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  THE COLONEL’S WIFE


  


  I wonder if Charles Jr. remembers that we are going to the Club tomorrow night, Aubrey wondered? Lying in bed reading the latest Corey Freestone romance novel, Inflamed Passion, she reluctantly laid the book down. Knowing him, he’s probably forgotten and made a date or something. I’d better remind him just to be on the safe side.


  She hated to put her book down. Howard was just about to make love to Rosalie, but she knew if she didn’t remind Charles right now, she’d probably forget about it and wouldn’t do it all.


  Throwing back the covers, she rolled out of bed and picked up her robe off the foot of the bed.


  I shouldn’t be reading that damn novel anyway, she angrily told herself. All it’s done is get me hot and bothered. And what with Charles Sr. away for two more months on his TDY, I don’t need that.


  Slipping her sheer chiffon robe on over her skimpy baby doll nightie, she strolled over to the door with her big, pendulous breasts heavily tugging at her chest.


  Hurrying down the hallway, she saw light coming out from under Charles’s door. Good, he must be awake, she thought, stepping up to the door.


  “Charles, are you awake?” she softly asked as she reached down and slowly turned the doorknob.


  There was no answer as she gently pushed the door open.


  Maybe he’s fallen asleep with his light on, she told herself as she peeked in.


  With a quick intake of breath, she saw Charles was indeed asleep on his bed. But the gasp had been caused by the fact that he was naked and lying on his back atop the covers. AND HE HAD AN ERECTION!


  A strange feeling of nervousness came over her as she stood looking at him.


  She hadn’t seen him naked since he was a little boy. And it was obvious that he wasn’t a little boy any more. That was evidenced by the large, stiff cock lying on the curly patch of brown hairs covering the base of his belly. Why, he’s as big as his father… or bigger, she sickly thought as she slowly crept over to his bed for a closer look.


  Why had she done that, her fevered brain asked? Just leave—


  But she couldn’t stop herself. She just wanted to look at it. He’s bigger than Charles Senior, she told herself, staring down at her son’s oversized prick. What are you doing, she ranted at herself. Get the hell out of the boy’s room…


  But she couldn’t move as she stood with her eyes riveted on her son’s impressive manhood. Then, suddenly she felt her knees growing weak as a rush of adrenaline poured out into her bloodstream.


  Aubrey couldn’t explain the rush of adrenaline. This was her son! But he was a man, too, her reeling brain fought back. A young, nineteen-year-old man with a beautiful erect penis. She couldn’t stop the reaction. Already in a state of arousal from the novel she had been reading, a part of her brain was on autopilot and responding to the adrenaline and hormones flowing through her bloodstream. What was wrong with her, she fussed as she felt a sudden, familiar warmth spread out from her womanhood? But that couldn’t be. Not with Charles Junior. Something was definitely wrong with that. This was her son and she shouldn’t be reacting this way toward him.


  Disgusted with herself, she shook her head, trying to clear it of the revolting thoughts swirling through it as she slowly backed away from his bed. On weak, shaky knees she stumbled out into the hallway. Easing his door shut, she held out her hands and saw that they were trembling. Swallowing, she tried to wet her dry mouth as she ran her trembling fingers over her now sweaty forehead.


  WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU, you crazy bitch? She asked herself, trying to regain some of her composure? Are you insane? You’re only forty; it’s too soon for hot flashes, she told herself trying to make her legs work. That was your SON you were gawking at. And seeing him that way should never have caused the reaction it did. YOUR SON, her reeling brain railed. STOP IT!


  She had never felt so shaky and jittery like this before. Or wait, maybe she had, she sickly thought. She hated to admit it, but she did recall feeling just like this once before. It had been on her first date with Charles Senior. But that was understandable. It was a normal reaction. It was love at first sight with him, she told herself. But this? What could it be? She certainly loved Charles Junior, too. But not that way. That was loathsome.


  She almost felt sick to her stomach. She’d been fine until she’d seen his penis. That had set everything else off. But it couldn’t be, no she couldn’t be, no, she wasn’t even going there. How could she? He was her son, so there was nothing to think about. She was just a horny, old bitch and it was a normal reaction to seeing a man’s penis. It had been four months since she’d seen one with Charles, Sr. TDY. And she just hadn’t been expecting it. Yes, that was it, she excused herself. It had just surprised her.


  Face it, Aubrey, you’re no fucking vestal virgin, she told herself. You’ve strayed from the fold a few times in the past…


  And she had. No one knew of it except her and the lovers she had taken. She had taken special care to choose her lovers well. She had always chosen second lieutenants who she knew she could intimidate into silence by threatening to claim they had forced themselves on her. That and her husband’s rank worked nicely to ensure their silence. No second lieutenant would risk his career by going up against a colonel who was up for general she smiled to herself. No matter how tempting the prize might be…


  In fact, she muttered under her breath, maybe that’s what she needed now. A nice hard second lieutenant’s cock to take her mind off of other things. Yeah, that’s what she needed, she smiled to herself. Thinking back over her past lovers, she wondered who she could seduce. Now, with her thoughts on her past lovers, it cleared her head and she found she could walk again. It seemed that everything was back to normal. Everything, including the warm, wet itch between her thighs that now seemed to be her almost constant companion…


  ~~~


  “Colonel Charles Emerson Stillwell, you’ve been missing in action too long,” Aubrey complained out loud, running the brush through her long, reddish-blond hair, “but tonight we find a replacement for you. And tomorrow we send him on his mission.”


  “Your mission, young man,” she said out loud, smiling and running her hand down between her legs to finger her tingling clit, ” should you choose to accept it, and you will, is to fuck the Colonel’s wife’s until the itch is gone and she is cured.”


  God, it’s been four brutal months, she grumbled to herself, flicking her big clit with her finger. That was just too long for any woman to have to go without a man.


  I know the Wing King’s wife is supposed to be all prim and proper while the colonel is away. But it was also common knowledge that men were always out chasing skirts when they were TDY. Or at least that was what was purported. So, this is one colonel’s wife who was going to live by her own set of flight rules. Fight fire with fire, she laughed to herself.


  ~~~


  Sitting at her dressing vanity putting on her makeup, she now wished that her son hadn’t taken her up on her invitation to join her for dinner at the Officer’s Club. Especially not tonight. If he hadn’t accepted, she would have had an excuse to go alone, and the O Club was always full of horny, young Lieutenants who would love to get into the Wing Queen’s panties. Particularly one as pretty as me, she giggled.


  If only Charles Sr. was home, she complained to herself, she wouldn’t be in this predicament. But he had been TDY for four months and still had two more months to go before he returned. If he was here, he could fuck her brains out and she wouldn’t have the nagging, itching irritation down between her legs. But that wasn’t the case. She had the problem now and she couldn’t wait two months to resolve it. Why she would be a raving lunatic by then…if she didn’t get it taken care of.


  Smiling smugly, she appraised herself in the mirror. She knew that even at forty, she still had the looks and the body to turn heads when she entered a room. And especially the heads, pardon the pun, of the horny young pilots.


  Was the slinky, red dress with its sweeping low-cut front a little too much, she asked herself as she laid it out on the bed? It probably was too daring for Charles Junior, she thought. He could be such a prude sometimes. He was like an old mother hen when his father was away. More like her warden than her son. He seemed to have appointed himself her protective angel and wouldn’t let another guy come within fifty feet of her. But not tonight, she told herself. Tonight she was going to have some fun, regardless of Charles Jr., and she wasn’t going to let her son put a damper on it. And then, when he wasn’t looking, she would set up her plans for a secret rendezvous tomorrow night with the chosen one.


  Standing up, she slipped on her frilly, red lace brassiere. Admiring the perky resilience of the big, pendant globes of soft, quivering breast flesh, she cupped them and gently settled them down into the skimpy half-cup bra. Poking and prodding the pink melons into place, she finally had them displayed just the way she wanted them. Reaching over, she picked her dress and slipped it on over her head.


