
    
  
    
      
        The Bacchanalia

      Schaka

      
        The atmosphere of their annual summer bacchanalia caused Allison and her son, Kyle, to succumb to years of suppressed lust. They threw caution to the wind and, to paraphrase Prince's song, fucked like it was 1999.
      

      Chapter 1

      Allison and Thomas Crandall were Summer of Love recovering hippies and the parents of Kyle and Gale. In the 1960s, they were drawn to San Francisco's Haight-Ashbury district by the allure of a countercultural utopia.

      They were part of the hippy culture that Timothy Leary, the counterculture guru, told to 'turn on, tune in, and drop out'. That was code for getting stoned, dancing, playing, and having sex. These activities blended together and reflected the same movement of young people who insisted on writing their own rules.

      Because of the Crandalls' Summer of Love exposure, they allowed their children to drink, toke at home, and dress as they saw fit. Casual nudity was neither encouraged nor discouraged. So, their children grew up routinely seeing their parents in various stages of undress. They believed the human body was beautiful and shouldn't be hidden.

      Allison Crandall still wore ankle-length silk caftans without underwear. When the bright California sun backlit her, you could see the outline of her lush body.

      When not dressed in a suit, a button-down collar Brooks Brothers shirt, and a power tie for his job as a bank president, Tom Crandall wore cut-off jeans and a tie-dyed T-shirts.

      The wine they drank now was vintage with corks, not screw tops, and was stored in their wine cellar. Their marijuana was bought at a legal dispensary and was of the highest and most potent quality.

      They advocated for legalized marijuana in California. These former flower children used their Liberal Arts degrees to move up the corporate ladder and into genteel living in the Santa Cruz Mountains. They raised their children to understand that marijuana, like alcohol, was a recreational drug to be used with restraint.

      
        
      

      They were raised to believe that marijuana was less dangerous than alcohol. Their parents subscribed to the dictum of everything in moderation, nothing to excess.

      The Crandalls espoused sex as a full-contact recreational activity, the only restriction being the consent of the participants. They met in a crash pad, and they, like innumerable hippies, slept, toked, and fucked together.

      Their children were conceived while they enjoyed this hedonistic lifestyle. Allison was their mother, but their father could have been any of Allison's many lovers. Tom loved his wife, and the parentage of her children was not an issue.

      After the Summer of Love, they lived in various communes up and down the West Coast. There, they fucked each other and the other members of the commune. Though communal life eschewed a monogamous lifestyle, over time, Allie and Tom gravitated toward each other. Eventually, they bought a house and began their journey into upper-middle-class respectability.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      In an attempt to maintain the spirit of the 1960s, they held an annual mid-summer bacchanalia. It was always in June, on or about the summer solstice. It was a carryover from a commune they were part of in their youth that preached annual renewal. Back then, it was an orgy fueled by psychedelic mushrooms and other mind-altering drugs.

      The twenty-first-century version of this ritual was a multi-generational affair merging their children's college friends with their parents' 1960s generation. It wasn't quite an orgy, but it was an event where the usual rules didn't apply.

      The house, pool, and patio were decorated with peace signs and posters of Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, and the Doors.

      The chemistry of margaritas and marijuana, wine and weed, gin and joints made for a wild, wanton, wicked, wonderful time. The dancing bordered on seduction. Fueled by alcohol, shrooms, and weed, they played games for sexual favors. The combination loosened the clothing and the morals of their guests.

      
        Their children's freewheeling lifestyle resulted from years of living in the home of ex-hippies with liberal views on sexuality, child-rearing, and in an open marriage. They neither advocated for nor discouraged incest. They assumed their children would explore their sexuality with each other or someone else, and put Gale on the pill. They adhered to the dictum that if it feels good and does no one any harm, do it!

      "Great party, Momma."

