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  Chapter One - The Beginning


  


  Carol Simmons was as horny as a bitch in heat. But her husband, Hank was working on the construction site of his new housing development in Harrington and eight hundred miles was just too far to commute on a daily basis. Even on the company plane, so he wouldn’t be home until Friday night. The Harrington project was getting to be a real pain in the ass for Carol. Hank left every Monday and didn’t return until Friday night, late. But there didn’t look like there would be any changes to Hank’s routine any time in the near future as he had told her that it would be at least another year before it was finished.


  Perhaps I should explain exactly how it was that Hank and Carol came to be married as it will explain a little about the direction this story is going to go…


  It all began some twenty odd years ago when Hank and Carol’s first husband, George had started up their construction company. They were right out of college and had gotten in just the right time at the start of the housing boom. Shortly after Carol and George married, they had been blessed with the birth of their daughter, Jennifer and a year later a boy, Brian followed a year later by another son, Danny came along. Apparently, Hank and George had had similar thoughts about family as almost at the same time Jennifer had been born, Emily, Hank’s then wife had given birth to their son Jason and Samantha came along less than a year later.


  Now that we’ve got the families sorted out, the company had grown in leaps and bounds and before they knew it, both Hank and George were multi-millionaires. Sixteen quiet, uneventful years had quietly slipped by which bring us up to the time of our story…


  ~~~


  They had the world by the tail and everything was just hunky dory or so they thought. Then George had the unfortunate luck to be walking under a crane on the construction site when it decided to give way and collapse. Unfortunately, he’d been pronounced dead on the scene leaving Carol a widow.


  Luckily, with the money they’d had in the bank and the accident clause in George’s insurance policy, Carol suddenly found herself filthy rich. A filthy-rich, lonely widow. Jennifer had just turned seventeen and was starting her junior year at Springfield High and the boys were right behind her. It had been a rough go for the first six or eight months after George’s passing, but Carol had never been one to dwell on the dark side of things. She had pulled things together and moved on.


  After George’s unfortunate demise, Hank had been around anytime she needed anything done around the house and just about anything else that came up. Well, almost everything else, she told herself finding herself becoming more and more envious of Emily, Hank’s wife. Which made her feel all that much guiltier when they found out that Emily had ovarian cancer.


  Emily had passed away some six months later and suddenly Carol and Hank had found themselves both widowers. Just as he’d been around for her after George’s death, Carol was around for him after Emily died. One thing led to another and they’d started dating. Then some six months after Emily passed, Carol and Hank married. Before George’s untimely demise, they had lived on ten acres of land out at the edge of town, so when she and Hank had gotten married, they had consolidated and moved into Carol’s house.


  They had all the money they could ever want and with all the kids in school, and time on her hands, Carol had gotten tired of doing nothing but sitting around the house all the time. So she went out and started up a boutique that dealt in feminine apparel. It was one of those hoity-toity little shops off Eight Avenue where a person could buy just about anything from a hookah to a bag of Brazil Bourbon Santos coffee to a peek-a-boo bra. Pink Passion seemed a fitting name for her little shop and not only did it occupy some of her time and made her a little money (very little she had to admit), but it gave her a place where she could discretely buy whatever her mischievous little mind could come up with in the way of risqué lingerie to spring on lucky old Hank.


  Well, that’s a little background for our little story, but we’re going to leave Carol for a while and journey back to where the story really all began…


  ~~~


  It was on a balmy Thursday morning. Jason, Hank’s son was lying in bed with his shorts down around his knees watching television and slowly whacking his meat while he fantasized about one of the actresses he was watching. He had pretended that he had a really bad bellyache and as a consequence, Carol had let him stay at home from school.


  Then as a commercial came on, he rolled out of bed, jerked his shorts up and charged down stairs to get a snack out of the refrigerator. Opening the fridge, he stood staring inside trying to make up his mind what to eat. As he did, he thought he heard something upstairs. What was that, he asked himself, closing the fridge and curiously walking over to look up the stairs. There wasn’t supposed to be anyone else home, so what had made the noise?


  Then he remembered. Maybe it was his stepsister, Jennifer. She was supposed to be coming back from college for spring break today and maybe she’d come back early.


  Oh, crap, it was, he told himself as he saw his stepsister suddenly appear at the top of the stairs and nonchalantly come padding down the stairs in her short baby doll pj's.


  He’d heard something late last night after he’d gone to bed, but there was always noises in the night living in a house with his stepmom and three other teenagers. Now, the dumb ass he was, here he was standing in the kitchen in his Jockey shorts…and nothing else as his stepsister made her way down the stairs. And by the way she was dressed, she wasn’t expecting to see anyone home either…


  “Jason—” Jennifer calmly smiled stopping about halfway down the stairs as she looked up and saw Jason watching her from the kitchen doorway. “What are you doing home?” she asked him, self-consciously glancing down at her skimpy pj's.


  “Uh, stomach ache…” Jason muttered, dropping his hands down to cover the conspicuous lump jutting out against the front of his shorts.


  “If I’d known you were up,” she smiled, sneaking a quick peek down at his hand covering his man parts, “I would have worn something more decent.”


  “Uh, me, too…” Jason muttered, feeling a blush crawl out across his cheeks.


  Suddenly, as Jason made out the outline of his stepsister’s body under the thin, almost see-through chiffon of her nightie, he found himself wondering what she would look like naked.


  “Feeling better?” she softly laughed, making her big tits jiggle and bobble under the thin nightie.


  “Huh?” Jason dumbly mumbled, still staring at her and feeling the blush burn hotter as he jerked his eyes up from her bobbling tits to her smiling face.


  “You’re raiding the kitchen…you obviously must be feeling better,” Jennifer said, resuming her jaunt down the stairs, seemingly oblivious to the skimpiness of her attire.


  “Huh, oh, oh yeah, feeling better,” Jason stammered, feeling his blush burn a few degrees hotter.


  She was going to come into the kitchen and suddenly Jason realized that he was getting a hard on. Fuck, I can’t let her see me like this, he told himself, fidgeting, turning away so the bulge would be so noticeable.


  “You didn’t eat all the cereal, did you?” Jennifer laughed as she stepped down off the last step and onto the living room floor.


  Crap, Jason lewdly thought. Look at her tits, man. Oh, God, what I wouldn’t do to get my hands wrapped around those beauties. Look at them, jiggling and bobbing up and down like that. God, I bet they’re fucking gorgeous. Well, she certainly isn’t shy about them, he boldly thought, letting his eyes stray down her pj's to the little triangle of pink silk at the Y of her long, shapely legs.


  “Well, did you?” Jennifer asked him again, seemingly unfazed by his leering gaze.


  “Huh?” Jason dumbly muttered, trying to keep from staring but failing miserably.


  “Jason…” Jennifer giggled, stopping in the middle of the room, “my face is up here—”


  “Oh, oh, yeah—” he bashfully grinned, looking up to see that she was grinning back at him.


  Then, taking a deep breath, Jason decided to let it all hang out and see where all this might lead.


  “Great legs, Sis,” Jason said, smiling bashfully, still holding his hands in front of his cock that was still firming up inside his shorts.


  “Why thank you, Jason,” she giggled, glancing down at his hands again. “You’re quite a hunk yourself.”


  “Aw, get outa here,” he blushed.


  “Really, I mean it,” she said. “When I woke up and saw that your car was still parked out in the driveway, I thought this might be our opportunity to get to know each other a little better. We never seemed to get a chance to do that before I left for college.”


  “Uh, yeah, okay, if you want,” he grinned as Jennifer swished by him on her way over to the cabinet.


  Then he watched her open the cabinet and raise up on her tiptoes to reach up for the cereal they kept on the top shelf. As she did, the bottom of her pj's rode up to reveal her tight, firm little ass down inside her pink semi-thong panties. The panties were so skimpy, nearly all of the firm, tan cheeks of her ass were bare.


  Why not, Jason told himself. Let it all out. See how far she would let it go.


  “Nice little booty, too—” he smirked, slowly moving his hands away from the oversized bulge of his manhood tenting his Jockeys.


  “Huh?” Jennifer grunted, dropping back down onto the soles of her feet and turning toward him with the box of cereal in her hand.


  “Uh, I just said I thought you had a nice little booty,” Jason repeated, but couldn’t stop from blushing when he saw Jennifer’s eyes dart down to his crotch, linger there a couple of seconds before she looked back up at his face.


  “Oh,” she smiled and Jason was surprised to see a faint blush color her cheeks too. “Really?” she softly giggled, her tits bobbing up and down as she set the cereal on the table and headed back to the cabinet. “You had breakfast yet?”


  “Uh, no, no, I just got up, too,” he grinned, watching the muscles in her tight little ass cheeks ripple and jiggle as she stepped back over to the cabinet.


  “Want some?” she asked him over her shoulder as she pulled a bowl down out of the cabinet.


  “Huh-uh-what?” Jason grunted, shocked at his stepsister’s audacity.


  “Cereal…what did you think I meant?” …” Jennifer laughed, dropping a spoon in her bowl.


  “Oh, oh, yeah, sure, cereal…” he mumbled, his cheeks turning from a bright red to a deep purple.


  “Why don’t you get the milk?” Jennifer chuckled, pulling down a second bowl.


  Jason felt like a dolt. What if she wasn’t coming on to him? If she wasn’t and he said the wrong thing, it could ruin everything between them. But she seemed so friendly.


  Pulling the milk out of the fridge, he eased the door shut and turned back toward the table.


  “Sugar?” he heard Jennifer ask as he saw that she was sitting at the table with a heaping spoonful of sugar poised over one of the bowls.


  “Yeah, sure,” Jason told her, feeling her eyes brush across the lump of his firming manhood again.


  “So, uh, how’s college?” Jason asked, self-consciously dropping his hand down to cover the bulging front of his shorts again.


  “A little boring…” Jennifer smiled, seemingly amused by his awkwardness.


  “Boring? I thought anything would be more exciting than Springfield…”


  “Well, maybe…when I get to know more people,” she told him sliding his bowl across the table as he slid into the chair across from her.


  “What about you? Anything new?” she asked him, digging her spoon down into her bowl and lifting out a soggy spoonful of cereal. “New girlfriend…or anything?”


  “Uh, no, not really…dated your bud, Katy a couple of times,” Jason grinned.


  “Really? She always thought you were hot,” Jennifer laughed, making her tits jiggle some more.


  Then, to Jason’s stunned amazement, he felt Jennifer’s toe brush up his bare leg.


  “Did you get any?” Jennifer boldly asked.


  “Pardon?” Jason choked out, sputtering and sending milk flying everywhere.


  “Jeez, you didn’t have to give me a shower,” Jennifer complained, leaning back, flicking her hands down the front of her milk-splattered baby doll gown to wipe away the drops of milk.


  “Uh, sorry, I, I didn’t mean to spray you,” Jason muttered, grabbing a napkin and shoving it across the table to her.


  “Well, you did—” Jennifer declared, shoving her hands down under the table as Jason’s cheeks turned three shades darker.


  Then suddenly, before Jason even knew what was happening, Jennifer abruptly jerked her arms up pulling her pj's up and off over her head in one quick motion.


  There they were, Jason gasped staring down at the pair of beautiful, quivering, trembling treasures jutting out at him from his stepsister’s chest. Her tits were even prettier than he’d imagined they would be. Full, round, pale pink with big dusky cups tipping them. They were perfect to Jason’s leering eyes.


  “You don’t mind do you…I do so hate the feel of wet cloth on my skin…” Jennifer purred, reaching out, dropping the transparent nightie on the table between them and casually picking up her spoon to resume her breakfast as Jason gawked on in a testosterone-induced stupor.


  Jason couldn’t take his eyes off his stepsister’s big tits as they softly jiggled and shook when Jennifer lifted the spoonful of cereal up to her mouth.


  “Well, did you?” she softly giggled making her big tits bounce and shake even more as she shoved the cereal into her mouth.


  “Uh, huh?” Jason croaked, his reeling brain so rattled he didn’t know what the hell she meant.


  “Katy—did you get any?” Jennifer asked him again, brazenly staring into his eyes as if it were nothing to be sitting in front of her stepbrother with her big tits hanging out right in front of his face.


  “No, uh, no, I never…” he stammered, suddenly feeling overwhelmed by the unexpected turn of events.


  “You could have…you know,” Jennifer told him, smiling as she softly tapped her spoon on the rim of her bowl.


  “Huh?” Jason grunted again, unable to get his brain to working again.


  “Yeah, Katy said she had the hots for you and all you’d have to do is ask and she’d drop her panties for you in a heartbeat,” Jennifer laughed, leaning back, arching her back and thrusting her jiggling tits out at him. “Not that I could blame her…”


  “I didn’t know…” he mumbled, his ears still ringing from the roar filling his head.


  “Sometimes…all you have to do is ask,” she smiled, dropping her spoon in her bowl and giving him a suggestive wink.


  None of that registered with Jason, he was too mesmerized by his stepsister’s spectacular breasts softly quivering and jiggling only three or four feet in front of him.


  “Do you like them?” Jennifer asked, slowly circling a pink-tipped finger around one of the dusky cups of pebbled flesh.


  “Your breasts?” Jason inanely asked.


  “Yes, Dufus, my tits…” Jennifer laughed, lifting her arms, folding them and stretching them behind her head to thrust the objects of their conversation out at him.


  “Fucking fantastic—” Jason gushed, his eyes still bugged out at least a foot as he pored over the twin mountains of pale pink flesh.


  “Really? Are they prettier than Samantha’s?”


  “Huh? I-I don’t know, I’ve never seen Samantha’s,” he blushed. “You know, uh, uncovered…”


  “You’ve never seen your sister’s tits?”


  “No. I-I’ve-I’ve never seen her naked,” he stammered, unable to take his eyes off his stepsister’s big tits.


  “You mean that you and Samantha have never done it?”


  “Done it? No,” he blushed again. “Have you and Brian…or Danny?”


  “Sure,” she laughed. “A few times. I thought all brothers and sisters did it.”


  “No, I, uh, never, I tried once, but she told me to beat it…so I did,” Jason timidly grinned. “Wish you’d were my real sister…” he said, leaving the insinuation standing in the middle of the table screaming its head off.


  “Maybe you ought to try again,” she smirked at him, thrusting her chest out a little further, pinching her big, swollen nipple between her finger and thumb. “Or maybe try another sister…”


  It was just about then that Jason got the gist of it all and realized he was going to fuck her—


  He was going to fuck his sexy, hot stepsister! If she had fucked her brothers, who else had she fucked?


  “Have you, uh, have you done it, uh, with your Dad?” Jason asked, reasoning that if she had fucked Brian and Danny, she might have fucked Hank as he watched her slowly twisting the big, rubbery nipple back and forth between her fingers.


  “No, he’s dead, but I’ve thought about doing it with your dad,” she coyly smiled. “Have you ever done it with my Mom?”


  “Huh? Your Mom? Fuck no, but I-I’ve, I’ve never told anybody before, but I’ve fantasized about it,” he mumbled, feeling his blush heat up. “She’s so fucking sexy hot—”


  “So why don’t you try it?” Jennifer smirked, still gently tweaking her nipples. “I hear that stepmoms do their stepsons all the time.”


  “Really? Maybe, I might…” he mumbled reaching down and repositioning his rapidly growing cock, feeling it starting to squeeze out from under the waistband of his shorts.


  “Want to play with them?” Jennifer boldly asked, easing her hands under her breasts, cupping them, lifting them up off her chest.


  “Huh?”


  “Why don’t you come over here and hold them?” she dared him, smiling provocatively and slowly running the tip of her tongue around her lips. “And see how soft…and squishy they are.”


  With an obscene grin on his lips, Jason slowly pushed up out of his chair and onto his bare feet.


  “My Goodness—” Jennifer softly squeaked, her eyes darting down to Jason’s nine-inch cudgel as it continued to push up out from under his Jockey shorts.


  Now it was Jennifer’s turn to gawk as her eyes flared wide open and her jaw dropped.


  “My goodness—” she gasped again, staring down at the big, mauve head of her stepbrother’s stiffening penis as it rested against his belly, trapped there by the stretchy elastic waistband of his shorts. “Big…” she mumbled, “fucking big—”


  “Uh, yeah…” Jason proudly grinned, leisurely stepping around the table and up behind the chair where his stepsister sat ogling his elongating manhood.


  Jason leaned forward, pressing his cock against the back of the chair as he bent down and cupped his burly hands around his stepsister’s sagging tits. Then he softly squeezed, gently kneading the firm, yet soft, pliant flesh with the tips of his fingers.


  “Yeah—” he grunted, pinching her rubbery nipples between his fingers and thumbs and gently twisting them.


  “Ummmmmmm…” Jennifer murmured, arching her back and pushing her breasts against her stepbrother’s groping hands.


  Jason could feel his stepsister’s long, brunette hair, dangling down over the back of the chair, the tips tickling across the head of his jutting cock as she rubbed the back of her head against his muscled pecs.


  “That feels good…” she whispered, reaching up and cupping her hands over his while both of them gently kneaded the giving flesh of her tits.


  Leaning down farther, Jason blew a soft breath across her ear and whispered, “They are soft…and squishy, like rose petals,” Jason told her nibbling. Sweet nothings weren’t his strong suit.


  “But not as soft as this,” Jennifer whispered back, pulling his groping hands down off her breasts, guiding them down, down over her flat, taut belly and down inside her tiny pink panties.


  As Jason pushed his hand down inside her panties, he felt his fingers brush across a little tuft of silky-fine hairs, then nothing but smooth, hairless skin. She shaved her pussy—


  Her pussy-mound was bald and it was obvious to Jason that she had shaved her pussy, leaving only the little line of hairs above it.


  “Jeez, Jennifer,” he choked out, feeling her legs spreading apart as he dipped his fingers down into the sticky warmth between them. God, she was so wet. Dripping wet, he giddily thought as he explored the slippery softness with the tips of his fingers.


  “See…” Jennifer murmured, rolling her hips and grinding her drenched pussy against her stepbrother’s probing fingers.


  “Fucking A—” Jason hoarsely groaned.


  Then he felt her hands clutching his, pulling them back out of her panties, pushing them away from her.


  “Now,” she grinned, “let’s see yours,” she giggled, pushing him back with her head.


  “If you’ll show me yours,” Jason told her, taking a step back away from the chair.


  “As soon as I’ve seen yours,” Jennifer smiled, turning in the chair, grabbing his hand and pulling him around in front of her.


