she said, turning the
car off.

"Uh-huh," he foolishly muttered, watching her
throw the door open, swing her long, shapely legs out through it
and step out of the car.

Looking back over at him, she gave him a
mischievous grin and shoved her skirt back down, straightening it
with her hands.

"Are you going to sit there all day, Granpa?"
she laughed, and Gerald thought he saw her glance down at the front
of his tented pants. And the way he was sitting made the tent even
a little more pronounced, much to his pained embarrassment.

"Uh, yeah, yeah," he muttered, shoving his
door open.

Struggling up out of the bucket seat, he held
his hand in front of his pants to try and shield his distressing
affliction from his granddaughter. Stumbling around to the back of
the car, Gerald irately jerked the bonnet open and tugged his
suitcase out. As he did, he secretly tried to reposition his
misbehaving prick so that it wouldn't be so obvious. Unfortunately,
as he did, he hear Julie give out a soft, little snicker before she
started up the sidewalk toward the house.

Temporarily mesmerized by the delightful view
of his granddaughter's delightful derrière swinging from side to
side underneath her tight, little skirt, he stopped to openly stare
at it.

"Come on, Granpa," Julie told him, not even
bothering to look at him as she continued on up the walk. But,
Gerald didn't know if it was the agitated state he was in or what,
but the roll of her hips seemed to become a little too pronounced.
"It's hot out here," she complained.

"Too damned hot," he muttered under his
breath, slamming the trunk shut and starting after her…

After they got into the house, Julie showed
him his room and told him she was going to get freshened up.

Looking around at the guestroom, Gerald set
the suitcase down on the bed.

Then he realized that he had to pee. Bad…Must
have been the beer he'd had on the plane. Frantically looking
around, he saw that the guestroom didn't have a bathroom.

"Gotta go—" he muttered, stepping out and
looking down the hallway. One of these door has gotta be the
frigging bathroom, he told himself hurrying over to the first door.
Giving the door a soft rap, he didn't hear anything. Turning the
knob, he pushed the door open and found it was a closet. If I had
something to pee in I would duck in here, he painfully told
himself, straining to hold back the gathering pressure down in his
bladder.

Scurrying down to the next door, he gave it a
rap and quickly pushed it open. Suddenly, his eyes flew open and
his chin dropped as he gawked at the beautiful naked woman standing
across the room by the bed.

Emily was the first thing that popped into
his mind. Emily? But she was dead—how could it be Emily?

"Emily!" he grunted. "Emily!"

How could she be here, he frantically asked
himself, staring at his wife's beautiful backside?

"Granpa Lane," he heard the woman yelp, her
arms and hands flying everywhere trying to cover herself.

It was just about then that Gerald realized
his mistake.

It wasn't Emily…it was Julie…his
granddaughter. Julie? He couldn't believe how much she looked like
Emily, he dizzily thought as he continued to gawk.

"My, God," he grunted, staring down at her
beautiful ass.

A jolt of electricity shot through his
twitching cock and he almost peed in his pants. Straining to hold
it back, the first sensation was immediately followed by a jolt of
shame tearing through his mind. This was his granddaughter he was
gawking at like some love-struck teenager, he castigated
himself.

"Granpa Lane," she complained, cringing.

"Damn, Julie, I'm sorry," he muttered
stumbling back out of her bedroom, slamming the door closed behind
him.

He'd known she was a pretty girl, but this.
This was beyond belief. She was the most beautiful woman, he'd ever
seen. Bar none. Even more beautiful than his dear Emily

And the image of her naked backside was now
indelibly seared into his brain. He would never be able to forget
the sight of her tight, naked butt. It was unbelievably
perfect.

You old pervert, he chastised himself. She's
your granddaughter for Christ's sake. The fruit of your loins,
twice removed.

But that wasn't his most pressing problem, he
told himself as he went scuttling down the hallway looking for the
john. Not only was he going to have to explain his rude trespass,
but he was going to have to explain the big wet stain on his pants
if he didn't find a bathroom soon. Luckily the next door he came to
was a bathroom and he achingly stumbled inside and closed the door
behind him. His cock was aching to pee, but now found he couldn't,
as his big cock had stiffened into pee-blocking hardness.

Straining, he tried to make his cock
cooperate, but every time it started to soften, the picture of
Julie popped into his head, making his prick stiffen again.
Finally, he splashed enough cold water on it to subdue it.

At last, he could pee. It seemed like he peed
for an hour before his bladder was finally empty.

Now that he could breathe again without pain,
he zipped up and flushed the toilet. Now what, he asked himself.
How could he ever face his granddaughter again?

Wishing he could blot out the image of his
beautiful granddaughter's backside, he stepped back down to his
room. He couldn't explain the bizarre thoughts that filled his
head. He had never had any sick feelings like this. His
granddaughter? It made him feel strangely sick to his stomach.

But she looked so much like his dear, sweet
Emily. A beautiful, youthful Emily. It was almost as if Emily had
come back to him. Come back to haunt him with her alluring beauty.
He had never believed in reincarnation, but now he began to wonder
as he sat on the edge of his bed pondering the complexity of it
all…

After about fifteen minutes, he decided that
he couldn't hide in his room all weekend. He might as well face the
music and apologize for looking at her like he had. And a beer, or
something harder might taste good long about now.

Getting up, he took a deep breath and made
his way down to the living room. Not seeing Julie, he decided to
check the fridge and see if there was any beer.

When he stepped into the kitchen, he was
surprised to find Julie sitting at the table with a bowl of cereal
sitting in front of her. She was wearing an oversized Dallas Cowboy
football jersey…and it looked like that was all he told himself
trying to swallow the huge lump that had suddenly lodged itself in
his throat.

He suddenly found himself transformed from a
grandfather to a stumbling, bumbling ten year old as he stopped in
his tracks and stared at his granddaughter.

"Julie, Hon, I'm so sorry," he finally
mumbled out around the bale of cotton that had mysteriously
materialized in his mouth, feeling like a tongue-tied fool, not
knowing what else to say.

"Forget it, Granpa," she laughed, staring up
at him through her tortoise shell, wire-framed glasses. "It's
really not that big a deal. Don't get yourself into a lather over
it. I know that you didn't do it on purpose. Don't think anything
about it."

"You're right, I didn't do it on purpose," he
blushed, seizing on the excuse. "I just want you to know that," he
timidly muttered.

"It's okay…really," she said, shoving another
spoonful of cereal into her mouth.

He was stunned by his granddaughter's calm
demeanor. After all, he'd caught her naked not more than a few
minutes ago. But she was acting like it was nothing. Almost like it
hadn't even happened.

"Just so you know," he said, shuffling over
to the fridge.

"Okay," she smiled, lifting another spoonful
of cereal up to her carnelian red lips.

Opening the fridge, Gerald dumbly peered into
it forgetting what he was looking for.

"Anyway…what did you think?" he heard Julie
ask him.

"Huh?" Gerald muttered, finally remembering
that he was looking for a beer. But wait. What had she just asked
him? What did he think? Think? Think about what? What was she
getting at? Spotting a six pack sitting on the shelf, he grabbed
one, pulled it out of the container, stood back up and pushed the
door closed.

"Think? Think about what?" he asked her,
turning back around to face her.

"My body! Did you think it was pretty?" she
grinned with a mischievous glint in her eye as she slowly chewed on
her cereal.

He had seen that grin a million times. It was
the grin Emily used on him when she was teasing him. And now, here
it was again…

"Wha-What-Julie, why I never," he groaned,
his face flashing beet red.

"Oh, come on, Granpa Lane. Don't be a prude,"
she laughed. "You had to see. Tell me what you thought."

He was shocked by her casual attitude about
their encounter. He didn't know what to do as he stood staring at
her in open-mouthed confusion.

"Am I as pretty as Nana Emily?" she asked
him, nonchalantly dipping her spoon back into her cereal.

Where was all this leading, he dizzily asked
himself? Baffled by it all, he just stood staring at her in shocked
silence.

"Well?" she grinned up at him casually
chewing on the cereal. "You called out her name when you saw me. I
was just wondering if I reminded you of her?"

"Huh?" Gerald croaked, his mind seizing up,
refusing to work.

"Am I?" she smiled, slowly running the tip of
her tiny pink tongue around her lips.

"Yes…prettier," he finally choked out.
"But…but I can't believe we're having this conversation. You…you're
my granddaughter! I'm not supposed to, supposed to, uh, well, you
know…"

"Not supposed to what, Granpa Lane?" she
smiled.

He was trapped. A pig on a skewer slowly
turning over the hot coals below. What was he supposed to say?

"What? What did you say?" he sputtered,
stalling for time to think, but unable to as he stared at her in
shock and disbelief.

Now he felt like he was mired in quicksand
and every word he uttered sucked him in a little deeper.

Who was this girl, he asked himself? Who was
this girl who had replaced his dear, innocent granddaughter, Julie?
It must be Emily, he crazily thought. Why else would she tease him
like this? Julie would never do or say anything so suggestive…Would
she? He must admit, he didn't know the girl. Why he hadn't even
seen her in seven years. Such stretches of absence certainly didn't
lend itself to close ties. But no matter what, it didn't account
for her casual attitude toward their relationship. They were still
granddaughter and grandfather. He couldn't let anything happen
between them. He was, after all the adult. But then, he realized
that they were both adults. Even though he was sixty-five, she was
twenty-two, so whatever happened between them would be between
consenting adults, wouldn't it? Shut up, you old fool—she's your
God-damned granddaughter. That's not the same as consenting
adults!

"Did you like my breasts?" she casually
asked.

"WHAT?" Gerald gasped, clutching his chest,
nearly dropping his beer in the process.

"I asked if you liked my breasts?" she
teased, laying her spoon down beside the bowl, leaning back in the
chair, arching her back and thrusting out her breasts at him.

Gerald felt like he was having a heart
attack. He couldn't breathe. He couldn’t think straight. His heart
was pounding. And he was sweating…

"I didn't-I didn't see them—" he croaked,
thankful for that small consolation…

"Would you like to see them?" she smiled,
rolling her shoulders and making her big tits lurch heavily under
the jersey.

"What? What did you say?" he grunted, staring
down at her tits as they swelled out against the jersey.

The way they moved around, it was obvious
that there was nothing restraining their movement. She wasn't
wearing a brassiere…or anything else to hold them.

"Here," she laughed, reaching down to the hem
of the jersey.

"Emily…" he choked out for some reason,
watching Julie slowly tease the jersey up off her breasts.

"No, I'm Julie," she murmured, watching her
grandfather staring down at her breasts and apparently suffering
through an apoplectic fit. "Do you think they're as pretty as Nana
Emily's breasts were?"

Gawking down at the beautiful treasures,
Gerald studied them with a deep reverence. They were certainly the
most exquisitely shaped breasts he had ever seen. Full, heavy,
perfectly rounded, as they jutted out at him in all their pendulous
glory.

"Well?" she murmured, still holding the
jersey above them as she mischievously smiled at him.

"Yes…yes…the prettiest I've seen…ever," he
groaned, fearing that his cock was going to go ripping out through
the front of his pants at any second.

"Would you like to touch them?" she asked,
arching her back again and thrusting them out at him.

