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  Saturday Morning


  Chapter One


  Grace awoke when the bed shuddered. It was Saturday morning, her heart sang to her. Squinting, still pretending to be asleep, she watched George slowly pad across the room in his pajamas. Then he disappeared into the bathroom. Moments later, she heard him turn on the water as she lay listening to the world coming alive. A dog barking in the distance; the faint crow of a rooster; a car trundling by on the road down the way and then George brushing his teeth. It was the same as it was every summery Saturday morning…


  Then George was back as she watched him dressing through squinted eyes. When he was finished, she closed her eyes and waited for the kiss. She felt his lips softly brush her cheek and then he was gone. Opening her eyes, she waited and then heard the rattle of his golf clubs being taken out of the front closet, the back door being opened and closed. Several seconds later, she heard a car engine start up and idle for a few seconds before she heard the garage door rattle up its track. Then the engine revved up, followed by the garage door rattling back down the track.


  Only seconds now, she breathlessly thought as she heard the car back down the driveway and out onto the road in front of the house. Then the sound of the engine slowly receded off into the distance followed by the silence of the early morning still…


  Her heart was fluttering a mile a minute. The palms of her hands were sweating as she looked over at the doorway, breathlessly waiting…


  Suddenly, there he was—


  Her god. Her Adonis. Her Josh. The Love of her life. Her son…


  He was beautiful. Six feet two, two-twenty, a George Clooney face, muscled arms, chiseled pecs, and eight inches of granite perfection jutting up out of the hairy base of his wash boarded abs. And as usual, he was naked.


  Reaching down, Grace flipped the covers back to reveal her own naked body then held her arms out to him to welcome him into her bed.


  “Mom—” Josh sobbed, lurching himself toward the bed as Grace’s aching heart turned to mush.


  “Baby, come to Mommy—” she whispered watching her son’s maleness angrily twitching and jerking as he stumbled across the room.


  Moments later he was on the bed beside her. Then he was on top of her, lying on his stomach between her outstretched legs.


  “Mom—” he wept again as she felt his soft, warm lips find hers. His breath was hot and heavy, the kiss soft and loving as his hands found her flattened breasts. Then the hard, round head of his cock nudged up against the weeping softness between her legs as he lovingly fondled her breasts while they kissed.


  As their tongues warred, she could feel the head of his penis softly probing, searching and then suddenly, he was inside her.


  “Oh God—” she gasped out into his mouth, hearing him grunt as he thrust down into her sending his manhood into her all the way up to its hairy hilt. Lifting her legs, she draped them across his and hooked her heels around the backs of his thighs, pulling him even deeper into the clutching, clinging depths of her womanhood.


  He was back inside her! Her baby was back inside her where he belonged. Her love for him knew no ends…


  Finally, he broke the kiss. Breathing heavily, holding himself thrust deep inside her forgiving warmness, he stared down into her eyes, two sparkling diamonds, the windows into his soul. What was he thinking she wondered as he lovingly brushed his fingers through her hair?


  “Mother, I love you so much…” he softly groaned, easing himself back down the gripping channel of her vagina. Then with another soft grunt, he pushed back into her as she used her legs to pull him deeper.


  “Oh, Baby, Baby…” Grace wept, tears running down her cheeks to soak in the mattress below.


  It was like this every time. Every Saturday. Every Saturday Morning. A week’s abstinence washed away in a moment of thankful gratification. She didn’t know how much longer she could on like this. But now, now she was okay. For these precious few moments, she had gladly sold her soul to the devil. When she was with Josh, she didn’t care…


  With her legs spread out to the sides opening herself to him, the crooks of her ankles were brushing against his calves as she rested her bare feet on the sheets between his legs.


  As he pushed into her deeper and deeper, her eyes had a dazed, unfocused look before they slowly fluttered shut. Pushing down on Josh’s tightly-clenched ass, she pushed him into the liquid warmth between her outstretched legs. Then their bodies met, touched again, grinding together. As they did, Grace began to tremble and strain up against him.


  “Unnnnnnnnnnnnnnn…” she groaned out as her chin tilted up while a grimace etched out across her forehead.


  Grace couldn’t stop it. All week she had been holding it back and now like a wave crashing down on her, it was upon her.


  Suddenly Josh’s balls were bathed in the sticky warmth of her overflowing juices as he felt her liquid heat contract down around his embedded cock.


  Grace’s fingers pushed harder holding her son imprisoned inside her as she came.


  He could feel every spasm as they undulated through her pussy growing stronger with each clutching contraction.


  A tiny dribble of spittle trickled out of the corner of her mouth, mixing with the tears and slowly running down her cheek. Leaning down, Josh brushed his tongue across the tip of her little pink tongue as it protruded out between her soft, red lips. Then he kissed her, softly at first but growing more and more insistent with each passing second. Grace’s back was bowed, pushing down against the bed as she strained and thrust up against him.


  Finally, Grace could feel the spasms of pleasure working their way through her pussy begin to soften and grow fuzzy around the edges as the span of time between them lengthened until they finally stopped.


  Relenting, she began to melt back down onto the bed, the pressure of her fingers pressing down against his butt softening, the muscles in her legs relaxing as her eyes fluttered open again, staring up at her son with that unfocused, lost look she always got after she finished.


  “Oh, God, Baby…” she whispered, clutching herself down around him as he began to slowly move inside her.


  She could see the happiness in his teary eyes as he looked into hers. As he moved atop her, his strong fingers were digging into the pliant flesh of her breasts, while he sought out her throbbing nipples, twisting, pinching, pulling on them as he coaxed them back to hardness. His breath was cool on her sweat-dampened skin as his lips found the crook between her neck and shoulder.


  Recovering from her orgasmic upheaval, she arched her neck pressing it against his demanding lips as her fingers caressed his muscled back and her legs began to contract and relax pulling him in deeper on every thrust. She could feel the sweat forming on his back making it slippery and wet under her fingers as their bodies moved in incestuous synchronization.


  Both of them were enveloped in the loving communion they shared at this moment. The world outside didn’t exist. It was just the two of them, alone and together with each other. Grace never wanted it to end. She had never loved anyone as much as she loved the man atop her, filling her with his maleness and evoking her femininity. She was woman with him. They had been born for each other.


  “Mother—” she heard him murmur out against her neck as the creaking of the bedsprings grew louder in the early morning quietness. Then she could hear the soft thump of the headboard bumping against the wall as Josh dug his toes down into the mattress adding to the emphasis of his thrusts.


  He was getting closer. She could sense it and hear it in his labored breathing. His breaths were coming faster as were the soft grunts he was making as he drove into her harder and harder.


  She could feel his muscles tightening, tensing for the drive to the finish as she found herself rising to meet him, matching him stroke for stroke. A team, each moving in incestuous harmony, they fucked closer and closer. Grace could feel the heat of another orgasm building down deep inside her womb as Josh stoked her fires making them blaze hotter and hotter.


  Fighting, holding back for him, wanting them to rush across the finish line together, she urged him on with every fiber of her being. Her arms, her fingers, her legs all driving, pulling him along with her as she raced toward her fulfillment.


  Then suddenly, Josh’s whole body went rigid as he drove into her as deep and hard as he could.


  “OHGODMOTHerrrrrrrrrr—” he gasped, his hips jerking forward, his penis knifing deeper as it began to jerk and twitch down inside the clutching warmth of her being.


