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NEVER IN A MILLION YEARS

 


Morgana sat on
the bench beside the tracks waiting for the train to come to a
stop. The smell of diesel and hot metal washed over her as the
Amtrak slowly ground to a halt. A shiver of excitement trickled
down her spine as she looked down the line of dirty silver cars. It
had been a whole year; a whole year since she had seen her son,
Anthony. A whole year and now he was going to be hers again for the
summer. She had such plans for them. She was going to wine and dine
him like he had never been wined and dined before.

Amidst the noises of the train preparing to
disembark its precious load of passengers, her mind wandered back
to the divorce that had left Anthony as her only touch with
reality. It had been a bitter battle to win custody of him, but she
had won. Even though ten years had passed since then it only seemed
like it was yesterday. Now he was coming home after his first year
of college. Before he had left for college, he had been the center
of her universe. He was her only son and being all alone in the
world except for him, she had heaped all her affections on him.

It had been a long, miserable year for her,
but now it was over and she had him for the summer. She was so
excited, she couldn't sit still any longer. Standing up, she
nervously ran her hand down her short dress smoothing the thin
material down over her youthful body. Seeing her reflection in one
of the windows of the train, she moved closer to check herself out.
Staring at her reflection, she restlessly brushed her blond hair
back and glanced down to see how her dress looked.

"Oh, my goodness," she gulped when she saw
that her nipples jutting out like two knobs on a radio.

What was wrong with her, she mused? Glancing
around self-consciously, she brought her hands up over her breasts
to hide the conspicuous display of her excitement.

Just then, the doors on the train whooshed
open and the passengers started pouring out like water pouring out
of a broken water pipe. Searching through the throng for Anthony,
Morgana quickly forgot about her nipples protruding from the soft
swell of her breasts. As her eyes swept over the crowd, she spotted
a young man about the same age as Anthony talking to cute young
lady, but his face was turned away from her. While she couldn't see
his face, she admired his muscular physique. Obviously, the boy
wasn't her Anthony, she thought, remembering how skinny Anthony was
as she let her eyes wander down to the surge of the boy's muscular
butt. Admiring the boy's tight little buns, she suddenly felt a
warm tickle down deep inside her womanhood.

"Damn Morgana," she smiled to herself, "get
hold of yourself, you're here to meet your son, not pick up some
young stud."

Well, it had been a long time, she told
herself as she tore her eyes away from the boy's attractive behind.
Two or three months at least, she told herself as she pored over
the crowd searching for Anthony. Then, as she let her eyes wander
back to the young man and his girl, she felt herself blush.

"Oh, My Goodness," she gasped.

The young man had turned toward her now and
she could see his face. It was Anthony. She felt the warm flush of
her embarrassment spread down over her body as she realized that
the tight, muscular butt she had earlier praised belonged to none
other than her own son.

Trying to hide her embarrassment, she smiled
and waved at him.

"Hi, Mom," she heard him yell as he turned
and said something to the young girl who waved at her, too.

Hardly able to contain her excitement, she
started walking toward him as he said his good-byes to the girl.
Strangely, she felt a stab of jealousy as she watched Anthony shake
hands with the girl. Then, she quickly ran her eyes up and down the
girl's figure. As she did, she became aware of her breasts softly
jiggling underneath the thin material of her dress. This is crazy,
she told herself, slowing down to let Anthony finish his good byes.
She didn't want to have to meet the girl. But why? Something
strange and foreboding was going on in her mind and she didn't know
if she liked it.

Finally, Morgana watched as he turned away
from the girl. Smiling, he came toward Morgana. She couldn't
believe the change in him. Gone was the gangly teenager she had
sent away to college, replaced by this young man bristling with
newly-developed muscles bulging out all over. She couldn't help but
let her eyes roam up and down his body admiring the exciting swell
of his biceps and pecs and the flatness of his belly. As her eyes
continued to sweep down, they brushed over a large, prominent
protrusion jutting out of the crotch of his pants.

"For Christ's sake," she muttered, jerking
her eyes up away from the obvious bulge of her son's penis under
his tight pants.

"Hi, Mom," he called out as he came closer.
"Long time no see."

"Yes," she gushed out, walking toward him
again.

"Wow," he grinned, dropping his suitcase.

As she neared him, he reached out and took
hold of her by the arms. Holding her at arm's length, he looked her
up and down.

Then, his eyes suddenly stopped at her
breasts.

Oh, no, she thought to herself as she
remembered that her nipples had been swollen and jutting out
against the soft material of her blouse.

"Uh, you're, uh, Wow, Mom," he sputtered, a
funny, little grin flitting across his lips.

"Wow, yourself," she blushed, straining to
lift her hands up to cover the swollen manifestations of her
excitement. "Where did you get all those new muscles?"

"Been working out in the gym," he laughed,
pulling her to him and giving her a hug. "Wanted to impress my girl
when I got home."