"Julie…what are you doing? Why are you doing
this? Why are you taunting me like this? You know that we can't…I
can't do this! It's wrong! I'm your grandfather for Christ's
sake—"

Then to his agonized astonishment, Julie gave
out a soft chuckle and quickly jerked the jersey up over her head
and dropped it onto the table.

"Emily…Emily…Please," he wept.

"I'm not Emily," Julie said. "I'm your
granddaughter…your granddaughter, Julie."

"Emily…Julie," he groaned, "Why are you doing
this to me?"

"I thought you said they were pretty,
Granpa…or would you rather I call you Gerald…or Jerry? What would
you like for me to call you, Granpapa?" she softly laughed making
her exquisite tits jiggle and bobble.

"I don't know-I don't know—" Gerald choked
out, unable to take his eyes off her quivering treasures. "I
couldn't live with myself if I did anything to you, Darling—"

"How…how can something between consenting
adults be wrong, Granpa?" she asked him, smugly smiling as she
slowly tickled the tip of her finger around the perfectly-round
circle of slightly-darkened flesh capping one of her breasts.

"But I'm your grandfather for God's sake," he
wept, "How can we…It would be incest—"

"Pretend, then…pretend that I'm Nana Emily,"
she murmured. "You said I looked like her…didn't you?"

"How? Why me?" he asked her, trying to stop
his pounding heart from bursting from his chest. "How can you feel
this way toward me…me, your grandfather of all people…"

"I don't know," she cried out. "Why does the
Sun come up every morning? Why is the sky blue? Why did Nana Emily
have to die? Why are you and I all alone? Why do I want to hold you
and comfort you? Why do I want to fill the void in your life? I
don't know why! There are no answers to any of those questions.
That's just the way it is Grandpa …Now, touch them…"

"God!" Gerald groaned, losing all control and
stumbling toward her. Poor Gerald was like any grandfather. And his
granddaughter had him wrapped around her little finger and tied in
a knot. He would do anything she wanted him to do. On his knees
lapping at her feet or her sweet little cunt or anywhere else she
wanted to be licked…like any obedient dog would do…

Fearing that his heart might burst or a bolt
of lightning would flash down from the sky the moment his fingers
touched her quivering breasts, he stopped in front of her and stood
staring down at the majestic creations. Reaching out to them with
numb fingers, he delicately fingered one of them and felt a searing
shock shoot up his arm.

"Oh, My, God—" he gasped, easing his hands
under the heavy globes of flesh, cradling them gently in his palms
as if the touch of his hands would destroy them. Adoringly, he
fingered the stiff rubbery nipples sticking out of the tapered,
pink cones tipping her breasts.

Watching him, she stared down at his
caressing hands in blissful contentment.

"So soft…so smooth," he mumbled, rubbing his
thumbs back and forth across the hardening buds sticking out at
him.

"You know, Gerald…Granpa Lane," she said,
looking up at him and running the tip of her tongue over her lips,
"You remember when I was a little girl?

"Yes-yes-why?" he guiltily muttered, starting
to pull his hands away from her breasts, wondering what she
meant.

"You remember, you always brought me a big
sucker when you visited! A big, purple sucker!"

Yes, he'd done that, he remembered. Now he
wondered why? Was it some deep Freudian slip on his part? Had he
even been thinking about her back then? It was crazy—

"Uh, yes, I remember," he mumbled, delicately
pinching her nipples, twisting them between his fingers and thumbs
as she looked up at him, a coy smile playing at the corners of her
full, red lips.

"Did you bring me one this time?" she asked,
lifting her hand up to the obvious bulge jutting out against the
front of his pants.

"Huh," he grunted numbly as her fingers
brushed across the lump. "Oh-God—" he muttered, grasping her
insinuation.

"Is this it? Is this the sucker you brought
me, Granpa Lane?" she laughed softly.

He was going to burn in hell and it would be
the Devil himself heaping the coals on the fire.

"Uh…yes, yes, if you want it," he stuttered,
slowly easing his hands out from under her breasts and noticing
that they barely even sagged at all as they proudly jutted out at
him. They were that buoyant and supple. But they did softly jiggle
when she moved her arm.

"Yes, I want it," she smiled, expectantly
dropping her eyes down to the protuberance. "I want to lick it,
Granpa. I want to lick your big, purple lollipop..."

"Oh, God," he groaned again, hoping he
wouldn't faint dead away the moment he felt her bare skin touch
it.

"It looks so big, sticking out like that,"
she murmured, reaching up and rubbing it through his pants.

Then Gerald felt himself growing light-headed
and realized that he wasn't breathing as she slowly unzipped his
pants.

Spreading his pants open, she gawked at the
big bulge pushing out against white, cotton shorts.

Looking down at her in a testosterone-abetted
fog, he watched her ease her fingers down under the stretchy
waistband of his jockey shorts. Then, she gave out a soft, little
snort and jerked them down his legs to his knees, freeing the
oversized organ.

"Oh…oh…Wow!" Julie gasped, staring down at
the big, eight-inch column of pink flesh standing at attention,
jutting up out of his groin, pointing straight up at the ceiling
while it twitched in rhythm with the pounding beat of his heart.
"It's…it's so big…Wow!"

"It's not what you were expecting?" he
grunted, looking down at her as she stared at it.

"I…I didn't think it would be that…that big,"
she mumbled. "It's a lot bigger…bigger than any I've ever seen
before."

Strangely, a spark of jealousy fired off in
his brain. It was difficult imagining her with another man. Sweet
little Julie in bed with a man?

"It looks so evil—" she told him, reaching
out at it.

"It is…and you know that we're probably going
to be struck dead for what we're doing," he grunted as her hot
fingertips brushed against his cock, making it twitch and jump.

"It's so hot…hot and hard," she murmured,
tentatively running her fingertips down it.

"This is so fucking wrong," Gerald groaned as
he watched Julie hesitantly curl her fingers around his cock. "God,
I'm such a perv. Letting you, you, my sweet, dear granddaughter
touch me…touch me like this? I'll roast in hell!"

"I'm going to do more than just touch you,
Granpa," she said, easing herself down onto her knees in front of
him.

"Oh, no…" he groaned, his cock twitching and
jumping in anticipation.

"I want to lick your big, purple sucker,
Granpa," she playfully grinned gently bending it toward her.

He thought his heart was going to explode as
stared down at his cock and saw a big, shimmering drop of pre-fuck
bubble up from the slit in the big cock-head.

As it did, Julie leaned down and flicked out
her little pink tongue. Running the tip of her tongue over the
slit, she quickly licked away the glistening bubble of juice. Then
as Gerald waited breathlessly, he saw her little tongue move down
from the slit and slowly circle around the flared rim of the head
of his achingly hard cock-head. At last, she pursed her lips around
the rounded tip of his cock-head. Tilting her head down, she
pressed her lips down, easing her carnelian red lips down until
they were encircling the flared edge. With only the head of his
cock between her lips, she began to gently suck and circle her
tongue around it.

Unable to control himself, Gerald gently
curled his hips forward, trying to push more of his giant cock in
between her full red lips. But, she denied him, keeping her lips
locked down around his aching cock-head.

Leaning back, she raised her lips up off his
cock head.

Smiling, she cupped his big, dangling balls
and gave them a gentle squeeze.

"Are these filled with hot cream?" she smiled
up at him.

"God, girl…you're going to give me a fucking
heart attack," he gasped, pushing his cock against her lips.

With perverse anticipation, he watched her
open her lips and quickly suck the head back into her mouth, but
this time she didn't stop there and before Gerald knew it, he had
almost half of his big prick buried down inside his granddaughter's
hot, sucking mouth.

"Oh…fucking God," he groaned out as her hot
lips closed down around the twitching shaft. "Fucking God!"

Then he felt the sudden suction increase as
she began to pull at his cock with her hot lips. Her cheeks
hollowed as she sucked on him. Lifting his big, dangling balls in
the palm of her hot, little hand, she plucked and pulled on them as
if she was urging him to empty their contents into her mouth.

"Ummmmmmmmmm," she murmured out around his
cock as she began to slowly rock back and forth letting his cock
slide in and out of her mouth.

Fucking my beautiful granddaughter's mouth,
Gerald groaned to himself. I'm pure evil…a fucking perv! Letting my
own granddaughter suck on my cock—

Reaching down, he gently clasped her head
between his hands and brought it to a stop. Then he began to slowly
work his hips back and forth as he held her head still. Below her
chin, he could see the delicate, gold necklace she was wearing,
dangling down, resting in the cleavage between her perfect tits as
they softly jiggled while he slid his big cock in and out of her
mouth.

Then he felt her fingers curl around his
hips, her sharp red fingernails digging down into his skin as she
grasped hold of him. Holding onto him, she gently pushed and pulled
on him, guiding his big cock, controlling the pace as it slowly
slid in and out of her mouth. Her carnelian lips clutched at his
pistoning peter as his big, dangling balls gently swayed back and
forth down under his cock.

His heart was pounding so hard, he thought it
would give out any second.

The fiery passion of the moment was
overpowering. He had never experienced such profound feelings. He
couldn't explain it. There was something sick and twisted about it,
yet so fucking exciting. It wouldn't be long, he dizzily thought,
feeling the rough rasp of her tongue along the underside of his
cock.

At his advanced age, he had learned to
control his emotions and hold back his ejaculation until the moment
he wanted to release it. But this, this was not the case now, he
dizzily thought. Just the thought that it was his beautiful
granddaughter, HIS GRANDDAUGHTER sucking on his cock had him primed
and ready to blow any second now. And now he was quickly rushing
toward release. That glorious moment of eruption when his whole
body would melt and flow out through his cock in a joyous
celebration of gratification.

"About to…gonna…gonna come…gonna come…Julie—"
he panted, working his hips back and forth faster as she sucked on
him harder.

"Unnnnnn-huuuuhhh," she blew out around his
cock, keeping her mouth locked down around the pistoning giant.

"Fuckkkkkkkkkk," he groaned as he felt his
balls explode into a fiery eruption of pleasure.

The jolt of pure electricity sparked up
through his cock, blistering its delicate lining with its intensity
as it blew.

With a powerful, pulsing twitch, Gerald's
monster prick spurted out a gigantic gush of hot, creamy cum into
Julie's mouth and right onto her tongue. He was coming-he was
coming-he was coming in his granddaughter's hot, sucking mouth.
Coming in his beautiful granddaughter's mouth. A fantasy he had
never even fantasized about…and now…now it was happening he
deliriously thought to himself.

"Oh-My-God-Julie—" he gasped, pushing his
cock deeper into her sucking mouth, feeling another jolt of
pleasure rip through it as a second gob of thick, creamy
grandfather cum spurted out into her mouth. Seeing her swallow the
gooey spunk down gave him such a perverse thrill, he thought he was
going to pass out. She had accepted his creamy gifts freely and
willingly as his balls continued to pump gusher after gusher of
thick gelatinous semen into Julie's mouth. His poor balls were
melting and gushing out into his granddaughter's greedy mouth spurt
by spurt.

Finally, his prick stopped pulsating and
began to shrivel inside her cum-filled mouth.

Swallowing, she looked up into his eyes and
let his cock slowly slither out of her mouth. As it did, it left a
trail of his gooey semen glistening wetly on her soft, full lips
and down her chin before his cock flopped down between Gerald's
shaky legs. Then he saw the bulge of her tongue poke out against
her cheeks as she ran her tongue around the inside of her mouth to
gather up all that was left of his melted testicles.