  “Yessssssss—” Grace hissed, throwing herself at him, accepting him, enveloping him in her motherhood as she felt his liquid warmth begin to fill her aching emptiness. He was back inside her giving her what she wanted, what she so desperately needed. Her baby. Her child…her son…


  


  ~~~


  Neither of them moved for the longest time, afraid if they did, they would dissolve the quiet, almost sacred moment. At last, when her breathing and heartbeat had returned to normal, Grace felt Josh’s wilting maleness slither out of her and drop to the bed between her outstretched legs. She had no strength left in her legs as she tried to lift them up off his legs.


  “Oh, Baby…” she softly wept, feeling Josh’s breath cool her sweat-drenched shoulder.


  “Mother…” he whispered slowly pushing up onto his elbows and looking deep into her teary eyes. “I love YOU—” he declared, slowly pushing up and rolling over her leg onto the bed beside her.


  “My Sweet Josh…” she murmured, reaching across her breasts and running her fingers through the sweaty hairs on his temple. “I love you—”


  Neither of them spoke as they lay basking in the happy afterglow of their orgasmic upheaval. Grace felt fulfilled, complete but guilt was beginning to creep in on her gratified fullness. It seemed so right, yet she knew it was wrong. Why did she always feel like this after it was over? They weren’t hurting anyone. No one else even knew, so how could it hurt them. It was their secret. Their Deep, Dark secret, but their secret nonetheless.


  “You want breakfast?” she smiled, pushing up on her elbow and reaching over to run her fingers down Josh’s belly to his flaccid manhood.


  “Sure,” Josh grinned, cupping her breast in the palm of his hand and giving it a soft squeeze.


  “Bacon and eggs?” she asked, rolling on her butt, swinging her long legs off the bed and pushing up onto her feet by the bed.


  “Sounds great…” he grinned, watching her breasts wiggle and bob as she stood up. “Mom, you’re beautiful…” he smiled.


  Feeling strangely awkward, she pulled her house robe down of its hook and quickly wrapped it around herself.


  She couldn’t find any words to say, so she just turned and stepped out into the hall. What was there to say? There was nothing that could excuse what they had done…what they were doing. Mother and son locked in an incestuous affair of her own making. She could remember when it began like it was yesterday, although it had started months ago…


  ~~~


  It was like any other Saturday. George had been gone off on one of his fishing, or was it a hunting trip this time? She couldn’t recall which, not that it mattered. She had been feeling lonely and neglected which was only increasing with the passing of time. She had cleaned the house and she had all her homework done. At forty, Grace ran her own consulting business from their home. So with time on her hands, she had been on line looking for a book to read when she came across a book publisher by the name of Smashwords.


  Slowly scrolling through the listing of books, she stumbled across a book named One Stormy Night by an author by the name of Baron LeSade. The book was free and the synopsis for some sick, twisted reason had intrigued her.


  A Mother. Her son. A stormy night. Wine. Thunder. Lightning. A sheer, filmy nightgown. A Motel. An electrical outage. All the ingredients needed for a calamitous evening of incestuous communion. All we need to do is mix them all together and stir…


  But she didn’t know why. She had never thought about anything like that with Josh. Things like that just didn’t happen…not in real life, she told herself. But what could it hurt? The book was free and she could always delete it when she was done reading it. And besides look at the reviews. They weren’t that bad:


  Review by: Katy D


  This book was well written and very taboo. Not sure about the dressing up at the end, but I still enjoyed it.


  Review by: Dale Elkins


  Taboo story that is well written.


  Review by: hrhsophia


  Literally holy mother of god!


  Then, out of nowhere, as she was downloading the book, a tiny, inconsequential thought came floating through her head. Like a butterfly, the thought flitted here and there, touching here momentarily, then flitting to another place, touching her there before moving on. Josh? Never ever…never in a million years…


  There it was done, she had downloaded it.


  Mother and son returning from a visit at the mother’s sister and they get caught up in a storm, she told herself. Seems innocent enough. Then she went on to read the entire story before she could put it down and unfortunately, it wasn’t quite as innocent and innocuous as she had first thought. The book had left her weak-kneed and her head spinning. The innocent butterfly of before had become an eagle, diving and raking her fevered brain with its talons and evil insinuations.


  Then she heard the lawnmower. She had been so engrossed in the book, she hadn’t even heard it. Pushing back from her computer, she walked out to the window looking out onto the backyard. It was Josh. He was mowing the lawn without even being told. He was such a good boy, she told herself watching him slowly trudge back and forth behind the mower. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and she could see the muscles in his back moving under the sheen of sweat he had worked up. Then he turned and she watched the muscles in his chiseled pecs and wash-boarded abs working in unison as he pushed the lawnmower up the yard.


  With the story of Caleb and Emily still fresh in her mind, she couldn’t keep from dropping her eyes down to the front of Josh’s jeans. She could easily make out the bulge of his manhood jutting out against his jeans.


  Was his as big as Caleb’s, she wondered? What are you doing, she asked herself? Caleb is a fictitious character in a book. Josh is a living, breathing person. Your son, for heaven’s sake. Get a hold of yourself.


  Still, she couldn’t stop watching him until she was suddenly aroused from her reverie when the mower stopped. He was done. Shaking her head, trying to clear the cobwebs, she turned and went walking back to her office.


  Pulling the story back up on her Kindle for PC, she flicked to page twelve:


  Then he felt her fingers clutching at his belly. “Touch it—touch you—” she mumbled. “So bad…” She wanted to touch him? She wanted to touch his cock? Wanted to touch him so bad? Or what they were doing was so bad? He didn’t know, but he wasn’t going to stop until she made him or… Jerking his hand away from her clit, Caleb grabbed hold of the bed covers and threw them back off them. Lifting his mouth off her breast, he spun around until they were lying head to foot with his head even with her hips. The bed shuddered as his mother moved and although he couldn’t see it, he knew that he was lying face to face with his mother’s pussy. Just then, he felt her hands find his jutting manhood. “Oh, God…” he groaned out as he felt her hot lips close down around his aching, throbbing penis.


  Suddenly, she was wet down between her legs as she flicked the computer off and pushed back away from it. What was wrong with her? Nothing ever even close to this had happened between her and Josh. Had she felt this way all along and just hadn’t admitted it to herself? Or had she just now slipped over that fine line between sanity and insanity? How could she think those kinds of thoughts about Josh? Whatever, she had to look down to see if she had wet her pants. Thankfully, the dampness hadn’t soaked through.


  Hearing the back door open and close, she stopped and sat waiting. What was she waiting for? Waiting to see what Josh would do? Then she heard him clumping down the hallway toward her office. Her heart was pounding. Her palms were sweaty. She couldn’t have stood up if she wanted to. He wobbly legs wouldn’t have supported her.


  Then, all of a sudden, there he was, standing in the doorway of her office smiling at her. Swallowing, trying to keep her heart down inside her chest, she tried to smile.


  “Mom, I just mowed the lawn,” he said, wiping his chest and belly with his wadded up tee shirt. “Think I could get my allowance?”


  “What? Your allowance? Uh…” she stammered, her brain still reeling from the story, she was unable to wrap it around what he was talking about.


  “Yeah, you know…my allowance for mowing the lawn,” he grinned, slinging the wet tee shirt over his shoulder.


  “Oh, yeah, that, uh, let me see how much I have,” she told him. Well, so much for the good kid theory, she told herself.


  “Okay,” he said, waiting.


  “You need it right now?”


  “Uh, no, I guess not. You think you could find it while I’m taking my shower. I want to catch a flick this afternoon.” He said. Then he was gone as she sat gawking at the empty doorway.


  Come on, Grace…get a grip, she railed at herself.