"And who..." she started to ask, but was
interrupted when Anthony leaned forward and kissed her softly on
the lips.

The kiss, initially platonic and soft,
lingered on as he pressed his lips against hers.

This is crazy, she thought as they stood on
the platform, their bodies pressed together, kissing like two
lovers meeting again after a long separation. She didn't know what
to do. Then, a spurt of adrenaline coursed through her system as
she thought she felt the tip of his tongue brush across her lips.
Realizing that the kiss had already lasted much too long for a
mother-son kiss, she pushed away from him, stepped back and tried
to catch her breath. Surely it had been her frantic
imagination…hadn't it? His tongue? He wouldn't. Not his own
mother—

What was going on, she wondered as she
realized that he was also breathing hard?

"Well—uh, well, uh, I'm, uh, glad to..." she
said, feeling that the sudden rush of adrenaline had made her
nipples swell even larger and made them even more sensitive, "uh,
glad you're home."

"I'm glad to be home," he smiled, glancing
down at her nipples one more time as he reached down and picked up
his suitcase. "

Then she remembered that he had said he had
muscled up to impress his girlfriend. Who was she going to have to
share him with, she wondered?

"And who is this girl that I'm going to have
to share you with?" she asked him, pouting out her lower lip.

"What do you mean?" he asked her as they
started walking along the platform hand in hand.

"You said that you had been working out so
that you could impress your girl..." she went on.

"You," he laughed, squeezing her hand.
"You're my girl, Mom."

"Oh," she giggled, beaming with happiness to
have her one and only love back with her even if things seemed
strangely different between the two of them.

Shaking her short, golden-blond hair, she
pranced alongside him like a giddy teenager on her first date.

"I've got so much planned for us while you're
home," she breathlessly said as they walked up to her bright red
two-seater.

"Well, I hope that you've arranged a little
time for us just to get to know each other again," he grinned at
her, popping open the trunk and tossing his overnighter in.

"Plenty," she said, happiness radiating from
her like heat from a fire. "Plenty of time for that," she told him,
wondering what he really meant.

Jumping into the car, she slipped the key
into the ignition. As she started to turn the key, she noticed that
Anthony was standing outside the car looking down at her with a
crazy smile on his lips. Self-consciously, she smoothed down her
short dress, trying to cover some of the bare thigh that had been
exposed as her skirt rode up her long, curvaceous legs.

"What are you waiting on?" she smiled up at
him as he stood by the car, grinning and ogling her long legs.

"Oh, I was just admiring the scenery," he
glibly remarked, "I had forgotten what a pretty mom I had."

"And I bet that you had girls falling all
over themselves in Dayton, trying to get a date with you," she
nervously smiled, turning the key and starting the car.

"Yeah, but you know how girls are," he
smirked, sliding down into the seat beside her, "all giggly and
infantile."

"Oh, that didn't seem to bother you, when you
were in high school." she said, putting the car into gear. Looking
back over her shoulder as she slowly backed out of the parking
slot.

"Yeah," he sighed, resting his head back
against the headrest as his mother gunned the engine and squirted
out of the parking lot, "but I've grown up since then. I'm a
college man now."

"Oh, do tell," she laughed, shifting up the
gears and exposing even more bare thigh.

"I like women who are a little more
grown-up," he said, glancing down at her pretty legs working up and
down as she clutched and braked.

"How grown up?" she snickered, pulling up to
a stop sign.

"Oh, about your age," he grinned, reaching
over and running his hand down her leg. "Just about your age."

"What are you doing?" she gasped, reaching
down and flicking his hand away from her leg. "Maybe I am the right
age, but I am your mother."

"Sorry, Mom," he grinned, "just seeing all
that bare flesh, I guess that I just got carried away."

"You'd better start minding your manners,"
she told him, trying to hide the spark of excitement she had felt
from the touch of his hand on her bare skin.

Glancing over at him, she saw that he showed
no sign of repentance as he winked back at her. What was going on
here? If she didn't know better, she would think that he was trying
to hit on her? What were they teaching boys in college nowadays,
she wondered as she squirmed nervously, trying to keep her dress
from riding up any higher?

Next time she would wear a much longer dress,
she told herself as she felt the hem of her dress inching higher
and higher.

Wishing that she could drive faster so that
she could get home, she could feel her nipples rubbing against the
soft material of her dress. They were still swollen and
super-sensitive.

What was going on? Why was she feeling this
way? This was her son sitting beside her. Then, she as she casually
glanced over at him, she caught herself looking down at his crotch.
What she saw almost made her wreck the car.

Anthony had an erection!

The bulge of his big, swollen penis was
clearly outlined under the tight fabric of his pants and he was
making no effort to hide it from her.

"MOM," he blurted out, grabbing hold of the
steering wheel and jerking it, "You'd better watch where you're
going."

Her face flamed into deep red glow as she
looked up and saw that they had just missed a gesticulating biker
on the side of the road.