"God, Julie…God…God," he panted, releasing
his hold on her head and trying to catch his breath.

 

"I hope it was good for you," she said,
running her tongue over her lips, licking away the trail of
cum.

"God, yes, Em…Julie," he groaned, trying to
get his mind to work properly again.

"Good…" she said, leaning down and slowly
untying his shoes.

"I never knew," he breathlessly muttered as
she slipped his shoes and socks off.

He watched her slowly stand, her beautiful
tits jiggling heavily as he stepped out of his pants and
shorts.

"Come, let's go up to my bedroom?" she
murmured, stepping over toward the stairs.

"I can't believe you did that," he told her,
watching the bob of her cute butt, covered only by her tight, black
panties. "What we've already done is enough to send us both the
hell. How could I let myself do anything more? It's so wrong…"

"No! Come…we'll make it right," she murmured,
hooking her forefinger and motioning him to follow her.

He had lost all of his self-dignity. He was
his granddaughter's willing slave now. He would do whatever she
told him to and glory in it. Meekly stumbling along behind her, he
let himself be led down the path toward the incestuous abomination
they were about to commit. Guiltily unbuttoning his shirt, he
shuffled along behind her like the mindless slave he had just
become. He knew that he should stop it, but after what she had just
done for him? How could he be that selfish and self-centered?

Now he must return the gift she had so
eagerly bestowed upon him. Give to her in the same way she had
given to him.

As they stepped into Julie's bedroom, she
skipped over to her bed and jumped onto it. Standing on her knees,
she slid her fingers down under the waistband of her black panties
and began to tease them down her thighs while Gerald watched on in
feverish anticipation. As she mockingly pushed them down, her
hairless, almost prepubescent pussy come into view. He had never
seen a pussy so vulnerable, so fragile, so delicate, so childlike.
He wanted to touch it, but he was almost afraid to. Afraid he would
damage the precious treasure somehow. Surely, just the touch of his
befouling fingers would disfigure it. Defile it and cause it
ruinous harm.

"No hair," he choked out, gawking down at the
almost infantile cleft of pink flesh.

"Unh-huh," she murmured, pushing them down.
"You like it that way?"

"Uh-huh—" he dumbly muttered, nodding his
head up and down.

At last, her panties were lying on the floor
by her bed as she grinned up at him and slowly ran the tips of her
long, slender fingers up the weeping cleft.

"This must be our secret," he was finally
able to choke out. "No one else can ever know. Never…"

"Cross my heart, hope to die," she murmured,
running her fingers over her jiggling tits, making the sign of a
cross before slowly melting down onto her back.

She lay on the bed with her legs bent at the
knees, her dainty feet resting on the floor as Gerald stared down
at her in a euphoric daze. She was the most beautiful creature on
God's earth, he reverently swore.

Leaning down over her, he let his lips brush
over her hard, jutting nipples. Then he began to tease them with
sucks and tickles and licks and nips, as she writhed beneath
him.

"Oh, Granpa, oh, feels so good," she
murmured, reaching up and running her long fingers through his
graying hair.

How could this beautiful creature be
attracted to him, he sickly wondered? She was a goddess and he was
a balding, sixty-five year old, with the beginnings of a belly, and
muscles that were becoming slack. But the most disconcerting thing
was the fact he was her grandfather. What child could find her
grandfather sexually attractive? Maybe she was just as big a perv
as he was.

Her nipples were so stiff and hard by the
time he finished with them, he expected milk to come squirting out
of them, even though she wasn't pregnant. YET, he woefully
thought!

Reaching down, pushing his hands I between
her knees, he ever so gently spread her shapely legs apart. As he
did, her soft, pink pussy slowly unfolded, spreading itself and
displaying the fragile sweetmeat to him. Then he returned his lips
to her nipples. Teasing them for a moment before slowly kissing his
way down off her jiggling breasts, onto her flat belly, all the
while gently pulling her down the bed until her juicy pussy was
within reach of his mouth. Once it was, he dropped to his knees
between her legs. Looking down, he studied the delicate treasure
that was spread out before him, awaiting his attention.

"Such a beautiful pussy," he murmured,
lowering his lips down onto the succulent lips encircling her
youthful womanhood.

Easing his tongue out, he dipped it down into
the weeping slit at the base of her pussy. Savoring the tart
sweetness of the juices flowing from it, he slowly licked his
tongue up the dew-filled valley between the soft folds of flesh
bordering it. Up and up he licked, slowly making his way up toward
her youthful clit.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she softly murmured, gently
pressing his mouth down onto her pussy.

Easing his fingers under her thighs, he
lifted her legs up until the soles of her tiny feet were resting on
his shoulders, exposing her pussy and opening it to his attacking
tongue.

"My clit, Granpa, my clit…please…please," she
begged like a little girl at a candy store begging her grandfather
for a special treat.

"Yesssss," he hissed out into her pussy,
finally finding the little knob poking up out of its fleshy
hood.

Quickly sucking it between his lips, he
flicked his tongue across it.

"OhGod!" he heard her gasp as he flicked his
tongue across the exposed bundle of raw nerves again and again.

The subtle fragrance of soap still lingered
on her freshly washed skin. And it intermingled with the heady
scent of her aroused womanhood. His nostrils were filled with the
perfume of her excited anticipation. Soft mews escaped from her
open lips, expressing her consent to him as he tenderly lapped at
his granddaughter's swollen clit,

Pressing down on his head with the tips of
her fingers, she forced his lips down against her pussy. Then she
began to roll her hips and gently rub her clit against his lapping
tongue.

He felt the hot, smooth skin of her thighs
slowly pressing against his cheeks as she began to squeeze her legs
together, imprisoning his head between them. Her legs were
quivering from the strain as she struggled for her climax, but he
didn't change the pace of his licking tongue. He continued to
slowly, determinedly flick his tongue across the hardened nub of
exposed flesh jutting out from its fleshy sheath. But, he could
feel her slipping closer and closer to the edge.

Then all at once, she gave out a long,
groaning moan, arching her back and thrusting her pussy up against
his mouth. Her butt began to quiver and shake and he could feel the
tension in her thighs as she squeezed them against him. While the
fiery waves of her orgasm raged through her body, her hot juices
poured out of her spasming pussy, spewing out in hot gushes,
coating his chin and throat with the sticky goo as she came and
came and came.

Finally, with a soft agonized gasp, she
slowly began to relax back down onto the bed.

Her hands lifted from his head and dropped to
the bed beside her as her back straightened and her butt melted
back down onto the bed. Her big tits, flattened by gravity, still
heaved up and down as she breathed heavily, trying to catch her
breath.

"Oh, Granpa," she wheezed, "that was
wonderful, just wonderful. Every bit as good as I thought it would
be…"

Somehow the fact that his granddaughter had
imagined what it would be like to have him eat her stunned him. The
excitement and satisfaction of helping his granddaughter orgasm had
had a telling effect upon Gerald. And now, as he looked down, he
saw his cock sticking out from his groin. He couldn't remember the
last time he had gotten hard again, so quickly after an orgasm. But
then again, he didn't recall the last time he had eaten his
granddaughter's sweet pussy, either, he guiltily thought.

Then, still standing on his knees, he watched
Julie push herself back onto the bed, using her elbows and heels.
As she did, he struggled up to his feet and crawled onto the bed
after her. Leaning down, he crawled up between her legs until his
head was above her pussy once again. Tilting his head down, he gave
her shrunken clit a soft butterfly kiss, causing Julie to give out
a little mew. Then working his way up over the smoothness of her
clean-shaven mons, he showered it with soft, flitting kisses as he
made his way across her taut tummy to her belly button. Easing his
tongue out, he dipped its tip down into the little depression and
gently reamed it. Then he continued his journey upward, still
raining soft kisses down on her smooth skin. Pausing at first one,
then the other of her jutting nipples, he gave each a slow,
lingering suck before kissing his way up her arched neck, over her
chin and onto her pouting lips.

Then, as they longingly kissed with open
mouths, he felt her hot fingertips grasp hold of his bobbing cock.
Another rush of excitement washed over him as he felt her bending
his cock down toward her waiting cunt. He felt the soft embrace of
her pussy-lips on the head of his cock. Easing his hips forward, he
felt the slippery dampness between her legs slowly open and envelop
the tapered head of his cock as he pushed into her. Sliding into
her, his cock slid between her delicate lips into the wet heat of
her sex, burrowing deeper and deeper until all eight-inches were
buried down inside her.

"So big," she whispered, grinding herself up
against him, clutching at his cock with her cunt at the same
time.

"So soft…" he murmured, holding his cock down
inside the drenched channel of her womanhood. "So soft…"

He could feel her hard nipples brush against
his chest as he leaned down over her and kissed her on the lips. He
couldn't believe the incredible tightness of her pussy as it
caressed his cock.

Pulling back, he rocked forward again, then
again and again, slowly rocking his hips, forcing his stiff cock in
and out between the softness of her almost virginal pussy lips.
Breaking their passionate kiss, he watched her hands float up to
her undulating breasts. Clutching them, she squeezed and clawed at
them with her hands, while down below she squeezed and clutched at
his cock with her hot pussy.

Tirelessly, Gerald fucked his granddaughter
while she writhed below him. Then he watched as she slid a hand
down between them. Finding the firm nub of her clit with her
finger, she gently rubbed it while he deliberately fucked her with
deep, thrusting strokes.

Julie was now breathing quickly again,
exhaling in small gasps.

Gerald's hips began to work faster, pacing
their rhythm with that of her rushed breathing. Julie began to meet
his downward strokes with upward thrusts of her own. Faster and
faster the strokes came, until at last, another explosion tore
through his peter. As the first rush of release welled up from his
groin, Julie gasped, thrust herself up hard, and gasped again. With
his cock buried deep, down inside her spasming cunt, Gerald could
feel his seed-filled semen spurting out into the almost virginal
chamber of his granddaughter's spasming pussy.

As it spewed out of him in hot clinging gobs,
Julie cried out, then cried out again, her whole body shuddering
and shaking. Holding him clutched to her body, she moaned out her
satisfaction as more and more of his thick goo spewed out into her
pussy. Grinding herself up against him, she rode out their
simultaneous orgasm, as Gerald groaned and grunted atop her.

Finally, spent and exhausted from fucking and
the emotional drain, Gerald backed his cock out of her and flopped
down beside her.

"Wow, Granpa," she huffed. "You old guys sure
know how to fuck. You know where to go and what to do once you get
there. Not like the young guys who like to hop on and hop off
before a girl is even ready."

"How could you do that and ignore the beauty
of the scenery along the journey," he smiled, gently ticking one of
her big, swollen nipples with the tip of his finger. "And such
beauty it is."

"So, Granpa, what now?" she asked him,
running her fingers over his hairy chest and toying with his tiny
nipples.

Gerald knew that he should never feel what he
was feeling toward her. Their lovemaking had kindled a new and
frightening emotion down inside his heart of hearts. This was his
granddaughter, but what he felt for her was not the way a
grandfather should feel for his granddaughter. But now, she was no
longer his granddaughter only. Now she was his lover. A lover he
had to have forever…

"What do you mean?" he asked, not
understanding the new possessive feeling toward her.