  When she heard the door to Josh’s room close, she stood up. Her knees were still wobbly as she picked up her purse and flipped it open. Twenty dollars was the agreed upon compensation for mowing the lawn, but Grace decided to add an additional ten dollars for some weird reason. It wasn’t like she was broke or anything. She made good money with her stay-at-home job, so why not spread the wealth.


  Stepping down the hallway to Josh’s room, she stopped outside his door and gently knocked.


  “Josh—” she said suddenly realizing that she could hear his shower running. Reaching down, she gently shoved the door open and after a quick peek around, she stepped inside. Why doesn’t he clean his room, she asked herself? She didn’t understand how boys could live like they did. Clothes strewn around the room here and there, books laying everywhere, even a couple of dishes he had failed to return to the kitchen.


  Stepping around his clothes, she laid the money on his computer keyboard and started to leave. Suddenly she heard the shower stop and the shower door being opened. Oh, no, he going to come out, she panicked, spinning on her foot and starting toward the door. She had almost made it when she heard a startled “Mom—” from the doorway to Josh’s bathroom.


  Pulling the door open, she turned and glanced in his direction just in time to catch him wrapping a towel around himself. But in that tiny, fleeting moment she saw everything and a spasm of electric excitement fired off down inside her loins when she saw it. Josh’s penis. There it was hanging down between his legs all puffy and red from the hot water. At least she assumed that was why it was puffy and red.


  “Sorry, ” she huffed, stepping out through the door and closing it behind her. “Your money, your money is on your computer—” she called back through the closed door.


  It was back. That wobbly, weak-kneed feeling, the pounding heart, the sweaty palms, the flushed face. Why? What was wrong with her? It was just his penis. And it wasn’t even hard. So why had it had such a devastating effect upon her. She’s seen it hundreds of times back when he was just a kid. So why was it so distressing now? Suddenly her mind went darting back to a paragraph in the Baron’s book:


  Caleb didn’t answer. Instead, he grasped hold of her thighs and slowly pushed up between her outstretched legs. As he did, he saw her eyes drop down to his hard, stiff cock as it stuck out through the opening of his shorts. It was so hard and stiff, it’s evil, barbed head was already pointing straight up at the ceiling.


  But Josh’s penis hadn’t been hard. It had been soft and hanging down between his legs. Standing, leaning against the wall beside his door, Grace tried to catch her breath. Why was she breathing so hard? Fuck—this was getting out of control, she told herself as she turned and went lurching down the hallway toward her room.


  Finally, she made it to her door. Shoving it open, she started to step inside when she was stopped by a loud, “MOM—” from Josh.


  Turning, she saw that Josh was standing just outside his door looking at her. He now had a towel wrapped around his waist. His short black hair was still damp and tousled. He had a wondering, confused look on his handsome face.


  “Are you okay?” he asked her, taking a step in her direction.


  “What? Yes, yes, I’m fine,” she huffed. “I put your money on your computer…” she said, stepping into her room and closing the door behind her before he could come any closer. Why had she read that book? Look what it had done to her.


  She had never thought about incest before. Especially not in the light the Baron cast upon the subject. He made it sound okay. Maybe even a little more than okay…and that was what had Grace worried. What had the story’s lead in stated?


  A Mother. Her son. A stormy night. Wine. Thunder. Lightning. A sheer, filmy nightgown. A Motel. An electrical outage. All the ingredients needed for a calamitous evening of incestuous communion. All we need to do is mix them all together and stir…


  Why was she worried? None of the ingredients were there…except for the mother and the son, she fearfully told herself. She didn’t even know why she was thinking about it. Nothing was going to happen between them. She wouldn’t let it. She couldn’t let it. She didn’t even know why she had read the fucking thing.


  She wished George was home. Then none of this would have happened, she told herself as she sat at her vanity staring at the reflection of the forty-year old woman staring back at her. How old had Emily been, she tried to recall. She didn’t remember the character’s age being mentioned. But Caleb had been eighteen. The same age as Josh! Would that make Emily forty, too? Why couldn’t she get the book out of her head?


  Just then, there came a knocking at the door and Grace skittishly jumped. Her nerves were on edge and she couldn’t stop herself.


  “Mom?” she heard Josh call out to her.


  “Uh, yes,” she answered back, nervously clutching at the front of her blouse for some unknown reason.


  “I’m off to the movies,” she heard him tell her through the door. “I’ll be back around eight or eight-thirty…okay?”


  “Uh, sure, Hon, have fun…I’m, I’m waving from here—” she called back.


  “Okay…and thanks for the extra ten.”


  “You’re welcome…”


  Listening, she heard him clumping down the hallway and moments later, silence once again reigned in the house as Grace sat staring at herself in the mirror.


  What had Emily’s breasts looked like, she wondered, reaching down and slowly unbuttoning her blouse? What difference did that make, she asked herself, pushing her blouse back over her shoulders and letting it slither to the floor behind her?


  Looking down at the reflection of her breasts cupped in the frilly, black brassiere, she ran her fingertips along the lace-edged neckline as her mind went back to another phrase in the Book!


  He couldn’t take his eyes off her big, jiggling breasts as she slowly pulled the brassiere up under them and looped the bra straps over her shoulders. Cupping one breast in the palm of her hand, she settled it down into the cup of red lace, then repeated the process with her other breast. There was something so intimately erotic about watching his mother dress, Caleb giddily thought. It was almost like she was doing a strip tease in reverse for him.


  Stretching her arms around behind her back, Grace unsnapped her brassiere. As she did, she felt the elastic strap spring apart as her big breasts settled down in the bra cups. Then holding her arms out in front of her, she left the bra slide down them and drop on her vanity. What would Josh think of her breasts, she wondered, tickling her long red fingernails along the dark red lines the bra had left on her skin as it struggled to hold them in check? Were they bigger than Emily’s? She couldn’t believe that she was comparing her breasts to a character in a book, she told herself, cupping them and lifting them off her chest. She could see that the big, purple nipples were swollen and stiff. And so fucking sensitive, she winced as she ran a finger across one of them.


  Easing her big breasts back down onto her chest, she pushed the bench back and stood up. Looking down, she unbuttoned the button on her capris. Unzipping them, she pushed them down her long legs and stepped out of them. For goodness sakes, she exclaimed to herself as she saw that the crotch her plain cotton panties were wetly clinging to her pubes. She could even see the outline of her fat, swollen lips under the thin, damp material.


  Hooking her thumbs underneath the stretchy waistband of her panties, she angrily shoved them down off her hips. As she did, she saw the crotch was wetly sticking to the moist skin of her mons as she pulled them down off it. This is crazy, she told herself as she leaned down, pushing the panties down around her ankles and stepped out of them. Picking them up, she held them up and studied them. They were indeed soaked with her wetness. Pinching the soggy material between her finger and thumb, she rubbed them together and felt how wet and slippery they were. She couldn’t believe it. How could she let the book affect her this way?


  A glass of wine she told herself as the thought suddenly popped into her brain as she wadded up her panties and pitched them into the hamper Yeah, to calm my nerves.


  A Mother. Her son. A stormy night. Wine. Thunder. Lightning. A sheer, filmy nightgown. A Motel. An electrical outage. All the ingredients needed for a calamitous evening of incestuous communion. All we need to do is mix them all together and stir…


  Yes, and another piece of the puzzle, she warned herself.


  Naked, she stepped up to the bar and popped the cork out of the bottle of 2010 Amancaya Malbec/Cabernet Sauvignon Gran Reserva she had opened earlier in the week. Lifting the bottle, she tipped it and let the deep magenta wine splash out into the glass. Setting the bottle down, she lifted her glass up to her nose and sniffed. The deep, fruity nose of blackberry, black cherry, black plum, and vanilla filled her nostrils. Then tipping the glass up, she let the wine trickle out into her mouth. The wine was full-bodied and fruit-forward with a smooth and round lingering finish as it tickled over her tongue and down her throat.