  Smiling at the image in the mirror, she saw that her breasts swelled up out of the low cut dress like two big, pink grapefruits on display at the farmer’s market. Two big, round, pink grapefruits ripe and ready for picking, she laughed to herself. They appeared to be on the verge of flopping out of her dress with every move she made as they bobbled and wiggled, but the fancy, little bra did its job and kept them imprisoned down inside the clutching, uplifting cups of lace and wire. Lifting the hem of her dress, she bent over, admiring her long, tapering legs as she gave the tops of the sheer, black hose a few tugs to straighten the wrinkles out of them. She had decided against a garter belt tonight. She would save that for tomorrow night. The lacy, elastic tops of her nylons snugly clung to her shapely thighs, keeping her hose up without the need for a garter belt.


  “Aha,” she said out loud, turning first one way and then the other, running her hands down over the soft, clinging material to smooth it out over her shapely hips, “the bait is ready. Now all we need to do is do a little trolling and find a taker.”


  “Yep, Aubrey, you still got it,” she snickered, turning around and looking over her shoulder at the reflection of her well-rounded backside. “And tonight you’re gonna use it.”


  Just then, she heard her son call out from downstairs.


  “Hey, Mom, aren’t you ready yet? We’ve got reservations for eight.”


  “I know, I know,” she called back, “I’ll be right down.”


  Running the tip of the tube of lipstick over her full, pouty lips, she gave them a final touchup. Twisting the lipstick back down into its holder, she slipped its cap back on and shoved it down into her purse.


  Grabbing up her purse, she gave her hair a final pat and stepped into her red, high-heeled pumps. Then, blowing herself a kiss in the mirror, she sauntered down the hall to the stairs lewdly swishing her hips from side to side.


  “Wow, Mom,” Charles exclaimed as she wiggled and jiggled her way down the stairs. “You’re gonna knock um dead tonight.”


  “You really think so,” she smiled, pirouetting around for him.


  “You’ll be fighting the lieutenants off all night long,” he laughed. “It’ll be like bees on honey.”


  “Well, I’m not going to fight too hard,” she giggled, “I want to have a good time tonight.”


  “Don’t worry,” he saluted her, “I’ll defend the lady’s honor.”


  “Well, maybe the lady doesn’t want her honor defended,” she smirked, “I said I wanted to have some fun tonight.”


  “Hey, someone has to keep those pesky lieutenants in line while Dad’s gone,” he said, holding out her shawl for her.


  “Thanks a lot,” she leered, wrapping the shawl around her shoulders, “like I can’t take care of myself.”


  “Just joking, Mom,” he chuckled. “Just joking.”


  “Okay,” she smiled at him, blushing slightly as she ran her eyes down over his body, taking note of the bulge of his manhood bulging out against the material of his pants, “and you look very nice tonight.


  “Thank you,” he grinned back her.


  “You’re the spitting image of your father twenty-five years ago,” she said, blushing again as the image of his erect penis from last night flashed through her brain.


  “Well, yah ready to hit the road, Podner?” he drawled, holding the door open for her.


  “Let’s lock and load,” she said, stepping through the doorway.


  “Mom, you’d better behave tonight,” he warned her. “Remember, you’re the Wing Queen.”


  “How could I forget,” she shot back, strutting down the walk, swishing her butt back and forth tauntingly as he trailed along behind her, “with you reminding me every ten minutes.”


  Damn, he thought, she’s going to knock them on their asses over at the club tonight. Good thing Dad’s doesn’t know how hot she dresses when he’s gone.


  She stopped at the car and stood waiting for him to open the door for her.


  Arriving at the car, he opened the door, popped to attention and gave her a salute.


  “Thank you,” she snickered, sliding into the car. “Such a gentleman.”


  “And it didn’t take an act of Congress to make me one,” he laughed, sneaking a peek down the front of her dress at her beautiful boobs as he closed the door behind her.


  “No, it didn’t,” she chirped as he walked around the car and got into the driver’s seat.


  “I hope you don’t fall out of your dress,” he blushed, “that would be embarrassing.”


  “Don’t you worry about me and my girls,” she huffed. “We’ll be fine.”


  “Mom,” he complained, shaking his head as he glanced down at the expanse of leg showing as her dress had hiked up when she sat down. Her short dress had ridden so high, the lacy top of her nylon was showing. Seeing him looking down at her leg, Aubrey reached down and shoved her dress down to cover it up.


  The guard on the gate snapped to attention and fired off a respectable salute as he waved their car through the gate.


  Driving up in front of the Officer’s Club, Charles hopped out, ran around the car and opened the door for his mother.


  “I’ll wait for you,” she told him, stepping out of the car, noticing that he had sneaked another peek down at the front of her dress.


  “Okay. I’ll be right back as soon as I park the car,” he told her.


  As she stood waiting, smiling politely and nodding to passerbys, she was surprised to see Lieutenant Briscoe, one of her previous lovers, walking up to the Club entrance.


  “Well, hello, Randy,” she flirted, “Long time – no see.”


  “Aubrey,” he said, taking her hands in his and then self-consciously dropping them. “Where have you been keeping yourself?”


  “Around, Charles is TDY as you know,” she suggestively smiled, “so I haven’t gotten out much lately.”


  “That’s too bad,” he grinned, “so are you looking for some fun tonight?”


  “Sure,” she said, “always—you know me.”


  “Yes, I do,” he winked. “Maybe you’d like to take a little ride after the dance?”


  “Not tonight,” she frowned, “I’m here with my son.”


  “Oh,” he said with a look of disappointment on his face.


  “What about tomorrow night?” she asked, looking around nervously to make sure no one heard her and Charles didn’t sneak up on them.


  “Sure,” he grinned. “Where?”


  Just as she started to answer, Charles Jr. came wheeling around the corner of the club, not ten feet from where they stood.


  “Uh, oh, it was nice seeing you, too, Lt. Briscoe,” she said stepping step back away from him.


  “Huh, oh, yeah, same here, Mrs. Stillwell,” the lieutenant gulped, guiltily turning and heading for the club entrance. “See you around.”


  “A friend?” Charles suspiciously asked as he watched Lt. Briscoe disappear into the club.


