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  Sunday Funnies


  Chapter One – Sunday Morning Coming Round


  


  Sunday morning, Bobby thought as he woke. His favorite day of the week. He could already feel his prick hardening as he ran his hand down to it and lovingly fondled it. Sunday morning coming round.


  Bobby’ s father had left when Bobby was only one and a half. When he did, Bobby’s mother, Faith had taken a job as a realtor to support them. The realtors in the company she had joined had gone together and purchased a house with a large back yard filled with all sorts of swings, slides and just about anything a young boy could think of. A large part of his memories as a child were of the back yard he had shared with several of the other realtor’s children. It had been a happy, carefree life that he enjoyed to the fullest. And then, there was always Sunday mornings when his mother was off and it was just the two of them…


  Thinking back to when it had all begun, he couldn’t remember exactly how old he’d been, but it had to be around two or three. He had been just learning to read and his mother would read him a story every night just before she tucked him into bed. But Sundays were even more special because they would have a big glass of orange juice down in the kitchen and then she would take him up to her bedroom to read him the Sunday Funnies. It was the best part of the week even back in those days. He remembered lying in bed watching his mother read as he waited for what he knew always came after the reading.


  Back then, she was still nursing him and as was her custom, she only wore panties around the house. So as she sat reading him the funnies, her big, milk-laden breasts would jiggle and bob about heavily. And he knew that when she was finished reading, she would lie down and let him nurse on her beautiful breasts. The waiting while she read to him was enjoyable, but it was frustrating in a way and made it all that much more rewarding when he finally did get to nurse.


  He could still remember, buried back in the foggy, foggy recesses of his memory banks just how soft her breasts had felt in his little hands. And the warm milk that had poured forth from them. He remembered how sweet and rich it was. Maybe it was the passing of time or his fixation on it, but he remembered it was just about the sweetest thing he could ever remember tasting. Even sweeter than candy.


  Then, when he was around four and a half, his mother had weaned him. That day had been the most devastating day of his life. It was like she had exiled him from her life. Taken away the one thing that was constant in his life. He could even remember how he had cried and cried for days and days, but she wouldn’t relent. And even to this day, he blamed that for his fixation on his mother’s breasts. But, then when puberty reared its ugly head, he began to notice and fixate on other things about his mother.


  He began to notice how round and perfectly shaped his mother’s ass was. And her legs were just about the longest legs he had ever seen. In her business as a realtor, she always wore short skirts and heels to showcase her legs. She had once said that she did it to draw attention to her legs as men would be less likely to find fault with the houses she was selling if their attention were elsewhere. Bobby could certainly see why they would as he spent almost as much time ogling her exquisite legs as he did gawking at her big tits. Her legs were made for heels, he giddily thought, sweeping down out of her short skirt in long curving arcs all the way down to her tiny feet.


  And as he aged, he came to realize just how pretty his mother really was. Her mahogany tresses, streaked with the faintest hints of gold and bronze hung down around her beautiful face like a cascading waterfall. The tips of her hair curled around just below her long, graceful neck somehow making it seem ever longer and more sensual. And her eyes! Big, azure pools of blue that could draw a man down into them where he would find himself helplessly trapped in their alluring beauty. Even her nose added to the perfection of her pretty face with its slightly upturned tip.


  Then there were her dark-red lips. Her upper lip was a perfect cupid’s bow sitting atop her full, round lower lip that was lightly glossed to make it appear to have a faint glistening sheen of wetness.


  Now at the age of eighteen, Bobby found himself totally and hopelessly captivated by his mother’s striking beauty which only seemed to have grown as she aged. Neither of them dated that much. Instead, Bobby focused all of his attention on his mother. She worked six days a week, usually arriving home late every evening. Bobby would always have a light meal prepared for her and she would generally eat it and head off to her bedroom while Bobby went to his. But every moment they had together, Bobby would fawn over her waiting on her hand and foot, ladling attention on her by the bucketful. Their relationship had taken on a strange, almost obsessive persona. He was her willing slave, attached to her not by servitude, but by his total dedication and love for her. But she didn’t seem to think it odd and never did anything to discourage it.


  But now, Bobby found himself between a rock and a hard place. As with all teenage boys, hormones were pouring through his system. He had no control over them or their effect on his psyche. Nor did he have any control over the almost constant thoughts of sex swirling through his fevered brain. And it was these thoughts that brought about Bobby’s dilemma. That and the fact that he was growing more and more sexually frustrated with each passing day. And since his mother was the focus of his life, she became the unknowing cause for that frustration. He tried to fight off the urges with masturbation. But afterwards he always felt so all alone, guilty and empty inside. Hating that feeling, he had backed off on the masturbation, but this only intensified the problem and he was walking around now with an almost perpetual erection. Although he was frustrated and unfulfilled, he was still afraid to act on the sick urges that filled his brain.


  With all this swirling around inside his head, he suddenly found that his cock was already rock hard again. But today was Sunday, he told himself. And it was Sunday morning! Time for the Sunday funnies…


  He couldn’t explain it, but their Sunday morning ritual had continued through the years. But with some minor modifications. Bobby would get up, gather the Sunday paper out of the front yard, pour them each a glass of OJ and then head up to her bedroom. While his mother no longer read to him, they would lie side by side reading the paper until they finished. Then they would discuss the week’s events and what had gone on in their lives. This was usually followed by a quiet, intimate lunch in one of the nearby bistros. After that they would usually part ways to occupy themselves whatever way they chose for the rest of the day.


  Another modification, he sadly thought, was his mother’s dress code. Instead of just panties, she now wore a satin baby doll nightie. While the light purple nightie hid her breasts from his eyes, the swell of her big bosom was always highlighted by the shimmering cloth, somehow making her breasts seem even more alluring and sensual. And more forbidden. Bobby knew that underneath the gown she always wore a matching pair of satin, hip hugger panties as he had caught glimpses of them at times.


  Today! Today something would happen, he hopefully thought. Today, maybe he would somehow find the courage to do something. Do what, he asked himself? He didn’t know, but just the thought of spending the morning with his mother in such intimate closeness was making him giddy with expectation. He felt the same way every Sunday morning and nothing ever came of it, but that did not prevent it.


  Rolling out of bed, he quickly pulled on a pair of pajamas. He chose a pair with an extra long top so that it would hang down and hide the erection that he knew he would have all morning long.


  Hurrying out to the front yard, he gathered up the paper off the sidewalk and quickly stepped back into the kitchen. Pitching the paper on the table, he stepped over to the cabinet and pulled down two glasses. Quickly filling them with orange juice, he set them on a tray. Recovering the newspaper, he set it on the tray and stepped out for his mother’s bedroom.


  Arriving at her door, he leaned down and set the tray on the floor and then gently tapped on her door.


  “Come on in, Honey, I’m up,” he heard his mother say through the door.


  Reaching down, he twisted the doorknob and opened the door just slightly. Then he retrieved the tray. Pushing the door open with his toe, he stepped into her bedroom.


  “Morning, Mother,” he grinned, seeing that she was sitting on the bed, leaning back on a big pillow that she had propped up against the headboard of her bed.


  “Morning, Honey. I’ve been waiting for you,” she smiled back at him.


  “And might I say, you look ravishing as usual,” he told her, running his eyes down over her breasts and body to the sweep of her long, shapely legs then back up to her beautiful face.


  “Oh, aren’t you the flatterer,” she laughed. “But thanks for the compliment…”


  “Anytime,” he grinned, leaning down and setting the tray on the nightstand beside the bed.


  “That looks good,” she murmured, watching him pick up the paper and one of the glasses of orange juice.


  “Orange juice and the Sunday funnies for my Lady,” he grinned, handing her the paper and her glass of orange juice.


  “Thank you, my Lord,” she laughed softly, taking them from him.


  She took a tiny sip of her OJ and then reached over and set it down on her nightstand. Then, as Bobby crawled onto the bed and rolled over onto his back beside her, she unrolled the newspaper.


  “What’s it to be, today? The usual? Sports?” she asked, leafing through the sections of the paper.


  “Unless you want it,” he said, sneaking a peek down at her big breasts as they jiggled softly under the shimmering satin.


  “I think not,” she told him, pulling out the sports section and handing it to him. “I think I’ll start with the funnies today. Just like back in the old days…you remember?”


  “Remember? How could I forget? Those were the happiest days of my life!” he exclaimed, taking the sports section from her.


  “Oh, really?” she said, a quizzical, little frown creasing her forehead. “Aren’t you happy now?”


  “Yeah, but not like then,” he said, spreading his paper and shaking it to get rid of the wrinkles. “Back then I had everything!”


  “What do you mean?” she asked, laying the funnies down in her lap, turning and watching him fold his paper in two. “What did you have back then that you don’t have now?”


  “Back then, I had, I had you,” he said, trying to find the words to tell her how he felt toward her without stepping over that fine line that would drive her away from him. “I had you all to myself. I didn’t have to share you with the world. Don’t get me wrong, the Sundays we spend together now are fantabulous. But back then, it was different. Back then, it was almost like we were the only two people in the world. As you read to me, I would picture myself in the cartoons. Then, then when you finished…that was the best time of all…”


  “You mean, you mean when, when I nursed you?” she asked, staring at him as a bright blush lit up her face.


  “Yes…yes! I felt so close to you when you nursed me, Mother!” How could he say that to her? He didn’t know, but it just came bubbling out. He couldn’t stop it.


  It was becoming more and more difficult for Bobby to hold all the emotions bottled up inside him. They were like caged lions fighting for their freedom. The freedom for him to express his true feelings to his mother. Tell her how much he loved her! How much he wanted her!


  “And then you weaned me,” he went on like a man stumbling through a mine field, not knowing, or caring what the next words would bring. “That was the worst day of my life! You took it all away from me that day…”


  “But you were four and a half, Honey. People were beginning to talk,” she said, a big tear slowly trickling down her cheek. “I’m sorry, Honey.”


  “No—No—I’m the one who should be sorry,” he bumbled, looking down at the paper, fighting to keep the tears in check that were threatening to flow down his cheeks. “I should never have said anything…I don’t want to ruin the precious time we have to spend together…”


  The silence in the room was only broken by the occasional crackling of the paper as they both went on, pretending nothing had happened. Pretending that the electric tension that swirled around them didn’t exist.