But worst of all, Anthony had seen her
looking down at his crotch. She felt so flustered she thought she
was going to pass out any second.

Quickly slowing down, she pulled over to the
side of the road and stopped.

"Are you okay?" Anthony asked her, reaching
over and patting her bare leg.

"I don't know," she frowned.

"What's wrong?" he wanted to know.

"I don't know," she repeated, leaning down
and resting her head on the steering wheel. "I've never felt like
this before."

"Do you want me to drive?" he asked her,
gently squeezing the soft, smooth firmness of her thigh.

What was he doing? He had his hand on her leg
and was fondling it. Was she going crazy? Was he crazy? He couldn't
be trying to put the make on her, could he?

"Uh, yeah, I, uh, I think that would be a
good idea," she muttered.

"Okay," he grinned, giving her thigh one last
squeeze before he threw open the door and stepped out.

He quickly walked around the car while she
was still trying to regain her composure.

Finally, she lifted her head and looked up at
him. He was standing by the car looking down at her, but his eyes
were staring down into the low neckline of her dress.

Wishing she hadn't worn the revealing dress,
she quickly threw open the door, slamming it against his legs.

"Ouch," he yelped, stepping back.

"Oh, I'm sorry," she apologized, looking down
at his legs, "did I hurt you?"

"No, you just startled me," he laughed,
stepping back.

But as she had glanced down at his legs, her
eyes once again brushed over the obvious bulge in his pants.

Her face felt like it was going to burn to a
crisp as she turned, slipped her legs out from under the steering
wheel, and started to lift herself up out of the car. As she did,
her short dress rode even higher revealing the lacy black edging of
her panties.

Trying to shove her dress down, she glanced
up and saw that he was obviously enjoying the show as she tried to
exit the car as decorously as possible.

"Are you enjoying yourself?" she complained,
finally extracting herself and standing up.

"Most definitely," he said, smiling
smugly.

"Well, you're embarrassing me," she whined,
flinging herself around the car to the passenger's side.

"I'm sorry," he contritely said, slipping
under the steering wheel. "I didn't mean to. I just enjoy looking
at pretty women. And...And I think that you are a very pretty
woman."

"Well, I don't think that you should be
ogling me like that," she complained. "I'm your mother."

"I'll try and remember that," he chuckled,
reaching over and pushing the passenger door open. "Hop in and
let's get going."

Slipping into the car, she once again tried
to keep her skimpy dress from riding up her legs, but was
unsuccessful. Seeing him eyeing her legs again, she started to
shove her dress back down, but then changed her mind.

"Well, if you find them so fascinating," she
fumed, "have an eyeful."

"I wish I could," he laughed, turning the
steering wheel and easing back out onto the highway, "but I've got
to drive."

Then with one last glance down at her long
legs, he shifted up the gears until they were flying along at sixty
miles an hour.

Sitting there, the wind blowing though her
hair, she stared at the landscape flashing by.

What was happening? Everything was all
different. This wasn't her son sitting beside her. It was some
stranger; a handsome, self-confident, poised young man and not the
bumbling, awkward teenager that had left her a year ago. It seemed
like he had been gone forever, but now he was back and changed.

Looking over at him, she studied the
handsome, chiseled features of his face. It was the face of a young
man, not the pimply, fuzz-covered face of a teenager. Her little
baby was all grown up. Then she blushed again as she recalled his
erection. Trying to keep from glancing down at it, she couldn't
stop herself.

Jeez, she silently groaned. He was still
hard. Why did he have an erection? He must be aroused or he
wouldn't be hard like that.

It had to be her, she crazily thought. She
must be exciting him. Maybe it was the same thing that made her
nipples hard. Maybe he was just excited to see her, although she
had never heard of a man getting hard like that unless he was
sexually aroused. And why had she dressed so provocatively? Had she
somehow subconsciously contributed to the whole thing?

But I'm his mother. And boys don't get
aroused by their mothers. Do they? But then she vaguely remembered
something about some men having an Oedipus complex. As she
recalled, it had something to do with a subconscious sexual desire
of a male child having sexual desire for his mother and hating his
father. Maybe the divorce had screwed him up and now he was, he was
what? That is crazy, she told herself. Get ahold of yourself and
stop thinking such craziness. But, I'll look it up on the net when
I get home and see what it says, she mused…

But it seemed obvious that something was
turning him on. And if it wasn't her, what was it? Why else would
he be hard. Wasn't there a disease that caused a man to be hard all
the time? Priapism or something like that, she asked herself? But
could a man catch it? She had thought that it was a congenital
condition. And if it was, surely she would have known about it
before today. What was going on? Was she going crazy? She was so
confused by it all. This is crazy, she told herself, looking back
out the window. Deep in thought about the bizarre situation, she
wasn't aware that they had arrived home until Anthony wheeled into
the driveway and turned the engine off.