  “If you say so,” Jason snickered, slipping his thumbs under the waistband of his shorts. “Here goes.”


  With that, he shoved his shorts down his legs and all nine inches of his impressive cock flopped out into view right in front of Jennifer’s face.


  “Wow. Nice,” Jennifer cooed, staring down at his cock as it arced up out of his curl-covered groin. “That is one more big cock—”


  Jason was proud of his nine-inch manhood as it smugly stood at attention in front of his stepsister’s pretty face, slowly twitching in rhythm with the beat of his heart.


  “How big is it?”


  “Uh, nine inches…last time I checked,” he grinned, flexing the muscles around its base and making it jump and jerk.


  “I’m impressed,” Jennifer praised, reaching up and reverentially trailing her fingertips down its blue-veined shaft.


  “Now it’s your turn,” Jason told her, taking a step back and looking down at the little V-shaped strip of pink silk covering his stepsister’s nether regions.


  “This chair is awfully hard on my little butt,” she told him, reaching out and grabbing hold of his hand to pull herself up.


  “Well, we certainly wouldn’t want to see that bruised…now would we?” he smirked, pulling her up then wrapping his arm around her waist.


  “No, we wouldn’t,” Jennifer laughed as her big, heavy tits jerked and flicked up and down while Jason led her out into the living room.


  “Here?” he asked her leading her toward the couch, “or your room?”


  “Here will do…for now,” she giggled.


  Stopping in front of the couch, Jason appreciatively watched as his stepsister melted down onto it.


  Then with a coy smile playing across her pouty lips, she leaned back against the couch and clamped her legs together. As Jason stood waiting with bated breath, she eased her thumbs down under the elastic waistband of her pink silk panties.


  “Are you ready?” she shyly asked, chastely batting her warm, brown eyes at him.


  “Yessss—” he eagerly hissed, staring down at the little triangle of pink silk.


  Pushing up off the balls of her tiny feet, Jennifer lifted her tight little butt off the couch and began to tease her panties down over the curves of her hips. Jason realized that he’d stopped breathing as he stood watching, waiting for the reveal and consciously took in a deep shuddering breath.


  Time seemed to be moving in slow motion as the band of pink silk slowly teased its way down revealing the little line of curly brown hairs bisecting her otherwise bald mons.


  Then Jason saw the tip of her swollen, jutting clit poke its head out from under the elastic waistband quickly followed by the fleshy pink lips of her pussy.


  Once the panties had cleared her pussy, Jennifer gave out a soft chuckle and quickly shoved them down her long, svelte legs and off over her dainty feet. Then hooking them with her toes, she gave her foot a little kick and sent the panties flying half way across the room. Then she slowly, seductively spread her legs apart to reveal the fleshy pink-lipped morsel between them.


  “Well?” she smiled up at him, running the tips of her fingers up the wet glistening gash of flesh.


  “I want to take a closer look…” Jason grinned, stepping over and kneeling down onto his knees between her tiny feet.


  “Be my guest,” she whispered, inching her long legs a little wider apart and gently easing a long, slender finger down inside herself.


  Standing on his knees, staring down at his stepsister’s sweet little pussy, Jason could see the morning sunlight glistening off her juice-covered finger and smell the musk of her wet, juicy pussy as she lifted the finger up to his lips and rubbed it across them leaving a trail of her pungent, sticky juice behind.


  As she did, Jason opened his mouth and sucked her finger into his mouth. Running his tongue round her finger, he sensuously licked and sucked on her sweet juice-coated finger.


  Jennifer pressed her finger between Jason’s lips, gently sliding it in and out of his mouth while he sucked it clean.


  “Ohhhh, Jason, that’s so hot.” Jennifer panted as she watched him sucking her finger.


  Then as he continued to lick and suck on her finger, she spread her pussy open with the fingers of her other hand.


  “Why don’t you do that down here?” she whispered, holding the lips apart to show him the round, swollen tip of her clit.


  Letting her spit-coated finger slip out from between his lips, he brushed the tip of his finger across her puffed-up clit.


  “You want me to lick here?” he murmured.


  “Yessss—” Jennifer softly hissed, rolling her hips, tilting them up and pushing her clit against his finger.


  With an indecent smile on his lips, Jason reached out, spreading his hands out on her inner thighs and gently pushed her legs even wider apart. Then, he slowly lowered his face down between her widespread legs and searched out her wet, dripping sex with his lips.


  “Yesssss—” Jennifer softly whispered again as Jason stiffened his tongue probed the slippery softness until he found the weeping opening of her pussy.


  “Fuck, yesssss,” Jennifer growled, curling her hips up, pushing back against his probing assault.


  Plunging his tongue in and out of her slippery slit, Jason could feel Jennifer’s hot ass squirming around on the couch.


  “Oh, Fuck, that feels so good. Move it in and out, Jason. Oh, yes, Baby. Yes. Bury your big tongue in my cunt. God, I love that. Yeah. Move it, Baby. Oh God, yes.”


  Jason lovingly tongued his stepsister’s tight little cunt, running his tongue up and down the length of the fleshy lips with his nose pressed against her clit. She was so hot, he thought as he licked and sucked the soft lips in between his lips.


  Then he slid his tongue back into the tight slit and felt his stepsister clutch at his tongue with her cunt.


  “Do you feel that? Did you feel my cunt grab your tongue when you stuck it into me?” Jennifer groaned, hunching her hips up at him.


  “Yeah. Awesome.” Jason muttered out into his stepsister’s juice-slathered cunt, his words muffled by her fleshy lips.


  “Don’t forget about my poor, neglected clit—” Jennifer groaned, curling her fingers down in Jason’s hair and trying to pull him back up to it.


  “You mean this one?” Jason snorted, lashing his tongue across her clit.


  “Fuck-Yessssss—” Jennifer gasped, rolling her hips, grinding her clit against his tongue as she shoved his face down against her. “Lick it-damn it, lick it good—”


  Jason didn’t need any more coaxing as he abused his stepsister’s swollen, jutting clit with his flailing tongue.


  “Oh-God-Yes-Baby-like that-oh-fuck-yes—” Jennifer blathered out, her whole body twisting and turning, her legs starting to creep closed to trap her brother between them.


  Jason’s flogging tongue was all over her clit, licking and lapping at it like a kitten after a bowl of milk. He gave it no mercy, whipping his big, rough tongue back and forth across it savagely. As he did, he could feel the muscles in Jennifer’s legs tightening, trembling as they clamped up against his cheeks. He could even feel the tendons running down the insides of her gossamer-soft thighs beginning to protrude out against his skin. God, he loved eating pussy and his stepsister’s hot little cunt was one of the sweetest pussies he’d ever eaten. He could spend the rest of the day with his face buried down between her legs…but she wasn’t going to last that long, he smiled to himself. Not at the rate she was rushing toward her release.


  Pushing his arms out around her hips, he let his hands crawl up her body until he found her softly-sagging breasts and stiff, pointy nipples. Clawing his hands around the drooping treasures, he roughly massaged them as if he were checking out the cantaloupes at a grocery store.


  She was making soft, moaning sounds and he could feel the sharp tips of her pink fingernails digging into his scalp. As he scraped his tongue across her clit, he could feel her hips rocking, rolling up and down as she ground herself against his busy tongue.


  “Fuck—” she whispered, her eyes closing as she thrust her head back against the couch. “Almost-almost—” she groaned, the insides of her silky-smooth thighs clamping tighter and tighter against Jason’s cheeks as her back arched tighter.


  Jason could sense she was tottering on the edge as he licked harder and faster.


  Then suddenly Jason was rewarded by a gush of hot, sticky juice splattering out onto his chin while his stepsister’s cunt began to contract and dilate, spewing out more and more of Jennifer’s hot, creamy essence while he eagerly lapped it into his mouth. It was sweeter than honey as it came bubbling up from the depths of her convulsing womb. It was so fucking awesome as he opened his mouth wider, clamping his lips down around her streaming pussy to catch every single drop of the succulent overflow.


  “Fuck-fuck-fuck—” Jennifer gasped, her hips bucking, jerking up and down as she came. Suddenly her calves were resting on his back, the heels of her tiny feet digging down, pushing off him to grind her spewing cunt against his juice-slathered chin.


  Jason had never seen a girl give up so much cunt juice. It was everywhere. On his cheeks, running down his chin, dripping down onto his chest.


  Then suddenly Jennifer’s body went stiff as she gave out a long, straining grunt and the last trickle of her thick, creamy, pungent pussy juice spilled out of her contracting slit. With his mouth still locked around his stepsister’s pussy, Jason finally felt the muscles in her legs begin to soften as the tips of her fingernails pulled back out of his scalp.


  “Fuckkkkkk…” Jennifer softly cursed, her calves slowly sliding down off Jason’s sweaty shoulders, her feet landing on the floor with a loud thump. Then her arms dropped to the couch and her big, brown eyes slowly blinked open.


  “That was fucking awesome…Little Brother…” she moaned as Jason leaned back, pulling his hands off her pendulous tits and fluxing nipples.


  Then, as Jason stood on his knees between her outstretched legs, he saw her eyes flick down to the jutting column of rock-hard meat stiffly curving up out from between his legs.


  “It’s still hard…” she murmured as if she were surprised that he’d maintained his erection while he ate her.


  “Yeah…I like to eat pussy,” he grinned, reaching up and wiping the back of his hand across his juice-lathered chin. “Especially a nice, juicy one like yours…”


  “I did make a mess, didn’t I?” she softly laughed making her big tits jiggle and bounce as they faintly glimmered with their coating of her spent juices.


  “Yeah…and I loved every drop,” he told her, running his tongue around his lips.


  Then Jennifer reached out, spreading out her hands on Jason’s slippery chest and gave him a soft shove.


  “Unh—” Jason grunted, shuffling backward on his knees as Jennifer lifted a long leg up, bending it and swinging it across in front of Jason, her knee brushing against his stiff cock making it jerk from side to side.


  Then she grabbed hold of the edge of the couch, pushed up onto her tiny feet and stepped out to the side.


  “Sit—” she ordered, pointing at the couch as if Jason were her pet poodle.


  “Yes, Ma’am—” Jason deferentially grinned, grabbing hold of the couch, pulling himself up and swinging around to sit down on it.


  Then as he sat grinning up at his stepsister, she leaned down and grasped hold of his big, stiff prick with both hands. With both hands wrapped around the evil thing, there was still more than two inches sticking out above her top hand.


  “So fucking big—” Jennifer muttered, giving it a rough squeeze before she let go of it and leaned back. “Nine inches, huh?”


  “Yeah, last time I checked…you want to measure it?” he smirked, clenching the muscles around its thick base to make it twitch and jerk.


  “I’ll take your word for it,” Jennifer smiled, spreading her legs and stepping up in front of Jason with the insides of her knees brushing against the outsides of his. Then she reached out with both hands and clutched hold of his shoulders.


  “You mind if I take him for a little ride?” she giggled, holding on and carefully stepping up onto the couch. Then Jennifer stood straddling him, her feet brushing against his hips as Jason found himself staring directly at the very same hot little pussy he had his lips locked around only moments earlier as Jennifer held onto his shoulders to balance herself.


  “Be my guest…” Jason grinned, licking his lips as the ripe, fermenting scent of his stepsister’s sex filled his nostrils once again.


  “He won’t buck me off or anything, will he?” Jennifer teased, slowly twirling her hips around, letting her pussy brush across his lips as Jason reached out and grasped hold of the backs of her thighs.


  “He might try…so you’ll have to hang on tight,” he grinned, slowly running his hands up and down the curves of the backs of her long, svelte legs.


  “I will…” Jennifer whispered. “Hold him for me so I can climb on,” she smiled, bending her knees and slowly kneeling down.


  “I’ve got him,” Jason smirked, curling his hand around the thick shaft of his cock just above his big balls.


  “Here I come,” Jennifer purred, letting her hips drop down toward his stiff, unyielding prick.


  “Already?” Jason panted, feeling the softness of his sister’s sex brush up against the bloated head of his dick.


  Then Jennifer rolled her hips, pressing down, fitting the rounded tip of his cock into the slippery opening of her pussy.


  “Hold him…” she whispered, pushing down as Jason felt her moist warmth slowly envelop the big knob.


  “Oh, yeah, Baby—” Jason grunted, running his hands up over the soft, giving cheeks of her ass to grasp hold of her around the waist.


  “So fucking big—” Jennifer cursed as Jason felt her pussy slowly creeping down the length of his cock, consuming it inch by inch.


  “So fucking hot…” Jason groaned, curling his hips up off the couch, pushing up into the clinging tightness of his stepsister’s hot cunt.


  “Come on, baby,” Jennifer crooned spreading her legs out as she slowly sank down on the towering column of hot, throbbing meat. “Come to Mama and shove that hard cock up my hot cunt.”


  Jason didn’t need a second invitation. He thrust up off the couch, driving his cock up into the sucking slit all the way until at last their groins wetly smacked together.


  “God, I didn’t think I could do it,” Jennifer winced, a frown creasing her brow as she sat on her stepbrother’s lap impaled on his nine-inch penis.


  “You took it all,” Jason smirked, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her against him. “All fucking nine inches, Sis—”


  “Yeah, I did—” Jennifer grimaced. Her poor little cunt was stretched to its limit. She couldn’t have taken another millimeter of cock up inside the silken sheath. “I took it all,” she sighed, clamping her pussy down around Jason’s embedded cock.


  The tight, clinging flesh of Jennifer’s cunt enveloped the whole length of Jason’s oversized prick. Her cunt muscles gripped him, then released his cock as incredible waves of pure pleasure swept over him.


  Watching his stepsister’s frown, Jason slowly pulled his huge cock back down the juice filled channel of his stepsister’s cunt, then with a lusty growl, he bucked his ass off the couch thrust up at her, burying his prick back down into the tight, clenching heat of her cunt. Driving his cock into Jennifer’s cunt all the way up to his balls in one mighty stroke. This was pure heaven, Jason giddily thought savoring the feel of her clutching cunt as it milked his peter.


  Jennifer whimpered out in total submission as Jason began thrusting up at her, banging his prick in and out of her balls deep on every savage lunge.


  “Oh, God, Jason, I love to fuck,” she mewed. “I love your big prick. It feels so good, Jason. Give it to me, Baby. All fucking nine inches, Babe. Fuck me. Oh God, yes. Fuck me hard. Fuck me deep. Jason I want it. Fuck me, Baby,” Jennifer babbled, bouncing up and down on his stiff meat, making her big tits wildly flounder all over her chest.


  Grunting every time he curled his hips up off the couch, Jason savagely fucked his stepsister as she gamely took him to the limit every time. It was wild and crazy and Jason could already feeling himself losing control as his ass flew up and down. He was going to come. He couldn’t stop it. He was going to come in his stepsister’s hot, sucking cunt.


  Jennifer could sense her stepbrother’s impending eruption. She could feel his big cock swelling up even bigger inside her as it readied itself to discharge its loathsome payload of jism into her. Swirling her ass around, she ground her hot, wet pussy down against his groin as his big, dangling balls scrunched up around the bottom of his cock.


  “UHHNNGHHHH, Jenny, Jenny-I-think I’m gonna-I’m gonna-come—” Jason rasped, his ass suddenly wildly jerking up off the couch as he thrust his cock deep inside her tightly-clenched pussy.


  “Oh-are you-are-you gonna come already?” she breathlessly asked.


  “Yeah, yeah, I’m gonna, shoot off. Oh, shit yeah. I’m-gonna-shoot-my-fucking-balls-off-in-your-fucking-hot-cunt,” he snorted, grunting, straining up against her, holding himself thrust up inside her as he felt her pussy begin to furiously milk his embedded cock.


  “Do-it-do-it-do-it-in-me,” Jennifer blathered out. “Shoot-your-wad-in-my-my-hot-cunt.”


  “Oh, fuck, shit, crap, I’m comin’, Jennifer, can’t stop—commiinngggg—” he gasped as his hips began to jiggle and jerk. Ramming his cock up into her, he felt his loins implode as a giant geyser of creamy hot cum went shooting up his cock and out into his stepsister’s sucking, absorbing cunt.


  “Yeah, Baby, yeah, come in my cunt, Jason. Come in my hot fucking cunt. Oh, fuck, I’m gonna, gonna come, too,” she whined. “Fuck, fuck, yeah, coming—” she babbled out, her sharp fingernails becoming talons as she dug them down into his shoulders. Then her head flew back as she let out a loud, piercing primal scream of triumph and jubilation.


  As Jason held his spewing prick up inside the core of Jennifer’s cunt, he could feel her milking it, squeezing it, sucking on it. The hot tightness of her cunt clutched at him relentlessly as the contractions of pleasure undulated through it.


  Jennifer was grinding her cunt down at him as she dug her sharp, pink fingernails into his shoulders and dropped her head back down. Her eyes flew open and she stared deep into his with such affection, Jason felt his heart begin to melt. No, he couldn’t, he told himself. Not with his stepsister. Not that kind of love. It wasn’t possible…


  “Jason-oh-Baby—” Jennifer murmured, leaning against him, finding his lips with her rose-petal soft lips as she lovingly kissed him.


  But even as they kissed, Jason’s giant cock jerked and squirted out gush after gush of his thick, syrupy cum into Jennifer’s cunt filling it to the point of overflowing in seconds. Then he felt his hot, sticky semen begin to leak out around the shaft of his cock and drip down to cover his hairy groin and run down to cover his balls with a thick coating of their combined fluids.


  Finally, his cock stopped firing and began to wilt inside his stepsister’s overflowing womanhood.


  “Fuck, that was awesome,” he grunted when Jennifer finally broke their lip lock and leaned back away from him.


  “Fuck-yessss—” she hissed in agreement. “Where the fuck were you before I left for college?”


  “Right here—” he grinned. “Oops,” he grunted as he felt his shriveling cock wetly slither out of her cunt and flop down on the couch between his thighs.


  “Any complaints?” he snickered.


  “Yeah,” she smiled at him, leaning down and giving him a quick peck on the cheek. “You didn’t last long enough…I was really beginning to enjoy it.”


  “Well, give me a few minutes,” he smirked at her, “and I’ll see if I can rectify that.”


  “I’m game,” she giggled.


  “I’ll bet you are,” Jason grinned, dipping his hand down between her legs, cupping her cum-splattered mons and slipping his middle finger up into her hot, slippery pussy as a creamy stream of cum and juice trickled out into his palm. “You’re one more hot fox.”