  What an idiot, Bobby silently berated himself. What have you done now? How could you be so stupid, he asked himself? Even though he was staring at the paper, he was unable to decipher a single word on it through the fog that clouded his vision and his thoughts?


  Finally, Bobby laid his paper down on the bed beside him and leaned back against the headboard with his eyes closed.


  “Are you okay?” he heard his mother ask.


  “I don’t know,” he mumbled, opening his eyes and looking over at her to find she was looking back at him with tears framing her big, blue eyes, threatening to spill out at any second. “I just feel all funny and mixed up inside.”


  Just then, he saw that the tiny spaghetti strap of her baby doll gown had slipped down off her shoulder and was hanging halfway down between her shoulder and elbow. Apparently unknown to her, the top half of her exquisite breast was exposed to his leering eyes. Then he saw her eyes dart down to her breast as her hand lifted and started to reach for the strap.


  But Bobby’s fingers beat hers to the strap and her hand stopped in mid flight. Then Bobby slowly began to pull the strap farther down her arm as she looked on in disbelief.


  “Oh, Bobby, please don’t,” she murmured, her hand finally moving toward his. “Don’t do that…”


  “Just one more time, please,” he whispered as the purple cloth slowly slid down over the faint blue blood vessel that he knew was just above the top of her areola. “Please let me see it one last time.”


  She slowly dropped her hand back down into her lap and looked at him with her big, doleful eyes.


  “One last time…” she murmured watching his fingers ease the strap lower and lower…


  Slowly, the shimmering, satin material slipped down to reveal the rounded, upper edge of her areola. The cloth crept down over the darkened circle until it snagged on the jut of her big, puffy nipple. Staring down at her breast, Bobby slowly tugged the clinging cloth down off the swollen nub of flesh. Her whole breast jiggled softly as her nipple sprang free from her gown.


  There it was, he feverishly told himself as he gazed down at the big, purplish-red nipple. Her nipple…the object of his fixation for all these many years.


  Finally, once the soft material had cleared the tip of her breast, it went slithering down the rounded underside of her breast to reveal the entire work of art.


  “Mother…so, so beautiful,” he murmured out, reaching for it.


  “Oh…no…please, Bobby…please don’t touch it…” she softly begged.


  But Bobby couldn’t stop himself as he lovingly ran the tips of his fingers over the big, puffy nipple. It was the perfect breast, he told himself. He could search the whole wide world and never find one as beautiful. Then as he slowly tickled his fingertips back and forth across the swollen hardness of the nipple, he knew that he must have it between his lips one last time. To touch it with his lips. To feel its firm ripeness with his tongue. If only it contained milk as it had done back then, he dizzily thought.


  Easing his hand down under the soft, giving underside of her breast, he gently cupped it in his sweaty palm. Gently holding it in his hand, he treated it as if it were made out of the finest, delicate, fragile porcelain. With the gentlest of touches, he lifted the precious treasure and slowly bent down over it.


  Opening his lips, he targeted the big swollen nipple and gently pursed his lips around it.


  “No, Bobby, no, please,” she begged him again, but just as before she made no effort to stop him.


  With teasing slowness, Bobby began to tickle the tip of his tongue back and forth across the swollen nub. And much to his delight, he felt it growing harder and bigger. It was exciting her, he frantically thought, moving his tongue back and forth faster. Then, as his tongue flicked back and forth across it, he began to apply gentle suction with his lips.


  “Bobby, oh, Bobby,” she groaned out and this time, Bobby was elated to hear that there was no associated protestation.


  As he gently suckled her breast and teased its nipple with his tongue, he felt her fingers curl down into the hair on the back of his head. Then he felt gentle pressure as she forced his head down, pressing his lips against her breast.


  Growing braver and more confident with each passing moment, he slowly released his hold on her breast and ran his hand down onto her thigh. Still gently suckling her breast, he could feel the lacy edge of her panties brushing against his fingertips.


  Would she, he frantically wondered? Would she let him touch her there? Let him touch her there and feel the warm softness between her legs? Touch the sacred place from which he had come?


  Bobby was lightheaded from the passion of the moment. He was so close. So close to the end of a life of unrequited frustration…but would she let him take that last fateful step?


  Taking a deep breath, he eased his other arm back around under her neck, using the movement to disguise the movement of his hand on her thigh as he slipped his fingers into the leg hole of her panties.


  “No, Bobby, don’t…” she murmured, running her hand down to his and trying to push his fingers back out of her panties.


  Incited by lust, raging hormones and the fulminating insistence of the evil monster down between his legs, Bobby couldn’t relent. Fighting harder, he kept pushing his fingers in farther until he felt his fingertips brush over the soft jut of her swollen clit.


  “Ohhhh—Bobby—” she mumbled out as the strength seemed to flow out of her resistance.


  Sensing that victory was within his reach, Bobby began to rub his fingers up and down over the swollen nub.


  “Bobby…Bobby…Bobby…” she murmurd as he dropped his other hand down onto her other breast and began to gently grope it through the thin, satin cloth.


  Now, to his amazement, he lay on his side beside her with one beautiful breast in his mouth, his arm draped around behind her neck while he lovingly fondled her other breast and teased her clit with the fingers of his other hand. His mother was still lying on her back, head resting on the pillow with her arms down at her side and her fingers clawing at the bed sheets.


  Then, out of nowhere, Bobby felt something brush up against the front of his pajamas. She was touching him, touching him through the thin material of his pajamas, feeling out his manhood with her fingers.


  “Mother,” Bobby groaned out.


  “It’s so hard…” she whispered, gently clutching at his throbbing hardness through his pajamas.


  Then, he felt his mother’s fingers crawl up to the waistband of his pajamas. Bobby felt the sudden release of the tension in the waistband as his mother unbuttoned his pajamas.


  Releasing his lip hold on her big, swollen nipple, Bobby began to scoot up, raining down thousands of loving, butterfly kisses on the quivering softness of her perfect breast. Then as he felt his mother’s fingers curl around the swollen shaft of his penis, he slowly kissed way up the graceful sweep of her neck, up over her chin, and at last touch her lips. Her lower lip was trembling as he gently, lovingly kissed her.


  The kiss started out soft and gentle but the passion of the moment fueled the fires and the kiss grew more and more frantic and insistent. As it did, Bobby eased his fingers back out of the leg hole of her panties and slowly pushed them down under the waistband of her panties. Pushing down under the slippery satin, he felt the tips of his fingers brush over the swirl of soft curls at the base of her flat belly. Then his fingers found the sticky wetness between her legs. Gently probing the softness, he discovered that the fleshy lips were wetly clinging together and covering the secrecy of her womanhood from his probing touch.


  As the kiss grew more and more heated, her lips parted and their tongues tentatively touched. Hesitantly at first, their tongues explored each other for several seconds before intertwining in a sensual, twisting dance of passion and eagerness.


  Then, as the kiss grew even more intense, Bobby gently probed her fleshy vaginal lips open. With the fleshy folds spread, he searched the slippery wetness between them, searching for the forbidden portal to the very core of her femininity. Then a jolt of excitement spasmed through his brain, making his cock twitch in her hand as he found the oozing little slit with the tip of his finger.


  The roar in his head was deafening. A thousand jet engines all revving at top speed. He could barely breathe.


  Easing his finger down into the tight, clutching mush of her pussy, he felt a soft little groan escape her lips and die in his open mouth.


  Cupping the wet mound of her pussy in his sweaty palm, he ground the heel of his hand against her clit, rubbing it back and forth across it at the same time he slowly pushed his finger in and out of her pussy.


  At last their lips parted and they lay staring into each other’s eyes as they fought to catch their breath.


  Bobby was frantic with his need for her, but he had to have her permission, her agreement to join him in this incestuous bonding. It couldn’t be all on his part. She had to join him in wanting this perversion. Now that he was this close, he couldn’t take the risk of driving her away by acting on his own without her compliance and collaboration. She had to want it as badly as he did or he couldn’t go on. If she didn’t, he wouldn’t force her. He would somehow find a way to stop and try to mend the harm he had caused….somehow…


  “Mother…do, do you want to go on?” he asked, his voice quavering and threatening to break as he kept slowly sliding his finger in and out of the hot, gooey hole between her legs.


  “If you want…” she whispered.


  “But I can’t…not unless you want this, too,” he mumbled. “Do you want it, too, Mother?”


  She lay looking into his eyes for the longest time. Finally, she gave his cock another squeeze and softly spoke.


  “Yes…yes, I want it, too…” she murmured. “I want you…”


  “Oh, Mother, I love you so much,” Bobby blubbered, trying to keep the tears of joy from flowing.


  He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to see it. Touch it. Feel it. Smell it. Taste it!


  Easing his arm out from behind her neck, Bobby pulled his hand out of her panties. His stiff, hard penis was arcing up out of the hairy pit of his belly as he pushed up to his knees and reached down to her legs. Pushing them together, he leaned down over her and curled his fingers down under the stretchy waistband of her panties. Her skin was soft and smooth against the backs of his fingers as he began to slowly pull her satin panties down over the swell of her hips.


  The springy elastic slowly crept down her belly as Bobby pulled it. As it did, the tuft of soft, brown curls covering her sex slowly peeked out from under the purple satin. A tickle of excitement worked through his fevered brain when he saw that the little V of curls had been purposefully shaped by his mother. But why? Why would his mother shave herself there? There was no logic to it, unless…


  As he stared down at her panties, he could see the big, wet stain covering the crotch of her panties as they wetly clung to her pussy.


  Then as he numbly stared down at the Y of her belly, the satin material slowly peeled away from the oozing wound between her legs. There it was, he feverishly thought. There it was in all its wondrous glory. Her pussy! Her cunt! What he had dreamed and fantasized so much about all these many years.


  It was just as pretty as he had dreamed it would be. Even prettier!


  Then, as he kept pulling her panties down over her thighs, he caught a whiff of her sex. He loved it. The pungent scent of her estrous told him of her arousal. And he could see in the fat, bloated lips of her pussy that were gorged with blood and wetly cleaving together while the skin around them was glistening wetly in the early morning light.


  Keeping his fingers hooked down under the waistband, Bobby scrambled around to her feet. Leaning down over her legs, he continued to pull her panties down until at last they were hooked around her ankles. Then, with an impatient jerk, he pulled them off over her tiny feet and tossed them down on the bed.