  “Oh, I met him out at the barn,” she offhandedly said, grabbing his hand and pulling him into the club. “He rides—”


  ~~~


  The night passed too quickly for Aubrey. She must have danced with every young, unattached male in the place as Charles kept an eagle eye on her while he danced close by with several other women to make sure nothing untoward went on. She had seen Charles talking to Lt. Briscoe earlier in the evening and since that time, the lieutenant had kept his distance so she hadn’t been able to discuss her plans for tomorrow night with him.


  Finally, the lights were dimmed for the last dance of the night.


  “Did you save the last dance for me?” she heard Charles Junior ask her as he broke in on her and her lieutenant dancing partner.


  “Uh, why, yes, of course. Don’t I always? But I couldn’t find you,” she smiled, batting her big, green eyes at him and letting him pull her into his arms.


  Holding onto each other and moving gracefully, they swept around the floor in time with the music.


  Charles is an excellent dancer, she giddily told herself as they danced closer and closer. As they did, Charles held her pressed against him tightly. It didn’t take long for her to feel a suspicious lump pressing against her soft underbelly.


  My goodness, she thought to herself. Am I just imagining it…or does he have an erection?


  Curious, she faked a slight stumble and pressed against him just a little harder to confirm her suspicion. Yes, indeed, she frantically thought to herself. Charles, her dear, sweet boy did in fact have a boner.


  What in the hell is going on, she asked herself? First I get all weak-kneed when I see his thing and now we’re dancing together and he’s got a hard on. Does he? No, he couldn’t. Not Charles. Oh, stop it. He’s just been dancing with other women. That’s it. And one of them had gotten him all hot and bothered. Yes, that was it. But, it doesn’t seem to be getting any softer, she told herself as they continued to slowly swirl around the dance floor. Oh, stop it. This is ridiculous! I’ve got to get me a man and stop all these silly thoughts.


  This just made her decision to spend the night with Lt. Briscoe that much more urgent as she swept her eyes around the room looking for him. If I’d only brought my cell, she thought. I could have sneaked into the ladies room and called him. But she hadn’t. Then, just as the last notes of the melody ended, she spied him.


  Walking over to their table, she flipped open her purse and pulled out a small writing pad and pen.


  Quickly scribbling on it, she folded the paper several times and handed it to Charles.


  “Would you be a Darling,” she sweetly smiled, “and give this to Lt. Briscoe for me? I’ve got to go to the little girl’s room and then I’ll meet you over by the front door.” If I give the note to him to give to the lieutenant, he’ll certainly think I wouldn’t be so foolish as to write anything suspicious


  “Uh, what is it?” Charles warily asked.


  “Oh, it’s just the address of the place I get my horse tack,” she innocently smiled. “He saw one of my saddles out at the barn and said he would like to get one like it.”


  “I see,” Charles smiled palming the note and looking around for Lt. Briscoe.


  “He’s right over there,” she said, pointing to him as she smiled and waved at the lieutenant.


  Briscoe timidly waved back at her as she picked up her purse and departed for the ladies’ room.


  Charles started across the room heading in the direction of Lieutenant Briscoe, but as soon as he saw his mother disappear into the ladies’ room, he stopped.


  Quickly unfolding the note, he read it:


  


  Randy,


  Meet me at the Blue Moon Motel tomorrow night at 8:00.


  Can’t wait…


  Kisses,


  Aubrey


  


  Charles was stunned! But it confirmed his suspicions. His mother was planning on sneaking out and meeting the damned lieutenant tomorrow night. How could she? He suddenly felt queasy and sick to his stomach.


  Charles had thought his mother and Briscoe had seemed a little too friendly, so Charles had warned the lieutenant to stay from his mother earlier in the evening just to be on the safe side.


  But it was still hard to take. He couldn’t bring himself to believe that his mother would ever fool around on his father. Not really. And this was preposterous. How could she do such a thing?


  What should he do? Should he confront her? He didn’t know what to do. If only his dad was here, none of this would be happening. He had somehow appointed himself as her guardian to protect her from any unwanted advances by men, but this? This was crazy. Apparently, he had failed. How could he protect her when she didn’t want to be protected? In fact, she had been the one to set it up.


  His head was spinning. He needed time to think. He suddenly found himself profoundly jealous of his mother. It was weird. She was going to cheat on his dad, but now it felt like she was going to cheat on him, not his dad! Figure that, he told himself as tried to sort through the sordid mess.


  Maybe he ought to go over and beat the shit out of the lieutenant.


  But what purpose would that serve? Everyone would want to know why he did it. Then the truth would be out. His mother would be disgraced. His father would be humiliated. Their marriage would probably be ruined and his own life turned upside down. No, that was not the answer.


  Something else. There had to be some other way of handling his mother’s deplorable behavior. He needed time to think.


  Just then he spied his mother coming out of the john.


  Try to act naturally, he told himself. Nothing is going to happen. Briscoe didn’t get the note, so just be cool. Give yourself time to think—Put on your smiley face and act like nothing is going on.


  “Uh, everything come out okay?” he smirked.


  “Rude. You’re rude,” she playfully chided.


  ~~~


  They hardly spoke two words on the way home.


  “Oh, did you give my note to Lieutenant Briscoe?” she asked as they drove into driveway.


  “Of course,” he snapped, quickly flicking off the lights so she couldn’t see the blush that washed over his face.


  “Just asked,” she came back.


  “Sorry,” he lied, stepping around the car to open her door for her.


  The note in his pants pocket was burning a hole into his thigh as jerked the door open.


  “Is anything wrong?” she smiled at him, sliding out of the car.


  “Naw,” he mumbled, watching her dress ride up her leg as she got out. Then as she stepped around the car, he flicked the remote and locked the car. “Just a little tired,” he lied, warning himself to be careful or he would ruin everything.


  Surprised by her son’s sudden fatigue and irritability, Aubrey left him alone and headed for her room.


  Well, it’s all set up, she smiled. Tomorrow night and Briscoe takes care of my problem. Maybe then I can start thinking straight again. Randy has always lived up to his name in the past, so I hope he’ll be ready tomorrow night, because I need a good fucking that can last me two more months. Last until Charles Senior is back in the saddle again.


  Funny, she laughed to herself. The guys don’t think we gals get that horny. If they only knew.


  Hanging her clothes up, she started wondering what to wear to her rendezvous with Randy. But what the hell, I’ve got all day tomorrow to figure that out, she thought. Besides whatever I wear, he’ll have me out of it in five minutes, so why worry about?. Smiling contentedly, she slipped into bed and slid underneath the cool, satin sheets.


  ~~~


  Sitting in his room, Charles read the note again.


  


  Randy,


  Meet me at the Blue Moon Motel tomorrow night at 8:00.


  Can’t wait…


  Kisses,


  Aubrey


  


  It still made him sick to his stomach. The betrayal. The cheating. His mother and the lieutenant.


  But, while it gave him a sick, queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach, knowing what his mother had planned sent a perverse excitement racing through his head. Just seeing the note written out in his mother’s delicate handwriting gave him a wicked charge.


  His mother. His mother and a fucking second lieutenant. His mother fucking a fucking second lieutenant.


  First of all, he had a difficult time picturing his mother fucking. Period. Not his mother—


  He couldn’t even picture her fucking his dad. Gross! Second, he had even more difficulty picturing his mother fucking Lieutenant Briscoe. Yeah, sure, she was a beautiful woman and all, but fucking? He just couldn’t picture it.


  Then, he had a sudden, fleeting picture of what his mother might look like naked.


  He felt a stab of guilt at having such a thought, but the more he thought about it, the more excited he grew.


  What was he going to do? His mother was apparently horny. But he couldn’t let her do anything stupid with some fucking second lieutenant. What if she got caught, he neurotically thought? But now he had another problem. She still thought she had a date with Lieutenant Briscoe tomorrow night. Well, so what? He would just let her think she’d been stood up. She’d just show up and no lieutenant.


  But wait—


  When he didn’t show, she’d probably call him up and want to know where he was at. And when he told her he didn’t get the note, then she would know. She would know that her son knew what she had been scheming to do.


  Then what? She’ll just be there all by herself waiting for him. And he won’t show up. She’ll be there all alone. All alone! All alone waiting for her lover who would never show…


  Then it came to him. His mother was horny! She wanted a lover! Why did it have to be the lieutenant?


  All at once, he realized that he had a monstrous boner.


  Jerking his pants down, he looked down at his bulging, throbbing eight-inch penis. Grabbing hold of it, he found it was so hard he could probably break up concrete with it.


  Why couldn’t it be…ME?


  Stupid, he rebuked himself, how could he even think about his mother like that? Fucking his mother? That was crazy. But as crazy as it seemed, in another way it seemed completely sensible.


  His mother was horny, fact. He was horny, fact. His mother was going to a motel to meet her lover, fact. Her lover wasn’t going to show up, fact. Why couldn’t it work? He had the note, fact. He could fill in for the lieutenant…and his father! That way, no one else would have to know. That way, he would be keeping in the family, so to speak. Why couldn’t it work?


  Before, his mother had been, well, just his mother. A hot, sexy mother, but his mother none the less. But now. Now it was all different. Now she was a woman, a woman who was fucking around on his Dad. A woman who fucked around on her husband. In some perverted way, that altered everything between them. It somehow made her approachable on that level. If she would fuck a lieutenant, why not him?


  Now he was jealous of her. Not in a benign, innocuous mother/son way, but in a lustful, degenerate way. He didn’t want her to be fucked by any other man. Well, that wasn’t so strange, he surmised. Who wants their mother fucking around with other men?


  If she would let some dumb, jerk-ass second lieutenant fuck her, why wouldn’t she let him fuck her? Really fuck her? Not just think about it. Hell, she was sleeping around any way. What was one more stud in her stable?


  A jolt of blistering electricity tore through his aching cock scorching and melting its delicate innards with its intensity.


  HE WANTED TO FUCK HIS MOTHER!


  “Jeez,” he blurted out loud.


  Could it happen? Would she do it? Would she let him fuck her? How God damned awesome would that be? Fucking his own hot, sexy mother?


  And he had a hold card he could play if she didn’t want to cooperate, he evilly grinned. He had the note, he told himself looking down at the scrap of paper in his hand. He could threaten to show it to his dad.


  Fucking Awesome, he told himself.


  Standing up, he started toward the door. I’ll do it right now, he sickly laughed.


  But wait. Wait just a minute. Let’s think this out. Why not make a party out of it? His mom was already going to the motel tomorrow night. He could let her go there thinking she’d pulled the wool over his eyes and was going to meet Lt. Briscoe. Then he could show up and surprise her. In a motel with his Mom, sounded so much cooler than here in the house. And she would probably dress up all sexy and everything for the lieutenant. Another searing jolt of electricity fried his cock as he tried to picture his beautiful Mom all dressed up in lingerie.


  He was getting goose bumps just thinking about it. God, it’s going to be great.


  “I’m going to fuck my mother,” he dementedly giggled as he flopped down on his bed and started beating his meat.


  He was so pent up with the expectation of fucking her, he knew that he should probably blow his wad if he wanted to get any sleep. But he couldn’t. He had to save it up for tomorrow night. Save every last, little sperm for her beautiful pussy. Yes, indeed, it was going to be a grand party. Just him and his Mom…