  It felt so wicked to be standing at the bar naked sipping on a glass of wine, she told herself as she slowly stepped across the room in her bare feet. Stopping at the back window, she looked out over the freshly-mown back yard. She could almost picture Josh pushing the lawnmower up and down it with his sweaty upper torso glistening wetly in the afternoon sunlight. Suddenly, there it was again. That warm, tickly feeling down between her legs. God, if only George was home. Why was he gone all the time? Especially when she needed him. Why was she getting so fucking emotional? It wasn’t that time of the month. She was just lonely, she blamed. That was it, she fumed as she felt the tears start to run down her cheek. What is wrong with you, she asked herself? Running around the house naked and thinking about your son like he was the answer to all your unfilled needs? It was crazy.


  Turning, she stepped back over to the bar and recharged her glass. As she was doing that, her eyes brushed across the pictures sitting on the mantle. Setting the bottle back down, she slowly stepped over to the mantle. Her eyes were focused on a picture of Josh and his ex-girlfriend, Emily. Emily? What a coincidence! The name of the woman in the book…


  She didn’t know what to do as she picked up the picture and looked at it. It was almost as if Josh was looking back at her, his dark, blue eyes piercing into hers. Thankfully, he couldn’t see her, she blushed, studying his face, his sparkling eyes, his short black hair, his sensual lips. They looked so soft, so kissable.


  STOP IT! Just stop it, she angrily told herself setting the picture back down and stepping over to the DVD player. Turning it on, she picked out one of the DVDs and slipped it in. It was one of her favorites. It reminded her of George. Listening to the music, she slowly danced around the room, pretending that she was dancing with him. But then she realized that all it was doing was making her lonelier as she fought to hold back the tears that were threatening to spill forth once again. She was so lonely…


  Now stop it, she told herself turning the DVD off and storming out of the living room. Put your clothes on and go read a book or something. Something to take your mind off things. Yeah, right, go read a book. That’s what got you in this shape in the first place. That’s all you need…


  Glancing down at her watch, she saw that it was seven-thirty. Josh would be home in a little while. Stepping back into her bedroom, she walked over and swept up her blouse off the floor beside her vanity bench. Laying it on the bench, she reached for her brassiere and picked it up.


  I’m not putting that thing back on, she complained, dropping the bra and tickling her fingers over her breasts. I need to get a new one. That one is too tight. Well, put on another one, her conscience warned. But they were all too tight and tonight, her nipples were just too sensitive and swollen for a bra.


  What about Josh, she asked herself? He would just have to deal with it, she crossly retorted. He would probably stay in his room playing games or working on his computer anyway, so it wouldn’t bother him. Or would it bother him, even if he knew that she wasn’t wearing a bra? Probably not. Not unless he was like Caleb, she thought.


  Did her ever think about her like that? Pulling her blouse on over her shoulders, she began buttoning it up, wondering what Josh thought about her. She was his mom. But, according to the Baron, some boys had those kinds of thoughts about their mothers. But what did the Baron know? He was just a writer. It was just his opinion. Not cold, hard facts. Wasn’t it? Now she was just getting confused…


  Leaving the top two buttons of her blouse open, she started to pull her capris back on when she stopped. Lifting them up to her nose, she sniffed them. The scent of her estrous was still there. Stepping over to her bathroom, she tossed them into the hamper and went back out to her chest of drawers. Digging down into the drawer, she pulled out another pair of capris and a pair of panties. Walking over to the bed, she could feel her heavy tits tugging at her chest, her big, sensitive nipples rubbing against the material of her blouse as she tossed her pants and panties on the bed and sat down beside them. Then she picked up the sheer, pink panties and pulled them on.


  Then, sitting back down, she picked up her capris and quickly pulled them on. Slipping her feet into a pair of sensible two-inch heels, she looked into her mirror, gave her brown, shoulder-length hair a couple of fluffs and walked down to her office. Stepping inside, she picked up her kindle and walked out into the living room where her empty wine glass sat on the coffee table. Refilling her glass, she curled up on the sofa and headed out to Amazon.




  Chapter Two


  Looking through the titles of the latest romance novels, she stumbled across Unbeautifully (Undeniable: Book Two).


  Warning, the synopsis said: This is not a story about fate or destiny. This is a story about pain, sorrow, and suffering. This is an impulsive whirlwind romance between two lovers that are not meant to be together. Theirs is not a world with sunshine and roses. Instead, their love blossoms in a secret world full of crime, violence, and death. Their story is about what can be born from nightmares.


  Everything has beauty. Even the ugly. Especially the ugly. Because without ugly, there would be no beauty.


  Sounded like something that would take her mind off the Baron’s story, she told herself, paying her $2.99 and downloading the book.


  Taking the occasional sip of wine, she read along and found herself being drawn into the story. Then, in a particular sad and poignant part, she suddenly found herself crying again. And it was at that precise moment that fate stepped in and handed her a surprise as Josh chose that moment to come striding into the living room.


  “Oh, hi—” she sniffed, looking up from the kindle with tears running down her cheeks and dripping down onto her blouse. But even in her moment of sadness, she couldn’t help but notice that old, familiar feeling of warmth and wetness had returned down between her legs.


  “Uh, hi, what’s wrong?” Josh asked her with a concerned, troubled look on his handsome face as he stepped up in front of her.


  “Oh, nothing, just a sad book,” she told him trying to smile but failing miserably.


  “You sure?” he asked her, standing in front of the couch looking down at her. “There’s nothing else?”


  Was he psychic? Did he know what had been troubling her most of the day?


  “No, nothing…” she lied, looking up at him, trying to look him in the eye.


  But as she did, she saw his eyes dart up away from the opening running down the front of her blouse.


  “Well, how about a hug?” he grinned, holding out his hands to her.


  “Okay—” she mumbled, reaching over, setting her kindle down on the couch, swinging her legs out from under her and taking hold of his hands in hers.


  She could see his biceps bulge out and he gently pulled her up onto her feet in front of him. Then his strong arms snaked around her, encircling her, pulling her to him. She was suddenly lost in his maleness as he enveloped her in his arms. She could smell him, his aftershave, the shampoo in his short, black hair. That manly smell.


  Timidly, she wrapped her arms around him and hugged. She could feel his hard, muscular pecs pressed against her soft, giving breasts as they hugged. His breath was hot and heavy on her neck. She didn’t know what to do, but she knew the warmth down between her legs had suddenly blossomed into raging bonfire. Her heart was racing. He knees were threatening to collapse. She was trembling and she didn’t know why. Oh, yes she did, her reeling brain conceded.


  Finally, after what seemed like hours, Josh eased his hold on her and stepped back.


  “Why are you shaking?” he asked her, holding her at arm’s length and looking into her eyes.


  She felt like she was melting. Nothing was working the way it was supposed to.


  “I-I don’t know,” she stammered. “Maybe I’m coming down with something…”


  “How much wine have you had?” he asked, looking down at the half-empty wine glass sitting on the coffee table.


  “Two, maybe three glasses,” she mumbled, leaning back and sitting back down on the couch.


  Trying to calm herself, she took in a deep cleansing breath and felt her tingling nipples rub up and down against her blouse. They were so sensitive and swollen, the material felt like sandpaper as it scraped across them. Glancing down, she saw that they were sticking out, stiffly tenting the front of her blouse.