  She seemed dazed, unable to move as she lay looking up at him with her big, doleful eyes. Then he saw them drift down to his stiff, impatient penis as it jerked and twitched with every movement he made. What was she thinking, he wondered as he gently grasped hold of her ankles and began to slowly ease them apart. Her skin was so soft and smooth to the touch, he marveled as her legs slowly parted to bare the fleshy, pink wound between them. As before, the meaty flaps of skin were still wetly sticking together, hiding the secret delicacy that lay hidden between them. Slowly shuffling up between her widespread legs, he reached down and tenderly ran his trembling fingertips up the silky softness of her inner thighs to the soft, wet lips of her pussy.


  “So soft…” he murmured, gently probing at the fragile folds of giving flesh. Then, looking up at his mother’s face, he gently ran a fingertip across the jut of her exposed clitoris.


  “Ohhhhhhhh…” she softly gasped as a slight frown crossed her face and her eyelids slowly closed.


  Bobby was in an ecstatic fog of excited anticipation as he adoringly caressed the soft, yielding folds of flesh surrounding her womanhood.


  Leaning down over the fleshy pink gash, Bobby inhaled deeply through his nose. Reveling in the heady fragrances welling up from her womanhood, Bobby eased his tongue out and slowly licked it over the soft, smooth lips of her pussy. As he did, he could taste the sharp tartness of the hot juices coating them. He knew that some men found the taste and smell of pussy objectionable, but he loved it. And he especially loved the scent and taste of his mother’s hot, excited cunt. It tasted of woman…of aroused woman…and sex…and the scent told him of her willingness!


  Probing the soft, giving folds of flesh with the tip of his tongue, he finally parted them to reveal the oozing, seeping secrecy between them. Dipping the tip of his tongue into the little slit, he ran it around the opening, licking away the sweet juices that were still leaking out of it. Then he slowly, teasingly licked his way back up between meaty folds of soft, mushy flesh to the little nub of pink sticking up out of its fleshy, little sheath. He heard another murmur percolate out of his mother’s mouth as he began to lick his tongue back and forth across the jut of her clit.


  The soft curls of hair covering the tapering pit of her belly tickled his nose as he eagerly lapped at her clit. There was a lingering fragrance of her subtle perfume on the soft little tuft of hairs but it was almost obscured by the potent scent of her hot, ripe pussy.


  Then, as he licked and lapped at her clit, he ran his hands up over the rounded swell of her belly to her flattened breasts. Finding her big, bloated nipples with his fingers, he plucked at them, twisting and pulling on them, rubbing them between his fingers and thumbs.


  Bobby felt his mother’s fingers curl down into his hair as he continued to lick and lap at her swollen clit. Gently clutching at his head with the tips of her fingers, she guided him, leading his lips and tongue to the spots that gave her the most pleasure. Then, Bobby felt her soft, smooth inner thighs brush against his cheeks as she lifted her legs into the air. As he squeezed and plucked at her big, rubbery nipples, he felt the soft, warm soles of her tiny feet settle down onto his back. Using his back as a fulcrum, she raised her beautiful butt up off the bed and forced her pussy against his insistent mouth and tongue.


  The roar in his head had now quieted and his hearing was now supersensitive. He could hear everything; the rustle of the sheets under his mother; her soft mews; the wet slurps of his tongue on her sex; even the soft groan of the bedsprings every time he moved.


  His lips were coated with his mother’s warm, sweet juices as he shamelessly assaulted her pussy and clit with tongue and lips. Looking up over her heaving belly and between her flattened breasts, Bobby saw that she had her head thrown back and her eyes clenched shut. Her long graceful neck was arched and her head was thrust back against the pillow under her head. A straining frown creased her forehead and she was making soft, little grunting sounds. Her big nipples had almost doubled in size and hardness as he mercilessly twisted and plucked at them with his insistent fingers. Her soft inner thighs were tightening their hold on his head as they squeezed up against his cheeks.


  His brain was reeling with the thrill of it all. The tastes and smells of his mother’s excitement filled his head with the sheer depravity of what they were doing! What he was doing! This was his mother! His dear, sweet mother! The woman who had cared for him, nurtured him, raised him all by herself. And now she was giving up the one thing that he had been forbidden to touch. To have. She had shared her life with him, and now she was going to share her body with him. Let him reclaim that which had been his and his alone once upon a time.


  His cock was as hard as a pillar of granite as he rubbed it against the bed sheets while he tormented her clit. He could feel her whole body tensing, straining, her muscles tightening.


  “Oh—Bobby—Bobby—” she groaned, bowing her back, arching it up off the bed as she ground her butt down against the bed.


  Bobby didn’t relent, attacking her swollen clit with renewed savagery. Her breath was coming in quick, ragged gasps as she crept closer and closer to her liberation. Her dainty, little toes were curling, digging down into the muscles of his back as the thrust herself up against his hungry mouth.


  “Goddddddddddd…” she suddenly gasped out as her whole body stiffened and strained up against him. A long, choking groan escaped her lips as she thrust herself up against him. As she did, Bobby continued to torment her clit while her pussy pumped out spurts of hot, sticky juices onto his chin and throat. He could feel her long, sharp fingernails digging down into his scalp as she held his mouth shoved down against her orgasming pussy.


  At last, the tension slowly flowed out of her muscles as they softened and relaxed.


  Easing his tongue back inside his mouth, Bobby lifted his face up out from between her legs which had splayed apart again with the culmination of her orgasm.


  “Oh, Bobby, it’s been so long…So, so long…” she whispered, slowly running her fingers through his hair. “I’d forgotten how it felt…”


  “Mother. Mother, I want to make you feel good. I love you so much…what can I do? What can I do to make you feel good?” he asked, his heart swelling with his pride and love for her. “Please, please tell me, tell me what you want me to do for you…”


  “Make love to me…make love to me all through the day and night…don’t leave me…I don’t want to be alone and lonely ever again…”


  “Mother, Mother, I’ll never leave you—never—never—ever—” Bobby groaned, pushing up onto his hands and knees between her outstretched legs. As he did, his rock-hard penis jutted out below his belly, twitching up and down with evil impatience.


  “Yes, my love, yes…bring it to me…fill my emptiness…fill my emptiness with your manhood…fill me with your potency and power…” she murmured out reaching down for his jutting manhood.


  Bobby stood on his hands and knees above her as she slowly forced his stiff, unyielding penis down between her widely-splayed legs. Spreading his legs as he lowered his cock down, he let his mother lead it down to the wet, drooling slit between the gorged lips of her pussy. Bobby saw that she was looking up at him with a dazed, disoriented look in her big, blue eyes as she slowly rubbed the head of his dick up and down in the juice-filled vestibule.


  “So big…so hard…” she softly murmured, slowly pushing his cock down until its pointy tip was resting just inside the juice-slickened opening of her vagina. “Put it in me…” she whispered.


  This was the moment! The moment he had waited fantasized about for so long.


  Slowly lowering his hips, he eased his penis forward and felt its head slide down into the clinging warmth of her vagina.


  Oh, God, oh, God, he groaned to himself, groveling in the sheer depravity of it all as his cock slid deeper and deeper into the tight clutch of her pussy. Looking down at her, he saw that she was staring back up at him with her woeful, blue eyes. Her eyes glistened wetly as if they were trying to form tears. Were they tears of happiness, tears of joy, or tears of sadness, he wondered as his penis pushed ever deeper into the hot muck of her pussy.


  He marveled in the feelings of the moment as her pussy slowly flowed around his penis, engulfing it bit by bit, wrapping itself around the invading monster, caressing it with fingers of silk. It was all he dreamed it would be and more…so much more. Wanting to prolong the sheer ecstasy of the moment, he was somehow able to overcome the urge to thrust into her, he continued to slowly push his cock into her with the patience of Job.


  Then he felt her hot, little hands wrap themselves around his waist. Finally, he was fully immersed in the warm clutching muck of her vagina. As their groins touched, Bobby felt his mother’s fingers dig down into his waist, her nails biting into his skin. He felt her push him back, making his penis slither back down the tight channel of her pussy. She continued to push until only the big, bloated head of his penis remained inside her. Then she pulled on him, forcing his cock back inside her hot pussy.


  Although he wanted to slam his cock into her and fuck her as fast as he could, he also wanted to prolong the pleasure that was welling up from his embedded cock, so he began to fuck her with slow, measured strokes, sending his penis down into the hot, clutching hole all the way to the hilt on every deep, penetrating thrust.


  As he lazily fucked her, he felt her ankles curl around the backs of his thighs as she began to thrust herself up at him, taking him to the limit on every stroke. Every time his groin banged into hers, her big, gravity—flattened breasts flounced down only to slowly undulate up again when he slowly withdrew his cock.


  He could feel his mother’s heels pulling him into her as her hands worked back and forth on his waist.


  “Faster, Baby, faster…fuck Mommy faster…” she panted out, trying to make him move faster.


  Bobby’s hips began to work back and forth at a quicker pace as he drove his peter in and out of the gooey hole between her splayed legs.


  It felt so God-damned good, he giddily told himself. He hadn’t thought it would ever happen. Never in a million years, but look at him now. Here he was up between his mother long legs pounding his big cock in and out of her hot, sucking cunt. Fucking her like she was his whore. His slut. His bitch. And she was even begging him to fuck her harder.


  “Yes, Baby, yes…fuck Mommy and make Mommy come…been so long…” she wheezed, her hands moving down onto his bounding ass. He felt the sharp prickle of pain as she dug her long, pointy fingernails down into his skin to urge him on. He could also feel the fireball down inside his flopping balls growing hotter and hotter as he fucked her harder and harder. The backs of her ankles were pounding against the sweaty backs of his thighs urging him on. Her face was contorted into an agonized grimace as she fought on, her big tits floundering up and down wildly in rhythm with their frenzied fucking.


  Bobby knew that he wasn’t going to last much longer as he fought to hold it back until she came.


  “Come—Mother—come—can’t hold—” he whispered, working his penis in and out of her hot pussy at a feverish pace.


  “Unnhhhhh…” she groaned out as she arched her back and thrust herself up at him. At the same time she thrust up at him, he felt her body stiffen and her pussy lock down around his pistoning penis.