  ~~~


  Aubrey slept until ten o’clock. After she woke, she lay there thinking about her date later that evening, letting her hand wander down to her pussy. Teasing her big, tingling clit with her finger, she could imagine how Randy’s big, stiff cock would feel sliding in and out of her cunt. She could hardly wait.


  Bringing herself to a fever pitch with her finger, she stopped just before she came. Cursing, she got up. Soon though, she told herself, soon. Only nine hours. But it’s going to seem like an eternity, she complained to herself wishing the gnawing ache between her legs would go away.


  Throwing on her scruffy old house robe, she strolled down to Charles’ room and knocked on the door.


  There was no answer so she pushed the door open.


  Hmmm, no Charles, she told herself when she saw that the room was empty. Well, I’ll have breakfast all by myself then.


  Clopping into the kitchen, she saw the note propped up on the table, walked over picked it up and read it.


  


  Mom,


  Ren came by and wanted me to go over to his house. We’re going to play some games today and I think we’re going to a movie tonight so I won’t be home until 9 or 10.


  See you then.


  Love ya,


  Charles


  


  Well, that makes it easier, she laughed picking up the pen lying by the note and flipping the paper over. Then, smiling, she wrote another note on the back and propped it up in the middle of the table.


  ~~~


  Charles had actually gone over to Ren’s house and played some games, but now it was late and he was waiting down in an alley a couple of blocks from their house waiting for his mother. Nervously glancing at his watch, he saw that it was seven-thirty. She ought to be leaving pretty soon, he told himself.


  Or had something gone wrong? Maybe she had canceled out for some reason or other. Damn, I hope not, he grumbled to himself as he felt the acid in his stomach eating away at the lining of his stomach.


  Just then he heard a car coming down the street. Was it her? God, I hope so, he anxiously thought as the car came closer and closer.


  Suddenly the car when flashing by. It was his mother! And she was alone.


  “Yippee,” he yelped, starting up his car and easing out of the alley.


  Glancing up the street, he saw that his mother was already two blocks away and moving away at a good clip.


  Speeding back to the house, he tore inside. As he ran through the kitchen, he saw the note on the table. Screeching to a halt, he picked it and read it:


  
			Return to the Top
		


  Charles,


  Susie called and wanted me to go to a movie with her.


  We’ll probably go have a drink or two after the movie.


  So I probably won’t be home until 12 or so. Be a good boy and I’ll see you in the morning.


  Love you,


  Mom


  


  He felt his cock lurch with evil anticipation as he dropped the note and ran up the stairs. Hurrying into the bathroom, he took the quickest shower he had ever taken, paying special attention to his aching cock and balls.


  Chewing five Rolaids, he dressed and hurried down the stairs.


  Eight minutes and counting, he told himself, looking down at his watch. It takes seven minutes to get to the Blue Moon Motel, he grinned, knowing exactly how long it took from his practice runs earlier in the day.


  On his way out, he stopped at the wet bar in his Dad’s den and grabbed a bottle of Canadian Club and a six pack of Diet Coke.


  “We’re going to have a Parteee, Mother,” he said out loud dashing out of the house and getting into his car.


  Popping one of the cans of Coke open, he slugged half of it down and then filled it with CC.


  He needed something to calm him down a little, he told himself, gulping down a throat-stinging slug of CC and Coke.


  Within moments, he could feel the calming effect of the liquor spread through his blood stream as he drove along.


  “That’s better,” he said as he finished the can off and set it in the holder. “Much better.”


  “Eight on the button,” he grinned, pulling into the parking lot of the Blue Moon Motel. Looking up and down in front of the motel, he didn’t see his mother’s car.


  Slowly driving his car around to the back, he saw his mother’s car parked right in front of room twenty-four. Turning his engine off, he coasted into the space next to her car, hoping that she didn’t hear him and come to the door before he could get out. She might lock the door or something.


  Looking around, he saw that the lights in the rooms twenty-three and twenty-five were out and there was a faint glow coming from room twenty-four.


  Keeping his eyes on the gleaming bronze “24”, he picked up the booze and Cokes and slid out of the car.


  His heart was beating like a machine gun going off down inside his chest. His hands were clammy and he was as nervous as hell. God, am I going to be able to pull this off, he wondered teetering toward the door?


  Finally he was standing in front of the door. Foolishly he stood there for a full minute staring at the gold number ‘24’. Finally, taking a deep breath, he raised his hand and gently tapped on the door.


  When he didn’t hear anything, he reached down and gently twisted the door handle. It turned. It wasn’t locked. Pushing the door open, he peeked in and didn’t see anyone, but there was a light coming from under the bathroom door. Quickly stepping inside, he closed the door behind him and locked it.


  “Come on in,” he heard his mother call out. “I’m in the girl’s room.”


  She must have heard him close the door, he nervously thought.


  “Why don’t you go ahead and take your clothes off. Make yourself comfortable,” he heard her say from the bathroom. “I’ll be out in a few.”


  His legs were like putty. He didn’t know if he could make it all the way over to the bed or not. But somehow, he finally got his legs going and stumbled over to the bed.


  Setting the booze and drinks down on the nightstand, he sat down. Swallowing to keep his heart from bursting up through his throat, he quickly peeled his shirt off and tossed it on the chair by the bed.


  “There’s some stuff to make drinks in the fridge,” his mother said through the crack between the door and the door-frame, “So why don’t you make us a drink.”


  Standing up, his whole body was shaking like a man with palsy while he nervously shucked his pants and shorts off. Then, taking a deep breath, he kicked his shoes and socks off.


  “You sure are quiet today. Is anything wrong?” he heard his mother ask.


  “Nuh-uh…” he muttered, hoping that she wouldn’t recognize his voice.


  Now he was naked. There was no turning back from here. He had put it all on the line. There was no way she could mistake his intentions. She would know immediately why he was here. God, I hope that I don’t die of a heart attack or something he thought, wishing there was some way he could make his heart stop beating so hard. Looking down, he saw that his cock was already sticking straight up in the air.


  Stumbling over to the fridge, he opened it and saw another bottle of CC and another six pack of Diet Coke. Well, he said to himself, we’re thinking along the same lines there.


  “Everything all right?” he heard her ask.


  “Uh-huh,” he grunted, filling two glasses with ice and pouring CC over the ice.


  Quickly tossing down his drink, he felt the fiery booze eat its way down to his stomach sending a buzz of confidence into his head as the alcohol spread out over his body.


  Now slightly sedated by the alcohol, he recharged his drink with CC and Coke before he slipped back over to the bed and sat down to wait for his mother’s appearance.


  “Well, ready or not,” he heard her giggle, “here I come.”


  He felt like his heart was about to burst and his mouth was instantly filled with thick, dry cotton as he stared at the bathroom door.


  Everything suddenly shifted into slow motion as the door crept open and his mother seemed to float into view.


  Staring at her, he watched the look of happy expectation on her face explode into one of utter disbelief as her mouth dropped open and her eyes became as big as saucers. Like a deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing car, she didn’t move. She was paralyzed.


  Charles’ prick lurched up sinisterly as he openly gawked at his mother.


  She was fucking beautiful, he thought, dropping his eyes from her confusion-filled eyes down to her beautiful breasts. Round, soft, and full, they sagged down perfectly. Ogling their perfection, he couldn’t stop his cock from twitching up and down uncontrollably.


  What’s going on, she frantically asked herself as she incredulously gaped at her son sitting on the bed. Why was he here, for God’s sake? And why was he naked? This couldn’t be happening. She must have flipped her lid. It was too bizarre to be really happening as she watched her son’s giant cock twitching up and down with frenzied excitement.