  “Yeah,” she laughed.


  Wiggling his finger around inside Jennifer’s cunt, he rubbed her clit with his thumb at the same time, as Jennifer happily sighed.


  “Uhhhhhhhh, Baby. Keep that up and I’m gonna need another hosing down there to put out the fire,” she gurgled, hunching her mons against his hand.


  “That’s the whole idea,” he grinned.


  Then he kissed her hot panting mouth, slipping a second finger into the clutching heat of her cunt as their tongues writhed and intertwined in a passionate dance of pure lust.


  “Uhhhmmmm-mmmmmmmm…” Jennifer moaned out into his mouth before finally breaking their frenzied kiss. “Ohhhhhh, Jason. Come on, Baby, let Mama get that prick of yours nice and hard again,” Jennifer told him, pushing back, sliding her legs down his thighs and dropping down onto the floor in front of the couch.


  “You’re reading my mind,” Jason chuckled as Jennifer dug her hands down between his hairy legs and roughly shoved them apart.


  Scooting up between his muscular legs, Jennifer looked up and gave him a mischievous grin. Then Jason watched her reach down and cup his big balls in the palm of her hand.


  “Scoot this way,” she snickered, lifting his balls out from between his legs as he scrunched down, scooting toward her. Then with her elbows, she pushed his legs wider apart and stuck out her finger. Before Jason even knew what she was doing, she was probing the secret, sensitive skin in between the cheeks of his ass.


  “Hey-What are you doing?” Jason grunted, wincing back as he felt the tip of her finger find the tight little pucker of his anus.


  “Haven’t you ever had a prostate exam?” she softly giggled, pulling her finger back, sticking it in her mouth to moisten it then quickly finding his asshole again.


  “No—” Jason snorted, flinching again as he felt his stepsister’s finger push into the virgin opening of his asshole.


  There was a little pinch of pain as the finger pushed in all the way up to her second knuckle. Then the tip of her finger brushed over the knot of his prostate and he felt a tickle of excitement shiver up his limp dick.


  “Shit—” Jason muttered as Jennifer began to roughly rub and massage his prostate.


  “Please don’t—” Jennifer laughed, easing his balls back down and curling her hand around his firming penis.


  Lifting his limp, cum-slathered prick, up off of his belly, she leaned down over it and slowly sucked it into her mouth. It was still sticky with the coating of their combined fluids but she that didn’t seem to bother her at all as she quickly licked and lapped at it until it was as clean as a whistle. And it was already starting to respond to her licking, lapping tongue as she dug her finger into his asshole and felt the energy flowing into the stiffening shaft of the monster. Holding him upright with one hand while she massaged his prostate, she slowly, teasingly sucked him inside her mouth.


  Jason laid back in rapturous bliss while Jennifer began to do some serious work on his slowly-hardening prick. Making little slurping sounds, she sucked almost all of his limp dick into her mouth, rolling it around, flicking her tongue back and forth over the sensitive little cleft just below the head.


  “Fuck—” Jason grunted, looking down at her in awe watching her soft, full lips work their magic on his stiffening meat. “Damn, Jen


  “Ummm-huhhhh—” Jennifer burbled out around the barrel of his cock. Then she let his prick slither out from between her soft, pink lips and looked up at him with a soft, loving look. “Does that feels good, baby brother?” she murmured, slowly licking her tongue up the length of his cock all the way from his balls to the big, round knob on top of it.


  Then she closed her eyes and hungrily devoured Jason’s maleness once again. Jason watched on with fascination as her nostrils flared and she started sucking on his cock harder. She was making slurping, gurgling noises as she roughly sucked on him, hollowing her cheeks and increasing the suctioning pressure around his prick.


  “Jeez, Jennifer, you’re so fucking hot” Jason groaned, reaching over and clutching her head, curling his fingers in her long, brown hair. “Suck it, Baby. Suck it hard, you gorgeous fucking cunt.”


  Jason’s hips jerked up and down excitedly as he fucked his hardening cock in and out between his stepsister’s soft, pink lips while she fucked his ass with her digging, probing finger.


  “Damn, Jennifer, that feels too good,” he growled feeling the energy rapidly flowing back into his swelling prick


  “Mmmmmm,” Jennifer mumbled out around the rapidly-growing shaft of his penis.


  A few more seconds passed as Jennifer continued to gorge herself on his throbbing organ. Then amazingly, his cock stood tall and proud once again. But Jennifer didn’t stop.


  Watching her lewd display of fellatio, he could feel his second charge of cum begin to simmer and stew down inside his hanging balls as her hand brushed against them while she reamed his asshole.


  “Uh, uh, Jennifer, you keep that up and you’re going to get a mouth full,” he grimaced.


  Jennifer leisurely lifted her head, letting his swollen member slither out of her mouth.


  “Don’t you want to come in my mouth,” she smiled wickedly.


  “Yeah-yeah, but -I want to fuck you too,” he grunted, wriggling his hips, trying to dislodge his stepsister’s probing finger.


  “Are you sure?” she asked, lowering her head and giving his cock a few more long, slow sucks.


  “Uh, uh, yeah. Don’t you want to fuck?”


  Jennifer slowly pulled her mouth off his cock and jacked her fist up and down the glistening shaft a couple of times.


  “Yeah, I want to fuck and I think he’s ready, stud.” she smiled. “How do you want me, li’l brother?”


  “On your back,” he said as she slowly eased her finger out of the tight clench of his anus.


  “The good old missionary?” she giggled, backing and pushing up onto her feet.


  “Yeah, I want to see your pretty face while I’m fucking you—” Jason told her, eagerly stumbling up onto his feet at the same time Jennifer eased back down on the couch, “so I can kiss you while we’re fucking.”


  “What a romantic you are, bro,” Jennifer giggled lifting one leg, hooking the back of her ankle on the top of the couch as she spread her other leg out to bare the wet, drooling slit between them.


  “I like the way you have it shaved…it looks sexy—” Jason grinned, brushing his fingers down the little tuft of silky-soft curls bisecting her mons as he dropped onto his knees between her outstretched legs.


  “Cool—” she murmured, running her hand up to his bobbing dick.


  Jason leaned down and kissed her on the lips, hard, forcing his tongue in between them as she bent his giant peter down and rubbed its big head up and down between the fleshy lips to coat it with her abundant juices. Then Jason felt her seat the pointy tip of the head down into the slippery opening of her cunt.


  As soon as Jason felt the head of his prick was seated inside the hot, juice-slickened slit of her pussy, he grunted, lunging down at her and burying his throbbing cock into her all the way up to his big, dangling balls.


  “Oh, God, Jason,” Jennifer whimpered. “You’re in so deep.


  “You like it?”


  “Fucking A,” she growled, curling her hips up, taking his cock down inside her. “Fucking A.”


  Shoving himself into her deeper, he thought that he could feel the swollen tip of his cock probing the very entrance of her womb.


  Jennifer looked down, watching the thick, glistening shaft of Jason’s prick stretch the lips of her tight little pussy as it slid in and out of her.


  “Jason, Baby, that feels so fucking good. I love your big, fucking cock, Sweetheart. It’s so long-and thick…and so fucking hard. I’m so glad that you’re my brother now. “


  “I’m glad you’re my sister, especially now,” he groaned, slowly pulling back down the clinging channel of her pussy.


  As he did, Jennifer grabbed the cheeks of his ass with both hands, digging her sharp nails in and pulling him back down into her hungry cunt, excitedly bucking and grinding her pussy against his groin.


  “Oh, fuck, I love your cock, Honey,” Jennifer groveled as Jason began to hump her. “Oh, yeah, go Baby, go. Hump me hard, I can take it. Give it to me. All of it—”


  “Okay, you-asked-for-it,” he growled. “Get ready, ’cause I’m gonna ram this mother-fucker right up to your tonsils. Yeah, I’m gonna fuck the hell out of your hot, juicy cunt.”


  “Uhhhhhhhhh, yessss. Fuck me hard, Jason . Ram that gorgeous, big prick of yours all the way in, Baby.”


  Jason ripped his hips forward, plunging his big, hard cock all the way up to the hilt in Jennifer’s upthrust snatch. His whole body shuddered with pleasure as he felt his cock head slam into her cunt again. Then he pulled back and instantly fucked all nine inches back up inside her clutching pussy, sinking into her quivering flesh all the way up to his big, dangling balls. Jennifer squealed and fucked him back, grinding her cunt onto his cock on every down stroke.


  “Uhhhhnnnn. Fuck, me, fuck, me,” Jennifer begged. “Harder, Baby, harder. Fuck me real deep with your big, hard cock, baby.”


  “Unnhhh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” Brain muttered, slamming his stiff prick in and out of her slippery cunt-hole as hard and deep as he could.


  The wet, swollen flesh of her pussy clung to his cock like a sucking mouth, clasping tightly around the pistoning monster every time he plunged it deep into her quivering twat.


  With another load of jism churning in his big balls, Jason fucked her faster and faster, making the couch rock and creak with the intensity of their wild, abandoned fucking.


  “Haaaaarder.” Jennifer squealed, bucking her ass up off the couch, frantically fucking back at him as fast as she could. “Love-your-your-big-hard-prick, Jason. Love-it-love-it-love-it.”


  Spurred on by his stepsister’s shameless demands, Jason shifted into a higher gear, increasing the tempo of his thrusts, fucking her as hard and as fast as he could. As he did, he bent his elbows, letting more of his weight down on top of her, crushing her big, flattened tits under his heaving chest.


  Jennifer was thrashing up and down under Jason as they furiously fucked. Lifting her legs, she draped them over his clenched back, wrapping her thighs around his sweaty waist and digging her soft, round heels into his bucking ass. Kicking his bouncing butt with her heels, she urged him on as the vulgar sound of the bellies slapping together and the wet slurp of her pussy clutching at his pistoning prick echoed off the walls of the living room.


  Jason couldn’t believe his was fucking his beautiful stepsister. He had fantasized about her ever since she had moved in with them, but he never thought it would happen. But now. Now he knew that this was just the start of something grand.


  “Fucking-love-you-Jen—” he blathered out, pounding his cock into her as fast and hard as he could.


  “Love-you-too, Li’l brother,” she panted, milking his plunging penis for all she was worth, “love-you…and your-fucking-cock.”


  “Ohhhh, Fuck,” Jason panted, his breath hot on the side of her face. “Mmmmm, oh-yeah-move-that-cunt-shit-you’re-so-fucking-hot.”


  Jennifer grinned up at him, lewdly squirming and panting as she humped her horny, cock-filled twat up against his deep powerful thrusts.


  “Uhhhhfff, Jesus,” Jennifer grunted, “Fuck-me-Shove-your-big-stiff-prick-in-hard-Baby”


  “Yeah, yeah, fuck, you, fuck, you,” Jason stammered, pounding his cock into her mercilessly.


  Jennifer lifted her head and clamped her hot, panting mouth over Jason’s lips as they kissed with open-mouthed fervor.


  Jason kept slamming his cock into her cunt hard and fast. He was holding back his charge of boiling, bubbling jism, wanting to come at the same time she did. Jennifer seemed to sense this and lifted her legs higher, hooking the backs of her knees over his shoulders, draping her calves down his sweaty back as she opened herself to him totally. With her hips angled like they were, his cock pierced her cunt even deeper, causing Jennifer to jerk her hips up and down feverishly, whimpering out her delight as his thick, skewering dick slammed in and out of her tightly-stretched fuck-hole. Although his cock was ramming her cunt like a fucking pile driver, Jennifer was desperate for a still deeper penetration.


  “Help-me-help-me-baby-Pull-pull-me-my-legs-legs-apart-wider-wider,” Jennifer groaned, dropping her legs down off his shoulders. Then holding onto her knees, she opened her thighs as Jason grasped her ankles and pulled her long, lovely legs apart, pushing back until her knees rested on the bed beside her shoulders. Jason knew that Jennifer had been a cheerleader back in high school, but never imagined that she was so supple and elastic. Must be all those gymnastics classes she went to, he feverishly thought.


  Now Jennifer’s long, silky thighs were wide open, her cunt was stretched to the limit around his pounding prick. It was so fucking crazy, Jason thought as he stared down at his beautiful, contorted stepsister. Jennifer was gasping and squealing, her eyes had a wild, mad look in them as her stepbrother rammed his prick down in her all the way up to his scrunched-up balls with every bone-jarring thrust. Over and over, his big, juice-coated monster slammed into her deep, gulping cunt.


  “Oooohhhhh, Fuuuccckkkk” she screamed. “Oh-fuck-oh-fuck-so-so-good-feels-so-so-good-Baby-keep-keep-it-up-keep-it-up-til-til-you-you-make-me-make-me-come.”


  Jason gave it to her hard and deep, just like she wanted it, driving her hot ass deep into the couch with every powerful thrust. Her juice-filled cunt was literally bubbling over with the flow of her hot cream and with her legs wide open, the heady scent of hot pussy permeated the air. Jennifer’s slushy twat slurped obscenely each time Jason plunged his cock into it, filling the room with the juicy, wet sounds of their fucking.


  Jason was brutally fucking her and with every savage thrust, his prick slashing in deeper and deeper as his big, hairy balls obscenely slapped against the puckered rosebud of her anus, making obscene wet, slapping sounds that reverberated loudly throughout the room.


  Jennifer squeezed his clenched ass-cheeks digging her fingernails into his skin and urging him to fuck her ever harder.


  “Uhhhhh-yeahhhh-baby-shove-it-in-hard-fuck-me-fuck-me-fuck-me.” Jennifer panted, shamelessly writhing beneath him.


  Jennifer was wallowing in the pleasure pouring from her drenched pussy as Jason’s pistoning cock pushed her closer and closer to the brink of an orgasm. Each time Jason pulled back, he made sure that the top of his giant prick slid along the sensitive little bud of Jennifer’s clit. Jennifer was mewing out her pleasure as she squirmed and writhed under him.


  “You-like-that?” Jason grunted, punctuating his question with bone-jarring thrusts down into her slavering cunt. “Yeah-you-like-it-hard-and-fast-don’t-you-don’t-you, Jen?”


  “Ohhhhhhhh, God, yesssssss,” Jennifer hissed, unflinching staring up at Jason as he methodically pumped his cock into her.


  “Look-look-down-at-my-cock-fucking-your-your-beautiful-pussy,” Jason blathered, lifting her head up with one hand while he continued to saw his giant prick in and out of her dainty little cunt.


  Jennifer stared down between her legs with glazed eyes as she watched his long, thick peter sliding in and out of her meaty cunt. Covered with their juices, the big, blue-veined monster sliced through the delicate, fleshy lips of her cunt mercilessly as she watched on in a euphoric daze.


  “Yeah-that’s-it-watch-it-watch-it-fuck-you-fuck-you-Jen—” Jason grimaced, fighting to hold back the seething load of jism bubbling down in his balls while he worked his cock in and out of her furiously.


  Jennifer was humping her ass off the couch like crazy, moaning and whimpering as she watched her cunt being ravaged by Jason’s big, hard cock.


  Pussy juice was pouring out of her luscious pussy and was being churned into a frothy coating by Jason’s pounding prick. Jason’s big, hairy balls and belly were covered with the foamy cream as they wetly slapped up against her.


  Jennifer writhed in ecstasy beneath him, her eyes fixed on his glistening scepter as it sliced in and out of her creamy cunt. She was thrusting her hips up urgently to meet every lunge, watching intently as his huge cock pistoned in and out of the widely stretched opening of her vagina.


  “Harder-harder-harder,” she cried out, grimacing and tossing her head from side to side lashing the couch with her sweat-drenched hair. “Fuck-me-me-harder-fuck-me-with-your-big-hard-cock-fuck-me-til-you-make-me-come.


  Relentlessly, Jason pounded Jennifer’s dainty little cunt as hard and as deep as he could. By now, Jason was deliriously aware of the painful stiffness of his bloated cock and the growing fireball of pain filling his balls. Brain needed to come and come bad.


  His glistening prick was almost a blur as he slammed it in and out of Jennifer’s gushing, pouty-lipped cunt. He could hear Jennifer’s squeals of pleasure and could feel her straining for her finish as she clawed his shoulders and back, her sharp, pink fingernails leaving long, bloody scratches in their wake.


  “Yeah-fuck-fuck-me,” she babbled. “Uh-oh-uh-oh-feel-feel-it-it’s-coming-coming-Oh-Fuck-I’m-I’m-commminnnggg.”


  Still holding onto her legs, Jason kept fucking her as she writhed and moaned her way through her orgasm, knowing that his own release would not be far behind.


  “Oh, Jason, Baby, yesss, oh, oooh, aahh, aahhhhh, ooooohhhhh, fuck yyyeeees,” she gurgled out, her body twisting and contorting under him.


  Jason felt Jennifer’s tight little pussy convulsing down around his cock, spasming and quivering violently as her whole body shuddered through her climax. Jennifer squealed and thrashed around beneath him like she was having a fit. Jason could feel her cunt-walls contracting tightly around his big cock with every ripple of her orgasm.


  Suddenly, it was too much. He couldn’t hold it back any more. He could feel his own orgasm explode inside his aching balls, as his giant prick shot a burning stream of thick, hot semen into his stepsister’s gulping cunt.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck, commminnnnggggg,” Jason choked out as the monster buried deep inside his stepsister’s cunt jerked and bucked, spewing out his evil seed into the hot, clenching tightness of her clutching cunt. “Gonna, gonna, fill, your hot cunt, with, with cum.”


  “I can feel it—feel it—oh, God, it’s so fucking hot—” Jennifer squealed out.


  Jennifer squealed with pleasure as she felt his cock swell up and squirt deep up inside her, flooding her womb with jet after jet of hot, creamy jism. She squirmed and writhed beneath him, bucking her pussy up and taking all nine inches of Jason’s super-sized cock down into her spasming cunt.


  Then Jason began to jerk his hips back and forth again as he fucked her right on through his own brain-frying orgasm. As he did, he felt Jennifer fire off into another orgasm, her tight, clutching pussy squeezing and milking on his spewing monster as it emptied its vile load into her for the second time.


  Finally, the erupting behemoth sputtered and died inside his stepsister’s cum-filled pussy.


  “Jesus-Fucking-Christ, that was so fucking awesome,” Jason gasped.