  That did it for Bobby and he felt an electric jolt of pleasure rip through his cock as it lurched down deep inside the hot, clutching core of her spasming cunt. As it did, a huge gush of thick, hot cum spurted out of the head of his cock immediately filling his mother’s hungry cunt. His cock continued to buck and squirt as his mother’s hot cunt sucked and pulled on his spewing giant coaxing out more and more of his thick, hot cum.


  Bobby had never felt anything like it! He was coming in his mother’s sweet, hot pussy. Coming inside her instead of fantasizing about it. And she was eagerly accepting his seed down into her pussy. It seemed like her hungry cunt couldn’t get enough of his cum as it sucked and milked on his peter pulling out more and more of the creamy goo.


  At last it was over. They had stepped over that line that divided good from evil. Stepped over it and entered into an incestuous covenant between the two of them. Mother and son, now bound to each other as man and woman, too. It was exhilarating to Bobby to know that he had at last been able to share his love with his mother in that most intimate of ways. They had made love…


  And she had given herself to him willingly and without reservation. In fact, she had almost been the aggressor for the most part, urging him on, even coaxing him to go faster. That was the most thrilling part of the whole thing. She could have just laid there and taken it, but she hadn’t. She had been a willing partner in the destruction of the innocence that had once existed between them. But now what? What would happen between them now? Now that the first fiery conflagration was over, what would take its place?


  While she had protested at first, she had slowly given in to his insistence and then became the aggressor.


  As he lay atop her, resting his weight on his elbows to keep from crushing her, he could feel his softening cock slowly retreating back down the cum-coated channel of her vagina.


  “What now, Mother?” he softly asked, backing down and letting his puffy, swollen penis wetly slurp out of her pussy. “What happens now?”


  “What do you want to happen?” she asked as he crawled up and settled down on the bed beside her.


  “I want it to be like this between us all the time. Just you and me! Nothing else matters to me, now. I’ll be your slave…I’ll do anything you say, just as long as we can be together like this…” Bobby mumbled easing his hand down under the edge of her night gown and onto a soft, pliant breast.


  “What happens between us behind these closed doors has to stay behind the doors. No one can ever know about us. Can you keep this a secret? And act like any normal boy when we’re not behind these door?” she asked him.


  “Yes, Mother, yes, I’ll do anything you say…” he blubbered, fighting to keep tears from coursing down his cheeks as he lovingly clutched at her breast.


  “Then it is our secret…” she murmured, leaning over and giving him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips…


  ~~~


  Time passed and some things stayed the same as they had always been while others changed dramatically. Bobby continued to go to school while his mother went to her realtor job every day. Bobby would still fix her meal at night except on the days he worked at his after-school job and then she would return the favor for him. But at night, while the town went about its business, Bobby and his mother, Faith would go to her bedroom where they would make love. They were like newlyweds and couldn’t seem to get enough of each other. It was if they couldn’t stand to be apart for one second when they were alone in their own little world at night.


  Bobby had never been happier in his whole life. And his mother had a bright, new twinkle in her eye every time she looked at him. Bobby had expected to feel some guilt for what they were doing, but he just couldn’t bring himself to feel ashamed for loving his mother the way he did. And if she was feeling anything like that, she was doing a good job of hiding it from him, too. She had even gone so far as to dress up for him one night. When he had gotten home from work, she had greeted him at the door dressed in a lacy bra, garter belt, hose, crotchless panties, and a pair of five—inch stiletto heels. Life was good for them…


  ~~~


  It was the one month anniversary of their new relationship and Bobby had stopped by the florist and picked up a bouquet for his mother on his way home. Whistling a happy, little tune, he unlocked the front door and let himself inside. Wonder what she’ll be wearing for our anniversary, he perversely wondered. Had she dressed up for him again to celebrate?


  Jauntily strolling into the living room, Bobby saw his mother sitting on the couch looking at him. She was wearing her purple satin gown and had one beautiful breast exposed as she gave him a quirky, little smile.


  Then his eyes picked up on the contraption sitting on the coffee table. There was a cone shaped plastic cup attached to a long, clear, plastic hose that ran down to a little, black case. There was an electrical cord running out of the case over to an outlet where it was plugged into the wall. And sitting beside the little case, there was a half full glass of what appeared to be milk.


  “What’s this?” Bobby asked, stepping over to her and holding out the bouquet of flowers to her.


  “Oh, how pretty. Thank you. What’s the occasion?” she asked with a puzzled look on her pretty face.


  “Anniversary…one month…” he grinned. “What’s all this stuff?”


  “Oh,” she smiled. “This is my gift for you. Well sort of, anyway. It’s a breast pump.”


  “Breast pump? Why? You don’t have any breast milk,” he frowned, looking down at her.


  “Where do you think that this came from?” she asked him, picking up the half empty glass of milk. “Take a sip…”


  “How? How can you have breast milk?” he asked, taking a tentative sip on the thin, watery milk. “You don’t have a baby…”


  “Oh, yes, I do…” she laughed softly.


  It was breast milk all right, he told himself, tipping up the glass and taking an even bigger swig of the sweet milk.


  “Well, it certainly tastes like breast milk,” he grinned, tipping up the glass and finishing off the rest of the milk.


  “I went to the doctor the first of the week. I told him I was adopting a new baby and that I want to breast feed it. He gave me some medication and informed me that suckling would also help to induce lactation. He suggested that I buy a breast pump to simulate nursing and get the flow going. So I did. And I read up about adult nursing on the line. Here’s what one article said.”


  She handed him a type-written sheet of paper that read:


  “With the advent of the Internet and the World Wide Web, couples all over the world are discovering they are not alone in their desire for a more intimate relationship. This is especially true for women who are discovering their desire to be suckled by their husband or lover, not just in foreplay but in a full time adult nursing relationship, isn’t unusual or uncommon. The desire to experience the intimacy and inner peace that comes through breast feeding isn’t just limited to postpartum child rearing, it is a normal emotion shared by many woman throughout their adult life. The female mammary system is the product of countless centuries of human evolution, as is her entire physical body. The fact that a woman can induce lactation is an indication that not only has induced lactation been a common practice for countless generations, so has adult nursing. If there had been no need for the ability to lactate and breast feed outside of postpartum child rearing, the female mammary system would not have evolved with the ability to induce lactation outside of pregnancy. The ability to induce lactation or relactate is a perfectly normal part of a woman’s physiology and her desire to adult nurse is a perfectly normal part of an adult male/female relationship. More and more couples today are discovering the corporeal intimacy and spiritual inner peace that is part of adult nursing.”


  “Wow,” Bobby exclaimed, looking down at her with a big grin on his face. “You really have breast milk?”


  “Yes, I really have breast milk and I’ll show you. Why don’t you go grab your sandwich and bring it back here. You can eat it while I use the breast pump and show you,” she told him.


  “Cool,” Bobby burbled, dashing off for the kitchen.


  As he came strolling back into the living room with a big ham sandwich in one hand and a big glass of cow’s milk in the other, he watched his mother reach over and flick the little pump on. Then he saw her eyes dart over to the big glass of milk as she picked up the plastic cup.


  “A growing boy can’t have too much milk, Mom,” he grinned at her.


  Chewing on his sandwich, he intently stared down at the plastic cup. The little machine was making a soft, pulsating sound as his mother fitted the cup onto the tip of her breast. Then a trickle of white liquid began to slowly run down the plastic tube.


  “Don’t pump it all out, Mom. I want to drink some from the container…” he softly laughed, watching as the white milk began to drip down into the bottle.


  “Such a naughty boy,” she said, reaching over and turning the pump off. “Drinking milk straight from the container…”


  “But they’re such beautiful containers,” Bobby told her, gulping down the last of his sandwich.


  Setting the plastic cup on the coffee table, she slowly stood up. As Bobby stood watching her, she teasingly pushed the strap of her gown down off her shoulder. As she did, her gown went slithering down her body while Bobby feasted his eyes on her nakedness. Then, as his eyes brushed over the Y of her belly, he saw that it was now cleanly shaven.


  “You, you shaved the, the hair off…” he mumbled, staring at her bald mons.


  “For you. Do you like it?” she asked, spreading her legs slightly and running her fingers over the smooth, shaven skin.


  “It’s so damned sexy,” he grunted, stepping around the table.


  Reaching down, he cupped the bare mound of her pussy in the palm of his hand. He could feel the heat emanating from her as her hot juices oozed out onto his hand. Then, with a grunt, he swept her off her feet. Carrying her in his arms, he quickly headed for her bedroom. As he struggled along, she wrapped her arms around his neck and began nibbling on his ear. Bobby’s cock was already so hard, he thought it was going to rip out through his pants any second.


  But it would have to wait its turn because first he was going to suckle one of her big, milk-laden breasts.


  Leaning down, Bobby gently eased his mother down onto the bed. Standing back up, he quickly shucked his pants off, freeing his rigid boner. His mother lay watching him as he peeled his shirt up over his head and then toed off his shoes. Her eyes were on his big cock as it bobbed and danced with every move he made while he ogled her quivering breasts.


  Crawling up onto the bed, Bobby snuggled up next to his mother. Her big, flattened breasts were so big they hung to the side with the swollen nipples at just the right height for Bobby to latch onto. Quickly pursing his lips around one of the puffy nipples, Bobby began to gently suck on it. As he did, a small trickle of sweet milk began to trickle out into his mouth. Sucking harder, he was rewarded by more milk as the nipple produced more and more.


  As he suckled her, his mother reached across her body and lovingly ran her fingers through his hair. It felt almost the same as it had back when he had been a little boy. That is, until he felt his mother’s naked thigh brush against his achingly-hard penis.


  Continuing to suckle her, Bobby ran his fingers down over her flat belly to the smoothly shaved skin around her pussy. Marveling in its smoothness, he found the soft, fleshy lips of her pussy and gently probed them apart. Exploring the dampness between her fat, gorged pussy lips, Bobby found the opening of her vagina and slowly eased two fingers down into the clutching tightness. When his fingers slid down into the moist warmth, he felt her thigh brush against his cock again when she spread her legs open wider for him.


  “You make me feel like a woman again,” his mother murmured as he slowly slid his fingers in and out of the warm, sticky channel of her pussy. “I was so lonely before…I had no one to turn to…after what your father did to me, I was so afraid to let go and trust another man. So afraid that I would get hurt again. But now, I feel whole again. I know that this is so wrong…but it feels so right. You’re the only man that I could ever feel this safe with. I know that with you, I can say anything, do anything…and not have to risk being ridiculed. I want to share everything with you! And I want you to feel the same way…anything, anything at all…don’t be afraid to tell me.”