  “CHARLES, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?” she finally gasped, her hands flying about trying to cover her near nakedness.


  “God—Mother—” was all he could groan as his eyes hungrily pored over her scantily-clad body.


  She was so beautiful was all he could think as he stared at her. How could she have let any other man desecrate such beauty, he asked himself? He couldn’t look her in the eye, but his eyes spasmodically swept up and down her body; from her long, red hair; down to her big, perfectly shaped tits, now hidden behind the sheer material of her gown and a protective forearm; the sexy, white garter belt she wore around her tiny waist; down to her hand covering her the partially-hidden, razor-trimmed muff of curly red hair that was barely visible through the thin material; back up to her jiggling breasts; down to her long, flawlessly-shaped legs encased in sheer, white nylons; down to the sensually exciting high-heel stilettos that shaped her legs into sheer perfection; back to her breasts; finally back up to her beautiful face and the fiery, jade-green eyes glaring at him in shock and horror.


  “Charles, what the hell?” she sputtered, flouncing back into the bathroom and slamming the door shut.


  Silence filled the room as neither of them spoke for the longest time.


  Trying to wash down the bale of cotton that now filled his mouth, he gulped down his drink.


  Enough booze, he told himself. You don’t want to be too drunk to perform your duty, he tipsily giggled. He couldn’t believe how beautiful his mother was. Fucking knock-down gorgeous. Fucking awesome. No wonder all the lieutenants were all over her like stink on poop. She’s enough to drive a man crazy.


  Then the door opened a crack and he saw his mother peek out at him.


  “Charles,” she said through the crack, “put your pants on so I can come back out and talk.” Then the door closed.


  “Sure, Mom,” he lied, sitting down and draping his pants over his pulsating prick. “Okay.”


  Slowly, the door crept open again and she peeked back out.


  “You didn’t put your pants on,” she complained, starting to close the door again.


  “But you can’t see it,” he told her. “Besides what difference does it make?”


  “What do you mean, what difference does it make?” she gasped, standing motionless thinking about what she should do next.


  Well, I guess that it’s okay, she told herself. At least he’s covered it up. Too bad, the only thing I have is this damn see-through gown, she fumed, cursing her own stupidity. But who would have ever suspected that Charles would show up instead of Lieutenant Briscoe? Never in a million years. But why was he naked? Surely, he didn’t… No, he couldn’t… Not Charles. But wait, hadn’t she told him to undress?


  Watching his mother inch back into the bedroom, he saw that the flimsy gown did very little to cover any of her abundant charms and she was self-consciously holding her hands and arms in front of her to cover the strategic points of interest.


  Then she sat down on the chair across the room and looked at him with a confused, questioning look on her face.


  “Why are you here?” she asked him.


  “Want your drink?” he asked, stalling and holding it out toward her.


  “Uh, I, uh, I guess so,” she hesitantly said, getting up and timidly walking over to him.


  As she did, Charles’ eyes shot back down to her now unprotected womanhood.


  “CHARLES, STOP THAT,” she loudly complained, quickly taking her drink and sitting down so that her pussy would be hidden from his prying eyes.


  “Why are you here?” she asked again, holding her arm over her breasts.


  “Uh, I… ” he started to speak, but his mother choked.


  “Jeez, Charles,” she coughed, spitting out half of what she had just drank, “This is straight whiskey.”


  “Yeah,” he woozily grinned.


  “Charles. Are you drunk?”


  “A little tipsy,” he leered back at her.


  “Then back to the main question,” she frowned, getting up and plodding over to the fridge. “Why are you here?”


  Charles sat watching the delightful swish of her ass under the thin chiffon as she stepped over to the fridge.


  He didn’t speak until his mother had filled her glass with Coke and stepped back over to where he sat staring of her gorgeous tits.


  “Well?” she angrily snorted.


  “Well, uh, well,” he stammered, feeling his poise melting as he stared into the fire sparking from her angry green eyes. “I guess, I guess that I’m here, here for the same, uh, same reason that, uh, that you are.”


  There, he had said it. Now all the cards were on the table. There were no misgivings. No ignoring it. He had told her he was there to fuck. To fuck her!


  “What? What do you mean?” she gasped in disbelief.


  “I read, uh, I read the note you wrote…the one you wrote to Lieutenant Briscoe,” he blathered out. “And, and that’s why I’m here.”


  “Why did you do that?” she raved. “How could you snoop into my personal life like that?”


  “HOW? How could you do, uh, do it with another man?” he shot back. “How could you cheat on Dad?”


  She didn’t know what to say. He was right, of course. But that didn’t explain why he was sitting there almost naked except for a pair of pants draped across his cock. Unless he was expecting to take Lieutenant Briscoe’s place.


  “So,” she slowly said, taking time to form her words perfectly, “you’re saying that it is wrong for me to go to bed with anyone except your father?”


  “Yes,” he unwittingly blurted out, blundering headfirst into the trap she had set for him.


  “Then,” she smiled at him, pausing to take another sip of her drink, “why are you here?”


  Fuck, he told himself. Fell right into that one. Not okay for anybody other than Charles Senior to fuck her. So why am I here then? So, at least she knows that I’m here to fuck her. Well, I’m not going to give up so easily.


  “You know,” he said using her tactic of slowly forming his words for emphasis, “it would be a real shame if Dad saw that note.”


  “What? Wha… What? You wouldn’t. You couldn’t,” she ranted, throwing her arms out, spilling her drink, and uncovering her wiggling breasts.


  “I’d hoped that I wouldn’t have to,” he said, wiping some of her drink off his chest. “I’d hoped that we could come to an agreement without the use of coercion. But…”


  He had her over a barrel. How could he do that? How could her own son blackmail her into having sex with him? How could he, she raged?


  How could she stop him? He not only had her over a barrel, he had her bent over it and was about to fuck her. How could she stop him? He had all the cards and she had nothing. Nothing but her itching cunt that had gotten her into all this trouble in the first place. And now he wanted that, too…


  You stupid bitch, she cursed. Now you’ve got yourself into one grand mess.


  Charles could almost hear the wheels turning inside his mother’s head as he nonchalantly lifted the pants up off his swollen cock and dropped them on the bed.


  Feeling like an antelope caught at the waterhole by a lion, her eyes flitted down to the bloated monster jutting up out of her son’s lap.


  It stood there jutting up out of his lap like some a huge, pink ICBM sitting on a launching pad. The massive barrel topped with an evil, purple warhead. It appeared ready to launch, and unfortunately she was its intended target.


  “Can I freshen your drink?” he asked her holding his hand out to take her glass.


  “Why not,” she murmured as she handed him her glass. She needed time to think and that would give her a few more precious seconds.


  Well, I never professed to be a saint, she grumbled to herself. But fucking your own son is a leap beyond fucking the occasional second lieutenant. But, I don’t have any choice, do I? It’s this or a messy divorce that would ruin all of us. It would destroy the whole family. You stupid bitch, she berated herself again.


  “Jeez, Mom,” Charles complained, walking back to the bed with his cock jutting in front of him slashing the air with each step.


  “I thought you’d be happy,” he smiled, handing her, her drink.


  “And how did you come to that brilliant conclusion?” she sarcastically remarked as she took her drink. “I’m supposed to be happy that my son wants to fuck me?”


  “Well, do you love Dad?” he asked.


  “Yes. Sure I do,” she said, “you know that I do.”


  “Do you love the lieutenants you’ve been screwing around with?”


  “NO, of course not,” she adamantly denied. “I was just using them.”


  “That’s what I thought,” he smiled. “So why do you screw around with them?”


  “A woman, a woman has needs, too,” she whined. “And with your Dad gone all the time. I, uh, I needed some, some, uh, I just needed some male companionship on occasion. That’s all. That’s all there is to it. Is that so terrible?”