"What do we do now?" she smiled, leaning over
and kissing him gently on the lips. "Was this it? Or can we go on
from here? I love you…and I want to be with you…"

"What?" he groaned. "I'm an old man. You're a
beautiful young woman. A woman who could have any man she wants.
Why me?"

"I don't know…I don't care…I just know that I
want you…" she murmured.

"You…you could come to live with me in
Europe," he finally groaned out. "If you want…we can keep it a
secret from them, if, if you want."

"Yes…yes, Granpa," she gurgled. "Yes, I
want…"

And so, when Bob and Ann returned home from
Jamaica, Gerald and Julie broke the news that Julie was going to
live with her Granpa in France…and no one was the wiser from that
day forward…

 


The End
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Helping Out Nana




"Five-thirty? Yeah, I'll be there," I told
Greg as I crawled into my 2010 Mustang and cranked her up.

I was going to meet back at school with Greg
and several of the guys for some hoops after supper. It was kinda
warm, but what the hell, I was eighteen and in pretty good shape if
I had to say so myself. And a little sweat never hurt anyone
anyway.

Pulling out of the parking lot, I peeled
about a thousand miles off my tires just to show off as I saw
Glenda Jackson pull out just behind me in her Toyota Prius. I don't
know why, but that's just the way it was being a teenager in
Harriston.

Smiling smugly, I pulled into my parking spot
in the driveway next to my dad's Lincoln Continental. He's home
early, I told myself as I flopped my books down on the kitchen
table and headed for the fridge.

"That you, Arnie?" I heard dad holler from
the living room as I pulled open the fridge and looked inside.

"Nope, just a burglar seeing what you got
that's worth eating in your fridge," I joked back, grabbing for the
milk carton and pulling it out.

"Smart ass," he called back as I poured
myself a nice big glass of moo juice. "When you're through robbing
us, get your ass in here, I need to talk to you."

"Sure…maybe you can help me haul out all my
loot to my car when I'm done," I teased back.

My dad, Eric and I were pretty good buds and
joked around a lot but I wondered what he wanted to talk to me
about? I couldn't remember getting into any trouble…recently…that
would merit a talk.

Walking into the living room, I saw that dad
was sitting in his chair reading the New York Times.

Ruffling the paper, he folded it and laid it
in his lap, looked over at me and smiled.

"You have any plans for this afternoon?" he
asked me, popping out a cigarette and lighting it.

"Yeah, I'm meeting the guys over at the
school house for some hoops around five-thirty. Why?" I asked him
taking a long chug on my milk.

"Nana asked me if you would be able to help
her this afternoon…if you could." He said, taking a drag off his
cig and blowing a cloud of smoke in my direction. "I'd appreciate
it if you would," he told me waving a twenty dollar bill in the
air.

Twenty bucks? And that was probably only the
start as I imagined that Nana would probably pay me too. Wasn't
playing hoops, but being the enterprising entrepreneur that I was I
could definitely see the benefits of this endeavor.

"Sure," I told him trudging over to where he
sat and taking the twenty from him. "I think I'm going to be
needing some new tires pretty soon and this'll make a down
payment," I grinned.

"Well, thanks a lot. She said something about
moving some things, but I don't know what. Couldn't be too much,"
he grinned back at me, tapping his cigarette on the ashtray.
"Anything else happening?"

"Nothing worth mentioning," I told him. "How
about you?"

"Got that job over in Acton. Be starting on
that pretty soon. Make a pretty penny or two on that."

"Cool…well, think I'll run and change. Don't
want Nana to think I'm a slob or anything," I told him, finishing
off my milk and heading back to the kitchen.

"Good idea…" I heard dad tell me as I walked
away.

Nana Aikens had just moved into Harriston
from Florida where she'd lived with Grandpa Enrique who'd passed
away about eight months ago. It had taken dad that long to convince
her that we could take care of her better instead of her being 60
miles away if anything came up. She'd been reluctant to move away
from all her friends and stuff, but she'd finally agreed. So she'd
sold her house down in Florida and bought her one here in
Harriston. I didn't know too much about her as I'd only seen her
three or four times in the last five or six years. All I really
knew about her was what I'd heard.

Eccentric…

A little odd…

Close to sixty…

Hardly a day over forty…

Did things her own way…

Hardly acted like she was sixty…

Rich…

Do what she wanted to…

Big…I mean really big…

So with those descriptions floating around
inside my head, I didn't know what to think…

~~~

Pulling up in front of Nana Aikens's house, I
saw that her brand new Silver Coast Metallic Cadillac Escalade was
sitting in the driveway in front of the garage. Bet she paid a
pretty penny for that, I told myself, but the car fit her image.
Old rich. Not a BMW or a Mercedes or a Lexus or even an Accord
would do. Nope, had to be American made and Cadillac had always
been one of the top of the line for American made. Thus Nana
Aikens's car…

Wondering what she wanted me to help her
with, I made my way up to her front door and rang the doorbell. I
could hear the deep, melodic chimes inside the house and moments
later the front door came swinging open.

"Arnold…come in, come in…" I heard Nana
Aikens tell me as I stood looking at her with a befuddled look on
my face.

It was four-thirty in the afternoon and I was
a little taken aback at Nana's attire. She was wearing a long white
chiffon peignoir and heels. I couldn't tell what else she wore
under the peignoir, if anything, but the gown was thick enough to
hide whatever it was if there was something. I guess I wasn't
totally familiar with what someone as rich and well-heeled as Nana
would wear around the house during the day. She didn't have to
work, so why get dressed when you could lounge around in something
comfortable all day long? Made sense to me. Hell, if I didn't have
to go to school or do anything, I'd probably hang out in my
frigging birthday suit all day.

"I see that your father told you that I'd
like for you to help me out," she smiled, ignoring my befuddled
look. "Come in-come in—" she instructed me, stepping back and
making room for me to step in through the doorway.

Now there was one thing, no, better make that
two things that no one discussed. At least not around me. Unless
that "big…I mean really big" comment I'd heard someone make
referred to her boobs, because they were big…I mean really big. So
big that I felt them brush against my arm as I stepped around her
into the house.

I could hear the air conditioner humming
outside and it was comfortably cool in the house as Nana quietly
closed the door behind me. Then she slowly stepped around me and I
could hear the ping of her spike high heels on the hardwood floor
as she quietly made her way into the living room.

"So Arnold…uh, or would you prefer Arnie?"
she asked me, stopping by the bar to turn and look at me.

"Uh, Arnie's fine, uh, Nana," I mumbled,
feeling a little strange calling this refined-looking,
sophisticated woman Nana. But that was better than having to call
her Granny or something dumb like that, because she certainly
wasn't no Granny, that was for sure.

"Then, would you like a beer, Arnie?" she
smiled, picking up her martini glass and taking a sip off it. Then
she paused to look over at me. "Or would you like something…" she
paused again and I thought I saw her eyes dart down to the front of
my jeans before she looked back up at my face, "something harder…"
she softly laughed.

What was that all about? Had she just looked
down at my crotch? What the fuck? For whatever reason, I couldn't
stop my cock's natural reaction to the attention it had just
received from my grandmother as it began to swell and firm up down
inside my Levis. Or maybe it was just all in my sick, perverted
teenage imagination.

"Beer's fine," I told her, feeling
unaccustomedly awkward by what I perceived was my grandmother's
slightly inappropriate attention

I watched Nana reach into the refrigerator
behind the bar and pull out a frosty can of Coors Light.

"Coors Light okay?" she asked, setting the
beer down on the bar by her martini.

"Coors is fine…" I told her trying to smile
but feeling extremely self-conscious. "So, Nana, uh, what's this
thing you need help moving?" I asked her, trying to change the
subject and find out exactly what I was over here for.

"Nothing," she said, refreshing her drink out
of the pitcher that sat on the bar.

"Uh, nothing?" I suspiciously asked. "I-I
don't understand," I told her watching her step out from behind the
bar and slowly stepping toward me with her drink in one hand and my
beer in the other. As she did, I could help but notice the sexy way
her hips moved from side to side under the chiffon peignoir.

"I was just lonely…and wanted someone to talk
to," she smiled, stopping in front of me and handing me my beer.
"You see anything wrong with that?" she asked me, leaning down and
sliding onto the end of the couch.

"Uh, no, I guess not," I mumbled, wondering
why she had chosen me?

"Come sit, for a little while. Please," she
sighed, motioning for the other end of the couch.

"Okay…" I muttered, stepping over to the
other end of the couch and plopping my butt down.

"Why you, you're asking yourself?" she softly
laughed making the front of her peignoir and her oversized bosom
roll and lurch.

Could she read my frigging mind, I wondered?
But, yeah, why me?

"Yeah, I guess so…" I told her admitting my
curiosity.

"Well, it's a long story," she sighed, "and
to make it a short story, I just wanted to be around someone young
for a change. I'm not in my casket yet you know," she frowned. "And
I didn't think you would volunteer to come over and spend some time
with your ancient old Nana without some prompting."

"You're not ancient, Nana…" I complained, but
completely understanding the gist of her reasoning. And she was
probably right. But maybe not for all the same reasons she thought.
Why would such a sophisticated, worldly woman want to spend time
with an immature teenage jock like me? "And besides I like spending
time with you," I added, just for good measure."

"Oh, I admit that Enrique and I didn't have
much time for the rest of the family. And I'm not going to
apologize for that. We were in love with each other…is that wrong?"
as she spoke I could see that her warm green eyes were starting to
tear up a little and sparkle in the afternoon sunlight.

"No…" I mumbled, not knowing what else to
say, but beginning to feel a little moody myself.

"But that doesn't explain why I invited you
over…" she said, sniffing back the tears and taking another quick
sip off her martini.

I didn't know what to say…or do. It was one
of those awkward moments that come along every once in a while
where it's better to not say anything…so I didn't.

"So, Arnie, tell me, you have a special girl
or anything?" she asked me as I saw her whole demeanor suddenly
brighten…amazingly, a bit of coincidence or just what I didn't
know, but at the same moment the sun popped from behind a cloud and
the room was suddenly filled with the bright afternoon sunlight
streaming in through the sliding glass door leading out onto the
patio in the back yard.

"Uh, no, no, not really," I told her feeling
a little more comfortable with the emphasis of the conversation
shifted away from Nana. "Playing the field," I laughed, trying to
make light of my less than stellar success in the dating game.

"Sometimes that's the best," she smiled as I
watched her bosom jiggle up and down again under its thin covering
of chiffon. I was beginning to feel more and more the pervert as I
became more and more aware of Nana as a woman.

But as visually pleasing as that was, my
psyche was definitely taking a beating and I was feeling more and
more like the pervert I knew I was.

"As long as you have other outlets for
your-your, well you know, your teenage hormones," she smiled,
batting her eyes at me.

"Yeah, uh, yeah, as long as you do that…" I
mumbled, feeling the warmth of a blush spread out across my
cheeks.

What the fuck? What was she talking about?
Did she mean beating off? Or getting laid every once in a while?
Whatever she meant, it probably something a grandmother and
grandson should be discussing.

"It's strange," she said, slowly pushing up
off the couch as I followed her with my eyes across the room to the
sliding glass door. "You don't realize how much you miss something
until it's taken away from you…"

Then she stopped to look out the glass door
onto the patio out back. Unfortunately for me, as she did, the
sunlight came flooding in through the door highlighting every swoop
and curve of her body. I could see the outline of her very large
boobs, her slightly-thickened waist, her ample hips, her long,
well-rounded thighs and calves. It was almost like she'd suddenly
dropped her chiffon peignoir and was now standing in front of the
door naked. Grandmother or not, my fevered brain went onto the
offensive sending signals out to all the affected body parts. My
pulse quickened; my heart was beating faster; my palms suddenly
became sweaty; my breathing accelerated; I felt lightheaded; and I
felt a stirring down inside my jeans.

These were all normal and involuntary
reactions to seeing the silhouette of my grandmother's body. I
didn't have any control over them. But still, it couldn't stop me
from feeling like a pervert for getting aroused by my grandmother.
What was wrong with me? Well, there was one contributing cause I
could think of. I hadn't gotten laid in over three weeks and things
were a little tight in that area.

"You know what I mean?" she asked, slowly
turning around to face me.

Suddenly, I could make out the faint outline
of the dark circles capping her big, oversized breasts. And it was
either my overactive imagination, or I thought I could make out an
ever-so-faint dark triangle down at the point where my
grandmother's tummy intersected with the tops of her legs. Panties?
Or Pubic hair? I don't know which it was, but all the reactions I'd
mentioned earlier suddenly shifted into overdrive.

"Uh, yeah, I-I think so—" I dumbly muttered,
my eyes shifting and darting everywhere as I took in every
silhouetted detail of my grandmother's body.

"I figured that since you were a teenager,
you could probably understand my problem better than most," she
smiled, slowly stepping out from between the glaring blast of
sunlight and me leaving me blinking and batting my eyelids, almost
blinded by the bright light.

"Oh, I'm sorry…" I heard Nana tell me,
quickly reaching over to the curtain cord and jerking it to send
the curtains across to block the light. "Did I blind you?"

"No—no, I don't think so…" I mumbled, rubbing
my eyes and blinking some more.

"I didn't realize you were watching me…" she
smiled, stepping back toward the couch as my vision slowly
cleared.

Time had flown and I suddenly realized I was
supposed to meet Greg and the gang over at the school yard.
Glancing down at my watch I saw that it was five-fifteen. I was
supposed to be there at five-thirty.

"Do you have to be somewhere?" I heard Nana
ask me as she sat back down on the couch.

"Uh, I was supposed to meet the guys over at
school for some hoops," I explained, a little curious at what I
might be missing if I left and wishing I hadn't made the earlier
plans.

"Oh—" Nana said, her obvious disappointment
painted all over her pretty face.

"I can call them and cancel…" I volunteered,
not wanting to upset her either.

"No-no, go. We can talk some other time, I
just thought…" she said, letting her voice trail off into
nothing.

"What if I came back later?" I asked her.
"After I'm through."

"You want to do that?" she asked me.

"Sure, if you want me to," I grinned seeing
the look of disappointment fading from her face.

"Maybe…" she smiled pausing for a couple of
second, "you could spend the night over here."

Spend the night? With her?

"You could you tell them that you were, uh,
you know, spending the night with a friend…or something," she told
me.

"Yeah, I guess…" I told her wondering why she
didn't want me to tell my parents that I was spending the night at
her house? It was strange. But maybe not so strange. Nana was a
very good-looking woman and I was after all, a horny teenager…yeah,
right. Like something was going to happen between us.

"I think Greg would go along with it. I'll
ask him."

"Good…what time do you think you'll be back?"
she smiled, taking another sip on her martini as her demeanor
suddenly brightened.

"Seven-thirty, I guess. I'll need to run home
and shower. I can get pretty sweaty playing ball," I grinned,
wondering what the night held in store for me.

"I imagine that there are plenty of things
that a boy your age can get sweaty doing," she smiled, and I
thought I saw her eyes dip down to my crotch again…but then again,
maybe I was just imagining it.

"Well, uh, I guess, I'd better be going," I
fumbled, tipping my beer up and killing it before setting it down
on the coaster. It wasn't nice to leave your drink unfinished.

"Seven-thirty then…" she smiled, slowly
getting up with me as I bumbled up off the couch.

Oddly, Nana took hold of my hand and we
walked toward the door hand in hand. Her hand was soft and warm,
just like I imagined it would be.

"Be careful…" she told me when we got to the
door. "I'll be waiting…"

Then, to my shocked amazement, she leaned in,
pressing her oversized breasts against my arm as she gave me a
grandmotherly kiss on the cheek. But while the kiss was platonic
enough, the press of her big, soft tits against my arm was enough
to cause more stirrings down inside my jeans, especially when I
realized it was obvious there wasn't anything restraining the two
giant udders.

"Uh, okay…" I mumbled, stumbling on the
threshold as I tripped out of the house, looking back over my
shoulder to catch the private, little wave Nana gave me. Half
turning, I waved back and stumbled again before I finally made it
to my car. What the fuck was wrong with me? I was acting like a
fucking ten year old, stumbling and blushing and bumbling around
like I was.

Looking back as I opened my car door, I saw
that Nana was still standing in the doorway watching me.
Self-consciously, I waved again and crawled in under the steering
wheel…