  “Mother, oh, God, Mother…I love you so much,” Bobby blubbered out, fighting back tears as he let her big, puffy nipple slip from between his lips. Scooting up, he found her soft, trembling lips with his. The kiss, soft and lingering continued for the longest time. Finally, their lips parted and she looked into his eyes, long and deeply.


  “Let me suckle you now…let me suckle you and taste your sweet milk…” she murmured, clutching at his cock with her hands.” Bring it to me…”


  Bobby struggled up to his hands and knees. His big, stiff cock was sticking out below his belly as he turned around and threw a leg over her. Now, straddling her with his cock hovering above her head, he stared down at the gooey, wet gash between her legs as she spread them and opened herself to him. Then, as he lowered his hips, he felt her fingers on his cock. Looking back down his body, he watched as she bent his unyielding prick down and sucked it into her mouth. A shiver of excitement tickled through his brain as he felt her hot, full lips close down around the thick shaft of his penis and her rough tongue scraped across its bloated head. Everything she did seemed so sensual, so erotic, he giddily thought as she began to gently suckle his big, stiff prick.


  As she suckled him, Bobby lifted his hands over her legs and dropped them down between them. Then, one at a time, he eased his hands under the backs of her thighs and slowly pulled them up into the air. He slowly bent her legs back until the backs of her thighs were rubbing against his armpits and he was staring down into the wet, meaty gash between her legs.


  Taking a deep breath through his nostrils, he savored the rich pungency of her estrous as she continued to loudly suck and slurp on his dick. He could feel her fingers crawling all over his ass and balls as she took almost half of his cock into her mouth every time he thrust down into her.


  Leaning down, he pushed on her legs and tilted her pussy and ass up until the pink pucker of her little, round asshole was peeking up from between the round fullness of her ass cheeks. Bobby had never touched her there. But with her confession earlier, he felt he could now do that without fear of denial.


  Bobby slowly rimmed the tiny, fluted circle of darkened flesh with the tip of his inquisitive tongue. When he did, it elicited a tiny murmur from his mother. But she didn’t shrink back as he thought she might. Growing bolder, Bobby probed the constricted opening, trying to force the tip of his tongue down into it, but found it too tightly clenched.


  Suddenly, he felt her push him up and let his cock slip out of her hungry mouth.


  “My clit—touch my clit, touch—touch me there—first,” she panted and immediately sucked his dick back into her mouth.


  Bobby licked his way back up through the juice-slathered rift to her clit that was sticking out hard and swollen.


  “Unnnn—huhhh…” she groaned out around his big cock.


  Bobby went to work on her clit, busily licking and lapping at it while she hungrily devoured his cock, sucking on it and twirling her tongue around its sensitive head. She was shucking one hand up and down the big shaft of his penis while she plucked and pulled on his big, dangling balls with her other hand. She was sucking on him so hard, it felt like she was trying to suck his balls down through his cock and out into her mouth. And if she kept going the way she was going, she was going to suck out their creamy contents in a matter of moments, Bobby giddily thought.


  “Mom, gonna, better slow down…” he warned her as his load of cum began to bubble and boil down inside his aching balls.


  She suddenly spat out his cock, but kept jerking her fisted hand up and down the spit-slickened shaft as she looked down over her flattened breast to where he was feasting on her pussy and clit.


  “Don’t hold it back…I want you to come in my mouth so I can taste your creamy cum. I want you to spurt out your hot cum out onto my tongue and then fill my mouth with your sweet cream…” she wheezed, quickly jerking his cock back down and sucking it into her mouth.


  Hearing the vulgar words spill out of her mouth gave Bobby a perverse thrill that brought him even closer to another monumental eruption. He could feel her roughly squeezing on his cock with her hand while her hot, full lips worked up and down on the shaft as her mouth provided the suction that was coaxing out his seething load of semen.


  Bobby knew that it was only going to be a matter of seconds before she brought forth a great gushing load of thick hot cum. Her hand and mouth were frantically working on his primed peter as loud, obscene, slurping sounds came from where her mouth was gobbling on his cock.


  Bobby’s ass began to spring up and down in jerky, little bounces as he fucked her mouth. Then, all of a sudden, the fireball down in his aching balls burst. This sent a gigantic gusher of boiling hot semen down through his cock as it lurched, gave a mighty lurch and a giant gob of his thick, gooey cum splattered out onto her tongue.


  “Ummmmm—huhhhh…” she groaned out around his embedded cock as she sucked even harder, trying to suck out more of his creamy load.


  Bobby groveled in the sheer depravity of it all as he continued to hump his prick into her and it emptied its noxious load of thick, hot cum into her hungry mouth. His body was working on instinct now and there was nothing that could stop the flow of cum or the choppy up and down jerks of his ass as more and more of the thick, syrupy goo poured out into his mother’s mouth.


  The exquisite feelings of pleasure welling up from his cock seemed to go on and on and on, but the spasms finally began to weaken and subside.


  Even after she had succeeded in sucking out every last drop of his semen, she continued to nibble and suck on his softening penis. As she did, Bobby lowered his mouth back down onto her pussy and clit. Her clit was still sticking out of its fleshy, little pouch, swollen and hard. Bobby began to tease his tongue all over it while her mother lovingly nipped and nibbled on his limp, dangling cock.


  Licking and lapping at her bulging clit, Bobby had his nose almost buried down in her pussy. Drinking in the pheromone-laced message the pungent scent of her estrous was sending to him, he could feel the energy slowly flowing back into his cock.


  As he hungrily licked and lapped at her clit, his mother’s tiny feet were waving in the air above his back.


  Suddenly, he felt a cool brush of air on his cock as his mother let it slip out of her mouth.


  “Yes, Baby, yes, lick it—lick Mommy’s clit and make Mommy come…” she whispered thrusting her pussy up against his mouth.


  Then he felt her lips wrap back around his cock as he lapped his tongue back and forth across her jutting clit as fast as he could. He could feel her tensing, preparing for that last mad dash for the finish. She was grinding herself against him, the muscles in her legs hardening as they strained up against his shoulders. He could sense that she was teetering on the edge, waiting for that one last stimulus to drive her over the edge and into an orgasmic seizure.


  Bobby quickly licked his tongue down the vestibule between her pussy lips, over the tiny expanse of bare skin that separated her pussy from her pouting asshole. Tickling the tip of his tongue over little circle of darkened flesh, he rimmed the fluted flesh with the tip of his insistent tongue. Ovaling his tongue, he tried to force it down into the tightly clenched opening of her anus.


  All of a sudden, he heard his mother give out a long, strangling groan as her whole body stiffened. Staring down at her pussy and asshole, Bobby watched her tight, little asshole begin to contract and dilate at the same time a gush of hot pussy juice came bubbling out of her pussy. The frothy secretions oozing out of her pussy gushed out in tiny wavelets as her asshole continued to wink open and closed. As it did, Bobby fingered the tiny opening, forcing the tip of his finger down into it a little deeper every time it relaxed until at last he had his whole finger buried down inside her ass.


  Holding his finger pushed down inside her ass, he felt her lips wrap around his dangling cock as her body began to relax and melt back down onto the bed.


  Then he leaned back down and gave her clit a soft lingering kiss.


  “No—no—not now—too sensitive,” she fussed out, letting his cock escape from her mouth a moment before she sucked it back inside.


  Then, as she continued to suck and slurp at his cock, Bobby tentatively wriggled his finger around inside her tight, clinging rectum.


  At last Bobby slowly eased his finger back out of his mother’s asshole. Then he raised his ass up into the air, pulling his recharged penis out of her mouth. Lifting his arms, he let her legs back down on the bed and rolled off her. Reversing himself again, he crawled up beside her and dropped down on his side. Leaning over, he quickly sucked a big, puffy nipple into his mouth. Gently milking her breast with his hand, he sucked on the nipple and was rewarded with a warm gush of her sweet milk. As he lay milking and sucking on her breast, she lovingly ran her fingers through his sweaty hair while she cradled him to her breast.


  “Do you want to do it to me back there, too?” she softly whispered.


  Of course he wanted to do that, too, but at the same time, he didn’t want to hurt her.


  Leaning back away from her, he looked deep into her eyes.


  “Yes…but I don’t want to hurt you and they say that it hurts when you do it that way,” Bobby told her.


  “Yes, it does hurt, but some women can even have an orgasm that way,” she answered back.


  “I didn’t know that,” he said, lovingly running his hand over her flattened breast and tickling the big puffy nipple.


  “Well, they can…” she told him.


  “Have you ever done it that way before?” he asked, pinching her nipple and then licking away the big drop of white milk that oozed out of it.


  “Yes, a few times,” she murmured.


  “Did you ever have an orgasm that way?” he asked, squeezing out more milk and licking it away.


  “No, but your father was so excited about doing it that way, he couldn’t last long enough for me to have one,” she complained.


  “Do you want to do it?” he asked her.


  “Not tonight, but maybe tomorrow night, okay,” she murmured, running her hand down to his cock. “But I’ve got another place you can put this right now…”


  “Oh, really…” he grinned, watching her roll over onto her belly and push up to her hands and knees. “We can make a practice run doing it this way and then you can have the real thing tomorrow night…”


  Bobby scrambled up to his knees with his big, hard penis jutting up out of his hairy groin. Shuffling around behind her on his knees, he reached out and took hold of the perfect, round cheeks of her ass. Digging his thumbs down into the soft, pliant flesh, he gently spread them apart to reveal the circle of fluted, pink flesh. Leaning down in reverent adoration, he slowly licked his tongue up the valley between the cheeks of her ass.


  “Ummmmmm…” he heard his mother murmur out as his rough tongue rubbed across the tiny opening of her clenched anus. Rimming the sensitive ring of ribbed flesh, he tickled and teased it with the tip of his tongue for several long seconds as his mother forced her asshole back against his insistent tongue. Finally, he lifted his tongue away from her spit covered anus and released his hold on her ass cheeks. Then he began to rain down kisses on the soft, firm globes of flesh.


  At last, he rose back up onto his knees and wrapped his hand around the shaft of his jutting penis. Lifting the tapered head of his cock up to her pussy, he slowly rubbed it up and down in the goo-filled gash between her fat, puffy pussy lips. Easing his hips forward, he slowly pushed the head of his dick up into the moist warmth of her pussy.