"We're here," he laughed, reaching over and
giving her leg another intimate squeeze.

"Huh," she grunted, jarred out of her reverie
by the sound of his voice and the touch of his hand on her
thigh.

"I said we're home," he grinned, giving her
leg another squeeze.

"Oh, oh, yes, I see," she muttered, brushing
his hand off her leg.

Quickly throwing open her door, she slipped
out and went clopping across the driveway to the garage.

"Uh, I'll get my bag and be right in,"
Anthony laughed, watching her.

"Huh," she mumbled, turning and seeing him
standing by the car. "Oh, okay, I'm going to the den for a
minute."

"Okay," he laughed. "I'll meet you at the
bar."

At the bar? Suddenly, she realized that she
needed a drink in the worst way. A drink to calm her nerves. Yeah,
that was what she needed. Maybe it was just her overactive
imagination, but everything that was happening between them seemed
to have some hidden, underlying sexual innuendo.

Maybe it was the fact that she hadn't been
laid in months, she odiously thought. How long had it been, she
asked herself, hurrying into the den.

Flicking her computer on, she brought Bing
and typed in the words Oedipus complex.

A couple of seconds later, a list of
explanations for Oedipus complex filled the screen. Picking one,
she read on:

 


Oedipus complex - New World Encyclopedia


www.newworldencyclopedia.org/entry/Oedipus_complex

According to the theory of psychoanalysis
developed by Sigmund Freud, the Oedipus conflict or complex is a
stage in the psycho-sexual development of the child which explains
the origin of certain neuroses in childhood. Freud claimed to have
discovered the Oedipus complex during his own self-analysis in the
late 1890s, first discussing the notion in his groundbreaking The
Interpretation of Dreams (1900). The idea is taken from the Greek
myth of Oedipus, who was fated by the oracle to kill his father
Laius and marry his mother Jocasta. Freud developed the notion of
the Oedipus complex to explain the child's unconscious desire for
the exclusive love of the parent of the opposite sex, occurring
around the age of five and a half years (a period known as the
phallic stage in Freudian theory). This desire includes jealousy
toward the parent of the same sex and the unconscious wish for that
parent's death. Freud used the term to describe the unconscious
feelings of children of both sexes toward their parents. However,
later researchers used the term "Electra complex" for the
phenomenon in girls, referring to the Greek myth of Electra. While
never achieving universal acceptance, Freud's work has been a major
influence in our understanding of human nature. The realization
that our childhood experiences, particularly with our parents, are
foundational in the development of mature personality led to
innovations in research in psychological development. Freud's
model, though, posits a structural and therefore unchangeable
origin to violent feelings of jealousy and anxiety, whereas others
view these as the result of deviation from our true human nature.
If unresolved naturally, this complex may result in neurosis and an
inability to form normal sexual relationships in adulthood.

Then she read the last sentence again.

If unresolved naturally, this complex may
result in neurosis and an inability to form normal sexual
relationships in adulthood.

What was that supposed to mean, she wondered?
Did that mean that her divorce had caused Anthony so much pain that
he was now unable to form normal sexual relationships?

Now she needed that drink worse than ever. It
was getting crazier and crazier, she told herself as she hurried
out of the den and over to the bar.

Pulling down at bottle of Canadian Mist, she
quickly poured herself a shot and downed it.

"Ah, that's better," she said out loud,
refilling the glass.

Maybe, there wasn't anything wrong with
Anthony at all, she told herself. Maybe it was just her own
overactive libido. After all, it had been over three months hadn't
it, she told herself as she quickly sucked down another shot of
Canadian Mist. Three months at least, maybe more. Maybe that was
it. Maybe it wasn't Anthony, but it was her instead.

"I'll have one, too," she heard Anthony call
out as he came sauntering into the living room from the direction
of his room.

"What?" she mumbled, still thinking it all
over.

"I'll have one, too," he grinned, stepping up
to the bar.

"Oh, yeah, sure," she blushed, grabbing
another glass and filling it up with the liquor.

"Are you okay, Mom?" Anthony asked, "You've
been acting a little strange."

"Oh, I'm fine," she laughed, smiling at him
as she refilled her own glass and pushed his across the bar to him.
"I'll be fine. I just can't get over how much you've changed since
you left for college."

"What do you mean?" he chuckled.

"You've just changed," she smiled, tapping
her glass against his. "But I have a whole week to get used to the
new you," she told him, feeling alcohol already beginning to calm
her jittery nerves.

"I'll drink to that," he said, tipping his
glass up and quickly emptying it.

Sipping her drink, Morgana watched as he
crudely wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and set his glass
down on the bar.

"Hey, barmaid, how about another round for
the whole bar," he pantomimed in his best John Wayne
impression.

"Sure, Mister," she laughed, refilling his
glass and pushing it back over to him. "You got the money, I've got
the time."

"Oh, really," he smirked, pretending to twirl
the tips of an imaginary mustache. "Well, I got plenty of money,
pretty lady."