~~~

The guys were already playing when I got to
the school grounds and Greg called time when I came strolling
up.

"Where the fuck you been?" he wanted to know.
"You said five-thirty and it's nearly six."

"I met a lady and time just got away from
me," I told him, stripping my tee shirt off when I saw that skins
were a man short.

"A lady? You? Who?" he laughed.

"Never mind…but I need you to do me a favor
and you gotta keep it a secret, okay?" I told him, looking over at
the other guys who were fooling around taking pot shots while they
waited.

"Yeah, I guess…what's the favor?" he
grinned.

"I'm spending the night over at her house and
if it comes up, I need you to tell my parents I spent the night at
your house, okay?"

"Really? You're spending the night at some
lady's house?" Greg asked me with a look of disbelief on his
face.

"Yeah, cool, huh?" I grinned back, knowing if
I told him it was my grandmother that I was spending the night
with, I be the laughing stock of the school.

"Come on, man, who? Tell me," he
whispered.

"I can't right now…but if everything works
out the way I think it will, maybe then. Okay?" I lied, knowing I
was going to have to make up another story about the lady. Maybe a
lady passing through town or something like that so he couldn't
trace it back to my grandmother.

I sucked. I couldn't keep my mind on the game
and didn't score a point. All I could think about was Nana and what
was going to happen when I got back to her house. Or at least what
might happen…

"Man, what's with you? You didn't score a
point all night long," Greg wanted to know as we stood drying off
after the game while the other guys made their way to their
cars.

"Don't know, man, preoccupied, I guess…" I
told him as we started walking out to the parking lot.

"Thinking about your lady friend?" he
snickered as we stopped by his car.

"Maybe," I grinned.