  “Bobby, Bobby, my Baby…” he heard his mother groan out as she spread her legs wider apart and lowered herself onto his thrusting penis. Within seconds, he had his cock once again buried up inside the tight clutch of her pussy as she ground hers butt back against his belly.


  “Mommy loves to have Baby’s big, hard cock in her little pussy,” she murmured, thrusting herself back at him and taking him into her cunt as deep as his penis would go. Throwing her head back, she flung her long, brown hair onto her back. Bobby wrapped his hands around her narrow waist, just above the swell of her beautiful ass and began to slowly push and pull her up and down on this stiff peter. Her big, dangling tits were gently swaying back and forth underneath her as she fucked herself back on his embedded peter.


  “Yes, Honey, yes, fuck Mommy…” she groaned out. “Fuck Mommy and make her come and come and come.”


  Bobby began to ease his cock out of her slowly and then drive it back into her pussy with all the force he could muster. Their bodies wetly slapped together every time his groin smashed against her upturned ass splattering her hot juices all over it.


  “Like this, Mommy? Like this?” he grunted, ripping his cock into her as hard as he could. “Does Mommy like for Baby to fuck her like this?”


  “Yes—yes—Mommy likes Baby to fuck her hard and fast—hard and fast so she’ll come really, really quick—” she blathered out, humping herself back at him and taking him to the hilt on every jarring thrust.


  “Damn, Mommy is so hot…and so fucking wet…” Bobby grunted out, continuing the savage, battering attack on her pussy.


  “Baby’s cock…it’s Baby’s big cock that makes Mommy so wet…” she whispered over her shoulder.


  Bobby was fucking her so hard, her ass cheeks were rippling from the energy of the blows.


  Jerking her back and forth on his cock, Bobby watched her bow her back, throwing her head back even farther.


  Suddenly, her whole body began to quiver.


  “Goddddd—oh, Goddddd—” she cursed as her spewing pussy began to clutch and squeeze down around his pistoning penis.


  She was coming, Bobby giddily thought, knowing that his own fulfillment was only moments away. She was coming and she had promised him her ass for tomorrow night’s main event. He couldn’t hold it back any longer as his ass lurched forward and he buried his cock up into her pussy as deep as it would go…
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  Chapter Two – Taking it to the End


  It was Friday afternoon and Bobby was off. On his way home from school, he dropped by the grocery store and bought a big box of chocolates. His new girlfriend was getting pretty expensive, he laughed to himself. But she was worth it! Worth every frigging penny of it and much, much more…


  Driving his old, beat up junker up into the driveway beside his mother’s expensive new sports car, he shut it off and grabbed up the chocolates. Bobby was so excited and happy, he was almost skipping as he hurried up to the front door.


  Letting himself in, he stepped inside and closed the door behind him.


  “I’m down here in the bathroom,” Bobby heard his mother holler out.


  Quickly stepping down to the bathroom, he pushed the door open and stepped inside.


  “Hi, Honey,” his mother said, looking up at him from the bathtub where she was lying in a frothy mass of bubbles.


  “Damn, Mother, you ought to be more careful. What if I’d been a burglar or something?” he complained, noting that only her big, knobby nipples were sticking out above the layer of bubbles that covered the rest of her body.


  “I guess I would have been screwed,” she laughed, glancing down at the obvious bulge jutting out against the crotch of his pants. “But it looks like it doesn’t make much difference…I was gonna get screwed one way or the other anyway…but I do prefer this over some burglar. I’m sure he wouldn’t have been as well-endowed as my Baby…”


  “Mother,” Bobby carped. “You can be so…so coarse at times.”


  Bringing the box of chocolates out from behind his back, he set it down on the edge of the tub.


  “Oh, for me! Thank you, but you don’t have to be spending all your money on me, Honey,” she murmured, reaching for the box of chocolates.


  “I like buying things for you, Mother,” he grinned, kneeling down onto his knees beside the tub. “It makes me feel all warm and happy inside…”


  “You still don’t have to spend it all on me,” she murmured as he dipped his hand down into the water and gently cupped a breast.


  “Is this still full,” he grinned, giving it a gentle squeeze.


  “Of course, it is. Who else would I give it to?” she asked, thrusting her breast against his hand as she opened the box of chocolates.


  Plucking out one of the little, chocolate bonbons, she seductively brought it up to her lips and slowly, sensually sucked it into her mouth.


  “That give you any ideas,” she murmured, glancing down at the crotch of his pants again.


  “Uh, yeah,” he grinned, pushing up to his feet and reaching down to the fly of his pants. “I just happen to have a bonbon on a stick with me, if you’d like a little taste of it.”


  “Of course, I’d love a taste of it,” she grinned up at him, watching him lazily unzipping his fly. “Is it one of those crème-filled bonbons I love so much?”


  “Yes, it is…and it’s filled to the brim with hot, gooey crème,” he told her unbuttoning his pants and slowly spreading them open.


  Since their new relationship had developed, Bobby rarely wore shorts any more so when he spread his fly apart, his big, hardening peter flopped out into the open.


  “I’m glad that it is a crème-filled one,” she cooed, reaching out and gently running her fingertips over it. “I do so love the taste of that filling…”


  “Do you want some of the crème now…or do you want to save it for later?” he asked her as she slowly struggled up to her knees in the tub.


  “Oh, I’m sure that you’ll be able to mix up another batch of crème for later,” she laughed, taking hold of his big cock between her forefinger and middle finger as she lifted it up to her pretty, red lips. “Don’t you?”


  “Damn, Mom, you’re so fucking sexy and hot…” Bobby muttered, watching her full, red lips descend down around his peter.


  Bobby watched the big, shimmering bubbles slowly slither down her beautiful body as she began to gently suck on his rapidly hardening penis.


  Reaching down, Bobby took hold of her head between his hands. With his fists clutching hold of two handfuls of long, brown hair and began to slowly fuck her mouth.


  But after a few seconds, she backed her lips back off his peter and looked up at him.


  “Fuck my mouth and give me your sweet crème…” she murmured, running her little pink tongue around her full, red lips. “And later, you can give Mommy more crème in her other place…”


  As Bobby heard those words of promise, his big cock twitched excitedly.


  “Oh, oh, looks like Baby’s big cock is excited about coming in Mommy’s other place,” she softly laughed, leaning forward and slowly sucking his cock back into her mouth.


  Bobby held his mother’s head between his hands and began to slowly work his hips back and forth as he fucked his cock in and out of her mouth.


  She had apparently not changed her mind about letting him fuck her in the ass, he giddily thought. Her beautiful ass. He could only imagine how tight her little asshole would be. Just thinking about it was making him so hot, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to hold it back much longer. And coming now, that would just make the second time last longer. Maybe that was what she had in mind as she had said that his dad had got so excited he came before he could satisfy her. Maybe she wanted him to fuck her in the ass for a long, long time. Maybe he could make her come a bunch of times that way. That would be so cool.


  The suction on his cock was growing as her lips slid up and down its thick shaft. He could feel the big, round head of his prick nudging up against the back of her mouth every time he slid it into her. Then he felt her long, sharp claws dig down into his dangling balls as she squeezed and pulled on them. As she tugged and squeezed his balls, Bobby knew that their creamy contents were on the verge of spilling out into her mouth.


  Then, just as he was teetering on the edge, she gave out a soft, gagging gurgle and took him down into her throat.


  “Oh—fucking—God—” he gasped out as his balls exploded and sent a fiery gush of super-hot cum up through his cock and out into her throat. Then his mother shoved him back and pulled his cock out of her throat and back into her hungry, sucking mouth. It felt like she was to suck his balls up through his peter as his spewing dick continued to pump out its load of sperm-filled semen into her mouth.


  Every time seemed to be better with her, he sickly thought as his cock emptied its noxious load into her mouth. She seemed to take it to another level every time. There was always something different and unexpected with her.


  At last, she had emptied his balls and his cock stopped spurting. He watched on in a satiated daze as his mother slowly leaned back and let his cock slither out of her mouth.


  “Tasty…” she said, smiling and running her tongue around her pretty, red lips then swallowing down the last of his eruption.


  “You’re so damned hot,” Bobby groaned, stuffing his shrinking cock back in his pants and zipping them up.


  Stepping back, he watched as his mother grabbed hold of the edge of the tub and pushed up to her feet. The soapy water coursed down her body as she reached for a big, fluffy towel. Holding onto Bobby’s shoulder for support, she stepped out of the tub and began to towel herself off. Watching her big, milk-laden tits jiggle and bobble, he wondered if they would go straight to bed.


  Stepping over to the door, she pulled the long, sheer gown off the hook and slipped it on. The transparent gown hid nothing and only seemed to emphasize the beauty beneath it.


  “Come,” she murmured, taking his hand in hers and leading him out of the bathroom.


  Trailing a step behind her, he admired her beautiful ass as it jiggled and twitched under the thin, red material. Knowing that it was to be his later in the night sent a tickle of perverse anticipation up his spine and into his fevered brain.


  Tugging him down the hall and into her bedroom, his mother stepped over to the bed and sat down on it facing him. Reaching out to his pants, she unbuttoned them and quickly spread them open. His big, soft cock flopped out into the open as his mother shoved his pants down his muscular thighs. Then, her fingers started working on the buttons on his shirt as Bobby stepped out of his pants and toed his shoes off. At last she pushed the last button through its buttonhole and pushed his shirt back over his shoulders. Bobby’s big, limp prick heavily jiggled as she slowly tickled her fingers over his tiny, erect nipples, down over his belly to his belly button. Running her a fingertip around it, she looked up into his eyes.


  “Once you were joined to me here,” she murmured, then dropped her hand down to his dangling cock. “And now you join yourself to me with this…”


  “Yes…” he softly hissed, reaching out and slowly peeling her gown back over her shoulders to bare her beautiful breasts.


  Lovingly, he ran his fingers over the quivering breasts, pausing to tease the big, puffy nipples into hardness.


  “Are they full of milk?” he asked her as milk began to ooze out of the big, swollen nipples.