This is more like it, she inwardly smiled.
This is the old Anthony that I remember.

"Oh," she drawled, feeling more relaxed with
each passing moment, "you men are all alike."

Unable to think of a comeback, Anthony just
smiled at her and gulped down his second drink.

"Another one, podner?" she asked him,
emptying her glass.

"One more for the road," he winked at her,
"and then I'm going to take a shower. I feel all grimy from the
train ride."

"I know what you mean," she said, filling
both glasses. "I feel that way and I was just at the train station
for a little while."

"I'll just take mine with me," he told her,
picking up his glass and heading out of the room. "I'll see you in
a little while."

"Can't wait," she smiled at him, stepping out
from behind the bar and walking over to the couch.

Sitting down, she crossed her long legs, set
her glass down and listened to the silence that now filled the
room.

"Why, I think I'm getting a little buzz on,"
she said out loud, leaning back and resting her head on the back of
the couch.
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It was strange have Anthony back in the
house, she thought. Strange and weirdly exciting. Now, the two of
them all alone and…and what, she asked herself?

Yeah, and what? What was with the nagging
premonition that something weird was happening between them. It was
unnatural, but at the same time it was strangely exhilarating.

Maybe he was sexually attracted to her like
the New World Encyclopedia said. But what if he was? There wasn't
anything she could do about it. Maybe she needed to take him to a
shrink or something? Or maybe, she should give him a little tease
and see if he really wanted to go down that road, she crazily
thought. What would he do then? Would it scare him back to the old
shy, insecure Anthony? The Anthony she could control and felt
comfortable around.

Tilting up her glass, she tossed down the
rest of her drink. Now, she fumed, on top of all the craziness with
Anthony, I think I'm getting a little tipsy. Certainly not what the
doctor had ordered, she capriciously thought.

Well, I wonder what he would think of these,
she laughed to herself as she reached up and slipped the straps of
her dress down her arms letting her full, round breasts jiggle out
into the open. Smiling perversely, she reached up and tweaked her
nipples which quickly grew even harder and more swollen than they
already were.

Sitting there, smiling to herself, her legs
crossed exposing a large expanse of thigh and the top of her dress
fallen down around her waist to display her soft, round breasts,
she closed her eyes and imagined Anthony stepping up in front of
her and gawking down at her brazen display.

"Well, baby," she smiled to the imaginary
Anthony, "how do you like these apples?"

Then to her shock and dismay, she heard him
reply from across the room.

"WOW! Beautiful!"

"What in the..." she sputtered, jerking her
dress back up over her breasts and turning to look across the
room.

"Nice apples," Anthony said, walking toward
her, "but I would say they were more like grapefruits. Big, juicy,
pink grapefruits."

"What, what are you doing back in here?" she
groaned, her face the color of a ripe beet.

"I didn't have any soap," he smiled, standing
in front of her his shirt off and his bulging muscles exposed. "Do
you care if I use some of yours?"

"There's some, I, I put some under your
sink," she stammered, unable to look him in the eye, holding her
dress up to cover her jiggling breasts.

 

"Thanks," he said, turning and walking away
from her. "And by the way, Mom, you do have beautiful breasts."

Boy was that the stupidest thing I've ever
done, she railed at herself staring at Anthony's tight little ass
twitch and ripple under his pants as he walked away from her.

Grabbing her glass, she struggled to her feet
and tottered back over to the bar. Standing at the bar, the top of
her dress dangling down from her waist, her big, bare tits bobbling
and quivering, she quickly poured herself another drink and downed
it in one quick gulp. Then, refilling her glass, she quickly fled
down to her own bedroom.

Rushing inside, she closed the door and stood
leaning against it, trying to catch her breath. Her hand was
noticeably shaking as she lifted the glass to her lips and took
another sip. Afraid she would spill the rest of her drink; she set
the glass down.

Looking down at her jiggling breasts as she
wondered what Anthony must be thinking about her right now.

He must think I'm crazy, she groaned, pushing
the dress down her legs and stepping out of it. Stark, raving,
certifiably crazy. Kicking off her high heels, she hooked her
thumbs under the waistband of her panties and angrily shoved them
down her long, shapely legs.

Standing in front of her mirror, she looked
down at herself. Staring down at the neat, shaven rectangle of
soft, blond curls above her pussy, she wondered what Anthony would
think if he knew that she kept the hair around her pussy neatly
trimmed? And if he saw that, she groaned, he would know that she
was crazy. Why did she trim it anyway? There wasn't anyone around
to notice that it was trimmed. She didn't know why. Brian, her ex
had liked it trimmed and once she had gotten used to it, she liked
it that way herself. It made her feel sexy. Not that that meant
much anymore.

Picking up her glass, she took a sip of her
drink as she appraised her image in the full-length mirror. Not bad
for forty-one, she thought, slowly turning around to check out the
reflection of her backside.