      Kyle's mother, Allison, stood behind the wet bar on the patio, preparing and serving drinks. She had taken off her halter top and wore only a mid-thigh, flowered sarong. Her D cups with protruding nipples swayed as she tried to keep up with the music, an eclectic mixture of the Rolling Stones, Drake, Future, and Pink.

      He embraced her from behind while cupping her breasts as we swayed to the music. His semi-hard cock rested comfortably between her ass cheeks. She stopped him when he tried to turn her around and suck her titty.

      "I had trouble enough weaning you when you were seven or eight. You would throw a tantrum if I didn't let you nurse. I don't want to have to go through that again."

      "Aww, Momma."

      "Aww Momma, my fat ass! No nursing!"

      Allison glanced over her shoulder at her superbly conditioned son. It was times like these when she was high that she considered the unthinkable. Allie was not morally opposed to fucking her son. Her only concern was how it would affect the family dynamic.

      The 1960s taught her and her husband to separate sex from love. Sex could be just physical, providing the release without an emotional attachment. Loving someone you had sex with brought an emotional attachment.

      She and her husband turned a blind eye to each other's occasional casual affairs. However, he might object if he were supporting her lover, who was living in his house and was right down the hall. Liberalism has its limits!

      
        She heard through the grapevine that her son fucked her neighbor, Elizabeth, up the road. Beth couldn't stop extolling his prowess to the ladies in the yoga class. She couldn't stop raving about his cock size and stamina.

      Earlier, she added visual proof to the rumor when she saw Beth with a lusty Joker-like grimace riding her son's cock in the Jacuzzi. Elizabeth's husband sat opposite them, high on shrooms, stroking his semi-hard dick while watching them fuck.

      "Mmmm! Hand me that vape."

      Allie rotated her ass against the massive bulge in her son's swim trunks as she inhaled deeply.

      Mother and son dirty danced in time with the music. Kyle cupped his mother's DD cup as they rocked to the music and passed the THC vape back and forth.

      Kyle was high enough to slide his hand down and cup his mother's butt. She never stopped swaying to the music, grinding her ass against his cock, and sucking on the THC vaporizer.

      High out of his mind, he raised her short sarong around her waist, and ground his massive bulge against her plump ass. She playfully leaned forward and wiggled her ass against his cock. Kyle was surprised to discover that she wore no panties.

      "Mmm! As good as that feels, you had better stop. We'll hate ourselves in the morning," Allison said.

      "We could have sex tonight and get counseling tomorrow," Kyle said! "By the way, what happened to your panties?"

      The crowd was dancing in front of the bar and around the room. The atmosphere was electric, and no one was paying attention to them.

      Kyle spied his father partially shielded by the acacia bushes in a lip lock with one of his female college friends. Her hand was down the front of his paisley shorts, massaging his cock.

      He wished his father well. He knew from personal experience that she could suck the proverbial golf ball through the proverbial straw.

      
        
      

      "I lost my panties somewhere."

      "Naughty girl!"

      "Guilty as charged," she laughed.

      Allie poured a glass of wine for one of their neighbors. The sixty-year-old neighbor had lost her top and wore only her bikini bottom. Her blue-veined jugs were enormous, with nipples the size of the first joint in Kyle's pinkie finger.

      "I would suggest we grab a lounge chair and get to know each other better," she said to Kyle, 'but I can see you're taken."

      She took the vape from his hand, took a big hit, and returned it. Her tits swung freely as she danced across the patio toward the Jacuzzi.

      "You should go with her," his mother said after toking again.

      "I have better action here!"

      With the bar shielding them from the waist down, Kyle pushed his swim trunks down and rubbed his shaft up and down between his mother's ass cheeks.

      "You're being naughty," she said, relishing his thick shaft sliding between her ass cheeks.

      They had always been touchy-feely but had never gone further than that. The family routinely used their hot tub nude. Allison reached back and took her son's shaft in her hand and stroked it a few times.

      "Mmm! Nice! And just as advertised."

      "Now, who's being naughty?" Kyle said.