"Well, catch you tomorrow and you can give me
all the details…" he chuckled, crawling into his car…

~~~

It was seven-fifteen and I was as nervous as
the proverbial cat with a long tail in a rocking chair factory as I
pulled out of my driveway and headed for Nana's house. I don't know
why I was so nervous. Everything had gone fine this afternoon, but
I now I was wondering what the night really held in store for me?
Maybe I'd been all wrong about Nana and all she really wanted to do
was talk. She was my grandmother. And grandmothers weren't known to
seduce their grandsons. Or so I'd been led to believe over the past
eighteen years.

The butterflies fluttering around down inside
my belly were the size of mastodons as I pulled up in front of
Nana's house and saw that the garage door was open and the bay was
empty. Was I supposed to park in the garage? Well, if she hadn't
wanted me to tell my parents about our little tete-a-tete, then she
probably didn't want to have my Mustang sitting in her driveway all
night long for everyone to see.

Slowly pulling into the garage, I was
surprised when the garage door came rattling down as soon as my car
rolled to a stop. I didn't see Nana around anywhere so I guessed
she must have heard my car pull into the garage and closed the door
with a remote.

It was getting weirder and weirder as I
turned my car off and pushed the door open. Then I saw Nana
standing in the door leading into the house smiling at me. She was
still wearing the same long, flowing white peignoir and heels she'd
been wearing this afternoon as she stood waiting for me to join
her.

"Punctual—" I heard her say as I stepped out
of my car and slammed the door shut.

"Uh, yeah, I try to be…" I grinned, slowly
stepping around my car and up to where she stood watching me.

"I like that in a man," she smiled, turning
and stepping inside. As I followed her inside, I was suddenly aware
of the faint fragrance of roses with an undercurrent of honey
hanging in the air as I followed along behind Nana.

"I like your perfume," I told her, following
her out into the living room.

"Rose Barbare by Guerlain…" she said over her
shoulder.

"Is it expensive?" I asked her, thinking
maybe I could buy her some for Christmas.

"Around two-fifty for two and a half ounces…"
she chuckled.

Well, so much for that idea, I told myself.
That was definitely out of my league, unless I wanted to forego
gifts to everyone else on my list.

"I made us a pitcher of martinis," she smiled
as I saw a pitcher and two glasses sitting on the coffee table.
"You do drink martinis?"

"Sure, all the time," I lied, not wanting
Nana to think I was just a kid and all I drank was beer.

"Good…" she softly laughed, he bosom heaving
up and down delightfully.

Then I noticed that there was a photo album
lying on the table by the pitcher of martinis.

"I thought we could look at some family
pictures…if you don’t mind," she told me, swishing around the
coffee table in her long chiffon gown and sitting down on the
couch.

"Uh, okay," I mumbled. Not exactly what I had
envisioned, but what the heck, maybe she did just want to talk
after all…and look at old photos. It was beginning to look like I
had definitely jumped to the wrong conclusion…

"Come, sit," she told me, patting the couch
beside her then reaching over to the pitcher. As I stumbled around
the table, Nana poured me a martini and pushed it over in front of
me as I sat down.

As I reached out to pick my drink up, Nana
slowly opened the book. There were a bunch of pictures of her,
Grandpa Enrique and my dad, Eric. My dad was only about six or
seven in the pictures as Nana explained while we slowly leafed
through the photos and my dad grew older and older until all at
once, he was no longer in the pictures. Now it was only Nana and
Grandpa Enrique in them. There were several pictures of them at
various night spots in France. I don't know who took the pictures,
but there were so many pictures, it was almost like they had their
own photographer following them around taking the pictures.

Now, three martinis later, we were about
three-quarters of the way through the photo album. I had a buzz
going on and I could tell that Nana was feeling quite at ease as
she would casually touch me and intimately rest her hand on my
thigh as she explained what was going on in the photos. And I had
felt her big, soft breast brush against my arms several times.
Maybe it was my imagination, or the fragrance of her Rose Barbare
seemed to becoming more and more captivating, somehow seeming to be
growing stronger as the time passed. I was almost at the point of
not caring what I had thought about Nana earlier. It was just fun
being around her, even minus the possibility of what I'd hoped
might happen earlier.

Then there were several pictures of her and
Grandpa Enrique skiing in the Swiss Alps as Nana explained. She
must have been a very adept skier, I tipsily told myself. She would
have to have been to keep from falling over all the time, as top
heavy as she was chuckled to myself.

Pausing for a moment, Nana looked over at me
and smiled. Then she picked up her glass and gently tapped it
against mine.

"Cheers," she softly laughed.

"Uh, cheers," I mumbled back, feeling
suddenly self-consciousness all at once.

Then Nana set her glass back down and slowly
turned the next page in the album.

All of a sudden my eyes bugged out at least a
foot and my jaw dropped as I gawked down at the next page of photos
in shock and awe.

It was Nana. Sitting in a chaise lounge on a
beach somewhere. She didn't have a top on! And there they were.
Right out in the open for me to see. Her big, no her HUGE BARE
BREASTS! Two big, pink bowling balls sagging down from her chest
except where the holes should have been there were big circles of
darker pink flesh. And protruding out of the circles were two big,
knobby nipples.

I couldn't believe my fucking eyes. I was
staring down at a picture of my Nana's big, bare tits. While she
was sitting beside me casually explaining that the picture had been
take on a topless beach somewhere in Barcelona.

"…naturist, they call themselves. We call
them nudist over her in the states," she went on to explain.

My heart was doing somersaults down inside my
chest, banging and bouncing off my rib cage…from the inside. My
mouth was suddenly as dry as the Sahara and I couldn't swallow down
the lump that formed in my throat.

I couldn't take my eyes off the picture and I
could only hear a few of the words Nana was saying as the roar
inside my head was becoming deafening. Nana was wearing a bikini
bottom in the picture so I couldn't see her private parts and
Grandpa Enrique was standing beside the chaise looking down at her
with a drink in his hand. All he was wearing was a kind of a pouch
thing hanging down from the string wrapped around his waist to hold
his privates. And from the size of the pouch, I could see where I
got my eight inches. Even soft, as amazing as that was with Nana's
big tits hanging out right in front of him, his penis looked
big…really big!

Finally Nana turned the page and there was
another picture of the two of her and Grandpa Enrique standing with
their backs to the camera. Nana was still wearing her black thong
bikini bottom which consisted of a half-inch band of black cloth
encircling her waist and a tiny wisp of black material in the shape
of a triangle pointing down and disappearing down into the crack
between her ample buttocks leaving both of them bare and totally
exposed. The crotch of the bikini reappeared down below her
bounteous buttocks to cover her sex. And the way she was standing,
you could see the bare, round, outer edges of her oversized udders
protruding out beyond her rib cage. She still wasn't wearing a
top—

I was shocked! Why had she shown me the
pictures? She was my grandmother for God's sake—

"Have you ever been to a naturist beach?" she
calmly asked me, laying her hand on my thigh and giving it a soft
squeeze.

"Never been to Europe—" I choked out. My
lungs seemed to be broken. They didn't want to work and I couldn't
catch my breath.

"They have them in the states, they're just
called nude beaches…" she smiled and gave my leg another squeeze.
"Enrique and I used to go to one near our house in Florida…the
Cypress Cove Nudist Spa and Resort," she smiled, slowly turning the
next page. "Here's some pictures from there…"

If I'd been shocked before, now I was
flabbergasted. Stunned! Astounded! In the other pictures, at least
she'd had a bikini bottom on, but in the one I was gawking at now,
she was NUDE! Totally and completely NAKED! She wasn't wearing a
stitch of clothing as she lay in her chaise lounge smiling up at
the photographer whoever the lucky son-of-a-bitch was. And she had
her legs partially spread apart, exposing the little bush of blond
curls and the pink folds of flesh peeking out from below it. Her
PUSSY! I could actually see her pussy—

I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe as I
blatantly gawked down at the picture.

"Uh, you're, uh, you don't have-you don't
have anything on—" I choked out.

"Your grandfather said I looked good 'in the
raw' as he called it," she joked. It was then I realized that
Grandpa Enrique was in the picture too. Standing by the chaise
looking down at her. And this time he was naked too. Wasn't wearing
a stitch of clothing. He was standing there in his birthday suit
with a big happy grin on his face and his big, limp dick hanging
down between his legs reaching halfway down between his thighs and
knees. Yeah, I'd been right. Even soft, Grandpa's cock was
big…really big. It was probably even bigger than mine, I enviously
thought as I studied the evil-looking thing. It was enormous—

Nana was a nudist? I'd never even considered
that. suddenly having to deal with the fact your grandmother was a
nudist was a little disconcerting to say the least.

"Well, what do you think?" Nana smiled,
leaning back against the couch and looking at me with a smug little
smile on her Venetian red lips.

"Uh, think? Uh, about what?" I croaked,
finally able to look away from the picture.

"About nudism…" she smiled, lifting her hand
up to the little satin bow on the collar of her white peignoir.

"I-I don't know, I, uh," I stuttered, not
knowing what to say. What did she want me to say?

"Why don't you try it…" she softly said, her
fingers plucking at the bow on her collar. All at once, it came
unraveled, the two ends dangling down over her enormous breasts as
they jutted out against the white chiffon.

Try it? Nudist? Get naked? Get naked in front
of her? Jeez—she was my frigging grandmother. Did she really expect
me to get naked in front of her?

"I don't know—" I mumbled.

The first stages of rigor mortis were setting
in down in my cock and I thought it was going to come ripping out
through my jeans as it swelled up inside them.

"It's really easy. I'll go first…" she smiled
at me, supporting herself on her stiffened arms as she pushed up
onto her high heels in front of the couch. As she did, her peignoir
flapped open partially and all I could see was bare tan flesh under
it. She was naked under the peignoir, my feverish mind informed me.
Oh, fuck, I wasn't prepared for this, I told myself, watching her
slowly spread the gown open.

"Fuck—" I muttered, unable to stop myself as
I saw my grandmother's big bare tits lurch into view. Oh, God, Oh,
God, they were spectacular—

Just like in the pictures, they hung down
from her chest like two big, pink bowling balls minus the holes.
They softly jiggled and bobbled as she extended her arms back and
let the white peignoir go sliding down them to land in a puddled
heap of chiffon on the couch.

My jaw was just about dragging on my knees as
I sat gawking at the wondrous monuments to the glorification of
womanhood. I'd never seen a more impressive pair. Nowhere. And if
they'd been full of milk, they could each easily hold a gallon of
the delicious nectar.

"Try it…it'll make you feel free…" Nana
softly laughed making the objects of my gawking adoration bobble
and bounce as she slowly melted back down onto the couch beside me.
Then she leaned back, stretching her arms out along the top of the
couch as she bowed her back and thrust her breasts out. "I can
attest to that—"

I was drowning in the flood of testosterone
that had gushed out into my bloodstream. I hadn't thought my cock
could get any harder, but it was certainly trying, hopelessly bent
and trapped inside my tight jeans. And it was going to snap in two
if I didn't move it to a different position.

"Fuck—" I muttered again, grabbing at my cock
and grappling with it, trying to push it into a more comfortable
position.

"Another benefit of nudism…" Nana laughed,
reaching out to the snap on the front of my pants. "Nothing to
restrict your movement…come, on, Arnie, try it…you'll like it. I'll
help you."

As much as I wanted to, I was terrified of
what my grandmother would do when she saw how hard my cock was.
Yeah, I had a frigging hard on. The mother of all erections. And
now my Nana would know. Know that she had caused it. Grandsons just
weren't supposed to get that way around their grandmothers. But it
seemed like I had little choice in the matter.

"But, Nana…" I complained, reaching down to
push her hand away.

"I've seen a man before, Arnie…" she
whispered avoiding my hands and unsnapping my pants. "It's been a
long time though…"

My goose was cooked as I stared down at the
front of my jeans watching my grandmother unzipping them and
spreading them open.

"I see you take after your Grandpa Enrique,"
she smiled, seeing the bulge of my rock-hard cock jutting out
against the front of my shorts.

Staggered by my grandmother's apparent lack
of modesty, I watched as she dug her fingers down under the
waistband of my shorts and pulled it out to unhook it from the head
of my cock. Then to my stunned amazement she slowly pulled my
shorts and jeans down to expose my stiff, jutting cock.

"Nana—" I complained as I saw her pause long
enough to study my cock for a few seconds. She didn't seem
disappointed as she looked up at me and smiled.

"Push up…" she whispered, waiting for me to
lift my butt up off the couch to free my shorts and pants so she
could pull them down my legs.

Holding onto the cushion, I shoved up and
lifted my ass as my grandmother jerked my pants and shorts down my
legs. She was doing it. My head was spinning. I couldn't believe
that I was actually sitting beside my grandmother with my cock
sticking up out of my hairy crotch.

Sitting beside me, Nana could only manage to
get my pants down around my knees before she stopped struggling
with them.

"Take them off," she told me. There was no
hesitation in her voice. She was in charge and I was just along for
the ride. I felt like I was three years old being told to take my
clothes off to take a bath. And doing it right in front of my
grandmother. It was mortifying. My face was on fire. And at the
same time, it was strangely provoking.

Pushing up onto my feet, I saw that Nana was
watching my big, stiff prick stiffly twitching and jerking as I
fumbled with my jeans and shorts, pushing them down while I toed my
loafers off at the same time.

Now I was standing in front of my grandmother
naked from the waist down. I could see that my cock was beginning
to wilt from the humiliation of it all and was lewdly sticking out,
pointing right at her face.

I'd never felt so fucking childish. I wasn't
the eighteen-year-old stud, I'd been when I entered Nana's house.
Now I was a sniveling three year old awkwardly standing naked in
front of my smiling grandmother.

"Uh, I'm sorry…" I mumbled, awkwardly holding
my hands in front of my drooping cock.

"Nothing to be sorry about, Arnie," she said,
slowly reaching out and pushing my hands to the side. then, to my
horrified amazement, she slowly tickled the tips of her fingers
down the thick, round shaft of my cock making it twitch and lurch.
"It's a normal reaction, so why be apologetic. You're a man…"

"Uh, yeah, uh, I guess so," I lamely mumbled
feeling no less awkward and ashamed.

"Go on. Go all the way. Take your shirt off,
too," she told me, dropping her hand away from sagging cock and
retrieving her martini from the coffee table.

It only took me a couple of seconds to shuck
my tee shirt up over my head.

Now I was naked! Not wearing a stitch of
clothing. Just like my grandmother. I guess I should have felt
aroused. But instead, I was ashamed and my cock was continuing to
shrivel. And crazily, that made me even more embarrassed.

"What's wrong, Honey?" I heard my grandmother
ask, frowning as she sat looking up at me.

"Uh, I don’t-I don't know…I'm just
embarrassed…" I mumbled nervously standing in front of her with my
tee shirt dangling down from my numb fingers.

"Come…" she whispered, taking my shirt and
tossing it down on the coffee table then patting the couch beside
her. "Come sit down beside Nana…" she smiled, setting her martini
back down on the table.

I was dying. I'd never felt so embarrassed. I
felt like I was regressing in age with each passing second as I
clumsily bent down and bumbled down onto the couch beside her.

Then as I fearfully waited to see what would
happen next, Nana slowly wrapped her arm around behind my back and
gently pulled me against her. She was so soft and warm.

I was schizophrenic—

 


Part of me suddenly felt excited, happy,
comforted by the touch of my grandmother while the other part of me
was frightened, confused, disoriented, all mixed up and baffled by
my grandmother's eccentric behavior. She was a woman, there was no
doubt about that I told myself as I anxiously peeked down at the
expanse of naked, smooth, bare skin pressed up against me. But,
fuck, man, she was my grandmother! MY GRANDMOTHER—

Then I felt her hand creep up my back and cup
itself around the back of my head. What was she doing? Cupping her
other hand down under one of her massive udders, she lifted it off
her chest at the same time she pressed my head down toward it. She
was offering her breast to me—

Instinctively, I opened my mouth as I felt
the hard, rubbery nipple brush against my lips. It looked so soft,
but it was hard and swollen as I pursed my lips around it and gave
it a soft, tentative suck. Bizarrely, I half expect milk to come
from it. But it didn't—

It was my grandmother's nipple—

I was sucking on my grandmother's nipple, I
feverishly thought giving the swollen pap another soft suck still
half expecting it to produce milk.

"Mmmmmmmm…" Nana murmured as I felt her hand
slowly ease away from the back of my head, down my neck and onto my
back.

Growing bolder, I sucked harder, pulling more
of the big rubbery nub between my lips as I felt Nana's hand sneak
around my waist and onto my hip. Was she going to touch my cock
again? Was she going to touch me? I stopped breathing as I waited
for the touch of her soft, warm fingers on my cock.

Then to my amazement, I felt Nana's fingers
slowly curl around my cock and give it a soft squeeze. That
immediately brought the wilting to a stop as a spasm of electric
excitement sparked through my prick. Then, it began to stiffen and
firm again. My heart was pounding a mile a minute as I gently
nursed on my grandmother and she gently fondled my resurging
manhood.

Gently sucking on Nana's big tit, I could
feel her slowly stroking me as her chubby leg pressed against mine.
With my hand lying on her thigh, I suddenly realized that she was
spreading her legs apart, opening herself to me. Did she want me to
touch her, too? Touch her down there?