Then as she looked over her shoulder at the
mirror, she saw the door to her bedroom slowly swing open. Then
Anthony was standing there staring at her.

Spinning around to face him, she didn't know
what to do.

"ANTHONY!" she squeaked, paralyzed with shock
as both of them stood gawking at each other in stunned shock.

"OH MY FUCKING GOD!" Anthony groaned.

Momentarily paralyzed, she saw Anthony's eyes
sweep up and down her body, pausing at her breasts and then quickly
flitting down to her exposed womanhood.

Finally, her brain sluggishly shuddered into
gear as the threw one arm up over her breasts to cover them as she
shoved her other hand down between her legs to cover her bare
pussy. It felt like her feet had been nailed to the floor and she
couldn't move as she tried to turn away from her son's gawking
stare.

 


"Mother," Anthony wheezed, his hand uncurling
from around the towel he had wrapped around his waist and letting
it drop to the floor.

Everything seemed to be happening in slow
motion as she watched the towel lazily go sliding down his legs to
reveal the great monstrosity of hardened flesh jutting out of his
groin. It looked huge as it pointed straight at her, pulsating and
twitching up and down in rhythm with his heartbeat.

"No," she was finally able to mumble as he
watched him take a step toward her. "No, no..."

"Yes—Yes—Yes—" he hissed taking another step
toward her as a long string of prefuck dripped down from the giant,
purple head as his penis bounded up and down sinisterly.

"Why? Anthony! Why?" she whimpered, backing
away from him.

"Mother, I want you so much," he grumbled,
reaching out toward her. "I've always wanted you."

"No, no, for God's sake, you can't do this,"
she cried out, still backing away from him.

"God, you're so beautiful," he moaned, taking
another step, moving closer, "and finally, finally, you're going to
be mine."

"Oh—No—you can't—not that, Anthony—" she
sobbed.

Just then, her calves bumped into the edge of
her bed and she felt herself falling backward. She landed on her
back, sprawled out with her legs spread apart as she stared up at
Anthony standing above her with his cock jutting out at her
threateningly.

"I want you so much it hurts," he wheezed,
reaching down and slowly stroking himself.

"No—No—No—NO—" she wailed as she watched him
crawl up onto the bed between her legs. "You can't!"

She struggled against him for the longest
time. She could hear him grunting with effort as he strained to
overpower her.

"No, Anthony, don't do this to me," she
groaned, trying to fight him off.

But in the end Anthony's superior strength
finally won out. Suddenly, she found herself with her arms flung
out above her head as Anthony held her pinned to the bed.

He's going to rape me, she feverishly thought
as she impotently fought to free herself. But he was too strong.
Defenseless, she felt him gather both of her wrists in one powerful
fist, leaving his other hand free. Still fighting him, she watched
in horror as he reached down and roughly fondled one of her
flattened breasts. Then he rudely moved his hand over to her other
breast, tweaking and twisting her big puffy nipple. Finally, with a
malicious smile, he let go of her nipple and slowly reached down to
his giant penis.

Still trying to evade the inevitable, she
wriggled her hips from side to side, straining to keep the noxious
monster away from the fleshy portal lying defenseless between her
outstretched legs.

"Please, mother, don't fight me," he
whimpered, "I want you so much."

"No, it's wrong. We can't," she cried out,
feeling the round, hard head of his penis pressing against the
soft, gash between her legs.

"But I want you..." he groveled, holding his
cock and trying to fit it into the hot, wet socket as she flailed
about to evade him.

"No. Not with you. I can't," she moaned,
feeling her strength rapidly diminishing even though her will was
still strong.

Then, he leaned down and kissed her on the
lips. She wasn't expecting the hard, demanding kiss as his tongue
probed deep inside her mouth. This move took her by surprise and
for the tiniest of instants, she stopped fighting.

In that split second of hesitation, she felt
the tapered roundness of his cockhead penetrate the opening of her
vagina and slither inside her.

In that tiniest of moments, their lives
changed irrevocably. Nothing could recant the shock and abhorrence
she felt as she heard him grunt and thrust his hips downward
ramming his thick, evil cock down into the inviolate depths of her
womanhood.

Reeling in self-pity and disgust, she felt
him shove the swollen corruption down into her burning wound until
it was completely buried inside of her.

This is crazy, she told herself, fighting to
regain control. Suddenly, she felt him release her hands as he
continued to ravage her mouth with his tongue. Then she felt his
hands on her thighs, pulling and lifting them up until her feet
were pointing up in the air. Abruptly, he shifted and hooked the
back of her thigh over his arms. Pushing and shoving her legs
higher and higher, he bent her legs back against her breasts. She
was now completely at his mercy. She was totally vulnerable and
defenseless against his attack.

All at once, he began to rock his hips back
and forth, sliding his hideous ogre in and out of the weeping gash
of flesh between her legs.

Her own son was raping her.