      
        
      

      Allison inhaled the vape while rotating her ass on her son's cock. She looked toward the acacia bushes and raised her glass in a salute to her husband as the coed was on her knees blowing him. He returned the salute with his glass.

      At that moment, Allie threw caution to the wind. She was high enough and horny enough to lean forward and push back.

      "Oh fuck," his mother moaned.

      Kyle was never sure if it was accidental, but when his mother pushed back, his cock slid into the best pussy in the world.

      "Sweet Jesus," Kyle exclaimed.

      Allison leaned forward and balanced herself on the bar. Her back undulated as she and her son fucked. She realized the rumors about her son's cock size were true. It didn't hurt, but she felt fuller than she had in years.

      "That's right, Momma! Moved that big ass."

      Kyle gripped her pump hips, pulling her back on his dick as he thrust forward.

      "Watch the big ass shit!"

      Allie routinely promised herself to lose weight, but never did. Her butt was large, round, and tended to jiggle.

      Her son pumped a few times while holding her hips and pulling her back on his cock. Kyle was mesmerized at how his mother's ass recoiled after each thrust.

      Allie gripped the bar tightly while pumping back to meet her son's powerful thrust. Her pussy got wetter with each stroke. She felt a visceral connection that transcended sex.

      
        "Fuck! Fuck that feels good," she moaned. Her son's cock filled every inch of her sheath.

      "Sweet Jesus, Momma! Your pussy is tight and dripping wet!" Kyle had a hump in his back that a camel would be envious of.

      "Jesus ain't got nothing to do with it," she gasped. You got a big dick!"

      Kyle was high enough not to worry about cumming, no matter how tight she was. He got that characteristic hump in his back and pumped rhythmically. He'd pull out until just the head of his dick was covered by the meaty butterfly lips of his mother's honey hole, then slam back in until his balls slapped against her ass.

      Allison braced herself against the bar and drove her big ass back, burying her son's cock balls deep in her pussy. She was loving her son's cock and was settling in for a marathon fuck. Somewhere within her, sexual heat began to blend with maternal love. Kyle was not just another cock, he was part of her.

      Then, suddenly, Allison pulled away, and her son's cock came out with an audible pop.

      "We need to stop. I love the way your cock feels in me too much. The rumors about your cock size were true; I could get addicted. But I have guests to entertain," she slurred drunkenly.

      Allie gave her son an exaggerated wink. She straightened her sarong, grabbed the drink tray, and headed toward the Jacuzzi.

      Kyle needed to sit down! The patio was slowly spinning, and he felt like he might pass out. He stuffed his cock back in his shorts and stumbled toward the gazebo on the far side of the patio opposite the pool.

      It was semi-secluded, surrounded by low green shrubbery with the Santa Cruz mountains as a backdrop. Off to one side was the crowded Jacuzzi.

      A mature woman with enormous jugs was in the jacuzzi riding a college guy cowgirl style while he tried to suck her gigantic tit. Another guy stood next to her, getting his cock sucked.

      His sister, Gale, sat topless in the gazebo on a lounger with a beer and a THC vaporizer.

      
        
      

      "I saw you fucking momma," she giggled. "That was wild!"

      He brought a finger to his lips in an exaggerated shushing motion. "Shhhhh! Don't tell. Scoot over."

      He plopped down on the lounger next to Gale. She offered him the vape, and he took a long toke.

      "How long has that been going on? Does our father know, and is she as good a fuck as me?"

      "That was the first and only time... so far. I'm not sure if he would mind, and nobody is as good a fuck as you!"

      He and Gale were Irish twins. They were born ten months apart, and Kyle was older. Allison had breastfed them simultaneously, sitting under a tree back in the commune, while the other members of the group toked and fucked.

      They began fucking shortly after her 18th birthday two years ago. There was no sudden burst of passion. Their first time, they were toking on the bed in his bedroom, while playing video games.