  “That’s what I thought,” he told her, slowly scooting toward her.


  “Just a minute,” she said, reaching out, shoving her hand into his chest and holding him at bay. “I haven’t agreed to anything yet.”


  Yet. She had said yet. The word sang in his ears. There was hope.


  “Do you love me?” he asked her, using his last trump card.


  “You know that I do,” she softly said. “Or at least I thought I did before this.”


  “So,” he said, choosing his words carefully as he went on, “wouldn’t it be better to get your ‘male companionship’ from someone that you love and someone that loves you instead of risking everything by getting it somewhere else?”


  “What? What do you mean?” she sputtered.


  So what was he suggesting? Was he suggesting that he become her live-in lover? Be her lover and fill in for his father when his father wasn’t around? Is that what he meant? If he meant what she thought he meant, it was sick.


  But as she thought it over, it did make sense in an evil, wickedly-perverse way.


  Her mind frantically thought it over. She was already trapped into having sex with him anyway, wasn’t she? And if they did it once, what would be the sense of stopping it? If you’re going to jail for stealing a nickel, why not steal the whole bank? They could become lovers. Then, when Charles Senior was away, which was most of the time it seemed, she would have Charles Junior to fill in for him. That way, she wouldn’t have to risk exposure by having affairs. She wouldn’t have to expose herself to diseases because now she wouldn’t need any outside source of companionship. She wouldn’t have to risk everything for those sordid one-night stands. And Charles Junior was the mirror image of his father, except for his armament. Strangely, Charles Junior was endowed with a bigger payload than his father. And now, in some evil, perverted way, she could imagine making love to her son might be wickedly entertaining. It would be like fucking a young Charles Senior again, like back when he was a teenager. Well, in a clinical nutshell, that was it, she thought.


  And the aching itch between her legs was still there.


  “I mean, uh, I mean that you and I could be, uh, well, uh, you know, lovers,” Charles bashfully smiled.


  She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing her capitulate immediately, she told herself as she sat pretending to think his proposal over. Other than the fact that they would be committing incest, the other worrisome thing about it was the emotional risk they would take. She could only imagine how much emotional baggage they would be carrying around if they did this.


  But Charles Junior was mature far beyond his years, she thought. At least she had thought he was until this. He had grown mature probably because of all the time he spent being ‘the man of the house’ during his father’s absences. The irony of it, she thought to herself, he would need that maturity to handle his new role as the real man of the house.


  “Well?” he expectantly grinned.


  “Are you sure?” she finally asked him. “This could be a very dangerous thing.”


  “I’m sure,” he said enthusiastically. “Are you?”


  “Do I have a choice?” she murmured, wanting to hold back something and not reveal her tacit approval of his evil plan.


  “What if I promised,” he asked looking straight into her liquid-jade eyes, “not to give the note to Dad and asked you to be my lover just because you wanted to?”


  He’d landed another body blow, she thought as she watched the love flowing out of his eyes. Her resistance, such as it was, was rapidly crumbling.


  “And what,” she paused, watching him breathlessly hang on every word she spoke, “would you do if we became lovers? Would you destroy the note?”


  Damn. Damn it, Charles fumed. She had cornered him again. She was smart. He wasn’t going to put anything over her. He knew that he was outclassed in the intelligence department, but after all, she was his mother. Wasn’t she supposed to be smarter than he was?


  Realizing that there was little chance of their incestuous union working if he actually had to blackmail her, he now knew that the note would have to be sacrificed for the good of their new relationship anyway. It couldn’t be used to extort her affection. She had to be free to choose. Like the proverb, if you love it, set it free, or something like that, he fearfully told himself. Well, if that was what it took to have her, he would do it.


  “I would destroy it,” he softly said.


  “Really?” she smiled. “You’d give up your evidence of my infidelity? Your ammunition. You’d give it up knowing that you couldn’t blackmail me then? You’d do that? You’d do that just so we could be lovers? What if I did it just to trick you and said no after you destroyed it?”


  “I don’t think you would,” he solemnly said.


  “Really?” she asked again.


  “Really!” he emphatically said.


  “That would be a nice gesture,” she purred, taking another sip off her drink.


  “Okay. Okay,” he said, digging his hand down into his pants pocket and pulling out the note.


  “That’s it?” she asked wondering if it was really the note she had sent to Briscoe.


  “Yes,” he said slowly unfolding it and handing it to her.


  Looking down, she saw her unmistakable handwriting:


  


  Randy,


  Meet me at the Blue Moon Motel tomorrow night at 8:00.


  Can’t wait…


  Kisses,


  Aubrey


  


  “You can have it,” he told her taking her hand and folding her fingers over it, crumbling it into a ball.


  “Are you sure?” she happily smiled, overjoyed to have the incriminating missive once again in her possession.


  Pausing, she now had a new dilemma. Before, she had, had no choice. She had to do it. But now, now it was all different. It was her choice. He didn’t have anything he could use against her other than his own word, and she doubted he would resort to that. Besides, his father probably wouldn’t believe him anyway. Or would he? There were more than a few instances of wives playing around on TDY hubbies, too.


  But, now, after she had considered his plan, she had conceded that as depraved as it was, it had a modicum of merit. It would make some things so much easier for her. But on the other hand it would make other things even more difficult. But when he had blackmailed her earlier, she had conceded to the idea once. And now, after she had convinced herself to go along his devilish plot, she had even found the thought making love to her son inviting. Why change her mind back now? She knew that was a woman’s prerogative, but if she did, then she would be back to square one, except that now her son knew of her deceit and illicit affairs. And he would probably watch her like a hawk. She would never be able to satisfy her needs with anyone but Charles Senior.


  Moreover, things would never be the same between them anyway. Their relationship had already undergone a massive distortion. So why not give him what he wants and use it to bring him under her control, too? She would use sex to make him her love slave. Besides, he was handsome, willing, and more than sufficiently armed. Built like a fucking horse was more like it, she sickly thought. What more could a mother ask for, she dementedly thought.


  But, first she would torment him a little for poking into her private life, she told herself. And she wanted to regain the upper hand over him.


  “Too bad,” she frowned, standing up, walking into the bathroom and pitching the note into the toilet.


  “It might have worked,” she murmured, reaching down a quickly flushing it down.


  Laughing, she threw her head back and tossed down the rest of her drink in one long gulp.


  “Too bad you had such plans,” she told holding her gown around her waist. “And you gave it all away…” she smirked still facing away from him. “Gave it all away for what?”


  You could have heard a pin drop. Charles couldn’t speak. He’d lost. She’d turned him down. He felt like such a fool.


  “Gave it all away… FOR THIS?” she blurted out, slowly turning around and peeling her gown back off her beautiful breasts.


  “God, Mom,” he mumbled.


  She didn’t move for several seconds. She just stood there letting him devour her tits with his eyes.


  “Is this the way you had it planned?” she asked him slowly slinking back over to the bed where he sat staring at her in a trance.


  “I don’t know,” he muttered. “I don’t know what I really expected.”


  Dropping to her knees in front of him, she smiled up at him and wrapped both of her hands around his towering prick.


  “Would you like me to suck on this?” she asked him, leaning forward and lovingly kissing the big, round head of his throbbing penis.