"Oh, No, God," she cried out as he defiled
her with his god-awful penis.

She couldn't believe it was happening. What
had brought it on? Why would he want to do this to her?

Finally, gasping for air, he tore his lips
from her. She stared up into the mask of evil that hovered above
her as her son wheezed and groaned, driving his cock into her
furiously.

"OH FUCK!" He blurted out passionately, "Your
pussy is so fucking hot!"

She hated him for what he was doing to her.
What had she ever done to deserve such horror?

A trickle of drool leaked out of the corner
of his mouth as he pounded his cock into her harder and harder.
Then as the bed heaved and shook underneath her back, driven by the
wild assault of her son, she felt something sick and evil envelop
her soul.

It was unimaginable, but the insidious
sickness suddenly came welling up from some deep, diseased part of
her psyche. And with it came a tingle of perverse pleasure. No. No.
No. She couldn't feel anything. Not from this insanity. It was
blasphemy. No mother ever raped by her son could derive pleasure
from it.

Yet, there was no denying it. She was human
after all. And a part of her over which she had no control was
responding to the heinous atrocity that her son was inflicting upon
her. Although her mind fought it, her body was already responding
by spewing out a gusher of juice to anoint the invader.

Against her will, she felt the tingle grow
until she couldn't stop her body from reacting.

"NO! STOP! NO!" some inner voice screamed
inside her head. But her body wouldn't listen as she felt her
vagina begin to clutch and squeeze down on the invading monster. As
it did, it only made things worse as an upwelling of delightful
feelings poured up from her vagina.

"OH GOD PLEASE," she groaned as she felt
herself losing control.

Then something inside of her snapped. The
physical pleasure was too much. She was being raped by her own
flesh and blood, but there was nothing she could do to change that.
It was happening.

Then, as if to spite her, she felt her hips
began to jerk up and down on their own accord.

Oh, God, she screamed silently, why did you
let this happen? You, you let my own son rape me and now, now, now
you are making me, making me want it. Making me want to feel his
evil thing inside me. Oh, God, why?

As if to answer her blasphemous question,
deep inside the battered and abused gash of her vagina, a roaring
torrent of pleasure began to pour out, rushing up her spine,
bursting into her brain, where it exploded into a giant fireball of
passion.

Although she hated him for defiling her, now
she had to have it all. Grabbing at him, she pulled his face down
to hers and devoured his mouth with hers. Hungrily, she sucked and
pulled on his mouth nipping at his lips with her sharp, white teeth
as her pussy absorbed the rape of his bulging cock, squeezing and
pulling on it just as fiercely.

Her hands, like great clawing raptors flew
down to his bounding buttocks swooping down upon it as if it were
prey. Grabbing hold of the tight, hard muscles working underneath
the soft layer of flesh, her hands dug their talons into the
unyielding muscles, raking and clawing, urging him to fuck her
harder.

Feeling his mother respond to him finally, he
growled and rammed his giant, bloated cock in and out of her even
more savagely.

They were no longer mother and son. They were
wild beasts thrown together by some evil, demonic force over which
they had no control.

"Fuck me," she snarled at him, flinging her
pelvis up against his belly every time it crashed down onto her.
"FUCK ME!"

Her gluttonous cunt was now spewing out juice
by the gallons as it clung to his pounding cock. Squeezing down on
her son's hardness, she could feel the harpoon shaped head of his
cock reaming her brutally as it plunged in and out of her, acting
like a plunger and dragging out her juice by the cupful.

Grunting and snorting like a pig, Anthony
humped his mother harder and harder, sending his great cock knifing
into her all the way to the hilt with every bed-jarring thrust.

Morgana could sense that he was about to
explode. She could feel him tensing his whole body in expectation
and she could only imagine what must be going on inside his head.
He was fucking his mother and was about to cum inside of her. He
must be gloating, she thought, gloating and celebrating over his
victory.

But now, now that she had given in to him,
she wasn't ready for him to end it. She wanted more. She wanted all
of him. She wanted it to go on and on. She wanted to have her
satisfaction too.

"Don't stop now," she growled, squeezing down
on his pistoning penis harder and harder. "Don't stop now."

"Can't stop," he groaned, pounding himself
into her ruthlessly.

"Damn it," she cried, "Don't you come
yet."

"Can't stop, mother," he gasped as his hips
began to quiver and shake.



Then she felt it.

His cock began to jerk and jump inside of her
tightly clenched cunt. She could feel his thick, hot cream being
ejected from his twitching cock in great, burning gobs as he
emptied his vileness into her.

"Damn you," she complained, digging her nails
into his skin even deeper. "Why couldn't you wait for me, you
selfish bastard?"

"Sorry, sorry, sorry," he groaned, but
couldn't stop his hips from jerking back and forth in quick little
jerks as his cock continued to lurch and spurt inside of her.

Then with a final grunt, he was done. He had
filled her to overflowing with his noxious seed-filled cum and now
he was through with her.