      Kyle had reached the twentieth level in the video game and was about to win when she started tickling him.

      He howled in outrage, rolled on her, and pinned her to the bed. He was in his boxers and a t-shirt while she wore her mid-thigh Tweety Bird nightgown. In a scene that would have played well in a porn movie, they held each other's eyes as they ground against each other.

      Kyle reached between them, pushed her nightgown around her waist, positioned his cock at her entrance, and pushed in. She was dripping wet but unbelievably tight. Kyle was surprised to feel the resistance of her hymen as he ripped through it.

      "Gale! You should have told me you were a virgin!"

      "You didn't give me a chance."

      
        She gripped his ass when he tried to slide out. "Don't stop now."

      Kyle pumped slowly into his sister's pussy, letting her get used to his cock. Per his various conquests, he had a large one, and it took some getting used to.

      "Jesus, Gale! We need to stop. Our parents talk a good game about free love, but I'm sure they don't want us to start a relationship."

      "Don't you dare! You feel too good in me."

      She wrapped her arms around his neck, legs around his back, and thrust her hips up.

      "Don't just lie there; fuck me!"

      They were both high out of their minds on reefer and settled into a steady rhythm.

      "Am I doing it okay?"

      Gale's ass was partially off the bed. Her muscular brother was simulating doing pushups, carrying her up and down with each thrust. The wet sucking sound of a hard cock in a wet, tight pussy filled the room.

      "You're doing fine."

      Gale giggled when Kyle leaned down and French kissed her.

      "What's so damn funny?"

      "It's weird kissing you."

      "No weirder than fucking you. Are you okay?"

      
        Gale's pussy convulsed as her brother braced on his arms and pumped into her. She could feel his balls slapping against her ass.

      "Yes," she gasped, "it's like when I masturbate but just more intense."

      His back undulated as he drove his tool deep into his sister's recently virgin pussy. Suddenly, it convulsed and clamped down as she came, her orgasm forcing his.

      Kyle knew he should pull out, but he was too far gone to stop. He and his sister came together, bucking against each other as he filled her pussy with sperm for the first of many times.

      "Oh, my God! That was incredible," Gale exclaimed.

      Gale's legs dropped to the bed, but her arms were still wrapped around her brother's neck. He was lying in the cradle created by her spread legs with his softening but still semi-hard cock in her pussy.

      "You ain't so bad yourself."

      He began to pump slowly into her sloppy, wet pussy. They giggled when her pussy farted.

      The video game was forgotten, and they fucked several times in many positions that memorable first night.

      There's an old blues song titled "Come Back Pussy" about a fuck so good that you keep coming back for more. That was Gale.

      They had fucked many times in the two years since then. They were never exclusive, seeing their liaisons as ports in a storm. They were there for each other when between partners or just horny and needed a quick, no-strings-attached fuck.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      Gale turned on the lounger, unzipped her brother's pants, and pulled out his cock. She leaned down and licked it. The patio was jammed. Anyone could have seen them and probably did. They didn't care! It was that kind of party.

      She smacked her lips. "Momma's pussy tastes different from mine."

      "She's tighter than you are, too."

      "That's because she hasn't been getting your big cock regularly like I have. But you didn't answer my question; whose pussy is better, mine or momma?"

      She lay her head on his chest while licking his cock. Her brother pulled her skirt up and rubbed her bare ass. Panty manufacturers would go broke if they depended on the women in the Crandall family. Her ass wasn't quite as big as her mother's, but was firmer.

      "That question falls into the same category as 'Is my ass too big?' Men should never answer that question."

      "Chicken!"

      "No, smart!"

      "Do you think anyone will miss us if we sneak up to your bedroom and fuck?"

      Gale hissed and grabbed his head when he leaned over, separated her ass cheeks, and kissed her anus.

      "We could fuck right here. Everyone is too fucked up to notice."