  “God, Yes!” he blathered.


  “Would you like me to suck you off? Suck you off and swallow all of your sweet cream?” she softly laughed, flicking out her tongue and running it around his bloated cockhead.


  He couldn’t speak as he watched the tip of her soft, pink tongue wickedly slither around the swollen, purple glans of his prick.


  Then she roughly shoved his legs apart. Dipping her head down, she began licking his balls. Running her tongue over the swollen eggs dangling down in their fleshy sac, she stopped and abruptly sucked one into her mouth. Sucking and toying with it, she quickly spit it out and sucked the other one into her mouth. Rolling it around inside the hot, wetness of her mouth, she gently nipped and teased it with her teeth while Charles groveled in ecstasy.


  Charles was having difficulty breathing as he gawked down at his mother tormenting his balls.


  Finally, she spat out his balls. Looking up at him, she slowly ran her tongue up the swollen tube that ran along the underside of his bloated peter. Running her soft, pink tongue up and down the twitching monster, she watched it dance and bob threateningly.


  Charles thought his heart was going to explode, it was beating so fast. Then all at once, his mother bent his stiff prick down and hungrily sucked the head of his dick into her mouth.


  Sucking on it with her soft, full lips, she teethed it, nipping and pulling on the spongy ball at the same time she sucked on it.


  It was too much for Charles. He couldn’t haven’t held it back if he wanted to. The gob of gooey cum came welling up from his balls like a gigantic fireball of fire and brimstone from the very depths of hell, blistering and searing the delicate lining of his urethra as it shot up through his jerking, bucking cock.


  It felt to her like a cannon going off in her mouth as his enormous cock swelled up, recoiled and fired a great, gelatinous gob of sticky, hot cum into her mouth. The seed-laden cream that shot out and filled her mouth was thick and gooey, coating her mouth and tongue with its salty sweetness. Her son’s cum. She was drinking her own son’s cum. The sheer wickedness of the act sent chills racing up and down her spine as she hungrily devoured his gift to her. Sucking and pulling on his massive cock, she felt it jerk again and again and again. And every time it jerked, it shot out another gush of thick, hot, creamy cum into her mouth keeping it full of the gummy semen as she swallowed and swallowed trying to keep up with the spurting giant. Coaxing him to empty his balls into her mouth, she milked the monster with her hands and mouth while it continued to spew out its hot, milky load into her mouth.


  Charles couldn’t believe this was happening to him as he stared down at his mother sucking on his cock. The pleasure sparking up from his cock was so intense it was almost painful. Her lips, lush and red encircled the thick, heavy shaft of his cock as her cheeks hollowed from the force of her sucking. And she was swallowing it. She was swallowing his cum. In his euphoric state he couldn’t move. All he could do was stare down at her incredulously as she pulled more and more of his cum out of his spasming penis. She was sucking so hard, it felt like she was going to suck his balls right up through the head of his cock and into her mouth. He couldn’t believe he was coming so much. He had never come this much before. But, he had never ejaculated in his mother’s mouth before either. At the rate his giant prick was spewing out its toxic contents, there wouldn’t be a single sperm left in his aching balls when she was through.


  At last, Charles groaned and his dick gave a final twitch before it stopped spewing out its lethal load of semen.


  Falling back, he lay on the bed gasping for air as his mother continued to pull and suck on his cock, wringing every last drop of his cum from his slowly deflating prick. Then suddenly, she was on the bed, straddling him as she crawled up his body until she straddled his face with her beautiful, pink cunt hovering directly above his mouth.


  “Would you eat me?” she asked him as he stared up at the wondrous sight.


  “Yessss,” he hissed, anxiously watching the fleshy gash of pink, glistening flesh slowly descend down toward his parched lips.


  As it sank down, he could see her clitoris already expectantly jutting out of its fleshy sheath. It was so big and hard, it looked like a little dick as he shot out his tongue to greet it. He felt her shudder as his tongue lashed across it.


  The pungent scent of her sex assailed his nostrils as he eagerly lapped at her bulging clit. The arousing fragrance of sex, cunt, and her arousal was so strong, it almost took his breath away.


  “Yesssss,” she hissed out as she ground her pussy down against his face. “Eat it. Eat your mother’s cunt.”


  He made loud, obscene, slurping noises as he gobbled at her cunt while her pussy juice poured down onto his chin. Sucking and pulling on the wobbly, little knob of slippery flesh with his lips, he delicately nibbled at it with his teeth as his mother groaned out her appreciation.


  Charles could see his mother’s fabulous tits heaving up and down above him as he attacked her pussy with a vengeance. Bending down over him supporting herself on her hands and knees, she arched her back curving it down as she wickedly rubbed her inflamed cunt against his mouth.


  She tasted like sex, Charles thought as he lashed at the drenched pout of slippery, smooth flesh with his tongue. And she smelled like sex, too, as he inhaled the fragrance of the pungent juices of her estrous while it poured out of her like a river pouring out a break in a dyke. He was soaked with it as she raked her pussy up and down on his mouth smearing her essence all over his face. She even sounded like sex as he could hear her mewing softly above the wet, squishy sounds of her drenched cunt as it sloshed back and forth over his lip splattering her juices all over his face.


  Charles could sense her impending orgasm as her hips worked back and forth frantically grinding her sopping pussy down into his mouth even harder. She was gasping for breath as her hips slashed back and forth furiously. Charles’ juice-covered face glimmered wetly in the soft glow of the lamp as the bed groaned out its lament to the rough treatment if was receiving.


  Like a locomotive chugging up a hill, she worked harder and harder puffing and panting, but her hips moved slower and slower until all at once, she reached the top of the peak. Hanging there on the crest, her body began to tremble and quiver and then she was sent flying down headlong into the all-consuming pleasure of her orgasm.


  “Fuccckkkkkkk…” she growled out as she arched her back even more, vulgarly shoving her spasming cunt down against her son’s busy mouth as hard as she possibly could.


  Charles sucked and pulled on her jutting clit, teasing and tormenting it viciously as she came. Then her whole body began to jerk and twitch as her pussy pattered up and down on his bruised lips. Charles couldn’t believe how much love-juice was pouring out of her pussy as the opening contracted and dilated open and closed over and over again squirting gushers of the thick, sticky essence down onto his face.


  Charles was ecstatic. He had made his mother come. Made her come with his mouth. She had sucked him off and now he had sucked her off.


  He had never done anything like that with a woman. The only time he’d ever eaten a girl was a girlfriend once before and she had been so self-conscious about it all, it hadn’t turned out so well.


  But this, this was awesome, he thought as she writhed above him. Just watching her, seeing how much pleasure she derived from it was fucking awesome. He could watch her come all night long.


  As she came, her hips slowly rose, lifting her flooding pussy up from his lips. His lips were drenched in the thick, viscid liquor that poured from her pussy. He loved the taste of it. It tasted of his mother… and sex. Flicking his tongue out, he ran it over his lips, lapping up her love-nectar even as it still dripped out of her cunt. As he stared up into the dripping gash of flesh hovering above his face, he watched the delicate opening contract and dilate with each spasm of her orgasm. Then, after several seconds, he saw that the contractions were growing weaker and weaker. Reaching up, he pulled the fleshy rift back down to his mouth. Lovingly kissing and fondling the thick, blood engorged lips that surrounded her secrecy, he teased the last tickles of her orgasm from her exquisite pussy.


  She slowly, wearily lifted her oozing cunt up away from his mouth. Lovingly looking down at him, she saw that his face was covered with her liquor. Smiling shyly, she watched as he slid himself out from underneath her.