  “God, yes,” Jennifer panted, squeezing down on his cock with her pussy. “Fucking, double, A-Awesome.”


  “That was one of the best ones ever,” Jason told his stepsister as he lovingly looked down into her big, brown eyes.


  “For me, too,” Jennifer smiled up at him, lifting her hand and running it through his sweaty hair. “Too bad you’re my brother, or I might consider marrying you.”


  “Hey, is that an invite?” he asked her, smiling from ear to ear.


  “Yeah. We can keep it a secret,” she beamed back at him. “We just won’t go out with anyone else and I’m sure that we can innocently go out like brother and sister. Then, once we’re out of the house, we can do whatever we want, huh?”


  “Sounds like a deal to me,” Jason said, leaning down and planting a long, deep kiss on her lips.


  Finally, they broke their kiss and lovingly stared into each other’s eyes.


  Then, Jason’s shrinking prick slowly oozed out of his sister’s cum-drenched pussy.


  “Uh, I think we’d better clean up this mess,” Jennifer giggled.


  “Uh, yeah,” Jason grunted, leaning back and getting up to his hands and knees.


  “Love you,” Jennifer snickered, watching him crawl off her.


  “Love you, too,” Jason smiled.


  “Oh, Jesus,” Jennifer exclaimed, looking down at the puddle of juice and cum between her legs. “Thank God for slip-covers or we’d be in for hell.”


  “Yeah,” Jason grinned, backing off the couch and getting to his feet.


  “I’ll get the Fantastic,” he snickered, walking across the room, his big limp dick flopping about lewdly, softly slapping against his muscular thighs with each step.


  Together, they cleaned the couch, then gathered up their clothes and headed upstairs to resume the exploration of their new relationship…
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  Chapter Two – Back to Carol’s Problem


  Now back to Carol and her little problem…


  All that had taken place two weeks earlier and now it was Wednesday, so she still had two days before Hank would be back. She had already picked out a new set of sexy undies she was going to model for Hank when he got home and couldn’t wait for him to see them. But it was still Wednesday and since she was so randy, she was going to take off early for an appointment with Mrs. Vibe and her friend, Mrs. Dildo, just to tide her over until Hank got home. Looking down at her watch, she saw that it was one-thirty and there wasn’t a customer to be seen. Why not go ahead and go home while the kids are still at school, she asked herself? Why not? She was the boss wasn’t she?


  “Marla, there’s not much going on, do you mind handling the place by yourself for the rest of the afternoon?” Carol smiled at Marla.


  “Sure, I don’t mind. We’re not that busy anyway,” Marla told her.


  Marla was the wife of one of the foremen who worked for Hank and had thrown Carol a bridal lingerie party at her house before Carol and Hank had married. After the wedding, one thing led to another and before she knew it, she found Marla working for her down at the shop. It was a perfect fit for the two of them and they worked well together.


  “Well, I think I’ll head home and see what kind of mischief I can get into. Go ahead and put yourself in for time and a half for the rest of the day,” Carol said, gathering her purse and heading for the door.


  “Gee, thanks, Carol. But don’t get into too much mischief. I don’t want to have to come and bail you out of jail tonight,” she laughed.


  “Not to worry,” Carol chuckled. “Not to worry.”


  Driving home, she started to call Hank and tell him that she was going to fly up and rent a motel room for the night, but decided against it. The gang at home would probably starve to death if she wasn’t there to see that they got fed. The four growing teenagers could consume copious amounts of food, she smiled to herself. Jason, could probably devour a whole cow at one meal if he put his mind to it, she thought. And she’d seen her two sons, Brian and Danny put away five whoppers between them on one occasion. Then there was Samantha. She was no slouch in the eating department either. She didn’t know how Sam did it and maintained her knock figures. Maybe it was all that jumping, running around and doing splits in cheerleading practice, she laughed to herself. And then there was Jennifer who was back home for spring break. Crap, she’d forgotten all about Jennifer. Well, maybe she was gone for the afternoon…


  Oh, well, Carol thought, she didn’t seem to have much trouble maintaining her own figure which still turned heads wherever she went. But then again, maybe it was the two hours she religiously spent in the morning before work out in the little gym that Hank had built out in the backyard for her and the gang.


  The smell of the two bags of burgers sitting on the seat beside her was almost driving her crazy with hunger as she turned up the long, winding driveway leading up to the big quadruple garage that set out apart from the house. Then she saw that Jason’s car was sitting in front of the garage and beside it sat Jennifer’s bright pink Volkswagen. Crap.


  What the fuck, she muttered to herself. What was Jason doing home? Oh, yeah, he was sick. Or least he had said he was sick. I must be getting old. I completely forgot about him and Jennifer. And Jennifer? Jennifer’s spring break was just winding down and she was supposed to be leaving for college tomorrow. But that didn’t help out today, Carol fussed to herself. Glancing down at her watch, she saw that it was only two o’clock. Carol suddenly got a weird feeling down in the pit of her stomach. In her aroused state, her mind suddenly jumped to the conclusion that Jennifer and Jason were all alone in the house? But that didn’t mean anything…did it? No, they wouldn’t…would they? Jason was sick wasn’t he? Well, Jennifer had just turned twenty and Jason was eighteen. And Carol knew about teenagers and hormones and all that stuff. This certainly was the perfect opportunity for the two of them. Why else would Jason be home?


  “Damn it, they’d better not be…” she fumed out loud, steering onto the wide driveway in front of the garage.


  Turning the car off, she threw open the door, grabbed the burger bags and stepped out. The nagging feeling that something might be going on between Jason and Jennifer wouldn’t go away.


  As she pinged across the driveway to the front walk on her high heels, she had a sudden sinking feeling. What if they were? No, no, they wouldn’t! It was just her overactive imagination…and the lack of cock on her part. Besides Jennifer was Jason’s stepsister. And she’d never noticed anything going on between them before. She would have seen something if they had been fooling around before. Wouldn’t she? But, as she eased the key into the front door lock, she still couldn’t shake the feeling and tried not to make any noise. She would sneak in and see what was going on. Just to make sure, she told herself.


  Quietly, she turned the knob and pushed the door open. The house was quiet as a church on a Monday morning. Setting the bags of burgers down on the little table by the door, she quietly toed her high heels off and pushed them over by the door. Then, like a thief in the night, she went tiptoeing across the carpet of the front room over to the rec room doorway. Stopping in the doorway, she peeked into the room. No one. Still tiptoeing, she crept up the stairs one step at a time, being careful to avoid all the squeaky spots. At the top of the landing, she stopped for a moment to listen. She listened but still didn’t hear anything. Why was it so quiet? It was almost spooky. Looking down the hallway, she saw that the door to Jennifer’s room was slightly ajar. Stealthily moving down the hallway, she stopped just outside the door.


  Taking a deep breath, she leaned over and peeked in.


  What she saw took her breath away—


  Jason and Jennifer were in Jennifer’s bed. Jason was lying on his back, his head resting on a pillow. HE WAS NAKED! Jennifer was wearing the little baby doll pj's she usually wore at night. Jennifer was on her knees up between Jason’s muscular legs leaning down over him. With the foot of Jennifer’s bed facing the door, Carol couldn’t see Jason’s face or what Jennifer was doing, but there could only be one thing they were doing. Jennifer was apparently in the middle of giving her stepbrother a blowjob—


  Carol was stunned! She couldn’t breathe. She suddenly became aware of the loud pounding of her heart down in her chest. She couldn’t move. It was like her feet were mired in cement as she stood gawking at Jennifer’s back and Jason’s legs stretched out alongside her daughter’s calves. She could never have even imagined anything so disgusting was going on right under her nose. Standing there in her stocking feet watching her daughter’s head bobbing up and down above Jason’s crotch suddenly made her feel sick to the stomach on the one hand. But bizarrely, at the same time, she found it strangely evoking. Especially in her already heightened state of sexual arousal, she found she couldn’t move as she stood staring at them. She knew that she had to stop them, but she couldn’t bring herself to move as she watched her daughter’s head moving up and down and the loud, lewd slurping sounds Jennifer was making.


  Then Carol watched on in shocked amazement as Jason’s hand curled around the back of Jennifer’s head as he added to the emphasis of his stepsister’s movement up and down.


  “Yeah, Baby, suck that bad boy.” She heard Jason tell Jennifer.


  All of a sudden, Jennifer’s bobbing head came to an abrupt stop. And before Carol knew what was happening, Jennifer spun on her knees and Carol found herself angrily staring into her daughter’s big, frightened eyes.


  Carol saw a look of pure panic flash across her daughter’s pretty face as her eyes googled out at least a foot.


  “MOTHER!” she shrieked, staring directly at Carol.


  Then Carol saw Jason peek around Jennifer while Jennifer was struggling around trying to turn and face her mother and pull the covers up over her all at the same time.


  “Just what in the name of Hell do you two think you’re doing?” Carol angrily demanded, finally able to jerk her feet out of the cement and march across the room toward them with big, angry strides.


  “M-Mo-Mother,” Jennifer stuttered, again gawking at her in disbelief as she held the bed sheet pulled up in front of her.


  Then silence collapsed down around them as the three of them stared at each other in shocked incredulity.


  “Jason, go to your room,” Carol finally ordered the cowering boy, pointing her finger at him abruptly then flinging her hand toward the door, “and put some clothes on. I’ll be down there in a few minutes to talk.”


  Staggering to his feet, Jason tried to cover his cock but as big and stiff as it was, that was impossible to do as it floundered out into the open and Carol gawked down at it in amazed awe. The damned thing was huge. It was even bigger than Hank’s.


  Jason quickly spun around with his back to her as he stumbled over to the door. Carol couldn’t help from watching his tight, muscular ass ripple and twitch as he cowered his way out of the room.


  Jennifer was sitting in the middle of her bed with the sheets tugged up under her chin.


  “Mother, I’m sorry,” she mumbled as Carol stepped over and sat down on the edge of the bed.


  “You little slut—” Carol snorted. “So how long has this been going on?”


  “Only a couple of weeks,” Jennifer said, hoping that the fact it had only been going on since she had come home for spring break would somehow mitigate the severity of her transgression.


  “Two weeks? Are you sure?” Carol demanded, fearing the worst.


  “Yeah, only two weeks,” Jennifer sniffed. “It started when I got home for spring break.”


  “It didn’t start before then?”


  “No—honest. I’m telling the truth.”


  “I hope that you’re telling the truth because I’m going to ask Jason, too,” Carol told her.


  “Well, it’s only been since then,” Jennifer swore, knowing that Jason would back her up. “I promise.”


  “And how many times have you two done it?” Carol wanted to know.


  “I don’t know…uh, about, uh, about ten times I guess,” Jennifer lied.


  “Did Jason use a rubber, or are you taking anything to protect yourself?”


  “Yeah, I’m taking BC pills.”


  “Where did you get them?


  “I got them from Dr. Thornton…”


  “Well, at least you were smart enough to protect yourself. I can see what you see in Jason, but you know that he is your stepbrother. You can’t do that. You’ve got to promise me that you’ll never do it again,” Carol told her. “If you do and I catch you, I’ll, I’ll, oh, I don’t know what I’ll do…but it won’t be pleasant. Understand?”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I promise,” Jennifer muttered, already thinking of a plan to get around that.


  “Okay, now why don’t you go back to college or something,” Carol said, standing up.


  “You mean, you mean that’s it?” Jennifer asked incredulously. “No punishment.”


  “Well, hardly. You’re twenty and supposedly no longer a minor in the eyes of the law…” Carol coldly smiled, “but if you do it again and I find out, I will make your life hell. Keesh?”


  “Uh, okay, uh, thanks,” Jennifer said, trying to smile but failing miserably.


  Then giving Jennifer one final angry glare, Carol stomped across the room to the door. Stopping she turned and gave Jennifer another stern look and then stepped out into the hallway, slamming the door behind her.


  Now what she asked herself? She had to stop this from happening again. But how? She knew how horny teenage boys were and she couldn’t keep an eye on them 24/7. She couldn’t risk Jennifer getting pregnant either. Well, Jennifer was heading back to college tomorrow. That would solve the immediate problem. Damn, if Hank wasn’t gone all the time, maybe he could help her keep an eye on them and none of this would have happened. She couldn’t put all the blame on Jennifer and Jason. Hell, she knew what it felt like to be horny. And unfortunately, that brought her back around to poor, old Hank. Well, if he was around more she wouldn’t walk around wetting her pants every time she saw a good looking guy. Like now, she fumed. But why was she itching down there? Oh, yeah, she remembered. She’d been horny even before this all began and then there was the image of her stepson’s massive penis dancing around inside her head, slamming against things and making everything all topsy-turvy. God, the damned thing had looked like it was a foot long. So nice and big and stiff…


  Whoa there, girl. Slow down. That’s your stepson you’re fantasizing about. Looking down, she saw that her hand was pressed against the front of her skirt, rubbing against her throbbingly-sensitive clit through the skirt and her panties. And now, I won’t get to take care of that until later because of all this. And I’m going to be crankier than an old wet hen. Fuck, those two sure ruined my day. And now I have to go read Jason the riot act. Him, I have some control over—


  What was she going to tell him? To stop fucking around with his stepsister, she fumed. Fuck it, I need a drink—a little liquid courage, a little liquefied muscle.


  Clumping down the stairs on her stocking feet, she seethed over to the bar and quickly splashed three fingers of Canadian Club into a glass. Lifting the glass up to her lips, she tipped it back and swigged it down in one gulp. Smooth, she lied to herself trying to keep from coughing. Turning the bottle up again, she refilled the glass and gulped down the second charge of the fiery liquid.


  After a few seconds, she felt the calming effect of the alcohol spreading out from her tummy.


  “That’s better,” she smiled to herself. “One more and I think I’ll be ready to tackle the problem at hand.” Then she tipsily giggled at what she had just thought. The problem at hand? Suddenly an image of Jason’s big cock popped into her head. But this time it was her hand wrapped around the vile thing, not Jennifer’s. Stop it—Stop it—Stop it—she railed at herself, shaking her head, trying to dislodge the image and shake it away.


  But, even after the third drink, she found that she couldn’t shake the obscene vision of Jason and Jennifer out of her mind. She would never have imagined that Jason was so well endowed. Why, it looked like his cock was nine or ten inches long. At least two or three inches longer that his father’s prick. Better stop thinking about cocks, she warned herself. You’re already primed and you know that you’ve still got two days before Hank gets home. And Mrs. Vibe and her friend, Mrs. Dildo can only do so much.


  It was too bad, she moped. Too bad that Jason was Hank’s son. If he weren’t, well it wouldn’t be that big of a deal about him and Jennifer. Oh sure, she wished that Jennifer wasn’t so sexually active, but hell they were just a couple of randy youngsters, and after all, Jennifer was on the pill, wasn’t she? Yeah, if Jason weren’t her stepson, then she wouldn’t have to get in his face about screwing around with his stepsister. Yeah, if only…


  Yeah, if only he weren’t her stepson, then it wouldn’t be her problem. Why, in fact, as horny as she was, he could even be a part of her solution, she wickedly thought. And he certainly looked like he was equipped for it. What was going on, she tipsily asked herself. The alcohol had not only given her some liquefied encouragement, it was doing a good job of dissolving her conscience at the same time.


  Wait, wait a minute, she fuddled. Why not? Why couldn’t he? Hell, he was randy as a goat anyway fooling around with Jennifer like he’d been doing. And right under my nose. That takes balls and it’s not like I’m really fucking my son. He’s just my stepson. He’s not my blood relation. Why would it be all that wrong? Didn’t Jennifer say that they had already done it ten times? And nothing had happened to them. What could one time hurt? Just one time. How could anything go wrong?


  I can only think of a million ways, she angrily told herself.


  He’s going to be pissed when I tell him that Jennifer is off limits. But it was for their own good. Yeah, and as a teenager, he’s going to understand that. A teenager ruled by the evil god, Testosterone? He already knew what they were doing was wrong and he went ahead and did it anyway. So why was her telling him it was wrong going to make any difference? It probably wasn’t…


  But wait. What if? What if I told him that if he stayed away from Jennifer I would give him something just as good? Maybe even better? And didn’t most teenage guys have this thing for the elusive, older woman? What about Mrs. Robinson in that movie, uh, uh, what was it called? The Graduate! Yeah, that was it.


  Would he go for it?


  But Hank? She would still be cheating on Hank. But it wasn’t like she was going out and looking to cheat, was it? Hell, Jason was family. Whoops, that was the real problem wasn’t it. What if, she crazily thought? What if Hank and I weren’t married and I had met Jason? Then nothing would be wrong with what she was contemplating. Other than the fact that she was robbing the cradle, she lewdly thought. There were May and December relationships going on all the time, weren’t there? Why it was even rumored that Florence Henderson dated her then TV stepson in The Brady Bunch back in the day. But he wasn’t really her stepson, she told herself. Whatever—


  But the more she thought about it, the better it sounded. Should I? Could I? I could tell him that Jennifer was off limits to him, but if he stayed away from her, I would give him something of equal value. But, do I trust him? What if he told his dad? Why would he? What horny teenager would turn down a piece of pussy just to please his father? None that I know of. It might work, she smiled to herself. Kill two birds with one stone, so to speak. Jason could take care of her problem, she could take care of his, and keep him away from Jennifer all at the same time she giddily thought. It was all for the sake of family, she lied to herself. Wouldn’t Hank understand that?


  Probably not. But then Hank didn’t have to know. It would be their secret. A secret that she would share with her stepson, Jason—


  But would Jason go for it? She was no spring chicken. And maybe he wasn’t into older women. Maybe he liked them young and innocent, like Jennifer. Well, only one way to find out, she told herself, unable to stop the laugh that maniacally came bubbling out of her mouth.


  “Oops—” she giggled, turning and starting for the stairs.


  Walking across the room, she found herself weaving slightly. Damn, three drinks on an empty stomach wasn’t such a good idea, she complained to herself.


  “Well, here goes nothing,” she said out loud as she padded up the stair and headed for Jason’s room. Maybe I’ll give him a little sample of what I have to offer and then invite him down to my room later tonight after everyone is in bed. Yeah, that ought to do it, if I can wait that long. I can only imagine what kind of charge he would get cuckolding his father in his father’s own bed, she laughed.


  Stepping up to the door, Carol took a deep, cleansing breath, reached down and boldly pushed it open. There he was she told herself as Carol suddenly felt lightheaded and dizzy. Grabbing hold of the doorframe to steady herself, she paused.