      He turned her on her back in his lap. Gale's hand rested on Kyle's head as he gave her pussy a thorough licking. Suddenly, she grabbed his head and pushed it away.

      
        
      

      "No, seeing siblings fuck might be too kinky for even this crowd. Besides, I don't want an audience tonight. I just want to look in your eyes while we fuck."

      The siblings walked hand in hand upstairs and fucked most of the night in multiple positions. Gale preferred a sideways position with her leg on his shoulder. Kyle was a doggie man; He got off watching a female ass recoil off his crotch as he pounded her.

      "Kyle, you're the best fuck ever."

      They had both cum once so the urgency was gone. They fucked slowly, looking into each other's eyes and talking as they did.

      "I bet you tell that to all your lovers!"

      "I do actually," Gale said matter-of-factly, " but with you, I mean it."

      They were high and fell asleep, lying sideways, facing each other, joined by Kyle's dick. When he woke up, his sister was sucking his cock.

      They turned head to toe and 69, cummed in each other's mouths, and fell asleep again. He woke her up, eating her pussy the following morning.

      "I'd better get to my room before one of our parents catches us."

      "Like they care! But I understand. I enjoyed you."

      "I always enjoy sex with you. It's like we have some mental connection or something. My boyfriends can't compare to you."

      She stood at the door, clutching her clothes to her chest. Gale was a smaller, tighter version of her mother. She's 34C, while their Momma is larger, with a DD cup.

      
        "Two things! I don't need to hear about your sex life with your boyfriends! Two, do you think the connection might be because we're siblings?" Kyle said wryly.

      "Maybe," she said and flounced out.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      Later that morning, Kyle came down to the kitchen for coffee. Allison was on the pool deck in a mid-thigh sheer robe, vaping. It had ridden up so that her neatly trimmed bush was visible. Her big titties lay to either side of her chest.

      He had seen his mother dressed like this before; he had seen her naked many times. This time was different. He no longer looked upon her as an unattainable Oedipal fantasy. She was a woman whom he had fucked, and he wanted more. He just wasn't sure if she did.

      He was apprehensive about how she would react to their brief screwing session last night. Was it a drunken mistake or an invitation to more?

      "Morning, Momma."

      Startled, she turned to see him towering a head above her in the kitchen doorway. She had been lying in the warm California sun, thinking about him and what had happened last night.

      Allison sat up on the lounger and patted the spot beside her. Kyle was a little shy as he did, unsure of their new relationship.

      He was her son, and she loved him. However, the quickie had added a physical element to the emotional love. She still loved him, possibly more than she had, but she needed him now. There was a tingling in her pussy and an ache in her womb that only he could fill.

      "Hi! Kiddo!" she smiled, "Have a toke?"

      "All right! Momma!" Kyle said, accepting the vaporizer, taking a hit, and huffing to hold it in.

      "Did you and your friends have a good time last night, sweetie?"

      
        
      

      He nodded vigorously, indicating that it had been an excellent time, while still holding the smoke in his lungs.

      "Did you get laid?"

      The dope had lowered her discretion and her inhibitions. Kyle explosively exhaled the smoke at the question, startled by his mother's unexpected query.

      "Aside from Beth in the Jacuzzi, uh, no," he lied. He wasn't sure if he should bring up his relationship with Gale. "Unless you count what we did."

      Gale and Kyle suspected their parents knew they were fucking, but they didn't flaunt their relationship. Certain things weren't discussed even in a liberated family.

      "Ah, yes, that! Beth was half right."

      "You mean Elizabeth up the road?"

      "Yes, she's been telling everyone how big your dick is and how much staying power you have. After last night, I can only vouch for the size of your cock."

      Even in their liberal household, the conversation was embarrassing. He changed the subject.

      "How about you? Did you and Dad or one of your friends do the horizontal mambo after the party?"

      He took another hit and passed the vaporizer back to her.