  “Feeling better?” Josh asked her as she self-consciously lifted her arm up in front of her breasts to hide their aroused state.


  “Yes…” she lied, suddenly finding her eyes on a level with the large, undeniable bulge of Josh’s penis jutting out against the front of his jeans. No—No—No, I’m not better, she railed to herself, tearing her eyes off his crotch and looking up into his eyes.


  “You care if I have a glass?” he asked her, stepping back and walking over to the bar.


  “No, no, go ahead.”


  Her head was spinning. She was finding breathing difficult and she couldn’t stop her fingers from trembling as she reached down and picked up her glass with both hands.


  “From Argentina?” she heard Josh say from the bar followed by the clink of the bottle on a glass.


  “What?” she asked, lost in her own turmoil, unable to fathom what he was talking about.


  “The wine,” Josh laughed.


  “Oh, yeah…”


  “Where did you find it?”


  “On line…one of the wine blogs recommended it so I thought I’d try it.”


  “Is it expensive?”


  “I think it was $17 or $18,” she told him. “Why?”


  “It’s good…”


  Turning toward the bar, she watched as Josh came walking back toward her with his glass of wine in his hand. She didn’t know if it was by accident or on purpose, but her eyes swept across the front of his jeans again. Wait. The bulge of his penis seemed bigger, more prominent. Was he getting an erection? Her earlier dizziness had turned into outright wooziness now.


  “Uh, how, how was the movie?” she mumbled, taking a long drink on her wine.


  “Kind of lame,” he grinned, easing down on the other end of the couch. “More of a chic flic than I thought it was going to be.”


  The wine seemed to calm her as she tried to circle the wagons and reorganize.


  She felt so frazzled and jittery. It felt like things could rapidly go spinning out of control if she didn’t keep a close watch on them.


  There was an electric stillness in the room. Like they were both waiting for something to happen.


  “When’s dad getting back?” Josh asked.


  “Tomorrow night, I think…”


  “Wonder if he’s catching anything?”


  “I don’t know. Guess we’ll find out when he gets back.”


  There was tenseness between them that hadn’t been there before today. Had the Baron’s book changed things that much between them?


  “What is your book about?”


  “Oh, a girl and guy in a motorcycle gang…”


  Could he smell her? Was she ovulating? Was that the reason for her copious amount of body fluids? Her emotions? Whatever, she could feel her wetness leaking out onto her panties. It could be. Yeah, and it could be a lot of things.


  Her heartbeat and breathing had somewhat returned to normal after their hug, but her nipples were still proclaiming her arousal by protruding out against her blouse as she nervously tried to keep them hidden with the Kindle.


  “What’s the name of it?”


  “Huh?”


  “The book…”


  “Oh, uh, Unbeautifully—”


  “That’s not even a word is it?”


  “No…” she tersely shot back, “it’s not—but it certainly seems to fit the story.”


  She wished her nipples weren’t so stiff and sensitive. It was embarrassing.


  “Looks like it must be…uh, exciting,” he said, glancing down at her protruding nipples.


  “What? What do you mean?” Was he referring to her nipples? Could he be that bold? He wouldn’t, would he?


  “You know…” he said, leaving the insinuation hanging in the air like a bomb waiting to drop.


  Glancing down at her breasts, she saw that it was impossible not to notice her nipples. They were jutting out like two thimbles, tenting the thin satin of her blouse.


  “Oh…” she mumbled, her cheeks instantly turning about ten shades darker as she lifted her arm up to cover them. “Yeah, I guess so…”


  “If it’s that good, maybe I’ll go on line and buy a copy,” he grinned, taking another sip on his wine.


  If he only knew, she numbly thought. If he only knew the real reason behind her aroused nipples, he would be shocked! Or would he? Quickly glancing down at his lap, she could see that he was showing some rather obvious signs of arousal himself. She could almost make out the outline of his penis under his jeans, and it wasn’t in a dormant state. Was the fact that she was aroused, arousing him? Had seeing her aroused nipples excited him? It was getting crazier by the minute as she felt her heart rate quicken again. And the wetness down between her legs was getting worse.


  “You can read mine when I’m done,” she told him, deciding that she had to get out of the room. “Would you like for me to make you a sandwich?” she asked, pushing up onto her feet and starting for the kitchen. She had to do something to hide her nipples. Pretty soon, he would get the idea that it wasn’t the book as she wasn’t reading it anymore.


  “Sure,” Josh said, pushing up off the couch.


  Fuck. Now he’s going to follow me into the kitchen.


  “Mom, you sure nothing else is wrong…” she heard him ask as she stepped into the kitchen behind her.


  “No, nothing else is wrong,” she lied again, stepping over to the fridge. “I’m just a little lonely, I guess…with your father being gone and all. Seems like he’s always gone,” she fussed, opening the refrigerator and looking inside. “Ham and cheese okay?”


  “Yeah, that’s fine,” he told her as she heard him stepping up behind her. “Yeah, dad does seem to be gone a lot, doesn’t he?”


  There was a question in his voice, like he was about to say something else. Something like ‘you two aren’t having problems are you?’, but he didn’t.


  What is he doing, she frantically wondered? He was standing behind her, but she was afraid to turn around and look. Leaning down, she reached into the fridge and got out the plate of leftover ham and a couple of slices of cheese.


  Then as she stood back up, she felt Josh’s arms snake around her waist and pull her back against him.


  “What? What are you doing?” she gasped trying to step away but finding that he was holding onto her too tight.


  “Just giving you a hug…you sounded like you needed another hug,” he whispered into her ear. Alarm bells were clanging, warning sirens were blaring as she felt his rock-hard maleness pressing against her butt. He had an erection. She could feel it through his pants. She didn’t know what to do, so she did nothing as she stood in front of Josh holding the plate of ham in one hand and the cheese in the other while he hugged her against his body.


  “Is that okay?” he whispered into her ear, his breath warm and moist on her skin. What was she supposed to say? No? No, it wasn’t okay for him to hug her? Tell him that what he was doing was making her think crazy things?


  Then she felt his lips brush against her neck!


  CRASH—went the plate when it fell to the floor and shattered into a thousand pieces. Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God, she screamed at herself. What was he doing?


  “Oops—sorry,” Josh muttered, letting go of her and stepping back. Then before she knew what was happening, he was on his hands and knees picking up the shards of glass. Her heart was in her throat. She couldn’t move. She was paralyzed. What had just happened? Had he just kissed her neck?


  “Guess the ham’s sort of ruined, huh?” he told her, picking it up and carrying it over to the trash can.


  “Uh-huh—” was all she could manage as he brought back the broom and started sweeping up the mess she had made.


  She still couldn’t move. Her feet were mired in cement blocks as stood watching him sweep up the mess.


  “Could you step back?” he asked her. “So I can sweep there.”


  “What?” she mumbled, her brain still frozen in panic mode. “Oh…yes,” she finally hissed, her brain lurching into action as she stumbled backwards toward the counter.


  Had he kissed her, she tried to reason? Or had his chin brushed against her neck? She was so confused. What if he had? And now what?


  Sweeping the ruined plate into the dust pan, Josh dumped it into the trash can and hung the broom back up.


  Then he turned to face her.


  “I’m sorry…” he said, with a despondent look on his face. “About the ham,” he added as if to differentiate between the ruining of the ham and the KISS.


  “I-I don’t understand,” Grace was somehow able to choke out staring at him in disbelief.


  “You just looked so lonely…and sad,” Josh softly said, slowly stepping toward where she stood staring back at him. “I don’t want you to be lonely…or sad…”


  Then they were standing face to face, not more than inches from each other. She could see the compassion in his big, blue eyes. It was if he could understand her angst. Her dilemma.