  “I’m, uh, I’m sorry, uh, Mom, uh, Ms., uh, Brin-,” he stuttered childishly.


  “You should be,” she warned him, regaining her equilibrium and giving him a stern look.


  If he only knew, she smiled to herself. He’s quaking in his boots now, but in a little while he’ll be the happiest boy on the block.


  “We can’t tolerate any more of you and Jennifer screwing around. Do you understand?”


  “Uh, yes, yes ma’am,” Jason cringed. “I, uh, I’m sorry…”


  “Promise me that it won’t happen again,” she demanded.


  “I, uh, I promise,” he gulped. “I promise.”


  “Good,” she smiled, preparing to cast the lure right out in front of him and give it a little troll.


  Stepping into his room, keeping her eyes fixed on him, she reached behind her back, crossed her arms at the wrists, spread her hands out on the door, leaned back against it and pushed it closed behind her.


  “Now that we’ve taken care of that,” she softly said, slowly stepping toward him, seductively rolling her hips, “we need to figure out how to take care of your problem,” she softly laughed, quickly switching from the evil, wicked stepmother to the kind, caring stepmother in the blink of an eye.


  “I, uh, my, my problem?” he mumbled. “I don’t understand.”


  “Can you keep a secret, Jason?” she boldly asked him, reaching up to the collar of her blouse. The top two buttons were already unbuttoned as she quickly pushed the third one through its buttonhole.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I guess,” he muttered, his eyes immediately darting down to her hands.


  “Well, I’ll make a deal with you if you can keep it secret,” she told him as she teased her fingers down to the fourth button.


  “Huh?”


  “Do you promise not to ever tell anyone what I’m about to say?”


  “Uh, y-yeah, I, uh, I promise,” he said.


  “Especially…double especially, not your dad?”


  “I won’t tell my dad, I, uh, I promise—” he timidly declared.


  She couldn’t believe that she had this six foot three, two hundred and twenty-five pound high school senior, star quarterback, center on the basketball team and general BMOC cowering in front of her like a ten year old fixing to get taken out behind the woodshed for a beating. But she did. He looked like he would break and run if she said “BOO—” real loud.


  “Well, after all, I’m still your mom and you do know that I will do anything to see that my boys, all my boys, don’t do without anything,” she coyly smiled at him, pushing the fourth button through its button hole. Now her blouse was unbuttoned down the front of the blouse to just below the swell of her breasts. And the center of her sexy little half cup bra was peeking out through the opening. It obviously was getting Jason’s attention as the poor boy’s eyes were darting up and down between her face and the opening.


  “Don’t you?” she purred, her fingers crawling down to the next to last button.


  “Uh, yes, yes, Ma’am…I guess…”


  “Why don’t we cut through all the BS,” she smiled, poking at the button with the tip of her red fingernail, “and just call me Mom—”


  “Uh, okay, Mom,” Jason nervously muttered.


  “Now that we’ve got all that straightened out,” she softly laughed, making her big tits jiggle and jog up and down inside the little bra, much to Jason’s obvious appreciation.


  Will he like my boobs, Carol tipsily wondered? Will they be big enough for him? They’re almost as big as Jennifer’s…but they aren’t as perky. Maybe he likes saggy tits. Seems like I read somewhere that most men even prefer the droopy ones. Reminds them of their mom’s or something along those lines. Well, if that’s the case, Jason ought to really like mine then. They’re the real thing. Mom’s real breasts, well, his stepmom’s, she laughed to herself, pushing the button through its buttonhole and finally moving down to the last button.


  “So—” she said with emphasis, taking a deep breath to make her breasts swell out against the front of her blouse, spreading the opening wider apart as she fiddled with the last button. “What would you say if I offered to replace what I just took away from you with another source of the same thing?”


  “Another source? Same thing? I don’t understand what you’re talking about, Mrs., uh, Mom…” Jason puzzled with a perplexed look on his handsome face.


  “You and Jennifer…no more…remember?”


  “Uh, oh, yeah, I remember, but, but what are you talking about? Another source? The same thing? I don’t…don’t understand,” Jason stopped, his eyes darting down to the bottom of her blouse where her fingers had just pushed the last button through its buttonhole. As the button came undone, the opening spread wider leaving a three-inch crack running down the front of the blouse between the edges of white silk.


  “You don’t have any ideas?” she teased, pinching the edges of her blouse between her fingers and thumbs.


  “Uh, uh, no—not a clue—” Jason told her, but Carol thought she detected a spark of perception flicker behind his big brown eyes as she began to spread her blouse open to reveal the frilly surprise underneath it.


  “This help?” Carol smiled, letting the open blouse dangle down as she reached up between the lacy, satin-lined cups to the dainty pink bow hiding the clasp that held the bra together.


  Then, as Jason sat staring down between her tits at her fingers, she plucked the bow open and the big cups flew apart to reveal her quivering, jiggling breasts as they sagged down onto her chest.


  “Oh-My-God—” Jason gasped, his eyes bugging out at least a foot as he appreciatively gawked down at Carol’s trembling tits.


  “I take it you approve…” Carol chuckled, letting go of the brassiere, cupping her hands under her big, heavy tits and lifting them out to him.


  “They…they’re, they’re fucking fantastic—Awesome—” Jason groaned, unable to take his eyes off the pale pink treasures.


  “They are part of the new source I mentioned,” she smiled, gently tweaking the big, rubber nipples between her fingers and thumbs.


  “What? What do you, you mean?”


  “Me, Honey—” she told him.”


  “Huh? You, you mean, you mean, uh, you, you and me?” he choked out, his face turning an apoplectic purple.


  “Yes, you and me—” she told him, taking a step closer, stopping with her big tits only inches in front of his gaping eyes. I’ll scratch your back and you can scratch mine. Deal?”


  “Oh, my God,” he groaned.


  “Deal?” she asked him again, thrusting her chest out and making her big nipples brush across his trembling lower lip.


  “Deal…” he softly muttered.


  “Good,” she smiled down at him taking a step back and letting her breasts sag back down onto her chest. “To seal the deal, I’ll give you a little sample of what’s in it for you.”


  “Huh?”


  “Stand up,” she ordered him.


  Reaching down, Jason grabbed hold of the edge of the bed and pushed himself up to his feet at the same time Carol dropped to her knees in front of him. Reaching out, she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his short pants and roughly jerked them down his hairy, muscular legs along with his Jockey shorts.


  “Nice one,” she smiled, looking at his big, limp cock, lifelessly dangling down between his muscular thighs. “About nine inches when it’s hard?”


  “Uh, uh, yeah, uh, about that,” he said, a grin finally trying to tug at the corners of his lips as he watched her reach out, curl her fingers around the lolling giant and gently lift it out from between his legs.


  Guiding the big, mauve head of his prick up to her lips, she opened her mouth and quickly sucked it inside with a loud, wet slurp.


  “God, M-Ms.-B-Brinks,” Jason choked.


  She could feel the big cylinder of flesh already firming up and beginning to harden as she let it slip out from between her lips, looked up at him, ran the tip of her tongue across her lower lip and batted her big, blue eyes at him.


  “Mom, remember, just call me Mom,” she smiled and then quickly dropped her lips back down to his cock and sucked him back into her hot, wet mouth.


  Moving her head back and forth, she let her lips slide up and down the stiffening slab of meat. As she sucked, she reached down at cupped his big, hanging balls in her hot hand. Gently squeezing and toying with his nuts as she lovingly sucked on his peter, she felt the evil thing growing harder and harder inside her mouth.


  God, the boy is hung like a fucking horse, she told herself as his prick swelled larger and larger. Within moments, the monster had reached its fully-ripened state as Carol marveled at its bulk. This could be the best deal she had ever made she drunkenly laughed to herself as she continued to suck and slurp at the hard, thick tower of boy-meat.


  Jason watched on in incredulous awe as his stepmother eagerly slurped away at his swollen giant.


  Sucking and twirling her tongue round and round the huge, swollen head of his cock, she felt him slowly start to work his hips back and forth as he gently fucked her face.


  “Damn, M-Ms, uh, Mom,” he grunted. “Damn, Mom, you give great head.”


  “Um-m-huh,” she mumbled out around the thick shaft of meat.


  Just wait, she said to herself, wait until I get you into bed tonight. I’m going to fuck your brains out…and then, then I’m going to fuck you some more. You don’t know what you’ve gotten yourself into my dear boy.


  Then she felt his hands on the back of her head.


  Digging his fingers into her short, brown hair, he curled them and grasped a handful and began to push and pull her head back and forth.


  Carol could sense his growing urgency as he fucked her mouth harder and harder. Reaching around him, she dug her fingers into the hard, firm flesh of his ass cheeks. Then with a grunt, she pulled his giant prick into her mouth and let the head of the monster force its way down into her throat. She felt a momentary urge to gag, but fought it off as the big dick slithered half way down her throat. Holding onto his clenched ass, she started swallowing and letting the muscles of her throat squeeze and grasp at the thick shaft of her stepson’s massive manhood.


  “Jesus fucking Christ,” Jason blurted out as he saw his stepmother’s soft, red lips clamped down around the hairy base of his throbbing cock while she unflinchingly stared up into his eyes.


  I think he likes it, Carol told herself as she felt Jason’s curly pubic hair tickling her nose.


  She could feel the boy’s testicles hardening, contracting and scrunching up against her lower lip, foretelling his impending eruption.


  Backing her head away from him, she disgorged his spit-glazed penis until only its evil egg-shaped head remained inside the hot wetness of her mouth.


  “God, Ms, uh, fuck, Mom, gonna, gonna come,” he snorted as she sucked and pulled on the pulsating, slippery head of the giant.


  Sucking more of his cock back into her mouth, she felt his balls tighten even more as the shaft of his cock swelled up with pre-ejaculatory expectancy.


  Then suddenly it exploded, filling her mouth with her stepson’s hot, sweet cream.


  “Fuck,” Jason cursed trying to shove his whole cock into her mouth and throat once again.


  But this time Carol held him back, keeping his spurting cock head inside her mouth so she could suck him dry. Suck out every last drop of his thick, syrupy milk.


  As she pulled and milked the spewing giant, it jerked and twitched uncontrollably, squirting out gusher after gusher of thick, sticky syrup straight out onto her tongue.


  She thought it would never stop erupting as her mouth overflowed and his pearl-colored jism leaked out of the corners of her mouth dripping down her chin and into the cleavage of her tits. She couldn’t swallow fast enough to keep up with the river of cum that was pouring out of his cock.


  Then finally, with a guttural moan, Jason’s legs gave way and he fell back onto the bed jerking his expended prick out of her cum-filled mouth. As it did, it gave one last twitch and shot out the final gob onto Carol’s cheek barely missing her eye.


  Carol swallowed, choking down the last of her stepson’s rich, creamy jism.


  “My goodness,” Carol muttered, wiping her cum-coated lips and cheek with the back of her hand, “how long have you been saving up?”


  “Not, not long,” he gasped, trying to catch his breath, “you just made me feel so fucking hot, I couldn’t stop coming.”


  “Well,” she said, slowly getting to her feet, “I hope you didn’t use it all up because I’m going to be wanting some more tonight after everyone else is in bed. Do you think you can manage to get it up again for me then?”


  “Fuck, yes,” he grinned, not believing what was happening.


  “Good. Now remember, this is our secret,” she told him. “And try not to gloat. I’m supposed to be down here chewing your ass out, not sucking your dick, so act contrite in front of everyone else or you’ll give it away. Okay? And if you don’t, I’ll be cutting your balls off instead of draining them. Get the point?”


  “Yes, ma’am, uh, Mom,” he smirked, “you’re the boss.”


  “Good, and don’t you forget it,” she smiled icily, reaching up, pulling her bra back together and hooking the clasp back together again.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he winced wondering what he had gotten himself into.


  Then with a smirk, she cupped a big tit in the palm of her hand and one at a time stuffed them back down inside the satin-lined bra.


  “Good,” she laughed, reaching down and giving his shrunken prick one last squeeze before she pushed back up onto her stocking feet. “Until later.”


  With that, she spun around and briskly walked across the room, swinging her hips to and fro enticingly as she buttoned up her blouse.


  Stopping at the door, she stopped and gave her short brown hair a couple of fluffs, turned and blew him a kiss before stepping out of his room.


  Well, I hope this works out, she told herself, closing his door behind her He is one more hunk and I bet after tonight, he won’t be able to keep his hands off me much less think of another woman. And it’s been so long since I’ve had all the cock I want. Just thinking about Jason’s big, hard dick sent another spasm of excitement trickling through her overflowing, juice-filled cunt…