      She shook her head no as she drew smoke into her lungs and said in the strained voice one uses to hold your breath and talk at the same time,

      "Your dad probably fucked that classmate of yours who I saw sucking his dick on the patio. But he hasn't screwed me in days," she said.

      
        
      

      Her head was wreathed in clouds of marijuana smoke as she exhaled.

      "GOD! I'm so horny right now. Did you enjoy the quickie we had last night?"

      "Mom! I'm sorry about that! I was high out of my mind!"

      "I have never had a man apologize for fucking me! I'm not quite sure how to take it. No problem! We were both drinking, and we're adults. No harm, no foul! However, I could use a good lay. If you're not interested, maybe when your father gets up this afternoon, I can tear him away from the TV and football long enough to ball me."

      She unexpectedly began crying.

      "Mom, what's wrong? Don't cry.".

      Kyle took the vape, laid it on the serving table next to the lounger, and took her in his arms.

      He was acutely aware of her breasts pressed against his chest. His dick hardened when he looked down and saw her coin slut vulva poking out of a neatly trimmed bush.

      "It's going to be OK. Are you sad because Dad hasn't been fucking you?"

      "But that's not why I'm crying. I'm only human. I'm only forty-eight, and I'm frustrated as hell! I need sex like everybody else, but I'm tired of fucking random cocks. Your cock is the only one that has been in me in days. I could have had all of the dick I wanted last night. But I'm tired of casual fucking, the partner swapping, and the rest! That marijuana made me so hot and horny that I'm telling my son things I shouldn't be saying and asking me about my sex life that's none of his business and..."

      Kyle kissed her abruptly and ended her drug-induced, uncontrolled babbling. His mother moaned softly, and her body melted into his.

      They held the kiss for longer than a mother and son should. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies as they did. It was probably a side effect of them being high.

      
        
      

      Allison weakly protested when her son undressed her. He removed her short gown, pulled her to him, and cupped her ass.

      "We should stop! Your father...Gale!"

      "I don't care! I want you!"

      Allison sighed when her son's tongue slipped between her lips; she involuntarily opened her mouth to let it slip in further.

      She responded to the kissing with her tongue and hugged him close with her hands resting on his ass cheeks. He squeezed her soft ass and pressed her lush body to his, mashing her breasts against his upper abdomen.

    
  
    
      Chapter 5

      As they made out, Allison reflected that her handsome son had grown up to be a stud, a beefcake, masculine and virile. Back in the day, his morning wood was conspicuous when he walked around the house in his jockey shorts. She never scolded him because, secretly, she got a kick out of seeing how big and sexy the issue of her womb had grown.

      His sister stopped bitching about it a couple of years ago when they were both finally of college age. She suspected they were having sex. Whatever the case, it was apparent that she, too, appreciated the opportunity to have a good-looking man parading around with a centerfold body on display.

      In a reefer-induced haze, Allison tried to sort out some recent overtly sexual playfulness between the two. She recalled him responding to Gale slapping his ass a few mornings ago by returning the favor. Sometimes, they behave more like a couple than siblings.

      Allison was a 1960s progressive and had no moral outrage about her children having sex. It was just a piece of information. Birth control pills meant they didn't have to worry about having babies with three eyes, two heads, or some other birth defect.

      
        Now, that morning erection, which used to be hidden by his underwear, was pressing tight to her tummy. It was doing things to her head in ways that a mother shouldn't think about.

      I want to do this, she thought. I want to fuck my son. But should I?

      She and her husband broadly believed you can't miss what you can't measure. They had an open marriage and openly fucked others. However, fucking his son might be a bridge too far.

      "We ought not to...! Please, Honey, I didn't mean that we.... Sweetie, stop, please! I'm your mother. It's too dangerous...! Oooh uhh!"

      Her words changed to moans as her son pushed her down on the lounger, lifted her legs and knelt between them.

      "Kyle, your father, Gale, the neighbors...! Allie's voice trailed off as her son positioned his cockhead between the lips of her pussy.