  In slow motion, she saw his face moving closer, his soft, sensuous lips opening slightly, the tip of his tongue between them, wetting them, preparing them for a kiss. HE WAS GOING TO KISS HER—her fevered brain realized.


  ON THE LIPS—


  But he couldn’t, she tried to tell herself. He was her son. She was his mother. He couldn’t kiss her on the lips…


  Suddenly, almost as if by magic, she was in his arms as he pulled her to him and their lips touched. It felt like 220 volts of electricity arced through her lips when they touched. She would maimed for life by the disfigurement of the burn left behind as their lips crushed together. Then Josh’s tongue was inside her mouth, touching, probing as she could feel the steel-hardness of his manhood digging into her belly. What was happening? She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. Her senses were overloaded with the incredulity of it all.


  Then, to her shock and amazement, she felt herself responding as her eyes fluttered shut and she found his tongue with hers. Slipping her arms around him, she pulled him to her as they kissed with open-mouthed passion and fervor. The earth lurched to a stop. The ground shook. But Grace didn’t feel a thing. She was totally and completely immersed in the kiss as the hug grew tighter and tighter, both of them squeezing together trying to occupy the same space and become one again.


  Suddenly, she felt Josh’s lips leave hers as he lurched backwards to break the kiss. As her eyes flew open, she had never seen such a look of pure, sweet love in a man’s eyes before as they unflinchingly stared back at her.


  “I Love You, Mother—” he gasped as his arms uncurled from around her and his fingers found the buttons on her blouse.


  “Josh—” she mumbled, lifting her own hands up to the front of his shirt. Her fingers felt like logs as she tried to unbutton his shirt. She was lost in the absolute depravity of it all. They were doomed! Neither of them could stop their headlong plunge into the passion of incestuous love.


  As Josh’s fingers frantically worked their way down the front of her blouse, she gave up on trying to unbutton his shirt. Her numb fingers wouldn’t work as she grasped hold of the edges of his shirt and jerked her hands apart. The cloth ripped and she could hear buttons pinging off the floor as the front of the shirt came apart in her hands. Now his muscled pecs were bare, peeking out of the opening of his shredded shirt. Running her fingers over them, fondling them, scratching them, she marveled in their hardness as her fingers trailed down over his abs to the front of his pants.


  At last Josh had the front of her blouse unbuttoned and was trying to push it back over her shoulders but couldn’t because of her arms. Dropping her arms, she felt the satin blouse brush back over her shoulders and go slithering down her back as her breasts spilled out into the open.


  “Oh-God—” Josh gasped, his eyes immediately drawn down to the big, dangling melons. Her nipples were so swollen and stiff, they felt like Ping-Pong balls as they protruded out of the darkened tips of her breasts. They were achingly-sensitive and she thought she was going to pass out when Josh pinched them between his fingers and thumbs and roughly twisted them. Jolts of pure, electric excitement shot down to her clit as Josh brutally mishandled the sensitive nubs.


  “Josh—” she groaned out, arching her back, thrusting her breasts against his clumsy, fumbling fingers as she raised her hands back up to the front of his jeans.


  Jerking and pulling on Josh’s pants, she tried to get them undone but they resisted. Softly sobbing in frustration, she clawed at his pants trying to get them unbuttoned. At last, she felt Josh brush her hands aside and quickly unsnap his jeans before moving over to the front of her capris.


  With Josh’s pants unbuttoned, she fumbled his zipper down its track and then shoved his jeans down over his hips. Looking down, she eased her fingers down under the elastic waistband of his Jockey shorts. Then she breathlessly pushed his shorts down until his swollen, stiff penis sprang out from underneath them.


  “Oh-God—” she gasped as the thing jutted up out of his hairy groin, its big purple head brushing against his wash boarded abs. It was big. Bigger than she had expected. Bigger than George’s.


  Letting go of his shorts, she ran her trembling fingers over it, making it twitch and jerk.


  “Mother—” Josh whimpered, his fingers finally getting her capris unbuttoned. Then his fingers pinched the zipper and unzipped them.


  Moving her hands out of the way for him, she watched his big, hard penis twitch and lurch as he fumbled with her zipper. All at once, it went zipping down its track and her capris were unzipped.


  Breathlessly, she watched as Josh pushed his fingers under the waistband of her pants and slowly pushed them down off her hips. Looking down between her breasts, she saw him slowly kneel down on his knees in front of her. Then she saw him curl his fingers down under the stretchy waistband of her panties and begin to pull them down over the curves of her hips. The thin pink material was wetly clinging to her soaked pussy as he slowly pulled it down off it.


  “Mother…” Josh murmured brushing his fingers across the glistening exposed flesh between her legs. Then she jerked backwards unable to stop the involuntary flinch as his fingertips touched her achingly-sensitive clit.


  “Josh—” she whimpered, feeling Josh curl his arms around her and pull her bare, moist mons against his cheek. “Oh, Josh…” she whispered, running her fingers through his hair, pressing him against her as she gently ground herself against his cheek.


  After a few seconds, Josh leaned back and Grace could see that his cheek was now softly shimmering in the light, covered with a film of her readiness. She didn’t ever think she’d be so excited and wet. Then he leaned down and placed a soft, lingering kiss right on her clit as he pushed her panties down her legs to her ankles. She could also see a shimmering trail of juice down her leg, left there by the damp crotch of her panties. Balancing herself by holding onto Josh’s shoulders, grace lifted her legs one at a time to step out of her capris and panties. She now stood before her son, naked as a newborn.


  Reaching up, Josh curled his hands around her waist and began to slowly pull her down onto the floor. Still balancing herself with his shoulders, Grace let herself be pulled down until they were both on their knees facing each other. But Josh didn’t stop there and Grace soon found herself lying on her back on the cold, linoleum floor looking up at him. He was going to make love to her on the kitchen floor? But she didn’t care where he took her. All she knew was that she wanted to feel him inside her. Inside her, filling her lonely emptiness with his maleness.


  Spreading her legs to open herself to him, she watched as he quickly crawled atop her.


  Then he was crouched over her supporting himself on his outstretched arms as his cock stuck out above her belly, hard and stiff, evilly twitching up and down with every beat of his heart.


  Staring up into his eyes, grace blindly reached down between them and found his rock-hard maleness. She had never felt a cock so hard, so stiff as she strained to push it down, down between her legs where her weeping wetness awaited it.


  “Oh, Josh—” she wept as she felt the round, rubbery head of his penis finally brush against the fleshy gash of her sex. Wriggling her hips to help seat it into the wet, slippery opening, she pushed down and felt the tapered tip of his penis slip inside her. HE WAS INSIDE HER, her frantic brain railed as he slid deeper and deeper into the clutching tightness. She had never felt anything like it. The emotion, the excitement, the passion were swirling around inside her head making her dizzy as she hooked her ankles behind his legs and guided him down into her accepting motherhood.


  “Oh-God-Josh-Baby—” she cooed, squeezing herself down around his invading maleness. She had never felt so complete, so fulfilled as she did at that very moment.


  Finally, their bellies touched and he was fully buried inside her accommodating warmth.


  “Oh, Baby—” Grace blubbered holding Josh’s head between her hands, pulling his lips down onto hers. She could feel Josh grinding himself against her, thrusting deeper as they kissed. They were ONE again! Mother and son rejoined.


  Grace could feel the hairs on his chest scraping against her hypersensitive nipples; the cold, hard floor underneath her back. Flexing her legs, she pulled him deeper as they groveled in the sheer perversity of their incestuous bond.


