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She spent
most of the
evening finger
fucking, locked
in her room.




| Feverishly
rubbing her wet
pussy, all to
thoughts of the
joy she'd
experienced with

her adopted son's
huge prick.




The next morning,
Wade came to the

breakfast table,
with an enormoug
throbbing hard-on
| that wag already
leaking tasty
looking cum juice.




He made a valiant

effort to fuck his
mother again,
squeezing and

| fondling her body
as she gerved him

breakfact.




Again, Amanda
turned him down




Again, she

had to spend
the next several
hours finger
fucking. She
knew it wag
worth the effort.




Her torrid
fuck gegsion
the day before |
had been a
one-time
degenerate

episode that
could never
be repeated.




What kind of
mother spread |
her legs and
opened her
pussy for her
adopted son?







The first thing

she heard when
she let hercelf

back into the house
wag the frantic
moaning and

gcreaming upstairs.




Amanda just stood
there, unable to
believe her ears,
instantly feeling her
pussy growing wet,
hot and sticky under

her panties.




Then she
remembered
what her
adopted son
had <aid the
day before.




He'd decided to
keep hig¢ promige.
He'd brought home

some youn( girl
to fuck.




Amanda put the
groceries on the
kitchen counter.
She wag trembling.




She went upstairs,
her mind already
filing with obscene
images, of her hung
adopted son
clamming hig

dripping prick into
some lucky little
slut's gooey cunt.




"Oh, fuck me, Wade!"
The girl wag obviously
in the throeg of ecstasy.
She gounded very

yound.




"Unngh! Oh, fuck me
with your big cock,
fuck me hard! Make
me cum, Wade!"




The voices grew
louder. And her
adopted son's
bedroom door

wag open.




Amanda told herself
not to look, told
hergelf that the sight
of her adopted son
fucking another girl
would again put her

lust for him over the
edge.




Amanda couldn't
help hergelf.

She stood in the
open door, staring
in.