Cautiously, I began to tentatively inch my
fingers up the silky smoothness of her thigh. As I did, I felt her
spread her legs farther apart. She did want me to touch her there,
my feverish brain railed. Her skin was so smooth and soft as my
fingers crept closer and closer to the secrecy of her womanhood. My
grandmother's pussy. I was going to touch it. Touch my
grandmother's pussy—

My heart was galloping now; the roar inside
my head growing louder and louder. Would she let me fuck her? Fuck
my grandmother? It was insane. The thought had never crossed my
mind before today. Yet, it seemed possible now. No, not
possible—probable—

Finally, the tips of my fingers brushed
against the soft slippery flesh between my grandmother's legs. As
they did, I felt Nana's fingers tighten around my cock, her short
pink fingernails digging down into the sensitive skin.

"Mmmmmmmmm—" she softly murmured as I gently
probed the silken softness searching for the opening to her sex. As
I did, I felt Nana's hips tilt up, opening herself to my exploring
fingers. All at once I felt my finger dip down into the fleshy,
clinging warmth as it easily slipped inside her. My finger was in
her pussy, I frantically thought pushing deeper and feeling the
moist flesh clamp down around it. She was so soft and warm inside.
If it felt that way on my finger, I could only imagine how it would
feel to have my cock down inside it. The thought of that sparked
another twitch from my cock making Nana's fisted hand to clench
around it even tighter.

Pushing into the clinging softness, I kept
going until I felt my knuckles brush against the nest of soft curls
surrounding her sex. Then adding a second finger I slowly slid them
in and out of the juice-slickened channel of my grandmother's
pussy. My grandmother's Pussy! Even saying the words over in my
head couldn't convince me that it was actually happening.

Then Nana moved. Reluctantly, I let her
nipple slip out from between my lips as she pulled away from me.
What was she doing? I didn't want to stop. Her breast was so soft
and her nipple so supple. Then her hand was gone from my
disappointed cock. Opening my eyes, I watched as she moved away
from me, easing down onto her back on the couch. As she did, she
rolled her hips, lifted her leg up over my head and dropped it down
on the couch between my hip and the back cushion. When she was
finished, I found myself sitting between her chunky legs staring
down at the juicy, drooling slit peeking out of the nest of curls
covering the tip of her rounded belly.

"Eat Nana…" she whispered, reaching up and
running her fingers through my sweaty hair.

Eat her? She wanted me to eat her pussy?
Fuck! That was crazy. And I couldn't wait—

She was laying on the couch, her head resting
on the arm, her legs spread out, one resting against the back
cushion, the other spread out, bent at the knee, her high-heeled
pump resting on the floor. Nana was a big woman and here she was in
all her naked splendor, spread out on the couch in front of me. I
was the luckiest fucking eighteen-year-old guy in the world. My
grandmother? How many guys could claim that they had eaten their
grandmother's pussy? One? Two? None?

Quickly pushing off the couch, I dropped down
onto my knees and dove down between her splayed out legs. I was
suddenly immersed in the ripe, pungent smell of her sex.

As I quickly found out, the thick, fleshy
folds of flesh hiding the seeping entrance to her pussy were
obviously gorged and wetly clinging together. My previous
hesitation was gone. There was no doubt now. I was going to fuck my
grandmother—

But first I was going to eat her. I wanted to
show her I wasn't a little boy anymore. I wanted to show her I was
a man. Maybe I was her grandson, but I would show her…

Gently digging my thumbs down into the soft,
giving lips, I slowly spread them apart to expose the glistening
vestibule between them. There it was all spread out in front of me;
her pussy was so wet as it oozed out a little stream of her pungent
juice; the tiny opening of her urethra not much bigger around than
a match head; and at the top, protruding out of its fleshy sheath,
her big, jutting clitoris.

Sticking out my tongue, I flattened it and
slowly licked up the entire length of her cunt, from the oozing
slit at the bottom all the way up to the swollen, jutting clit. I
could taste her on my tongue now. Tart, slightly salty, I reveled
in the taste of her. My grandmother. I was fucking eating my
grandmother—

"Lick Nana's clit, Honey…" I heard her
whisper as I looked up and saw she was watching me with a loving,
dreamy look in her soft, green eyes.

I couldn't believe the words coming out of
Nana's mouth. "Lick her clit?" I'd never even heard her cuss before
and now here she was telling me, me, her grandson, to lick her
clit. Un-fucking-believable.

"Yes, Nana…" I mumbled, licking my way up to
the slippery kernel of flesh. I slowly circled my tongue around it
a few times, just to tease her. Then, I suddenly attacked it,
lashing my tongue back and forth across it. As I did, I felt Nana
flinch and suck in a quick breath of air.

"Yes, Honey, like that—" she cooed, rolling
her hips, squirming and pressing her clit against my busy tongue.
Then I felt the tips of her fingernails dig down into my scalp,
pushing, directing, guiding my tongue to exactly where she wanted
it to be. I could feel the muscles in her tummy tightening; her
breathing was becoming rushed and frenzied.

"Oh-God-it's been soooo long—" she babbled,
her hips making little jerking motions as she fucked my tongue with
her clit. She was really getting into it. My grandmother was all
woman and she was proving it. And I was loving every moment of it
all. My chin and lips were covered in her wet, sticky juices as I
whipped my tongue across her jutting clit. I couldn't believe how
wet and juicy she was.

"Yes-yes-yesssss—" she growled, her thigh
rubbing up against my shoulder as she draped her leg across my
sweaty back to gain more leverage while she dug the hard round heel
of her high-heeled pump into my back.

Nana was going to come! I could sense it. I
didn't know how much longer it would take, but she was going to
come. I was going to make Nana come with my fucking mouth. I was
euphoric. I was going to make my grandmother have a fucking orgasm.
Incredible—

Flinging my all into it, I fluttered my
tongue was all over Nana's pussy and clit. Her legs were tensing,
trembling from the effort. Her belly was hard as a rock as she
worked to her release.

"Oh-Baby-oh-Baby-Baby-Baby—" she trilled, her
whole body quivering with pre-eruptive expectation.

flicking my tongue, I was all over her clit.
God, how I loved to eat pussy.

She was hold her breath, poised as I drove
two fingers down into the slippery slit below her clit.

"OOHhhhhhhhhhh—" she groaned out, her thigh
slapping up against my cheek, her heel digging into my back as her
butt began to quiver and bounce up and down on the couch. Then I
felt a warm gush of juice spray out onto my chin and throat. She
was coming—

"Uh-God-Oh-God-Goddddd—" Nana gasped, her
nails digging down into my scalp shoving me down against her
spewing pussy as she came…and came.

I don't know how long she came, but it seemed
like a long time before I felt the muscles in her legs and belly
beginning to soften and relax. Her nails eased back out of my skin
and her leg slid down my sweaty back to flop back down on the
couch. She was done. Finished. Basking in the happy afterglow of
her orgasm. I'd done it. I'd made my grandmother come. My
grandmother—

Nana's eyes slowly opened as she looked down
at me with that dreamy, self-satisfied look women get after they
finish.

"Thank you, Arnie…" she whispered running her
fingertips through the short sweaty hair on my temple. "I needed
that. It's been eight months and I didn't know where to turn. I
hope that you don't mind…"

Mind? How could I mind? She was going to be
my answer to the drought of pussy I was currently suffering
through, I selfishly thought.

"I loved it, Nana," I smiled, slowly running
my hand up her thigh and back up to her weeping pussy. "I'm glad I
could do it for you."

"You must think your grandmother is a nasty
old slut, seducing you like I did…and for my own
self-gratification," she mumbled, the happy look on her face
clouding over as a frown crept across her forehead. "I don't want
you to think I'm a slut, Arnie. I've never done anything even close
to this…ever."

"You're not a slut, Nana—" I emphatically
declared. Maybe she was a slut, but I didn't care. She wasn't one
in my mind. She was my grandmother! And how could your grandmother
be a slut? No matter what she did, she would never deserve that
slur.

"I was right," she smiled, the clouds lifting
once again. "I knew I could trust you to understand. You do
understand, don't you?"

"I think so, Nana," I mumbled. Did I
understand? Maybe I didn't understand how a grandmother could let
her grandson make love to her. But I did understand that we hadn't
hurt anyone. So what harm had we done? Fucking was just another way
of displaying one's affection toward another, wasn't it? I loved
her and she loved me, so what was there to worry about?

"I was just so lonely, Honey…I wanted to be
with someone again. Have someone to love and cherish. You
understand?" she told me.

"Yes, Nana, I think I do. I love you, too…" I
told her, leaning down between her outstretched legs and finding
her soft kissable lips with mine. I kept the kiss soft and tender,
wanting to show her that I loved her and she could trust me."

Finally I broke the kiss and leaned back.

"I want to help you too…" she whispered,
reaching down under the edge of the couch. Suddenly there was a
soft humming sound and I felt the couch moving, the bottom purring
toward me and the back folding down. It was a sofa bed.

As the sofa unfolded, Nana pushed back,
scooting out into the middle of the unfolding sofa.

Slowly getting to my feet, I stood looking at
my grandmother who now lay sprawled out on her back on the couch
looking up at me. "You want Nana to take you in her mouth?" she
softly asked, looking down at my stiff, jutting prick. "Or do you
want to finish in Nana's pussy?"

Both, my reeling brain squealed. But the
first time had to be in her pussy.

"I want to make love to Nana…" I whispered,
leaning down, putting my knee on the couch and deliberately
crawling up between my grandmother's outstretched legs.

"Yesssss…" she softly hissed, reaching for my
cock as it stuck out under my belly, stiffly twitching and jerking
as I crawled up over her.

Crouching over her, I looked down between us
to watch her grasp hold of me. Letting out a soft murmur, she
gently pushed my stiff cock down until its big purple head was
resting in the juice-filled furrow between her pussy lips. I could
feel the heat emanating from her as she carefully seated the tip of
the head down in the slippery opening of her sex.

I was going to do it! I was going to fuck my
grandmother! It was really going to happen, I feverishly thought,
clenching the muscles in my ass as I began to push down into
her.

There was no hesitation as the head of my
penis easily slid down into the clutching heat of her pussy. She
was so fucking wet I was sliding right in as I pushed in deeper and
deeper. Her pussy was as smooth and slippery as liquid silk as I
slid down into the fleshy channel.

Then I felt Nana's hands cup down around the
cheeks of my ass, clutching me, pulling me down into her accepting
warmth while her pussy molded itself down around my thrusting
maleness. I was euphoric. Goose bumps popped all over me as the
sheer perversion of what I was doing sank in.

I Was Fucking My GRANDMOTHER—

"Arnieeee…" I heard Nana softly babble as her
legs lifted off the couch and draped over the backs of my thighs
giving her more leverage as she pushed up off the couch to accept
me down into her hot, tight womanhood. I could feel every
undulating pulse of her cunt as she sucked me inside her.

At last, my balls brushed up against the
uplifted cheeks of her ass as our groins met and ground together. I
was inside her. Totally and completely immersed down in her
squeezing tightness.

"Nana—" I blubbered out, tears flowing down
my cheeks. It was one of the most epic moments of my life.

As I lay atop her, enveloped in her
accomodating warmth, I could feel her the backs of her thighs
pressing down the backs of mine as she ground herself up against
me, trying to suck me even deeper; my belly was tightly pressed
against her soft, warm belly; her mountainous udders were crushed
under my chest; my arms were brushing against hers as I curled my
hands around her sloping shoulders and pulled her down onto my
thrusting manhood. She looked like a fallen angel as she looked up
at me with her soft green eyes and I could see tears forming in
them too.

I had never felt such power, such domination,
such love. I was overwhelmed by the emotions swirling through my
spinning brain. How could this happen? My grandmother? I was the
devil's spawn. What grandson could ever stoop so low as to fuck his
own grandmother?

Me, that's who, I blathered to myself. And I
was reveling in every sinful moment of it.

Her pussy felt like a slippery satin glove
wrapped around my buried cock as she taunted me with silken
fingers, milking, pulling, squeezing on me.

"Fuck Nana, Baby…" I heard her whisper as her
hips rolled. "Fuck your Nana—"

I didn't want to move. I was happy to keep my
cock down inside the slippery softness, but she wanted me to fuck
her. Reluctantly, I began to ease back down the velvety channel and
felt her clutch at me as I did. I pulled all the way back until
only the bulbous head of my cock was left inside her. Then with a
soft grunt, I pushed back into her all the way up to my balls
again.

"Yes, Baby, fuck Nana…" she gurgled.

As I slowly backed down her pussy again, I
felt her legs lift off the backs of my thighs. Then her thighs
clamped down against my hips, the round heels of her pumps digging
into my clenched ass as she absorbed me back inside her.
"Yesssssss—" she hissed, her hand curling around my waist, her
sharp fingernails biting into my skin as she began to impatiently
push and pull on me. "Fuck Nana—" she urged.

Loving the feel of her pussy squeezing down
around me every time I squished back inside her, I began to rock
back and forth above her.

Now her big green eyes were closed and there
was a little frown creasing her forehead as she coaxed me on with
her whole body; moving with me; holding onto me; clutching herself
down around my pistoning maleness.

I was lost. I would never be the same again.
All this had changed me. Innocence and virtue were gone. Now only
one thing mattered. Bringing pleasure to my Nana—not to mention my
own selfish self-gratification.

Nana was making soft mewing sounds that I
could hear over the creaking springs in the couch as I fucked her.
I could already feel the burn down inside my cock as it primed
itself for a colossal eruption.

I was beginning to sweat as my hips bucked
back and forth. I could feel Nana's huge tits sloshing up and down
under me, her big rubbery nipples scraping against my chest. She
was letting out soft little grunts as she dug her heels into my
bounding ass to goad me on. I wasn't going to be able to hold it
back much longer.

"Gonna come-Nana-gonna come—" I panted out,
trying to warn her.

"Yes-Baby-come-Baby-come—" she huffed as I
felt her tighten around me, her silken cunt frantically squeezing
and clutching at me. "Give me all you have, Honey…" she wheezed,
her fingers clawing at my waist, her thighs clamping at my hips
while she pounded my ass with her heels.

That was too much and I lost it. I had never
felt such deep, profound pleasure as my loins erupted and my cock
lurched down inside Nana's hungry cunt. My poor balls were melting
and gushing down through my twitching, jerking cock to spurt out
into her. And the moment the first gush spewed out into her, I felt
her flinch, her whole body tightening into a knot as she strained
up against me. As she stiffened, her pussy became a fist, grasping,
clinching, milking me, sucking my essence out in thick creamy gobs.
I'd never come so hard or so long as my cock continued to buck and
spurt down inside Nana's belly for what seemed like hours.

I was coming inside my grandmother's hot,
hungry cunt! Un-fucking-believable—

It went on and on until I was done. Emptied.
Drained. Sucked dry. I had nothing more to give her. She had taken
my all. Drained my balls of every last little squirming sperm. I
was finished. Exhausted. Done!

"Oh-God-Nanaaa—" I wept, collapsing on top of
her unable to hold myself up anymore. I was a shell of my former
self, sucked empty by my loving grandmother.

"Baby…" she softly whimpered, clasping my
head between her hands and pulling my lips down onto hers. The kiss
was long, slow and loving as we both basked in the warm, happy
afterglow of our lovemaking…

I don't know how long we lay there wrapped in
each other's arms, but it seemed like days and days.

Finally, I gathered up enough strength to
push up and tiredly roll off her.

"That was awesome…Nana," I mumbled, rolling
over, cuddling up against her, draping my leg across her legs.

"Yes, Baby, it certainly was…" she sighed,
snuggling up against me, giving me a soft, grandmotherly peck on
the cheek.

After that, neither of us spoke for the
longest time, but at last I broke the silence.

"Now what, Nana?" I asked her gently
fingering one of the soft, puffy nipples sticking up out of the
darkened tip of her breast.

"I don't know, Arnie…what do you want to
happen?" she asked, turning her head to look deep into my eyes.

It was one of those moments. One minute
you're scuttling along, fat, dumb and clueless and the next moment
you fall into something so crazy, so unbelievable, you don't know
what to do.

"It was good for you, wasn't it, Nana?" I
mumbled, pinching her nipple, twisting it gently and feeling it
harder under my fingers.

"Yes, Arnie, it was good for me," she softly
murmured, rolling her hip, pressing it against my dormant penis,
waking it up again.

"Maybe I could move in with you…you know,
until college starts. Do all your yard work and stuff," I
suggested, forgetting that she had wanted to make sure that my
parents didn't know I was spending the night with her.

"I don't know, Arnie, your dad might get
suspicious…" she told me.

"Why? You're my grandmother. He couldn't
think you, uh, I, we'd do anything like that," I argued.

"Maybe you're right…maybe I'm just a little
paranoid," she smiled as I felt her fingers curl around the
drained, lifeless lump of flesh dangling down from my groin. "I
would love to have a man around the house again. Let me think about
it and come up with something believable…"

"Okay," I grinned, leaning over and planting
a soft, wet kiss right on her rose-petal soft lips.

"Are you sleepy?" she asked me, wriggling her
hips, rubbing one against my flaccid manhood.

Sensing what she was hinting, I wrapped my
hand around her big tit and gave it a suggestive squeeze.

"Not if you aren't—" I signaled back.

"Do you want me to see if I can wake him up
again?"

"He's a light sleeper," I beamed back at her
as I felt her roll over to face me and slowly start kissing down my
body. Down over my throat, onto my chest, down it onto my belly,
lower and lower her lips kissed. Then I felt her lift my cock and
the next moment it was immersed in the moist warmth of her mouth.
She was going to suck me back to life I giddily told myself…