She felt her hatred for him rising again, but
paradoxically for the opposite reason. Before she had cursed him
for raping her and now she was cursing him because he had
stopped.

This is crazy, she whined to herself as she
felt him lift up of her.

Rolling off her, gasping to catch his breath,
Anthony floundered over onto his back.

Damn him, Morgana silently cursed. First he
had raped her, his own mother. And then, just as she was climbing
the long, precarious mountain toward her own orgasm, he lost it and
filled her cunt with his creamy load. Now she was left deflowered
by her own son and swimming in unsatisfied needs. Hating herself,
she knew that she couldn't let it end here. She had to exact her
own gratification no matter how sick and depraved it was.

Rolling over, she scooted down the bed until
she was staring down at her son's cock as it deflated ever so
slowly. Reaching out, she lifted it and watched it wobble about
lifelessly in her hand. It had been drained of its hardness,
leaving it thick and heavy like a big, bloated pink worm.

Leaning down over the lolling monster, she
opened her mouth and slowly eased her lips down around the
cum-coated cockhead. Ever so gently, she sucked the slippery prick
head into her mouth, tasting the sharp saltiness of his cum and her
juices as it flowed into her mouth. Gradually, she pushed her lips
down the swollen barrel of his cock, sucking it into her mouth inch
by inch as Anthony grunted softly.

"Oh jeez," he murmured as she twirled her hot
tongue around the slippery softness of the big, round head of his
cock. "Jeez, Mom."

Sucking softly on the bloated corpse of her
son's cock, she gently cupped his balls and toyed with them with
her fingers.



Slowly, she let the sleeping monster slither
out of her mouth and then she sucked it back inside the hot wetness
of her mouth. She knew that the head of his cock must be
supersensitive, but that only spurred on as she attacked it
ruthlessly.

Sucking on him, she flicked her tongue around
the head of his cock until she finally felt it twitch.
Relentlessly, she worked her mouth up and down the huge, fleshy
shaft as she felt the life begin to flow back into it. Licking and
lapping at his swelling tower of bloated man-meat, she could feel
the strength rapidly running water pouring into it until it quickly
stood tall and proud once again.

"Now," she groaned, lifting her mouth up off
the granite monolith, "Fuck me now."

With a grunt, Anthony heaved himself up onto
his hands and knees. Grinning down at her wickedly, he grabbed hold
of his ripe hardness and quickly guided it down to the drooling pit
between his mother's legs.

Spreading her legs apart wider, she waited
impatiently as he brashly threaded the evil, tapered head of his
cock down into the weeping slit of woman-flesh.

"Like this, mother?" he grunted, ripping his
cock down into her all the way to the hilt with one savage
thrust.

"Yessssss," she hissed, kicking her legs up
in the air and driving her heels into his ass. "Fuck me."

With a satanic grin on his face, he began to
slowly slide his cock in and out of her agonizingly slow as he
leered down at her.

"Faster," she wheezed, squeezing down on his
cock with her pussy, "faster, please."

"Do you like it like this mother?" he asked
her still easing his cock in and out of her aching pussy with
tormenting slowness.

"Harder, please. Please fuck me hard," she
whined, clutching at him with her pussy, trying to coax him to fuck
her harder.

But when he didn't move any faster as he
smirked down at her she dug her fingernails into his back and raked
them the whole length of his back leaving long furrows of
blood.

"FUCK ME!" she screamed jerking her hips up
and down as fast as she could. "FUCK ME DAMNIT!"

"Like this?" he growled, ramming his enormous
peter down into her clutching cunt.

"Yesss," she hissed, as she reveled in the
feel of his monstrous prick feverishly penetrating the sacred abyss
of her motherhood.

Now he was like a crazed lunatic as he sawed
his cock in and out of her with blinding speed. She had never been
abused so vehemently. It was as if he was taking out the anger of
all the years on her battered and bruised cunt.

"I've, unh, wanted, unh, to, unh, do, unh,
this, unh, to, unh, so, unh, long," he grunted out between thrusts
as he pounding himself into her.

"Yes, yes," she hissed again, clinging to him
as if her life depended upon it. "I love it."

This time, it was hers. She could feel the
ball of fire inside her vagina rapidly swelling to the point of an
implosion. Now there was nothing that could stop her. She was going
to do it. She could feel everything collapsing down into the fiery
pit between her legs. Then it happened. She couldn't explain it. It
felt like someone had shoved an atom bomb down into her as it
exploded inside of her. She felt herself flying apart into a
million pieces with each piece its own nuclear explosion of
pleasure. She had never known such depraved gratification. Then, as
she celebrated in the perverse delight, she heard Anthony screaming
out his own celebration as his penis erupted inside of her. She had
never before known such love, she thought as they clung together.
She could never have another and she would never give him up to
another woman. Never.

Never in a million years...

 


 


The End
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