  At last they broke the kiss. Letting go of his head, she grasped hold of his waist and dug her long, sharp claws into his skin. With a soft push, she pulled back slightly and felt his cock begin to retreat back down the channel of her womanhood. Another soft grunt and he pushed back into her. He seemed almost reluctant to fuck her as he continued to move with slow, short strokes. Pushing and pulling on him with her hands, she urged him to move faster. At last, he began to move with more urgency, sliding in and out of her faster.


  Grace could feel it building down in her loins. She could hear the vulgar, wet slap of her sweaty ass as it beat against the floor while Josh pumped into her faster and faster. Was this really happening, her fevered brain tried to comprehend? The thought of doing something like this had never even crossed her mind before today…and now look. INCEST! But it wasn’t like anything she had thought incest would be like. This wasn’t two moronic hillbillies out behind a woodshed somewhere. This was her and Josh! Groveling around on the kitchen floor like two dogs in heat. This was love in its purest form. The love a woman and mother felt for her son.


  Suddenly it was on her. Waves of reds and purples and oranges and yellows splashed through her reeling brain as a jet of pleasure came welling up from her loins. She was coming! It took her breath away as her whole body tensed and strained up against Josh.


  “Yes—yes—oh, God, yesssssssssss—” she hissed out, digging her fingernails into his waist, frantically pushing and pulling on him as he pummeled her with his manhood. It was the best one ever. She didn’t want it to ever end. She wanted it to go on and on and on and on. Sweat was pouring off her, pooling on the floor as she felt herself being propelled across it every time Josh’s cock slammed back inside her.


  Then, just as the last spasms of pleasure trickled up from her loins, it popped again and she was swept off on another cataclysmic climax. She was coming again? What, she floundered as she felt her muscles seizing up, tightening, straining? This had never happened to her before.


  But even as she wallowed in the gratification and glory of her own orgasm, Josh didn’t waver, his hips working back and forth furiously.


  “Come, Baby, come—” Grace pleaded, her hands driving up and down, urging him to fuck her harder and harder as she was consumed by another gut-wrenching orgasm. She couldn’t believe it. As soon as one ended another started. “Come in Mommy, Baby—”


  “Yes—Mother—” Josh panted, his whole body moving in harmony with hers.


  Grace could feel him swelling up inside her. He was going to come. This knowledge only intensified her own orgasm as she clutched herself down around him, coaxing him, urging him to unloose the torrent of creamy hot cum she knew he was hoarding in his balls. Reveling in the passion of the moment, she breathlessly waited for the feeling of warmth to come forth from him when he began ejaculating inside her.


  Suddenly, Josh’s whole body went rigid as she heard him give out a long, tortured groan while down inside her belly, he began to twitch and jerk. Then his warm, silky seed began to spew out into her in thick, hot gushes. It was the most exquisite feeling ever. Feeling her own son’s seed flooding out into her womb. She had taken it from him. As he thrust into her, depositing more and more of himself down into the gluttonous emptiness between her legs, she pulled his face down to hers. Her lips were all over his face as tears flowed down his cheeks to mingle with her own.


  On and on it went, seeming like it would never stop as their lips crushed together and they kissed while Josh was giving up his life’s essence, pouring it out into his mother’s seemingly insatiable vagina.


  At last, with one last dying quiver, his penis stopped ejaculating and their lips finally parted.


  “I’m so sorry, Mother—” Josh wept, more tears streaming down his cheeks to drop down on her face and coalesce with hers before running down into the disheveled tangle of her hair.


  They were both breathing hard, trying to catch their breath.


  “No, no, don’t be…” Grace whispered, kissing the tears off his cheeks feeling his steely hardness melting, wilting down inside the semen-filled channel of her womanhood. “It wasn’t your fault.”


  “But…” he started to say but she stopped him with a finger on his lips.


  “No…” she told him, wanting to share the blame for the atrocity they had just committed.


  All at once, she felt him slither out of her. It was done! They had stepped over that imaginary line that had separated them from this evil thing they had created.


  Stiffening his arms, Josh pushed up onto his knees between her legs. Looking down, Grace saw that his flaccid, depleted penis was now limply dangling down between his legs, a former shell of itself. It looked so different than it had before. Now weak and pathetic instead of hard and demanding as it had been. It was as if her cunt had sucked the very life out of it.


  Then leaning back, he pushed up to stand on his feet between her outstretched legs. Bending down, he grasped hold of her hands and gently pulled her up until she was standing in front of him.


  “Now what?” he asked her, lovingly running the backs of his fingers down her cheeks to wipe away the last of the tears which had by now stopped flowing down them


  “A shower?” she suggested, letting go of his hands.


  “Okay,” Josh said, standing on one foot, toeing off his pants and shorts with the toe of his other foot while she held onto his shoulders and stepped out of her capris and panties. Leaning down, she picked up the discarded pants and panties, then turned around and swept up her cast-off blouse. While she was doing this, Josh was gathering up his torn, tattered shirt and other clothes.


  “Sorry about your shirt,” she apologized, wadding up her clothes into a ball.


  “I have more…”


  “I know,” she softly said, taking his hand and gently pulling him across the kitchen and out into the living room.


  Stepping into her bathroom, she lifted the lid of the hamper and dropped her clothes into it. Then holding the lid up, she indicated that Josh should put his in to, which he did.


  Reaching into the shower, she turned the water on and stepped back to let it warm. Looking up into Josh’s eyes, she smiled and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.


  “I love you…” she whispered before leaning in and checking the water. Then after a couple of minor adjustments to the temperature, she stepped under the water. Closing her eyes and letting the warm spray of water splash down on her, she felt Josh slip into the shower behind her. Then she felt his arms curl around her and pull her to him as his hands found her breasts. For the longest time, they stood, touching from head to toe, pressed together while Josh lovingly fondled and massaged her breasts. Pressing her butt back against his tummy, she was surprised to feel his manhood slowly pushing up between her legs as it began to firm up once again.


  Finally, she took a step forward and broke Josh’s hold on her. Turning to face him, she glanced down to find that his cock was already standing at half-mast and was quickly gorging itself with blood.


  “So big…” she whispered, gently wrapping her hand around it and giving it a squeeze.


  “You made it,” he smiled, tensing the muscles around its base and making it twitch in her hand.


  “I know…” she smiled back, leaning against him and giving him another soft kiss on the lips.


  By the time they were finished showering, Josh was once again proudly proclaiming his masculinity as his penis was standing at attention, erectly jutting up out of his groin.


  It all seemed so natural and normal, she thought to herself. She could remember taking showers with him back when he was a little boy. She could recall that he would get an erection every once in a while even back then. Back before he even knew what an erection was. And how embarrassed he had been when he had had one for the first time. She had explained to him that it was normal and he had accepted it.


  But now it was different. This time the erection was meant for her and not just some naturally occurring event of childhood. This was INCEST! Incest in its purest and most evil form. And she was a party to it, she guiltily thought as she turned the water off and stepped out of the shower.


  She knew that she should stop it, somehow disentangle herself from the imbroglio she found herself in. But she couldn’t. They’d come too far to stop and go back now. There was no turning back. What they had done couldn’t be taken back. It had changed everything between them and it could never be changed back to the way it was.


  Draping the damp towel over her shoulder, she watched Josh pitch his on the hamper before they stepped out into her bedroom.


  “Sleep with me tonight,” she whispered, taking his hand in hers, flicking off the light and padding over to the bed. Fumbling with the lamp in the dark, she finally flicked it on. Dropping the towel on the floor by the bed, she quickly peeled back the sheets and crawled up on the bed. Lying crossways on the bed, she slowly rolled over onto her back and slowly spread her long, svelte legs apart.