      "They can watch me get the best piece of ass in the county!"

      Kyle bent his knees slightly so his rock-hard rod stroked his mother's Mons.

      Allison tried to lean away from her son's cock lying between her spread legs, but he wouldn't let her. He took her tit in my hand and stroked the nipple with his thumb. He kissed her as he did.

      "We're going to fuck, aren't we?" Allison said.

      "Yes, we are!"

      Her nipples were erect from the stimulation they were receiving. Her pussy was dripping, and even the rosette of her asshole was flexing.

      He opened his robe, exposing himself to his naked mother. She stared down at his veiny black cock glistening with precum seeping from the piss slit and dripping into her cleft.

      
        "You're huge! I mean, I felt it last night, but seeing my son's big dick is different."

      "Are you scared?"

      Allie snorted derisively. "The only thing I'm afraid of is that Beth lied about your stamina."

      Kyle took one hand and slid the head of his cock up and down between the lips of her vulva!

      "You're teasing me, "Allie moaned.

      "Yes, I am! I want you to want me as much as I have wanted you all of these years."

      They trusted each other as only a mother and son can. They also knew each other intimately, which added to the physical intimacy. It wouldn't be the first time her son had been in his mother's pussy. He had been in this pussy before, some 20 years ago, when he was born. They were merely renewing that relationship.

      She bent her head slightly, and she sucked his nipples.

      "Wow! That's a first!"

      "Do you like it?"

      Allison was teaching her son the finer points of carnal thrills. The son she bore would soon reenter the womb and complete the life cycle. Kyle drew her head up and French kissed her.

      He kissed her forehead, eyes, cheeks, and lips; an open-mouth kiss followed. Their tongues danced together. He kissed down her neck on one side and moved, kiss by kiss, to the opposite shoulder, then lower and over and lower until his mouth finally drew in her nipple.

      Allison trembled as her son's kisses continued their downward journey to her tummy, her mons, tickling the hair, and her hidden pink pearl. She writhed on the lounger, basking in the warm late morning sun as he sucked on her engorged clit.

      
        She gripped Kyle's head as he didn't magic things to her pussy with his mouth. She lost all concern about Gale, Tom, or whoever else might see them. As long as she could fuck her son, she didn't care.

      Allison exploded. Her orgasm was so unexpected and intense that she thought a bomb had gone off. When she gathered her wits, he was still licking at her crotch. Her son's long tongue probed her hole, and the spit and pussy juices trickled down her ass crack.

      "The cushions on this lounger are going to have a hell of a wet spot," she giggled.

      Kyle slid her hips down several inches to adjust for a better angle of penetration. His cockhead pointed at her pussy, ready to penetrate the unicorn of all pussy's, his mother's!

      "Do it, Babe! Screw mommy! Fuck me hard and long and strong. I need you now!"

      Allison raised up on her elbows, looking between them. Together, they watched his cockhead nudge aside the folds of her labia and felt the heat of the moment.

      "Momma, do you like watching your son's cock enter your honey hole?"

      "It's so surreal," my mother said, "I've had my share of cocks. However, none can match the thrill of seeing my son's cock enter my pussy.

      The THC was making her think in those extended philosophical terms. She thought it was like losing her virginity, only this time there was no hymen to be torn, only the ripping away of the inhibitions which had kept her long secret lust from seducing the handsome hunk that was her son.

      He had nearly the whole bulb of his acorn head in her in; it was a delicious tease of anticipation for things to come! He withdrew slightly, then thrust forward at a deliberately gradual rate. Kyle wanted the moment of first penetration to last as long as possible.

      "Oh my lord," Allie gasped as her son's cock slowly filled her.

      Allison was stoned and fucking someone who loved her, cared for her, and desired her pleasure above his own. It didn't get any better. She would make sure this lover came back for more.

      
        As her son's massive cock entered her, she couldn't help but begin to make little moaning sounds.