  “Yes…for you,” she whispered, gently thrusting her breasts against his fingers. “Full of Mother’s milk for her little baby…”


  Raising his hands up to her shoulders, he tenderly pushed her down onto her back and crawled up beside her. Cupping one of her big, milk-filled breasts in his hand, he bent down to it and sucked its big, bloated nipple between his lips. As he began to suck, a stream of sweet milk started flowing from the nipple out into his mouth. Suckling her, Bobby could smell the faint fragrance of her bubble bath that lingered on the soft, smooth skin of her breast. It was almost like being a child all over again, he thought as he softly pulled and sucked on the fleshy pap, drinking down its precious nectar. As he suckled her, his mother was cooing softly as she ran her fingertips through the hair on his temples.


  The sweet elixir flowing from her breast seemed to have a rejuvenating effect on Bobby’s big cock as it grew harder and harder.


  Then his mother lifted her hand up to his and took hold of it. Slowly, she dragged his hand down between her legs as she spread them apart for him.


  “Touch me, touch my clit…” she softly murmured, letting go of his hand.


  Blindly probing the softness between her legs, he found the jut of her swollen clit with a fingertip.


  “Yes, there…” she whispered as Bobby began to tease his finger back and forth across it. Bobby felt the tips of her fingers close down around the head of his cock as he continued to suckle her. The way they were lying, his mother could just barely reach the head of his swollen, jutting cock as she squeezed and plucked at it.


  Finally, the flow of milk had diminished down to a trickle and Bobby lifted his mouth off the swollen bulb. Looking down at it, he saw that there was a circle of frothy, white foam encircling the jutting nipple. Flicking out his tongue, he slowly licked it around the nipple, licking away the foamy froth.


  “Nectar of the gods…” Bobby murmured, running his tongue around his lips.


  Scooting up farther on the bed, Faith rolled over onto her belly and reached over to the nightstand. Picking up the little plastic bottle that sat there, she handed it to Bobby.


  The label on the bottle read Analease, as Bobby turned it in his hand.


  “Smear some of that stuff around me, then put some inside of me, and then put some on the head of your cock,” she told him, pushing up onto her hands and knees.


  Bobby struggled up to his knees and crawled down around her legs and up between them as she knelt down with her head and shoulders on the bed and her beautiful ass thrust up in the air. Unscrewing the cap of the bottle, Bobby watched his mother reach down around her hips and dig her fingers into the soft, giving flesh of her perfect, round ass cheeks. Spreading the cheeks of her ass apart, Faith bared the tiny circle of fluted flesh that peeked out from the crack of her ass. Bobby ran his fingers over the little, pouted circle of flesh and then squeezed out a big dollop of the Analease onto his fingers. Then, as she held her ass cheeks apart, Bobby slowly spread the clear goo all over and around her puckered asshole.


  “Cold…” she softly murmured, thrusting her ass back at his fingers.


  Sticking out two fingers, Bobby squeezed out another gush of goo onto them and moved them up to her ass. Putting them on the puckered opening, he gently pushed and felt them slowly slide down inside her tight asshole. Working his lubed fingers first in one direction and then the other, he coated the inside of her anus with the slippery goo. Easing his fingers back out of the tight, little opening, he squeezed out a third gush of goo into the palm of his hand.


  Wrapping his hand around his jutting cock, he smeared the slippery goo all over its head and shaft. Finished, he leaned down and gave both cheeks of her ass a soft, lingering kiss as he wiped his hands on the bed sheet.


  His mother still lay waiting for him with her fingers dug into the cheeks of her ass, spreading them apart and baring the tiny, ridged circle of darkened flesh that was glistening softly in the light. Raising the rounded head of his prick up to the circle of darkened flesh, he placed it at the very center of it and released his cock. Curling his hands around the swell of her hips, he began to lean forward and at the same time pull his mother back onto his jutting cock. Staring down at her asshole, he watched the tapered tip of the head of his cock stretch the tiny opening, spreading it open as it slowly disappeared down inside it.


  “So tight…” he groaned out while the tiny rim of dark pink flesh clung to the head of his cock as it disappeared down into her ass.


  Finally, he felt the head of his dick slither down inside her asshole as her anal sphincter collapsed down around the shaft of his cock just below the flared rim of its cock-head.


  “Unhhhhhhhh…” his mother groaned out just at the moment the head of his cock invaded the tightness of her hot, clinging asshole. “So Big…”


  Bobby continued to lean into her, easing more and more of his cock down into the hot muck of her tight ass.


  Then Bobby watched the perfect roundness of her ass cheeks squeeze down around the shaft of his peter as his mother let go of them and clutched hold of two handfuls of bed sheet.


  Finally, his belly ground up against her ass as at last, he was buried up to the hilt inside her ass.


  “So much cock…in my little ass,” she murmured out, grinding herself back against Bobby’s groin.


  “Want me to take it out,” Bobby grunted.


  “No—no—fuck me and make me come—” she choked out. “Fuck me in my ass and make me come…”


  Leaning back, Bobby eased his cock back down the channel of her rectum and then began to fuck her ass with deep, penetrating strokes. As he stroked his cock in and out of her hot ass, she slowly rocked back and forth taking Bobby’s cock down into her ass all the way up to its hairy hilt on every stroke.


  Bobby still had his hands curled around her hips and began to jerk her back onto his prick every time he lunged forward burying his big dick down into her ass as deep as it would go.


  Her big tits were swinging back and forth wildly as Bobby humped away at her ass. Bobby seemed to be in a daze as he stared down at his big, thick cock sliding in and out of her tiny asshole. Not only was he fucking her hot ass, she was fucking herself with his big cock, rocking back and forth impaling herself on the giant pole of hardened cock-meat.


  “Yes—Yes—Yes—” she hissed out. “Fuck my ass—Fuck my ass—”


  Bobby obliged her by humping away at her ass with frantic enthusiasm. As he did, he could feel his big balls slapping up against her goo-covered pussy, splashing her juices all over them and her inner thighs. Leaning down over her, he found her swinging tits with his hands. Keeping his hips working back and forth as he fucked her ass, he clutched and groped at her tits. All the while, his mother was hunching herself back at him, fucking herself on his big, thrusting cock.


  Bobby’s hands were covered with warm, sticky milk as it leaked out of her big, knobby nipples. Bobby could feel his mother’s arm rubbing against his clutching hand as she balanced on her knees and one hand. She had her other hand down between her legs and was frantically rubbing her clit as she continued to rock back and forth. She was making soft, little murmuring sounds as their bodies slapped together over and over again.


  Then Bobby felt her asshole tightening around his pistoning prick, grasping it tighter and tighter. All of a sudden, she gave out a loud gasping groan as her body stiffened and she thrust herself back at him taking all eight inches of his big prick up into her ass. Just as before when she came, her tight, little asshole began to constrict and dilate as it clutched at his embedded penis.


  Bobby paused in his frenetic attack on her ass and held his cock thrust up in her ass, letting her ride out her climax on his buried cock. As he did, he could feel her hot, sticky juices pouring out of her empty cunt onto his balls coating them with the warm goo. There was so much of the stuff, it was running down dripping off his balls and trickling down his legs.


  At last the contractions working through her anus began to subside as her asshole began to relax its strangling hold on his cock.


  “I did it! I came! I came while you were fucking me in the ass,” she gasped, pulling her hand out from between her legs and dropping it back down onto the bed. “That makes you more of a man than your father…he could never make me come when he fucked me that way.”


  Bobby had mixed feelings about her remark. On the one hand, he was proud that he could make his mother come that way, but on the other hand, he felt a stirring of jealousy knowing that another man had taken his mother’s beautiful ass. But what did it matter now, he sickly thought? It was all his and his alone now. And he would never, ever let another man touch it.


  “Fuck me again…fuck me in the ass some more…fuck it some more and make me come again…” she whispered, grinding her ass back against his belly. “Fuck it!”


  Bobby’s ass immediately began to jerk back and forth as he resumed his savage assault on her hot, clinging asshole. He didn’t know if he could hold on long enough to make her come again, but it wasn’t going to be from a lack of effort, he told himself as he pounded away at her ass.


  “Yes! Yes! Like that,” she growled out, throwing herself back against him every time he plunged his peter back down into the clutching tightness of her anus.


  The bedsprings were groaning out their protest as Bobby humped away at his mother’s ass. Their creaking melody was accompaniment to the loud, vulgar slaps of their bodies crashing together over and over again.


  Bobby lost track of time as sweat was pouring off him, running down over his chest and belly. His mother’s ass was now covered with a glistening sheen of their perspiration as it smacked up against his belly time after time.


  “Come, Baby, come…come in Mommy’s ass…fill Mommy’s ass with your hot cream and make Mommy come…” she groaned out as she rocked back and forth impaling herself on his thrusting penis.


  Hearing her tell him that she wanted him to fill her ass with his hot cum, Bobby ripped his cock into her as deep as it would go and let go. A spasm of pleasure tore through his cock making it jerk and spew out a fiery gush of superheated cum into his mother’s ass.


  “Oh, God, Yes, give it all to me…give me all your cum…fill up my ass…fill my ass with your sweet, hot cream…” she gasped out as her asshole began to constrict down around his spewing cock.


  Her whole body began to tremble and shake as she thrust herself back at him taking him up to the hilt. As she ground herself against him, her hot, little asshole was clutching and grasping at his jerking, spurting cock.


  Staring down at his erupting cock, he saw gooey, white cum begin to ooze out around its buried shaft. As the creamy goo oozed out, it ran down to coat her pussy and his balls. He couldn’t believe that much cum had come out of his cock. Especially since this was his second eruption of the evening.


  At last, it was over.


  Bobby was exhausted as he leaned down and gave his mother’s sweaty back a soft lingering kiss.


  “Was it good?” she asked him. “Was it as good as you thought it would be?”


  “It was awesome…fantastic…incredible…” he groaned out, backing and easing his wilting penis out of her cum-filled ass.


  “I came twice…” she murmured as his cock came slithering out of her widely stretched asshole.


  “I know…I could feel it,” he said, watching her draw up her legs and roll over onto her back.


  Dropping down onto his belly, he crawled up beside her and snuggled up against her.


  Gently cupping her breast, she guided its big, puffy nipple over to his lips.


  “Does Baby want some more of Mommy’s milk?” she asked his rubbing the nipple over his lips leaving them coated with a film of the white milk.


  Bobby answered her by pursing his lips around the swollen pap and gently sucking on it.