  “You’re so beautiful, Mother…” Josh praised, standing at the edge of the bed looking down at her.


  “Maybe you’re a little biased,” she smiled up at him, seeing that his penis was still standing tall and proud.


  “Maybe…” he said, slowly leaning out over the bed and easing down onto his belly between her outstretched legs.


  The love pouring from his eyes was almost a palpable thing as he slowly worked them up and down her naked body. She could feel it. With her head resting on the bed, she slowly closed her eyes as she felt Josh’s warm breath brush across her inner thighs just below her pussy. Oh, yes, she moaned to herself. Let him touch me there. Touch me and make me come with his beautiful, sensuous lips and his tongue.


  Then she felt his lips brushing across the lips of her pussy. Touching, kissing, his tongue softly probing the sensitive softness, spreading it, searching for the very core of her femininity.


  He found it as Grace involuntarily flinched when she felt his lips purse around it and gently suck it out of its fleshy sheath.


  Probing her clit with the tip of his tongue, Josh slowly circled it around the little nub. Rolling her hips, she thrust herself against his tongue as Josh eased his hands down under the backs of her thigh and gently lifted them up onto his shoulders. Now her inner thighs were brushing against his cheeks, her drooling pussy pressed against his chin as he fluttered his probing tongue all over and around her poor, exposed, unprotected clit.


  With her calves lying on his back, Grace dug her heels in to push off and rub herself against his twisting, darting tongue. Her arms were thrown out to the side, her clawed fingers grasping fistfuls of bed sheet as she felt herself being lifted toward another mind-blowing orgasm.


  The pressure inside her womb was swelling up, growing hotter and hotter with each flicking touch of his tongue. Feeling Josh’s hands crawling up along the bed beside her, brushing against her skin, she breathlessly waited for them to find her flattened breasts. His biceps were rubbing on her hips, his forearms resting against her ribcage as his fingers clutched hold of her breasts, digging down into the soft, pliant flesh and searching for her achingly-sensitive nipples. Suddenly, those fingers were plucking at the swollen nubs, pinching them, twisting them, pulling them out from her breasts as he continued to feast upon the vulnerability of her sex.


  Closer and closer she fought with every fiber of her being. Her muscles were tensing, contracting into steel as she strained up against Josh’s demanding lips and tongue. Her legs were trembling with the exertion as she clawed ever closer to that wondrous moment of deliverance.


  Her eyes were clenched so tightly, she could feel the tears squeezing out of them and trickling down her temples, but Josh wouldn’t concede as his tongue was all over her sex, touching, probing, urging.


  Teetering on that razor-thin divide between failure and fulfillment, she strained harder and suddenly felt it implode down inside her womb.


  “Oh-God-oh-God-oh-Goddddd—” she gasped out as her loins erupted in a violent upheaval of pleasure so deep and intense, it took her breath away. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. All she could do was let herself be consumed by the fiery chaos of her orgasm. Now Josh’s slashing tongue felt like the flame of a blowtorch as he mercilessly raked it back and forth across her spasming, convulsing clit. She could feel every flick, every touch as she was lifted higher and higher. Nothing else existed. Nothing but her clit and her son’s tongue. Her whole world had retreated down to the tiny exposed, vulnerable kernel of flesh protruding up out of her sex. And that minuscule expanse of flesh was being ravaged by the savage, unforgiving attack of her son’s tongue.


  But even as overpowering as it was, she had to have more. She had to have him inside her! Inside her, filling her with his maleness. Giving her the liquid gift of life from his loins. She wouldn’t be complete until he did.


  From somewhere, somehow she was able to speak.


  “Fuck me—” she gasped out, her hands pushing, pulling, frantically trying to get him up between her legs and inside her. “Fuck—Mommy—” she begged, throwing her legs out to the side, letting them drop to the bed atop his arms.


  Sensing her urgency, Josh lifted, pushing her legs up and then back until the fronts of her thighs were pressed against her quivering breasts. Then she felt the hard, round head of his dick probing the sticky softness between her uplifted legs. Desperately snaking her arms around her hips, she found his thrusting hardness and guided it down to the wet, waiting emptiness of her womanhood.


  Hearing Josh give out a soft grunt, she was suddenly filled with him as he pushed into her all the way up to his balls in one quick, driving lunge.


  “Yessss-oh, God-yesssss—” she hissed out collapsing herself down around his hard, ripe manhood. As Josh immediately began to fuck her, she could feel the orgasm swelling inside her growing hotter and more intense with each lunging thrust. She had never felt anything like it. Anything so powerful. So concentrated. It was all-consuming as she quaked and shivered under her son’s despoiling attack.


  Now Josh’s hands were curled around her shoulders, pulling her, jerking her back on his slashing weapon every time he plunged it back into her. The headboard was banging against the wall, the bedsprings groaning as the sick, wet sounds of flesh striking flesh filled the room and her head.


  She had never felt such passion, such fury as Josh pummeled her sex with his. But she knew that it couldn’t last. Nothing this fiery and fanatical could. She could already feel Josh swelling inside her. His penis engorging, expanding with pre-eruptive excitement.


  Suddenly, his hips lurched forward driving his cock into her as deep and hard as he could. Then she felt it shudder down inside her as his essence began to spurt out into her in thick, clinging gobs. He was coming! Coming inside of her—


  ~~~


  Grace finally found herself slowly floating toward the glowing light above her. What had happened? Where was she? All she could remember was Josh finishing inside her and then her loins had burst…The passion and excitement had been too much for her. She had passed out, she told herself as she slowly opened her eyes.


  Staring up at the ceiling, she slowly turned her head to find Josh asleep on the bed beside her. She was numb from the waist down as she tiredly lifted her head and looked down at the gummy, gooey mess covering her mons and legs. It had been the most intense, mind-boggling orgasm she had ever experienced. She had never passed out from one in the past.


  Rolling over, she draped her arm across Josh’s chest and pulled him to her. And so it was. The same incestuous act would be repeated over and over again every Saturday morning and every other precious stolen moment they could find…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked Saturday Morning. If you did, perhaps you would like to read some more of my stories, these are the titles…


  


  Black Friday - Erotica


  Whore Queen - The Garden Gates


  Trailer Trash - Oreo


  All Hail – The King I and II


  Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion


  Different Names - Teacher’s Pet


  The Voice - Boob Job - Escort Service


  Everything is Wrong - Cockball


  Teacher’s Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Daddy’s Little Secret - Confession


  The Island of the Goddess - Evergreens - Alien


  Home Again – Home from the War


  Marooned - Nipples - The Voodoo Doll


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria’s Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado - The Colonel’s Wife - Family Secrets


  Déjà Vu: All Over Again… - Affliction


  The Evil Within - House of the Rising Sons


  Infatuation - The Ride - Trading Spaces


  The Voyage of the Molly Be Bad


  Sledge Hammer –Private Dick (The Cold Case)


  All Alone - Panties - Love-Thirty


  Birthday Girl - Best in Show


  The Queen and the Prince - Safari


  Forbidden Love - The Prostitute - Recipe for Disaster


  A Visit to the School Nurse - The Last of the Dragons


  The Stash - Heaven…or Hell… - Something Pretty


  Prescription for Pleasure - My Sister’s Milk


  The First Time - Back from the Beyond - A Love Story


  Blackmail on the Prairie - Home on the Range


  The Beach House - One Stormy Night


  Catherine and Seth - The Indian Lawyer


  A Stepmother’s Revenge - Home Alone
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