      "Mm, Oh! Ooh... Mmnnah, yes, yeah! That's the way, baby! Oh, Yes! Fuck me! Fuck Mommy," she encouraged him as her passion ballooned and her son's pace increased.

      He began to slam his huge cock in her, pounding so that flesh slapped together in that ancient rhythm of nearing climax, a beat which grew faster by the minute.

      "Yes, ahh.. yah, gonna fuck you hard Momma. I'm gonna give it to you deep, all my cum, all my love, all the way in you!! I'm almost there... cum with me, Mom, CUMMUH with me, Mommy!"

      The last cry was almost tears, as Kyle was overwhelmed with intense emotions in the release of the pent-up lust he, too, had harbored for his sexy mother.

      Allison gazed up at her son with a fierce intensity. She was experiencing a bond so profound it seemed almost spiritual.

      "I need you to fill your mother's pussy with your seed. Claim my pussy! Oh, honey, give your mom what she needs!

      Kyle bottomed out in his mother's cunt. The spongy glans struck the mouth of her cervix. It was the trigger. His penis plowed time and again, connecting with her womb.

      Allison shook involuntarily, feeling intense sensations as she reached climax. Her body trembled, her senses became sharper, and her nipples became even more erect and sensitive.

      Kyle could no longer hold back and spewed massive squirts of cum right into the opening of her cervix, drenching her womb with his sperm. He was spilling his seed into the heart of her sex, her most sacred place.

      The crazy wickedness of such a wild and wanton deed they were performing together inspired her to another huge, earth-rumbling cumming. Cumming with him was the final act of total liberation.

      Kyle lay between his mother's legs with sweat dripping from his body and gasping for breath. His semi-hard cock was still balls deep in her pussy.

      
        
      

      "Wow," he exclaimed.

      "You've got that right," Allie gasped.

      Her sheath was fuller than it had ever been. She could feel her son's cum oozing from her cunt and sliding between her asscheeks.

      "Double wow! Momma, you're an amazing fuck."

      "You ain't no slouch yourself! Am I better than your sister or our neighbor Beth?"

      Kyle repositioned his arms to the arms of the chair and began a slow in and out.

      "I'll never kiss and tell. Besides, what makes you think I'm fucking my sister?"

      "Years of experience!" Allison matched her son's slow thrusting with the upthrust of her hips. "Round two should wait until another time. Your father and sister could be down soon."

      Kyle rolled off his mother and lay on the lounger next to her.

      "So what now, Momma?"

      Allie fumbled on the tiled patio, found her robe, and struggled into it. "First, we'd better get dressed."

      Kyle found his robe, donned it, and sat on the lounger next to his mother.

      "One of the few rules of my marriage and lifestyle is to be open and honest. Secrets are what destroy relations."

      Kyle looked sheepish. "You're right! Gale and I have been in a sexual relationship for two plus years."

      
        
      

      "Good morning, guys!"

      Tom Crandall wore a mid-thigh terry cloth robe. He walked over and sat down on the lounger next to his wife, kissing her.

      "Great party, Allie! What're you guys talking about?"

      "It's funny you asked Tom. Let me tell you!"

      
        THE END
      

    
  EPUB/nav.xhtml


    

      The Bacchananlia



      

        		

          Chapter 1

        



        		

          Chapter 2

        



        		

          Chapter 3

        



        		

          Chapter 4

        



        		

          Chapter 5

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          Start of Content

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          1

        



        		

          2

        



        		

          3

        



        		

          4

        



        		

          5

        



        		

          6

        



        		

          7

        



        		

          8

        



        		

          9

        



        		

          10

        



        		

          11

        



        		

          12

        



        		

          13

        



        		

          14

        



        		

          15

        



        		

          16

        



        		

          17

        



        		

          18

        



        		

          19

        



        		

          20

        



        		

          21

        



        		

          22

        



      



    

  

EPUB/media/cover.jpg