  As he sucked, she reached up and began pressing down on her breast with both hands, expressing her breast as milk began to flow out of it into Bobby’s mouth.


  More and more sweet, rich milk flowed out of her breast as she continued to squeeze and milk it for him. As he suckled her, he ran his hand back down to the warm moistness between her legs. As she felt his fingers on her pussy, she splayed one leg out flat on the bed and rested her other leg up against him, opening herself to his gentle probing. Cupping the bald mound in the palm of his hand, he quickly found the wet, slippery opening of her vagina with his finger. Easing his finger down into the liquid warmth, he began to work it in and out of her as he continued to suck and pull on her breast with his lips.


  This was pure happiness, he told himself, savoring the intimacy of the moment. Now he had it all. He had his mother. He had her milk and she would give him anything he wanted. He loved her so much, his heart ached. He could never have imagined that it would have gone this far.


  “Your milk tastes so sweet…” he murmured, raising his lips away from her jutting nipple and slowly tickling the tip of his tongue around it. “You have such big, beautiful nipples…”


  “The better for you to suckle, my Dear,” she murmured out, raising her hand and running her fingers through his damp hair.


  Slowly working his finger in and out of the goo filled socket, he ground the heel of his hand down onto her clit as he slowly scooted down the bed. Nibbling and kissing his way down over her flat belly, he gently pushed her leg down onto the bed. Making his way down to her bald, goo-smeared pussy, he rolled over between her legs and pushed them apart. Leaning down, he ran his tongue over the jut of her clit as it stuck up out of its fleshy, little pouch.


  “Ummmmm…” she softly murmured, cupping her breasts in her hands and gently plucking at the swollen, puffy nipples.


  Reveling in the ripe musk of the estrous welling up from her pussy, he continued to tease and torment the little nub of her clit. As he did, he could feel it hardening and swelling under his tongue. His mother was murmuring out her appreciation as she gently ground herself against his mouth and tongue.


  “I love it when you lick me like that…” she softly said. “It makes my clit feel so hot and tingly. Your father didn’t like to do it…”


  “Well, he was a dolt,” Bobby whispered, raising his head and running his tongue around his juice coated lips. “I love to eat your hot, little pussy.”


  “Who could have ever guessed that something like this would happen between us?” she sighed.


  “I always fantasized about it,” Bobby mumbled out, teasing her clit with the tip of his tongue. The mood between them had shifted from a fevered, frantic rush to gratification to a mellow intimacy. Bobby’s intent seemed to be more of a showing his adoration of her than bringing her along to another orgasm. And his mother seemed to sense this as she lay basking in his attentive adoration of her body.


  The physical side of the incestuous bond was fantastic, Bobby told himself. But the emotional element associated with their illicit bonding made it all that much more exciting. Knowing what they had been to each other in the past and what they were to each other now made everything that much more fascinating and amazing.


  “What we’re doing is so wrong…so, so wrong. But I never want it to end…I want you to be my lover forever!” Faith whispered, her lower lip trembling from the emotions that were swirling through her mind.


  “Forever and ever…” Bobby groaned out, pushing up to his hands and knees.


  As he did, Bobby saw his mother’s eyes drop down to his rigid, stiff penis that had somehow recharged itself after it had conquered her tight, little asshole.


  “You’re hard again,” she murmured, watching his big, hard dick bob up and down as he crawled up between her widely splayed legs.


  “Hard for you, Mother. Do you want me to fuck you with it, Mother?” Bobby asked her. “Does Mommy want her Baby to fuck her with his cock?”


  “Yessssss…” she hissed out, reaching out to him. “Mommy wants Baby to fuck her with his big, hard cock. Fuck her and make her come again…and again…and again…”


  Reaching down, Bobby slid his hands down under his mother’s outstretched legs. With a grunt, he jerked them up into the air and bent them back down over her chest. With her legs shoved up, her pussy and ass were tilted up, exposing and baring both of them to him. Shuffling up higher, he saw his mother’s hands dive down between her uplifted legs. Grabbing hold of his cock, she shoved it down and fitted its tapered head into the wet, drooling opening of her pussy,


  With another loud grunt, Bobby lunged forward and buried his cock down into the clinging tightness of her pussy. The tight channel of her pussy clung to his cock, clutching at it as he began to fuck her with deep, penetrating thrusts.


  The backs of her thighs were rubbing against his belly and chest as the backs of her calves bounced against his shoulders. She had her tiny feet arched with her toes pointed as they rubbed against his cheeks.


  Bobby’s ass was bounding up and down like a runaway pile driver as he pounded away at her vulnerable pussy. Leaning down between her long legs, Bobby crushed his lips against hers in a long, passionate kiss.


  This was meant to be, Bobby deliriously told himself. Maybe incest was wrong, but this was right. He had found his soul mate…his mate for life…and no silly, moralistic societal mores or rules were going to keep him away from his mother, his lover. She was his now and no other man could ever have her. Touch her. Feel the warmth that lay down between her beautiful legs. He would never share that liquid treasure with anyone else.


  As he tore his mouth away from hers, he could feel her hamstrings tightening against his chest and her hot, little ass was bouncing up and down on the mattress as she fucked herself back at him. Her long, sharp fingernails were digging into his skin as she clawed at him, urging him on. Her breath was coming in gasping pants as she labored toward her release. He could feel her whole body tensing up, readying itself for that last final dash toward the finish.


  Frantically, she fought on, using her whole body to coax him on. Her hands were frantically moving all over him, urging him on, coaxing him to fuck her harder and harder.


  Finally, her whole body went rigid as she let out a loud, shrieking scream.


  “Commmmmiiinnnngggg,” she cried out, pulling him to her, grinding herself against him as she shook and writhed.


  Holding his cock thrust down inside her hot, clutching cunt, Bobby waited her out, letting her eke out every last bit of pleasure from her orgasm.


  Finally, the trembling stopped and her eyes fluttered open.


  Then her hands were on his belly pushing him back, forcing his cock out of her pussy.


  “Take me in the ass again! Put it back in my ass…” she gasped out, bending his juice slickened peter back down to the pout of her asshole.


  Bobby couldn’t believe it, but he wasn’t going to argue about it. He loved her hot, tight, little asshole. It was like the tightest thing he had ever fucked. Unlike the first time, there was no tarrying this time. The moment he felt the head of his cock find the wrinkled indentation of her anus, he lunged forward and buried all eight inches of his cock down into her clenched opening. Slickened by her pussy juice, his penis slid down into her like a hot knife through butter.


  “Unuhyessssss…” she growled out, tilting her ass even higher so that he could sink his cock deeper into the tight, clutching muck of her ass.


  She had a wild, crazed look in her eyes as he began to pump away at her ass, sliding his peter down into her tight anus all the way up to its hairy hilt on every deep, penetrating thrust.


  It was so depraved, he told himself, looking back down at her pussy. The lips of her pussy spread open to reveal its emptiness as his big cock worked in and out of her down below it. He watched her begin to flick a finger back forth across her clit as a little stream of thick, gooey pussy juice leaked out of her pussy, dripping down onto his pistoning prick, lubricating it as it slid in and out of her.


  It was all so perverted watching his mother playing with her clit while he pumped his big cock in and out of her tight, hot ass. It had always been his dream to fuck his beautiful mother, but this was above and beyond his wildest dreams. Fucking his mother’s beautiful ass! She had given him everything! Freely and seemingly without reservations. He had felt she might have harbored some guilt…some shame…some remorse for what she had done, but it seemed to be the opposite as she freely gave herself to him.


  “Does Baby like to fuck Mommy’s ass?” she whispered, working her finger back and forth across her clit faster and faster.


  “God, yes! It’s so hot, and so tight, and, and it feels so dirty to do like this,” he grunted out, keeping his ass jerking back and forth as he humped away at her ass. “Does Mommy like for Baby to fuck her in the ass with his cock?”


  “Yes! Yes—” she hissed out. “Mommy loves to feel Baby’s big cock inside her ass. And Mommy loves it when Baby fills her ass up with his hot, creamy cum…”


  “Mommy better get ready then,” he groaned, feeling the fireball down inside his balls expanding and growing hotter. “Because Baby’s cock is going to start filling her hot, little ass with his creamy cum very soon…”


  “Do it! Do it! Fill Mommy’s ass with your hot cream,” she growled out, hunching her ass back at his pistoning peter.


  “Gonna, gonna, gonna come…” he groaned out, ramming his cock down into her ass as deep as he could.


  Suddenly, an electric jolt of pleasure tore through his brain as his peter lurched and spewed out a massive gush of fiery cum into his mother’s rectum.


  “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed out as her legs strained back against him and she began to shiver. “Coming, too!”


  Bobby thrust his spewing giant into her so deep, he expected it to come popping out of her mouth any second.


  With her asshole widely stretched around the hairy base of his prick, he could feel its muscles constricting and squeezing down around his cock as she finished.


  Bobby was in an ecstatic daze as he held himself down inside his mother’s overflowing ass. His peter was pumping out more and more hot, creamy cum into his mother’s hot, sucking ass, but she just ground herself back against him, trying to take him even deeper into the depths of her cum-filled ass.


  The battle seemed to go on forever, but finally the two warring combatants were too drained to continue on.


  “That was fucking fantastic…” Bobby grumbled out, slowly backing and easing his cum-covered penis out of his mother’s battered asshole.


  “Feels like you shot a whole gallon of cum into my ass,” she complained, extricating herself out from under Bobby and lowering her legs back down onto the bed.


  “You said for me to fill it up,” he grinned at her as he stood on his knees between her long, outstretched legs.


  “You certainly took me at my word,” she mumbled, reaching down between her legs and running her fingers through the stream of thick, creamy cum that was still leaking out of her slowly constricting asshole.


  “I think you just about wore me out,” Bobby mumbled, crawling up the bed and flopping down beside her.


  “The feeling is mutual,” she grinned, reaching down to his shrunken, shriveled penis. “And I doubt that this thing has much left in it anyway.”


  “I don’t think so either,” he smiled, draping an arm over her and snuggling up next to her as she pulled the bedspread up over them.


  “Night—night,” she whispered, leaning over and giving him a soft, loving kiss on the lips.


  “Night—night,” he whispered back as the room went dark when his mother turned the lamp off…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked Sunday Funnies. If you did and would like to read some more of my stories, these are my stories on Smashwords:


  


  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
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