~~~

The next morning Nana had a big breakfast of
ham, eggs, toast, jam and coffee waiting for me when I woke. After
somehow getting all that down, we did a little heavy petting before
she finally let me head off for school after I promised to act like
nothing had happened between us last night because I hadn't spent
the night with her after all.

~~~

"Hey, Arnie, you got a minute," I heard my
dad call out to me as soon as I walked into the house from school
that afternoon. Did he know? Had he found out about us? I had to
admit, I was a little apprehensive as I went trudging into the
living room trying to act calm and collected.

"Yeah, dad, what you need?" I asked him,
putting on my happy face.

"Nana called me today," I heard him say.

Had she ratted me out? My heart dropped out
of my chest and I suddenly felt nauseous. Had my father found out
what a fucking pervert he'd raised? A perv that would fuck his own
grandmother. Fuck my dad's own mother? I felt a sheen of sweat
suddenly coating my forehead. Next would come the bolt of lightning
from the sky…I was waiting…

"Uh, yeah…and what did she want?"

Here it comes, I told myself, bracing for
it.

"Nana thinks she heard a prowler last
night."

"Uh, a prowler? You mean someone was trying
to break in her house?" I exclaimed. For a second or two, my mind
slipped a few gears and I found myself wondering who would do that.
Suddenly, with a lurch, all the gears snapped back in line. It
hadn't happened. I was with her all night long. There had been no
prowler…except me—

"No, they didn't try and break in, but now
she's worried that they might come back," he told me, shaking out
his paper and laying it on the end table by his chair.

"What she gonna do?"

"She was wondering if you could come over to
her house and stay with her until she gets a security company to
come out and check it out. You think you could do that?"

YEAH—Yeah, I could do that. The drought was
over. I would be rolling in it…every fucking night. A gift from
heaven. Sleeping with my grandmother every fucking night.

"Uh, stay over at her house?" I faked it, not
wanting to seem over eager. "Starting tonight?"

"Yeah. It'd make me feel a lot better…and I'm
sure that Nana would compensate you for it…a few extra bucks never
hurts…besides you'd be helping your Nana out. That ought to count
for something."

Oh, she would compensate me all right. And I
would be helping Nana out, I impulsively thought. All the pussy a
boy could ever want, every night, and maybe even get paid too? It
was too good to be true.

"Yeah, I guess I could do that," I told my
father. "For how long…do you think?"

"I don't know. Until she get the security
service to hook her up I suppose. A week-two. Why?"

"Just wondering," I frowned, already thinking
of a way to extend my stay-over at Nana's house.

 


Well, so it went. I packed up and went to
stay with Nana that very night. And boy, was I ever compensated.
And the next night, and the next. And I even stayed after ADT came
out and set Nana up. She told my dad how much help I was around her
house and I could stay if I didn't mind. I stayed at Nana's until I
left for college some six months later. It was heaven on earth. And
now, every time I come back home for a visit, I have a place to
stay over at Nana's and let me tell you, I am welcomed back with
open arms…

 


The End
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