  There is something seriously wrong with me, she guiltily thought. Jason? Hank’s son? Why not? Just keeping it in the family…in more ways than one, she laughed to herself…


  ~~~


  Carol was on pins and needles the whole night, but thankfully it was a school night and it was lights out at ten o’clock. Carol was a nervous wreck as she made her rounds, looking in on the kids, making sure they were all tucked in, the doors were locked and the lights were off. Luckily, perhaps showing some sign of penance, Jennifer was also in bed when Carol checked on her, but that didn’t stop Carol from giving her a stern warning about straying after the lights were out. When she checked in on Jason, she tried to be discrete but couldn’t help but blow him a big kiss and give him a conspiratory wink.


  Carol anxiously showered and slipped into a scanty blue gown that was so short, it barely covered her drooling pussy. Stopping in front of the mirror, she nervously fluffed her curly brown hair with her fingers as she appraised her reflection.


  “Not bad for a forty-year-old broad,” she said out loud running her eyes down over her trim, svelte figure.


  Maybe, if my tits weren’t quite so saggy, she complained. Returning to her nightstand, she reached down and picked up the half-empty glass of CC, turned it up and swilled down the last of the amber liquor. It was her fourth drink of the night on top of the three she had, had earlier in the afternoon, so she had a happy little buzz swirling around inside her head. Padding over to her closet, she flicked on the light and looked down at the shelves of shoes. She kind of had this thing for high heels and Hank had built her the shelves to display them. After a few minutes she picked out a pair of Domina-412 sexy single sole six-inch high heels. The sharp, pointy toes were made out of black patent leather. The rest of the toe box and vamp was constructed of narrow red patent leather straps. The spiked six-inch heel was also red, but the narrow strap that held it wrapped around her trim ankle was black. The shoes were her sexiest ones and Hank loved it when she tottered around on them. They made her feel like she was walking on stilts and with all the booze she’d consumed, she’d have to be careful not to trip and fall and break an ankle or something. But, she smiled to herself, she wasn’t planning on doing a lot of walking and it was kind of hard to fall when you were laying on your back in the middle of the bed.


  Slipping the heels on her feet, she teetered over to her bed and sat down. Nothing to do now, but wait, she anxiously thought picking up the bottle of CC and splashing another couple of inches in her glass. Better turn off the light. Don’t want anyone to suspect anything in case one of the kids had to get up for a glass of water or something. Flicking off her light, she sat on the edge of the bed sipping on the CC waiting. When would he come, she nervously wondered? Later, she laughed to herself at the pun. Of course he would. She could barely see in the soft glow of the night light. Scooting over to the headboard, she leaned back against it and waited some more. She could hear every cricket, every single katydid playing their fiddles outside her window. All her senses were on key. Everything seemed heightened, even her sense of feel as she felt her clit throbbing and pulsating down between her legs.


  Smiling to herself, she reached down and slipped her hand down under the shimmering blue satin and quickly found it with the tip of her finger. God she was sensitive, she winced as she felt a shiver of excitement tickle up her spine when she touched it. She couldn’t remember being so sensitive in such a long time.


  Laying in her bed, sipping on the whiskey, gently teasing her achingly-sensitive clit, she listened and waited. She realized she wasn’t breathing and her heart was pattering away like a runaway snare drum down inside her chest. Consciously, she began to breathe again and thought she heard something. Was it him? Was it Jason? Or was it something else? Restlessly, she listened even harder as her breathing stopped once again. Then she thought she heard the catch of the doorknob being opened. Was it? Or was it something else? Her skin was crawling as she fitfully waited.


  Flicking off the night light, she pretended to be asleep just in case it was one of the other children.


  Let it be him, she begged. She couldn’t take much more. Now the only light was the dim glow of a street light filtering in through the window as she intently stared at the outline of the door. She thought she saw it move. All at once, she saw the dim outline of a man’s body furtively slip around the door and into her room. Then the door quietly closed.


  “Mom?” she heard a timorous, masculine whisper.


  “I’ve been waiting—” she whispered back as her heart leapt into her throat.


  He was here! She couldn’t believe it was actually happening. Her heart was singing, leaping, bounding around inside her chest like an acrobat.


  She could just make out the outline of his body as he crept toward the bed with his arms sweeping the air in front of him. Quickly setting her almost-empty glass on the nightstand, Carol scooted over toward the middle of the bed to make room for him. Then the bed shuddered as he bumped into it.


  “Come on in…the water’s fine,” she softly giggled,


  “Yeah—” Jason snorted as they bed lurched under his weight when he crawled up on it.


  “I can’t see,” he complained as Carol felt a groping hand brush against a trembling breast.


  “Feel your way then—” she told him, arching her back and thrusting her breast against his fumbling fingers.


  As she felt his fingers exploring her breast through her thin gown, she reached out and suddenly found herself with a handful of stiff, rock-hard cock. God, it felt like a fucking baseball bat, she reveled as her fingers explored its impressive girth and length.


  “So big—” she whispered, curling her fingers around it and giving it a rough squeeze.


  “For you…” Jason grunted, his hand moving away from her breast, down over her heaving belly and up under her gown to the weeping wetness between her legs.


  “Yes—” Carol hissed, spreading her legs, opening herself to his probing, searching fingers.


  You fucking slut, she admonished herself. And Jason was no longer the shy, frightened boy of this afternoon. In fact, he was taking charge…


  “So wet—” Jason hissed back as she felt his fingers burrowing down into the soft, giving flesh, searching for the opening of her seeping womanhood.


  Clutching hold of his giant cock, Carol slowly stroked her hand up and down it as Jason’s fingers finally pushed inside her and his lips brushed across her cheek on their way to her lips.


  The emotions tumbling through her head were tumultuous. This was her stepson! This was all so dangerous. It could all go wrong on so many different levels. One of the other children could find out. Hank could find out. Then what? She would have thrown away her second marriage…and for what? For a romp through the tulips with her stepson? But even if that were the price she had to pay, it might be worth it, she told herself as she marveled at the size of her stepson’s cock.


  But it was too late to change it, she told herself as she felt Jason’s tongue push into her mouth while his fingers probed the inner sanctity of her womanhood. She had already veered down this path. She didn’t know if what they were going to do even fell under the term incest. Yes, it was taboo and yes, it was wrong. Totally and completely wrong to cheat on her husband with his very own flesh and blood. But…


  Regardless of the morality of it all, she knew that none of that would matter shortly as things were rapidly barreling out of control. She could feel Jason’s hot, probing tongue thrusting into her mouth, his fingers jabbing into her sex while his hips were rolling, thrusting his prick against her squeezing hand.


  Suddenly, Jason broke the kiss.


  “I want to fuck you, Mom—” he croaked out, pulling his dripping fingers out of her, roughly pushing her over onto her back and struggling to raise up onto his hands and knees.


  “Yes, Baby, fuck, Mommy—” Carol hissed back at him, throwing her legs wider apart, letting go of his cock, clawing at him, pulling him over between her outstretched legs. “Take me, Baby, take me—”


  Jason didn’t have to be told again as he scrambled up between her legs. Then she felt the hard, round head of his prick thud up against the soft, giving flesh between her legs. Shoving her hand down between them, she quickly found his thrusting maleness and grasped hold of it, bent it down and guided its tapered point down in between the moist, slippery lips of her sex. She was so wet and slippery, Jason’s cock easily slipped inside her. She heard him give out a soft grunt as he curled his hips and pushed into her. She could feel the immense size of his penis filling her, spreading her open, stretching her wider than she’d ever been stretched before.


  “Oh—God—so fucking big—” she gasped, tilting her hips, accepting him down inside her clutching warmth.


  “Fuck—” Jason growled, pushing deeper and deeper into the forbidden depths of her accommodating cunt. “So hot—”


  God, he was so fucking big, she fussed to herself, wondering if she could take him all as he strained against her pushing deeper and deeper.


  Finally, their bellies touched and then she felt his hairy groin grind against hers as he tried to push even deeper inside her. But he couldn’t. He was totally immersed down inside her clinging softness. Digging her long, spiked heels down into the mattress, she strained up against him, taking him deeper than any man had ever been before him.


  “God-Motherrrrr—” Jason cursed, his hands curling around her flattened breasts, squeezing them, kneading them as he slowly pulled back and then thrust deep inside her again. As he pawed her breasts and began to rock back and forth, his lips found hers again.


  Tilting her hips, rocking in tandem with Jason, Carol kicked her legs up and wrapped her thighs around his waist. Squeezing him tightly between her thighs, she locked her ankles together and let the pointy tips of her sharp, six-inch heels tick against his ass every time he pulled back.


  She could feel the muscles in his back and ass clenching every time he drove deep into her to fill her with his steely hardness. This was everything she could ever wish for. If only it weren’t for that nagging little guilt that he was her stepson. She knew that as good and right as it felt, she was somehow corrupting him. Tainting him. But for now, it didn’t matter. She had to do it, she lied to herself. It was to keep her daughter safe from harm’s way. But down deep inside her heart of hearts, she knew she was doing it because she wanted to do it. She wanted to feel him inside her. She wanted to feel him inside her, filling her with his manly steel, moving inside her.


  The bed was beginning to creak and groan under Jason’s driving onslaught. As much as Carol wanted that, wanted to feel him pounding into her harder and harder, she couldn’t risk it. Flexing the muscles in her legs, she tightened her hold on him and dropped the tips of her sharp high heels lower, pushing them into the clenching muscles of his ass, slowing him, controlling the tempo of his feverish assault. There would time for that another time…when they were alone.


  Locking her arms around Jason’s neck, she pulled his lips down to hers. Kissing him, she could feel his hot breath escaping out of his mouth every time he drove into her. His muscled chest was rubbing against her tits, spreading his sweat all over them as their bellies lewdly slapped together sending droplet of the same sweat flying out onto the sheets. Matching the pounding feverish tempo of his strokes, Carol clutched herself down around his pistoning prick every time it drove into her. God, he was so fucking big—


  She could feel herself rising, reaching for her release as Jason’s breathing was becoming more ragged and forced. He was going to come too, she rejoiced. And soon—


  Breaking their kiss, Jason dropped his lips down onto her sweaty neck, softly nibbling and gently biting as he fought for his release. He was panting now. He had shortened his strokes and quickened the pace. Yes, yes, he was about to finish. She could feel it, sense it as she enveloped him with her body, her hands clawing at his sweaty back, pushing, pulling, coaxing him on. She could feel her thighs slipping on the sweat as she grasped herself around him tighter. Her sexy six-inch high heels were wildly bouncing up and down above Jason’s hammering ass, nicking him, goading him on.


  He was making little whimpering sounds as he fought his way closer and closer to the finish.


  Carol was tottering on the edge, too. One little shove. One little push. That was all she needed as she strained against him, moving with him, furiously milking and sucking on his driving manhood with her hungry cunt.


  “Fuccckkkkkk—” Jason suddenly growled out into the pillow Carol’s head was resting on as his whole body went stiff. Then she felt him lurch down inside her pussy as her loins were bathed in his gelatinous warmth.


  That was it, she exulted when she felt a rush of pleasure spasm through her cunt as it spontaneously collapsed down around the spurting monster buried deep inside it. This made it all worth it, she reveled. All the guilt she would feel, all the blame. This is what it all came down to as she felt herself being lifted on the wings of her orgasm. Exquisite paroxysms of pleasure contracted through her pussy as it contracted and dilated around her stepson’s spewing fountain. Over and over again, she felt him erupt down inside the cum-filled chamber of her womb. She had never felt so saturated by a man’s essence. She was overflowing with it as it leaked out around the twitching, jerking shaft of his cock while it emptied the venomous pestilence into her.


  At last he stopped moving inside her as his whole body suddenly went limp and melted down onto her. The last throes of her own climax were just tickling up her spine when she heard him softly sobbing into the pillow beside her head as he softened and wilted down inside her.


  “Mom—” he softly sobbed.


  Carol was puzzled. Why was he crying? Hadn’t it been good for him? It had been amazing for her.


  “What’s wrong?” Carol whispered, reaching up and lovingly running the tips of her fingers through the short, damp hairs on his sweaty temple as she uncrossed her ankles and let her perspiring legs slide down his hips and onto the bed below.


  “It—it was so awesome—” he groaned, slowly pushing up onto his elbows above her. “I’ve never felt anything like it,” he whispered. “I think I’m in love…”


  “Oh, Baby,” Carol blubbered, tears leaping into her own eyes and trickling down her cheeks. “I love you, too.” She happily laughed.


  “No, Mom, I mean it,” Jason seriously explained, clenching the muscles in his ass, thrusting into her, trying to keep his wilting manhood from slithering out of her. “I really love you—”


  Uh-oh, Carol suddenly thought. Had she gone too far? Had Jason actually fallen in love with her? That could be dangerous…


  Silence filled the room. The only sounds were of their rushed breathing as they both tried to catch their breath. What was she going to do? Would Jason be able to keep his emotions in check? Especially around his father?


  They would have to talk. She still had almost two days before Hank would be back. Surely they could come up with some kind of plan to keep everything under control in that time. Couldn’t they? She certainly hoped so.


  “We’ll talk about it,” she mumbled, gently, but forcefully pushing on his sweaty chest.


  “Now?” he asked, slowly backing down between her legs as she suddenly felt him slither out of her.


  “Tomorrow…” she told him, jerking her nightstand open and pulling out one of the towels she kept there for just such an emergency. “You stay home sick and we’ll talk about it. Okay?” She mumbled, stuffing the towel down between her legs to staunch the flow of his warm, creamy jism oozing out of her overflowing pussy.


  “Uh, okay…” she heard him say. Although she couldn’t see his face, she could sense that he was grinning. And why wouldn’t he grin? The two of them all alone in the house by themselves? And after what had happened tonight? It was a boy’s greatest fantasy come true.


  “You’d better go to your room now,” she whispered, gently pushing on him. “We don’t want to get caught…”


  “Yeah,” he whispered back and she felt the bed lurch as he stood up beside it. Then before she knew what was happening, he leaned down and brushed his lips across hers. “Tomorrow…” he softly said and then he was gone as Carol lay in her bed reflecting on the sudden turn of events…


  ~~~


  It was eight-thirty by the time Carol had the kids fed and off onto the way to school. Jennifer and her little pink Volkswagen were long gone, so that problem was taken care of for the time being. She had taken Jason aside and told him to head off to school and come back at nine after everyone was gone. And while he was gone, she would call the school with an excuse for him.


  At last everyone was gone. The house was as quiet as a church as she sat at the kitchen table in her house robe gathering her thoughts. It was early, but she already had a cup of coffee spiked with liberal dose of the Baileys sitting on the table in front of her. She’d already showered and slipped into a pair of thigh-high nylons and her six-inch heels.


  Picking up her cell, she punched the school’s number on her speed dial and waited for someone to answer.


  “Springfield High, Jennifer Littleton, speaking, how can I help you?”


  “Uh, this is Mrs. Brink-uh, Simmons, Jason, Jason Simmons’s mother,” she nervously said. Why was she so nervous? She felt like some kind of criminal committing some kind of crime. Well, she was, sort of, she told herself. Surely the lady would see through her ruse and call her out for it.


  “Uh, Jason’s sick this morning…stomach flu or something. So I’m going to let him stay home today.”


  “Oh? Jason Simmons? Yeah, I think I have something on him. He was ill yesterday afternoon, wasn’t he? Stomach flu, did you say? Let me see,” the woman said as Carol heard her rattling some papers.


  Carol had forgotten all about yesterday afternoon when she caught Jason and Jennifer. Jason had apparently concocted some kind of story about being sick then too. Crap, she hoped their stories jived.


  “Oh, yes, I see, it says that he was excused from class yesterday afternoon for stomach cramps,” the lady told her.


  Thank God, at least their excuses matched.


  “So you say you are keeping him out of school today, too, correct?”


  “Yes, well, at least this morning. I’m going to get some Imodium down him and we’ll see how he’s doing by noon…”


  “I see…uh, could you hold for a moment?”


  “Yes, sure…” Carol anxiously mumbled into the phone.


  What now? Was she checking on something else? Did she know? Had she seen through Carol’s farce? Carol had never done anything like this before and she was as nervous as bride on her wedding day. Picking up her coffee cup, Carol took a quick, guilty sip of her spiked coffee.


  Then suddenly, out of nowhere, the door flew open and as big as life Jason came strolling into the kitchen with a big grin on his face and a huge bulge jutting out against the front of his jeans.


  “Hi, Mom…” he smirked, stepping up behind her chair, reaching around her and wrapping his hands around her thinly-concealed breasts.


  “I’m back…” she heard the secretary say as Jason gave her breasts a rough squeeze through her robe.


  “I’m sorry-could you hold just a second—” Carol said into the phone.


  “Your room—” she mouthed to him, cupping her hand over the phone.


  Then, pointing toward the door, she snorted, twisting, pulling her tits out of her stepson’s clutching hands.


  “Yes, Mom—” Jason indignantly grinned, stepping back and stomping across the kitchen.


  “Sorry about that…is anything wrong?” she asked into the phone.


  “No, nothing’s wrong. You’re on the approved list for Jason…now all we need is the password, you know, to make sure you’re his mom and all…”


  Password? What was the password? Oh, yeah, then she remembered. “Pony—”


  “Yes, that’s right…so you’ll let me know at noon if Jason is coming back or not?”


  “Yes, I’ll give you a call…”


  “Well bye, and I hope Jason is feeling better soon…”


  “Oh, I’m sure he will be…” Carol smiled, “bye…” she said, turning her phone off.


  Setting the phone on the table, she picked up her coffee cup and quickly finished it off before she pushed up onto the same black and red six-inch heels she’d worn last night. At least today, Jason will get to see them, she smirked to herself as she slowly climbed the stairs. She hoped he liked them as much as his father did, she laughed to herself.


  Now with her little encounter with the school secretary over, she felt an amazing calm settle down over her.


  Tiptoeing down to Jason’s room, she stopped, took in a deep cleansing breath then pushed open the door and boldly stepped inside.


  “Well, hi,” Jason said from his bed where he was laying.


  “Well, hi, yourself,” she grinned, seeing that he was naked and had his hand wrapped around his gigantic, stiff prick. “I see you were expecting me.”


  “Damn right,” he grunted, slowly working his hand up and down the thick, hard shaft of his dick.


  Then she reached down and plucked the knot in the belt of her robe loose and quickly spread the robe open. As Jason’s eyes shot down to her jiggling breasts, Carol shrugged her shoulders and let the gown go whispering down her back to drop on the floor below.


  “Well, how do you like?” she asked him, slowly turning around in a little circle. “You couldn’t see much last night…”


  “Fantastic,” he said, staring down at the little tuft of curly brown hair that covered the tapered tip of her underbelly.


  “Uh, damn, Ms., uh, Mom, you got a great bod,” he leered, his big, brown eyes flicking up and down her almost-naked body.


  “Not bad for a 40 year-old broad, huh?” she said, striking a provocative pose.


  “Hell, not bad for a twenty-year-old,” Jason said appreciatively.


  “Compliments will get you anything you want,” she smiled.


  “Great legs—” he exclaimed, admiring the shapely arches of her long, beautiful legs, exceptionally molded and shaped by the six-inch heels.


  “Do you like my high heels?” she asked, stretching one long, curvaceous leg out out, flexing it, turning it this way and that to show off her high-heeled stiletto.


  “They’re fucking fantastic.”


  “They’re your father’s favorites,” she grinned.


  “Uh, cool,” Jason told her as a little frown flitted across his face.


  Jealous? What had caused the frown, she wondered?


  Smiling lecherously, she sashayed across the room toward him, obscenely rolling her hips from side to side. Putting a knee on the bed, she crawled up beside him and took hold of his giant dick.


  “And you have a lovely cock,” she said, pushing his hand away and running her hand up and down the massive barrel of the monster.


  Holding the creature up with her hot hand, she leisurely leaned down over it, pursed her lips and lovingly kissed the tip of big, bloated knob. As she did, she eased out her little pink tongue and delicately swirled it around the tightly stretched skin covering the swollen ball of meat. Then, lifting her lips away from it, she watched a glistening drop of pre-fuck juice ooze out of the big slit in it and dribble down onto her hand.


  It was all so easy, she told herself. She had thought she would feel guilty about it, but strangely she didn’t.


  “He looks ready,” she smiled, letting his big dick slap back down onto his belly as she lifted her hand up to her lips and slowly, seductively licked the little dribble of goo off with her tongue.


  “Ready and waiting—” he grinned.


  “She’s ready, too,” Carol said, rolling over onto her back, spreading her long legs apart and dipping her finger down into her hot, wet cunt.


  “See,” she told him, pulling her finger out and showing him her finger that it was drenched in the wet juice glistening wetly in the morning sunlight.


  “Damn, you’re a hot fox, Mom…” he groaned, leaning over and sucking the juice off her red-tipped finger. “Don’t know why I never noticed before…”


  “Well, I didn’t come down here to talk,” she said, slowly spreading her long, lovely legs apart wider and gently poking at the soft, pink lips of her cunt spreading them to reveal its meaty core.


  “Cool…” he grinned.


  “You said it was hot, last night…” Carol smiled, softly chuckling, pleased to see that he was eagerly staring down at her pussy.


  “It was…” he smiled.


  “Well, why don’t you see if it still is,” she said, slowly trailing her finger up the wet, glistening furrow between the fleshy lips.


  Reaching out, Jason pushed her hand out of the way and tentatively ran a finger over the soft, meaty lips of her cunt.


  “I didn’t mean with your finger, silly,” she softly laughed.


  “Oh,” he grinned back at her, rolling over onto his belly.


  Pushing up off the bed, Jason struggled up onto his hands and knees beside her. As he did, Carol watched the boy’s giant prick bobbing up and down heavily as he slowly crawled over and up between her outstretched legs.


  “He looks so impatient,” she smiled up at him as she reached down and lovingly ran her fingertips down the thick, vein-shrouded shaft of his big cock.


  “He is—” Jason grunted, looking back down between them, watching his stepmother gently grasp hold of his impatience, pushing it down, guiding its barbed tip down to the glistening pink lips peeking out of the nest of soft, brown curls at the tip of her belly.


  Gently tugging, Carol piloted her stepson’s giant poker down to the oozing, wet slit between her legs.


  As the rounded tip of Jason’s cock touched the meaty folds of flesh surrounding her womanhood, he dipped his hips and began to ease it down into her overheated cunt. Carol could feel the enormous head of her stepson’s prick spreading her pussy as it bludgeoned it way inside her just as it had done last night. Strangely, in the light of day, it seemed even bigger than it had last night. She had never felt anything like it. The boy was huge and her cunt was being stretched to its limit as he forced it deeper and deeper into the wet tightness of her cunt.


  “God, you’re so fucking big,” she groaned, feeling the slippery channel of her pussy being stretched to its limit by the invading intruder.


  “And you’re so fucking tight,” he snorted, pushing his cock in deeper and deeper into the clutching socket of flesh.


  “Tighter than last night?” she cooed.


  “Yeah…a lot,” Jason grunted, pushing deeper.


  She could feel herself frowning as she tried to relax and accept all of him down inside her widely-stretched cunt. She knew she could do it…she had done it last night, but somehow it all seemed different. He seemed bigger, thicker. God, how much more, she fretfully wondered, anxiously looking down over her straining belly to where their bodies met and became one. Almost in, she worriedly thought, wondering if she could take all of him again. Until last night, she could never have imagined that he was so well-endowed. After all, it wasn’t really incest was it? He wasn’t Brian…or Danny. He was her stepson. The only thing she was doing was contributing to the delinquency of a minor, she deliriously thought. Is that what the report would read if they got caught, she crazily wondered?


  Clamping her hot, wet cunt down around the invading cock, she finally felt his belly nudge down against hers. He was inside her…again! He had all nine inches of his giant dick buried down into her hot, pulsating cunt.


  “God, Mom,” he gasped, “you’re so fucking hot.”


  “As hot as last night?” she asked him, squeezing down, clutching herself around him.


  “Fuck, yes,” he whined, grinding his groin into her pussy and forcing his cock in as deep as he could. “HOTTER—” he snorted, curling his hips, clenching the muscles in his ass and thrusting deeper.