  “Was it as good for you as it looked?” he asked her as he wiggled out from between her legs while she slumped down on her hands and knees watching him.


  “Uh-huh,” she nodded.


  “Good,” he smiled down at her as he got to his feet by the bed.


  Looking over her shoulder, she saw Charles move over behind her upturned buttocks.


  As she watched him, she was surprised to see his cock was stiff and hard again. Only minutes before it had been soft, used up and empty. But now it was ripe and ready for use again. Apparently reinvigorated by the excitement of eating her, she thought. Smiling to herself, she was pleased to know that he enjoyed eating her. Then, she felt him wrap his hands around her hips and gently tug her back toward him. Letting him pull her back, she edged toward him as he let go of her waist with one hand and grabbed hold of his huge, bobbing prick. Dropping her head, she looked back down between her big, dangling tits to watch the defilement of her womanhood. As she did, she could see the bulbous, purple head of his cock was sparkling with a coating of his lube as he guided his heat-seeking missile up toward the slavering core of her femininity.


  She felt a sad twinge of guilt and remorse as she felt him fit the head of his huge cock into the hot, wet hole between her legs. The hole that had gotten her into all this. What they had done before was merely a prelude to this the final act of depravity. Now they were about to execute the fiery consummation of their incestuous marriage. When he plunged his great love-sword into her, it would be like plunging a knife into their life as mother and son. As surely as she loved him, she would no longer share the pure, innocent love a mother shares with her son. And like a phoenix, a new, mutated love would rise from the ashes of their old love. The new love shared as illicit lovers partaking of the forbidden fruits of their incest.


  A shudder ran through her body as she felt his giant penis slide into the seething core of her motherhood.


  It was done. There was nothing she could do to change it now.


  “NOOoooooo,” she cried out, mourning the loss of their virtue.


  Charles ignored her plaintive cry as he held onto her hips and strained to slide the gigantic slab of cock down into the tightly clasping sheath of her tight vagina. He could feel the hot, clutching meat of her pussy collapse down around the fleshy barrel of his cock as it slithered into her. Exulting in the delightful feel of her velvety cunt on his cock, he continued to feed it into her until all eight inches of his rigid manhood were buried up inside the sucking heat of her cunt.


  Sad and ecstatic at the same time, Aubrey felt the hairs encircling the base of his cock tickling the soft, fleshy lips of her cunt. Her son, she deliriously thought. He had gone deeper inside her than any of the lieutenants and even the colonel. Maybe he was the General, she fiendishly thought.


  Holding onto her hips, Charles looked down and watched as he pulled back and his juice-coated prick slithered back out of the pouting lips of his mother’s cunt. God, he was fucking his mother! Fucking her hot, tight cunt. Just thinking about it made goose bumps jump out all over his body. He was fucking her just like his father fucked her. And he could feel her squeezing her cunt muscles down around his cock, milking him with her pussy.


  “Mother,” he grunted shoving his cock back into the burning tightness as his belly lewdly slapped up against her firm ass.


  “Fuck me, Baby, fuck me,” she blathered out rocking back and shoving her ass back against his belly. “Fuck your whore mother…”


  “Yessss,” he hissed as he began to rock his hips back and forth.


  He brutally attacked her delicate pussy with his giant prick as she rocked back and forth in rhythm with his savage attack on her cunt.


  The loud, vulgar sounds of his belly slapping against her ass blended with the whining complaint of the bedsprings and filled the room with the vulgar sounds of their fucking as he sawed his dick in and out of the steamy hole between his mother’s legs. Nothing could ever feel so good, he sickly thought as he rocked back and forth impaling her on his monstrous cock.


  Finally able to tear his eyes away from the lewd picture of his cock sliding in and out of his mother’s pussy, he looked up and saw the image of them fucking in the mirror above the dresser. A sizzle of excitement burned through his fevered brain as he saw his mother staring back at him in the mirror. She was watching him fuck her. She was watching her son fuck her. It was so weird. It was like he was fucking her and she was somewhere else watching him fuck her. Their eyes locked, they fucked, and they watched the pornographic image of their bodies smashing together over and over.


  Finally, Charles’ eyes were drawn down to her beautiful tits waggling back and forth wildly in beat with the rhythm of their frantic fucking. Then, he slowed the beat down until they were undulating gently with the slow tempo of their wickedness. Abruptly, he slid his cock into her all the way to the hilt. Stopping, he held himself thrust deep inside of her. Bringing his eyes on back up to hers, he reached down under her and cupped her beautiful, dangling breasts in his hands. Reveling in the feel of the hot, soft skin rubbing against the palm of his hand, he found her hard, bulging nipples with his fingers. As he teased and taunted the bloated berries with his fingers, he felt his mother clench her pussy down around his cock and slowly milk his cock, teasing and taunting him, too.


  The irony of it all, she thought to herself, as her son began to slowly slide his giant cock in and out of her again.


  In order to cover up her sinful past, she was committing the most despicable of all sins. To hide her past infidelities with her lieutenants, she was being unfaithful to her husband in the most shameful way possible. She was fucking her own son. Their son. Fucking the fruit of their loins to keep him quiet. Fucking him so he wouldn’t give away her other dark secrets.


  Staring into his eyes, she watched him fuck her. Her smoldering eyes were drawing him even deeper into their incestuous cesspool of depravity as they fucked like dogs in the street.


  Or was that why she was letting him fuck her? Maybe she had wanted to fuck her beautiful, baby boy all along and she was just using this as an excuse to do that. After all, she could have told him no after he had given her the note. Maybe she had wanted to do it all the time, but just wouldn’t admit it.


  She could hear Charles grunting and panting as he was once again ferociously attacking her pussy with his meaty sledgehammer.


  Maybe she would never know the real reason she had capitulated to him. But it didn’t matter now. They were fucking. Mother and son fucking. There was no way it could ever be taken back. The sin had been committed. Nothing mattered at this moment but the two of them and the consummation of their unholy union.


  Enough time for recriminations later, she thought as she rocked herself back against the pounding prod that was violating her aching cunt.


  Letting go of his mother’s tits, Charles grabbed hold of her around the waist and began jerking her back and forth as he slammed his cock into her with deep penetrating strokes.


  Watching himself fuck his mother, he felt like he was watching some porno flick with them as the stars while he felt the fuse inside his balls burning dangerously close to ignition.


  His huge cock was like one of the bombers his father flew was on a bomb run. He could feel its bomb bay doors slowly creaking open as he hammered his prick into her mother’s hungry cunt. The bombs stored inside his wildly swinging balls were armed and ready. Ready to drop and do their deadly damage inside his mother’s pussy. Ready to explode inside her and release their sperm to seek out and find her eggs. Find her eggs, penetrate them and inject their poisonous virulence into them. To inject it and fill her with life. Life that the two of them would make together. And no one would know, but them.


  This wickedness was too much for Charles.


  He was over the target and released his bomb load…


  His cock lurched as the cum-laden bombs left his balls and spurted out into his mother’s clutching tightness. The bombs hit the target and exploded inside her, filling her with his evil potency…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked The Colonel’s Wife. 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


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria’s Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado
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