  “Fuck, yes,” she blathered, scraping the tips of her long, slender fingers down his muscular back.


  Then she felt Jason’s hands slide down under her legs, lifting them off the bed, pushing them up until the fronts of her thighs were brushing against her flattened tits. Now with her hips tilted up at an exaggerated angle like it was, her defenseless womanhood to totally exposed to his gigantic love-spear.


  Then with an evil smile, Jason slowly pulled back, withdrawing almost the entire length of his long, juice-slathered penis out of her. Fearfully looking down between them, Carol could see that his thick, jutting cock was dripping wet, coated with the abundant juices flowing from her sopping cunt. Shuddering with excitement, she heard Jason grunt as his hips shot forward and he brutally sent his cock ripping back into her.


  “OH MY LORD,” Carol gasped as she felt the huge peter slash back into her aching pussy.


  Something seemed to come over Jason and within moments he was savagely attacking her pussy with a vengeance.


  Within seconds, he was slamming his giant prick in and out of her drooling pussy so fast, she barely had to time to enjoy one thrust before the next one jarred her from the tips of her toes to the top of her head. The bed was making loud, creaking noises Carol had never heard come from it. As her stepson hammered his cock into her over and over again, she shamefully took all nine inches of his monster with every stroke. She loved it and loved the way he made her feel. Her inflamed slit felt like it was on fire as she reveled in the feel of her stepson’s massive weapon pistoning in and out of her.


  “Oh, JASON, Baby,” she gurgled totally surrendering herself to him.


  The barbarous feeling he was bringing out in her was quickly propelling her toward a cataclysmic orgasm as they fucked.


  As evil as it was, it felt wonderful to have her stepson inside of her. Sliding in and out of her. Bringing her such joy.


  Whatever, she knew that their lives would never be the same again. But even as she tried to make sense out of it all, she realized she couldn’t concentrate on the problem with the wondrous feelings whelming up from her abused pussy. The growing river of pleasure flooding up from her cunt was demanding all of her attention.


  “Oh, BABY, Fuck Mommy,” she gushed out as Jason slammed his great cock in and out of her drooling love pit at a furious pace.


  Holding onto his shoulders, she held onto him tightly savoring each deep, bone-jarring thrust as he drove his cock into her again and again. The backs of her smooth, firm thighs were pressed against his muscular chest and shoulders while her long perfectly-formed legs began to rock back and forth and her six-inch stilettos waved in the air beside his head as he furiously fucked her. Luckily, the straps around her ankles were holding them on as she scrunched her toes inside them. In and out, in and out, his giant prick slashed. And now it was covered with a frothy coating of her juicy lather as it disappeared and reappeared from her slavering cunt. As they fucked with abandon, she felt herself being sucked toward a climax of such magnitude it might fry her brain.


  Then suddenly, without any warning Carol felt it. It was like an atom bomb going off inside of her pussy. It was as if her whole body was melting down around the pistoning giant as she felt herself being sucked down into the vortex of the swirling torrent of emotions whirling around inside her head. Then she felt her stepson’s gigantic penis explode inside her.


  “OH, FUCKING HELLLLLLLLLL,” she gasped as she felt his cock bolt inside of her, spurting out a gusher of thick, hot boy-cream so hot it felt like it was boiling oil scorching the delicate lining of her convulsing pussy.


  She was having an orgasmic convulsion as her vagina locked down around her stepson’s enormous spouting prick. But even though she was consumed by her own orgasmic release, she could still feel every twitching jerk of her stepson’s potent organ as it ejaculated out its thick, viscous jelly deep inside her belly, coating the sensitive lining of her pussy with its blistering heat. Her whole body was shaking and shivering as the exquisite pleasure of her orgasm spread out from her spasming cunt. Even as the muscles in her body contracted and tightened, she could still feel Jason’s thrusting, spurting manhood spewing out its fiery load into her clutching cunt over and over again.


  Her spirit slipped from her writhing, convulsing body and floated above them. Floating above their contorting bodies, she watched the muscles in her stepson’s ass clench and relax over and over again as it propelled his thick, viscous semen out through his erupting cock. Even dispossessed from her body as she was, she felt like the sensitive lining of her of her cunt was being blistered by the hot, thick, gelatinous semen spewing out of her stepson’s great erupting penis. Then she felt his cum begin to bubble out around the buried shaft of his penis as Jason had filled her accepting pussy beyond the point of overflowing. But still his elephantine cock continued to buck and surge inside of her spitting more and more cum into her until both of their groins were dripping with its thick, hot stickiness.


  The pleasure she was experiencing with Jason was totally addictive. Jason’s life-source was gushing out of his cock and pouring out into her pussy like there was nothing that could stop it. Never before had Carol had, had so much sperm-laden jism shot into her cunt. She felt like he had been coming inside of her for hours, yet his great, surging monster continued to spurt uncontrollably.


  It seemed as if every muscle in her body was locked down around the erupting monster as Jason held himself buried deep inside the soft, clutching depths of her pussy.


  At last, just when it seemed that Jason was at the point of exhaustion she finally felt the twitches flicking through Jason’s mighty engine begin to diminish as the flow of semen pouring from his huge cock slowed to a trickle. Then after a few more feeble little twitches, his big prick finally stopped erupting down inside her gluttonous cunt.


  As he lay atop her gasping for breath, Carol could feel his big dangling balls resting up against her upturned ass. She could only imagine how much they ached from the exertion of shooting so much cum into her.


  As her own aching muscles slowly relaxed, she felt his giant cock begin to sluggishly relent and soften.


  Jason slowly eased back, dragging his spent weapon back down the cum-drenched channel of her cunt. She was unable to take her eyes off the thick, pink penis as it disgustingly slithered back out of fleshy, cum-slathered wound between her legs. At last, his giant cock head flopped out of her and at least a cup of frothy white cum gushed out of the deep, wet pink between her legs. Neither of them spoke for several moments as they stared down at the puddle of love-juice between her legs. Jason’s heavy, bloated penis shimmered wetly as the evidence of their adulterous coupling continued to slowly dribble out of her and down onto the bedspread.


  Finally, with a groan he slowly eased his arms out from under her long, shapely legs. As he did, her legs slid down his sweat-slickened arms and down onto the cum-splattered sheets below. Now that the deed was done and they were basking in the guilty afterglow, Carol wondered why she hadn’t thought of doing this before. It was the answer to all the sexual frustration she felt when Hank was gone. After all, wasn’t she just replacing the old Hank with a younger version? Except the new version was much better equipped that the old version, she obscenely thought. And he had the staying power to back it up. Oh, did he, she tiredly thought.


  Smiling to herself, she watched Jason roll off her and over onto his back beside her. Looking down at her inner thighs, she saw that they covered with coating of his creamy discharge.


  “Fucking Awesome, Ms, uh, Mom,” Jason gushed, swinging his legs around and pushing up onto his feet beside the bed.


  As he looked down at Carol, he saw her staring at his cock that was now almost at her eye level. His eyes followed hers down to his penis. It was no longer hard, but it was still heavy and thick as it drooped out from the hairy tip of his belly.


  “Come here, Baby,” Carol said softly, reaching out to him.


  Tiredly, Jason clomped around the end of the bed and up to where she lay looking up at him.


  Reaching out, Carol gently wrapped her arms around his hips, pulling his belly against her cheek and trapping his wilting cock against her tits.


  “So, do you think you’ll be satisfied with the new arrangement?” Carol asked him, resting her chin on his belly, looking up at him and smiling. “You’re not disappointed?”


  “Disappointed?” he grinned. “How could I ever be disappointed? It was fantastic.”


  As he spoke, Carol felt his cock twitch feebly.


  “I think that this is the start of something memorable,” she softly laughed.


  “Me, too,” he grunted, running his hand down and gently cupping one of her tits in the palm of his hand. “I get hot just thinking about it.”


  “I can see,” she giggled, letting go of his hips, leaning back and looking down to see his thick, wet penis as it struggled to firm up.


  “You’re so lucky,” she told him, reaching out and lovingly running her fingertips down the shaft of his firming cock. “Most men would kill for what you have, much less boys.”


  “I, uh, guess so,” he blushed. “Not every guy has such a good-looking step mom like you.”


  “Not that, silly,” she laughed, curling her fingers around his cock and giving it a rough squeeze. “This—” she told him, lifting his resurging penis up out from between his legs.


  “Oh—” Jason blushed as Carol felt it shudder in her hand.


  “Really…” she reverently said. “You’ve got the biggest penis I’ve ever seen on a man. Your father. He’s got at least eight inches. But you still have him topped by an inch or so.”


  “Jeez, Mrs. Brink, uh, Mom. You didn’t have to bring up dad, did you?” he jealously complained, leaning down and giving her a kiss on the cheek.


  “Sorry, I thought you’d like to know,” she giggled again, feeling his cock stiffening in her hand. “Don’t you find the thought of cuckolding your father gratifying?”


  “I suppose,” Jason said with sly grin on his face.


  “Most boys would, I think…of course, I’m not a boy,” she smiled, slowly running the tip of her little pink tongue across her lower lip.


  “You still think I’m a boy?” Jason smirked, clenching the muscles around the base of his cock, making it twitch in her hand. “How many boys do you know that have a 9 inch cock?”


  “Only one…” she told him, squeezing tighter. “Only one…”


  “That’s a man where I come from,” he leered down at her.


  “Well, since I’m your mom, at least your stepmom, I guess that I get to decide who’s a man and who’s a boy,” she smirked back at him.


  “What do I have to do to prove I’m a man?” he wanted to know.


  “How fast can you get it up again?” she smiled, clenching her fist around his slowly-hardening cock.


  “That depends,” he grinned.


  “Depends on what?”


  “Who’s helping…”


  “What if it was your stepmother helping?” she softly laughed.


  “Not long,” he told her.


  “What if I gave it a little kiss…would that help?” she asked him licking her tongue across her lower lips again.


  “Fuck—yes—” he hissed.


  “Well, bring him up here then,” she smiled, scooting over into the middle of the bed and propping her head on a pillow.


  Smiling, she watched as Jason crawled onto the bed with his firming peter dangling down from his belly, flopping around heavily. Suggestively running her little, pink tongue over her carmine lips, she saw him straddle her and clumsily crawl up her body until his giant cock head was dangling down just above her lips, swinging and swaying from side to side like a huge, evil, one-eyed snake.


  “God, what a monster,” she appreciatively muttered as she reached up, scissored it between two of her fingers and slowly maneuvered it over to her lips.


  Opening her mouth, she gently sucked her stepson’s gigantic, purple cock head into her mouth. As she did, she could feel his growing excitement while she lazily ran her tongue around the bulging rim of the corona, tickling and toying with the little cleft where it joined the glans.


  “Is that a boy’s cock…Mom?” Jason mockingly asked as Carol felt the energy flowing back into the evil thing. She could still taste herself on it, along with the salty, tart taste of her stepson’s recent discharge.


  “Uuuuuhhhuuuhhhh,” she smiled to herself, mumbling out around his thickening manhood.


  She sucked more and more of his thick, hardening penis inside her mouth as he stood on his knees holding onto the headboard looking down at her with eager anticipation.


  It was mindboggling watching his stepmother’s dark red lips slowly crawling down the shaft of his cock, sucking more and more of it inside her mouth. Then, just as he felt the head of his cock nudge up against her tonsils, he saw that almost half of it had disappeared inside her mouth. Then he saw her slowly lean back, letting it slip out of her mouth for a moment as she swallowed a couple of time and took in several quick breaths. Then without warning, she quickly sucked him back into her mouth. This time she didn’t stop—


  He felt his giant cock head momentarily butt up against the back of her mouth, but then she dug her fingers into his ass and jerked him down into her mouth. Suddenly, he felt his cock momentarily bend slightly until the head overcame the resistance and popped through the opening of her throat and rushed down into it. Then astonishingly, as his mother gave out a soft gag, he saw her lips slide farther down the thick shaft until they were nestled down in the little circle of hairs surrounding the base of his embedded cock.


  “Fuck—” Jason gasped. He couldn’t believe it. Before today he had never had anyone deep throat him and now twice on the same day his stepmother had done it to him. But now, he wanted to reciprocate. He wanted to eat her while she was sucking on his cock—


  Then without warning, Jason jerked his hips up, pulling his cock out of her mouth and throat, rolled over onto his back and pulled her on top of him. Suddenly, carol found herself staring down at her stepson’s monstrous, spit-drenched cock as it lay on his rock hard abs softly twitching and jumping. And her sopping cunt was poised directly above his face.


  “I want to eat your hot, fucking cunt, Mommy…” Jason baby talked, reaching up and wrapping his arms around her hips.


  He could see his stepmother’s hot, creamy juice oozing out of the slit, dripping down onto his lips as he pulled her pussy down toward him. He could see how flushed and dark the fleshy lips were as they came closer and closer to his lips. Flicking out his tongue, he quickly found her swollen clitoris. Raking his tongue back and forth across the inflamed little knob, Jason felt her body tense as she nipped at his cock with her sharp teeth.


  Hungrily sucking Jason’s big, bloated prick into her mouth, Carol suddenly found herself staring down at the big, fleshy sac that held his big balls. Even his fucking balls were bigger than his father’s she evilly thought. Everything about Jason was giant sized.


  How much cum did they have left in them now that she had just drained them of their creamy contents? How much could he regenerate? Bringing her hand up, she gently squeezed and fondled the giant goose eggs, remembering just how much thick, creamy cum they had held before. And that was after coming last night, too. It had felt like gallons to her and as big as they were they should easily be able to generate more very quickly. Smiling to herself, she knew that she would soon find out as she devoured his unyielding cock with her hungry mouth.


  The wickedness of what they were doing. The sheer depravity of seducing her stepson. The danger of getting caught. Committing adultery and committing it with her husband’s son. All this made her so excited, she knew she would come very soon.


  Jason wasn’t teasing her. He was furiously working his tongue back and forth across her clitoris rapidly driving her closer and closer to another colossal climax. As the fiery tingle inside her constricting cunt grew, she found it more and more difficult to concentrate on sucking the monster in her mouth. She wanted to focus on the wonderful sensations welling from her fevered clitoris. She wanted to enjoy every rapturous second of it. She wanted to wallow in it, gloat in the adulterous depravity of it all.


  Jason could sense her impending rapture and he granted her no mercy. As his lashing tongue tormented her clitoris, his hands found her dangling tits. Pulling them out from her tits, he roughly pinched and twisted the rubbery nubs.


  She wanted to bring him along with her, but she couldn’t. It was all happening too fast for her. And she wanted to finish so bad it ached. Her mouth slowed to a crawl as she concentrated on the delightful feelings that were spewing up from her hyper-sensitive clit.


  She could feel it whelming up inside of her like a spring bubbling up from the desert. Then, abruptly she found herself being consumed by the unholy fire that burst out of her cunt and enveloped her whole body as she was ravaged by the depraved conflagration.


  “OH, NO, OH, NO, OH, I’MMMMMMMMMM SORRIIIIIIEEEE, GOD, I’M COMMMMMIIINNG,” she wept as she spit out his cock and roughly thrust her pussy down into his face.


  Her whole body was wracked with convulsions of pleasure as she cried tears of joy and ground her pussy down into her stepson’s face painting it with the thick, juicy cream flooding from it. It was one of the best ones ever she frantically told herself as her body was wracked by the currents of pure animal pleasure that were pouring through her.


  Jason wouldn’t relent as he continued his attack on the pulsing little knob of nerves when he felt his stepmother lift off into her climax. Sucking, licking, and nipping the slippery, swollen clit, he could feel her juices spewing out of her onto his chin and running down his neck.


  Jason had, had fantasies about getting into his pretty step mother’s panties, but he’d never dreamed that she was so fucking hot. And this was just the beginning, he marveled. He couldn’t believe it.


  Grunting and groaning out vulgar obscenities, she let the orgasm rage through her body, totally and completely razing her as she basked in the absolute joy of it all. She didn’t want it to ever end, but she knew it would and it finally did as she felt the gut-twisting jolts of pleasure begin to wane.


  Still slurping at the throbbing knot of nerves with his tongue, Jason felt his stepmother slowly come floating back to reality from her orgasmic high. As he felt the tension flowing out of her body, he slowed his tongue down and softly nuzzled the tender, delicate flesh of her vulnerable womanhood.


  It took several seconds for Carol’s mind to recover from the pure delight that had possessed her.


  Groggily, she opened her eyes and saw Jason’s stiff, ripe cock lying on his belly below her like an angry cobra ready to strike. Easing her mouth down onto it, she twirled her tongue around the smooth hardness of its bloated head and felt it twitch with excitement.


  She could suck him off but she wanted him inside of her once again. So, giving his giant a soft, lingering kiss, she slowly rolled off him. Turning and facing him, she crawled around over him. Straddling him again with her drooling cunt poised above his jutting manhood, she looked down between her breasts and took hold of his granite hardness. Lifting it, she guided the steel-hard cock up between her juice-spattered thighs to the soft, velvety lips bordering her cunt and quickly fitted the great mauve head of his cock into the dripping slit of her womanhood.


  As Jason felt the wet heat of her cunt swallow his cock head, he grunted, curled his hips and thrust himself up into her.


  It felt awesome to have his huge cock squish up into her sopping cunt again. So good she almost came again. Her eyes drifted up and rolled back in her head as she luxuriated in the wonderful sensation of his gigantic penis sliding up into the her achingly-empty pussy.


  Yes, yes, she hissed to herself. This is what I was waiting for. This is what I wanted. This is what I needed.


  Deeper and deeper the great cock went, plowing up through the soft, mushy depths of her weeping wetness like a battering ram. Welcoming the colossus back into her tight, hot cunt, she was disappointed when her hairy crotch settled down around the thick base of his huge cock. She wanted more. But how, she asked herself? She had already taken all nine inches of his wonderful cock. Anymore and he would probably tear her apart. Grunting, she shoved herself down onto him and felt his cock head nudge up against her cervix. Even though she was penetrated her to her limit and over stuffed with ripe, hard cock, she wanted more of him.


  She wanted to scream. Scream out to the world that she had taken him all. Taken all that her stepson had to give. Taken all of him all and wanted more—


  Instead, she sat impaled on the massive cylinder of meat basking in the inner knowledge that she had taken all he could give and savoring the delightful feeling of being completely filled with cock. Her stepson’s giant cock—


  As his stepmother sat perched atop him, his cock stuck up inside of her all the way to the hilt, Jason reached up and took hold of her perfect, round tits. Roughly squeezing and fondling the lovely udders, he toyed with the soft, supple nipples jutting out from the darkened centers of her big dusky cups. He had never seen prettier nipples and he could feel them swelling under his plucking fingers. Her tits were even prettier than he had imagined they would be.


  Finally Carol lazily raised her hips, letting Jason’s giant cock wetly slither back down the channel of her cunt like a great, wet snake sliding out of its sopping den. She loved the feel of his great prick as it slithered back down the drenched channel of her aching cunt. So much so, that she immediately wanted it back inside of her. Slamming her pelvis back down onto him, she felt his elephantine prick impale her all the way to the quick once again.


  God, it felt so good to have her cunt filled with his delightful prick. She wanted to just sit there, filled to the brim with his overripe penis but she knew he wanted to come. She was just being a selfish slut now. She had finished twice and now instead of taking care of him, she was hogging all the attention for herself again.


  Slowly at first, she began to flex her long legs, easing her pussy up and down on him, milking him with the clutching muscles of her cunt as she fucked him. She could see the approval in his eyes as his hands and fingers began to fondle her tits rougher and rougher.


  Looking back down between her tits, past her stepson’s hands squashing and teasing her tits, she watched the big, blue-veined cylinder of rock-hard cock piston in and out of her salivating little slit as she fucked him. As it slid in and out of her, his love tool was so big it pulled her big, fleshy pussy lips inside of her every time it slashed back up into her. She could feel the entire length of his cock drag over her clitoris as it went in and then again as it slipped out. Gradually, her hips began to rock up and down a little quicker as if they sensed the urgency once again building inside her loins. She knew that he was enjoying her fucking him, but she feared that she was rocketing along toward another orgasm at a much greater speed than he was. Unable to stop herself, though, she worked her strong, muscular legs driving her hips up and down faster and faster as they beat out a frantic rhythm on his cock. In and out, in and out went his gigantic prick, being driven inside of her with the force of a woman possessed.


  Realizing that his stepmother was already racing toward another climax, Jason let go of her jiggling breasts and grabbed her around the waist. She was slamming her ass up and down as hard and fast as she could, but Jason dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her waist and began helping her work to another level of fucking as he pounded his prick up into the hot, clutching hole between her legs. As her slobbering cunt crashed down on him, he thrust his penis up into her waiting womanhood savagely. Their love weapons clashed together with such momentum, the room was filled with the wicked thunder of their adultery and the bed threatened to collapse at any moment. Glad that the other children weren’t home to hear such an obscenity, she continued to furiously fuck Jason with her pussy.


  Carol could hardly believe how hard they were fucking. She knew that she would probably be bruised tomorrow, but at this moment, it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the astounding pleasure pouring from her cunt. The bruises would be little payment for the intoxicating storm that she was caught up in. The invasion of his giant prick was creating bolts of lightning that were exploding into her brain with such demonic wickedness, she knew that she would be engulfed in the flames of another orgasm with seconds.


  “HARDER, BABY, STICK, IT, IN, ME, HARDER, OH, BABY, FUCK ME HARDER—” she pleaded and felt him respond.


  Jason’s large bloated prick-head was spreading the tight, clinging flesh of her cunt so wide, she knew her pussy would be aching in the morning. She knew she would also be bruised inside, too.


  But, it was what she asked for. It was what she had wanted. She had never been fucked so brutally and she was loving every second of it. It was like bull riding in a rodeo. She was the rider and he was the bull. She rode him as hard as she could and he bucked her, driving his cock deeper and deeper into her hungry cunt with every lunge.


  Then all at once it was upon her. Her orgasm, like a famished demon, gorged itself on her flesh, sending bolts of pure electricity arcing up through her body as she suddenly went rigid. Every muscle in her body tightened down into inflexible bands. Twitching and jerking, she lost all control.


  Holding his steel hard cock thrust up in her as deep as he could, Jason was afraid that she might be having a heart attack. She was gasping for air, breathing raggedly, her muscles trembling and quivering uncontrollably. Her cunt had collapsed down on him with such ferocity, it felt like his cock was being squeezed flat. Harder and harder, her cunt muscles compressed down on his great cock as she trembled and shook above him. Ten, twenty, and finally thirty seconds rushed by as she quaked her way through her orgasm. Staring up at her, Jason felt a sudden panicky feeling when he thought she had stopped breathing.


  He was getting worried when all at once, she jerked and he saw her bosom swell out as she sucked in a huge breath of air.


  Ever so slowly, he felt the muscles inside her cunt begin to relax and release their death grip on his cock. Then she abruptly pitched forward and flopped down on his chest.


  Now he could feel her breathing. Taking deep, lung-filling breaths as he felt her heart pounding against his sweaty chest. He wondered if something was wrong with her.


  He had never been ridden so hard and so fast by a woman. She had been a wild woman.


  He hoped that she hadn’t bruised him down there with her vicious attack on his mighty warrior.


  His penis, still hard and achingly rigid, jutted up inside the silky sheath of her soft, velvety pussy as she lay pinning him to the bed. Twice now, she had brought him along with her toward a climax, only to climb the mountain by herself. He could feel his heavy balls full of boiling hot cum, aching for relief.


  Unable to contain his need any longer, he wrapped his arms around her and roughly rolled her over onto her back. Her arms and legs flopped about lifelessly as he did. He felt a fleeting stab of guilt for treating her so roughly, but he hoped that she would understand his need. Reaching down, he scooped up her long, limp legs and hooked his elbows under them. Lifting them up in the air, he scooted up until the bloated, juice-drenched head of his rock-hard penis was resting down in between the lips of her pussy. Rolling his hips, softly probing, he finally felt the head of his cock slide down into the soft, wetness of her inner sanctum. She was so fucking hot, so wet, so slippery he groveled as he pushed back into her. He loved the feel of her hot, clinging cunt wrapped around his cock as he slowly sank the entire length of his maleness into her clenching, absorbing love-wound.


  Impaling her to the limit, he ground his belly into hers, twirling his long, thick cock around in the clutching tightness of her womanhood. As he did, he felt her stir below him. Retreating back down the snug channel of her pussy, he paused a moment and then lunged forward again sending his cock slicing back down into her absorbing warmth. The wonderful feeling of her soft, mushy cunt sucking on his steel-hard cock was almost enough to finally trigger his eruption, but he strained to hold it back as he fucked her with hard, deep strokes.


  As he fucked her, his elephantine penis plowing in and out of her dripping slit, he saw her slowly open her eyes. She was still dazed and groggy as she looked up at him with a confused, bewildered look in her eyes. A flash of panic flashed across her face as he saw her eyes suddenly glaze over and close again.


  What had frightened her?


  Why was Jason fucking her, her reeling brain wondered? He was her stepson. Didn’t he know that she was his stepmother? Little boys shouldn’t do things like that to their stepmother. Blinking her eyes, she tried to make sense of it as she stared up at his contorted face. But even as she tried to reconcile her dilemma she could feel her body begin to respond to the pounding her cunt was taking from Jason’s huge, hard cock.


  He couldn’t hold it back any more. Even as she struggled back to sanity, he couldn’t stop.


  Suddenly, his cock lurched inside her erupting down inside the fiery heat of her cunt. Driving his steely hardness into her as deep and hard as he could, he held it there as a searing white flash of ecstasy ripped through it and his cock began to spurt out its thick, creamy essence into her.


  “Ohhhh—Godddddd—” she groaned as the white-hot gusher of seething cum spilled out into her cunt, “it’s so fucking hot!”


  Unable to control himself, Jason continued to hump his spewing, spitting serpent into her ravenous cunt as hard as he could, sending it into her all the way up to its hairy hilt on every grunting lunge.


  “Oh, no, baby, no, no, no—” she wept, every time she felt his massive penis swell and squirt another gusher of his virile, hot, seed-laden cum into her.


  Then suddenly, it all came rushing back into Carol’s reeling brain…


  “Oh-Fucking-Godddd—” she gasped, wrapping her arms and legs around him, enveloping him in her accepting love.


  Jason couldn’t believe how long his awesome orgasm was lasting. Over and over, again and again his malignancy erupted inside his stepmother’s deep, steaming wetness.


  His giant prick must have shot another gallon of his gooey syrup into her before it began to give up. Slowly, the intensity of the spurts grew less and less until finally, his balls had been completely sucked dry by his stepmother’s greedy cunt.


  Gradually the instinct to drive his cock into her gave way to overpowering fatigue. Tiredly, he leaned back away from her gently easing his shrinking manhood back out of her drenched pussy. Releasing her long legs, he rolled over on the bed beside her as a river of his thick, gelatinous jism flowed out of her overflowing womanhood.


  “God, Ms, uh, Mom,” he groaned, “you completely drained me,” Jason panted, trying to catch his breath.


  Carol couldn’t speak. All she could do was lay there sucking in deep, tit-lurching breaths as she lay looking up at the ceiling.


  Just then, from the outer reaches of her awareness, the sound of a car door slamming shut came drifting in on the soft breeze rustling the curtains bordering the open front window.


  Pushing up onto her elbows, Carol stopped breathing to listen.


  “What’s wrong?” Jason tiredly mumbled looking over at her with a questioning look on his face.


  “Shhhhhhhhhh—I heard something—” she hissed.


  “What?” Jason groggily grunted.


  “Shut up and listen, damn it—” Carol cursed under her breath.


  Just then she heard the front door quietly close.


  “Fuck—go—I’ve got to get out of here—” she growled, swinging her legs around and pushing up onto her stiletto heels. “Fuck—” she muttered again remembering her high heels. Bending down to unfasten the tiny leather straps that held her stiletto heels to her ankles as Jason went clambering out of the bed.


  “What? What are you going to do?” he frantically asked, watching her struggle with the buckles.


  Finally, she was able to get the buckles undone and kicked the high heeled sandals halfway across the room Hurrying over to the door, she opened it and looked out just in time to hear someone start up the stairs. Throwing caution to the wind, she went fleeing down the hallway and ducked into her room.


  Easing the door shut, she stood trembling leaning back against it. That was too fucking close, she quaked. But they weren’t out of the woods yet. Who was it? And what were they doing home?


  Suddenly there was a thudding knock on the door she was leaning against—


  Carol nearly jumped out of her skin as she leapt away from the door, stumbling almost to the middle of her bedroom before she could stop.


  “Mom-Mom, are you in there?” she heard Brian holler through the door.


  Her heart was racing a mile a minute. There was a loud roaring in her ears, so loud she could barely hear him. She felt like her knees were going to collapse any second.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, in here—” she called back, fighting to keep her voice sounding calm and collected. “Uh, just got out of the shower.”


  “Can I come in?”


  “Just a minute. Let me put my robe on first,” she stalled, looking around the room and spotting her robe lying on her bed.


  Breathing deeply, trying to calm herself, she quickly tiptoed over to her bed and grabbed up her house robe. As she slipped it on over her shoulders, she could see that her hands were shaking like she had a bad case of palsy.


  Hurrying over to her bathroom, she flipped the water on and dipped her hands under it. Cupping her hands she brought two handfuls of water up and splashed it on her face and hair. Then she grabbed a towel and daubed at her face, leaving most of the water.


  Taking a deep breath, Carol steeled herself and slowly padded over to the door. Another deep breath and she finally reached down and turned the knob.


  “Uh, what are you doing home?” Carol asked Brian as she pulled the door open, calmly turning and stepping over to her vanity.


  “I forgot my book report that I was supposed to turn in today,” he told her, suspiciously looking around the room.


  “Oh…” Carol muttered, nervously dabbing at her hair with the towel.


  “Uh, what are you doing home?” he asked her.


  “I was just getting dressed to head out to work…thought I would take my time for a change…” she said, looking at Brian through the mirror.


  “Well, I guess that you’re the boss…you can do whatever you want,” he laughed. “Is Jason home? His car is in the driveway.”


  “Uh, yeah, he came home with a belly ache,” she lied.


  “Where’s he at?”


  “Down in his room, I guess,” she told him, wondering why he had asked her that. Was he suspicious? “Why?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. Just wondering…”


  “Yeah…so?”


  “Is he sick?”


  “I guess so, he said he was…why don’t you go ask him?” Carol said over her shoulder.


  “He’s down in his room?”


  “I don’t know…I guess. I was in the shower. I guess he’s down in his room in bed, I imagine…I didn’t know it was my day to watch him,” Carol brusquely told him, trying to keep her voice calm and trying to quiet the growing anxiety trying to bubble to the surface of her mind.


  “Well, I got my report…guess I’ll be heading back to school,” he laughed. “Want me to close the door?”


  “That’s the way you found it isn’t it?” Carol smarted back, regaining a modicum of composure at last.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess so…uh, bye,” he muttered, pulling her door closed.


  Carol stood trembling as she listened to Brian’s footsteps receding down the hall to the stairs. Quickly tiptoeing over to her door, she opened it a crack and heard Brian clumping down the stairs. A few seconds later she heard the front door close. Rushing down to the top of the stairs, she went down them two at a time feeling her tits heavily tugging at her chest as she sped across the front room to the front window. Hiding behind the curtain, she watched Brian slowly back down the driveway and speed off in the direction of the school.


  That had been a close call, she told herself, finally feeling her jittery nerves begin to calm. She couldn’t risk that happening again. There had to be a different way.


  Then it came to her. An apartment—


  She could rent one out of her boutique expenses and no one would ever be the wiser.


  She had to tell Jason. Tell him that she was going to rent a place so they could meet without having to worry about getting caught like they had just nearly done.


  Maybe she would even do it this afternoon, she smiled to herself as she went climbing back up the stairs…
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  Chapter Three – Caught…


  Carol sat at her vanity with her phone in her hand. Two weeks had passed since she and Jason had become lovers…


  “Marla, I’m going to take a week off to take care of some business,” she said into her cell. “I’ve already called Elaine to help you out. She’ll be there around ten o’clock.”


  “Huh, uh, sure, whatever you think-yeah-it’ll be fine-sure and call me if you need anything-yeah-thanks a lot,” she smiled closing the connection.


  Then smiling, she punched another number on her speed dial list.


  “Hello, this is Mrs. Simmons, Jason Simmons’s mother. I’m afraid I’m going to have to pull him out of school today.”


  “Uh, yes, he has a doctor’s appointment that he doesn’t know about,” she grinned, imagining Jason’s surprise when they told him that he had a doctor’s appointment. “If you could have him meet me in the front of the school around one o’clock.”


  “Uh, yes, thank you,” she said, pressing end.


  “Boy is he in for a surprise,” she laughed to herself, stepping over to her bathroom.


  Thirty minutes later, her short brown hair had been transformed into a golden, blond after she dyed it.


  Smiling to herself as she admired her handiwork, she turned and hurried over to the closet.


  Glancing down at her watch she saw that she thirty minutes to get ready and drive over to the school.


  Reaching into the rack of clothing, she pulled out her brown sports jacket and a blue, satin blouse. Tossing them on her bed, she opened her chest of drawers and picked out a pair of black, fishnet hose. Sitting down on the edge of her bed, she slowly pulled the hose up her long, curvaceous legs. She loved the fact that the hose had the clingy band of material at the top encircling her shapely thighs so she didn’t have to wear a garter belt. She didn’t have the time to mess with one today. But she did like to occasionally wear a garter belt because it made her look so damned sexy. Still smiling to herself, she stood up and stepped into a pair of 4 inch pumps that arched her legs perfectly. I’ve got legs made for heels, she laughed to herself admiring the beautiful curves of her legs in the mirror across the room.


  Then reaching down, she picked up the blue blouse and quickly pulled it on over her bare breasts. Buttoning it up, she picked up the brown jacket and pulled it on over the blouse. A few tugs here and there and she was set. Wearing heels, hose, blouse, and jacket, she ran her fingers down through the little patch of curly, brown hair above her bare pussy. When she was standing up, the bottom edge of the little suit jacket just barely covered her pussy and butt, but when she sat down, that was a different story as it rode up to reveal the wet, cream-covered gash of pink flesh between her long legs.


  “This ought to get his attention,” she laughed out loud, tickling her clit with the tip of a long slender finger.


  Grabbing her briefcase, she started across the deck toward the garage when she heard the phone ring.


  Pulling her cell phone out of her briefcase, she plopped down on one of the stools they kept on the deck.


  “Oh, hi, Jason, Honey,” she cooed into the phone, seeing that it was Jason calling her.


  “Huh? No silly,” she said, smiling lecherously, when he asked her if they were really going to a doctor’s appointment. “The only appointment you have is with me.”


  Smiling to herself, she listened for a few seconds as Jason whispered what he was going to do to her when he got her alone.


  “Good, I’ll be there in about ten minutes. I was just walking out to the garage when you called,” she laughed, “and I hope he’s ready because I’m going to give him a good workout this afternoon.”


  Then she heard him mutter something about being hotter than a firecracker.


  “Yeah, you, too. Bye-bye,” she trilled, shoving the phone back into her briefcase.


  Happily walking into the garage where her little orange MGB convertible sat waiting for her, she climbed into it and started it up. Looking down, she saw that anyone looking down into the car could see that she wasn’t wearing a skirt…or panties either. It was wickedly exciting to flaunt her nakedness and it was especially thrilling to know that she was going to brandish her nudity in front of her handsome, eighteen-year-old stepson.


  Driving up in front of the school, she saw Jason standing by the front door. Stopping the car, she smiled and waved at him.


  Jason came trotting up to the car grinning from ear to ear. Then his eyes flared wide open when he looked down and saw that she was wasn’t wearing any panties.


  “Stop gawking—someone might see—” she snickered, spreading her legs wider apart to give him a better view of the wet, oozing slit down between her long legs. “Hurry up and get in. We don’t want to make a scene, now do we?”


  “Uh, no, uh, fuck—” Jason muttered, reaching down, jerking the door open and swinging inside. Then, as he slid down into the little bucket seat and was finally able to tear his eyes away from his stepmother’s pussy, he saw that the little blue blouse she was wearing was unbuttoned almost all the way down to her navel and her bare breasts were peeking out through the opening in the blouse.


  “Wow, Ms, uh, Wow, Mom,” he exclaimed gawking over at her. “What’s going on?”


  Sliding in beside her, he immediately reached over and ran his hand up her thigh and shoved his fingers down into the wet stickiness between her legs.


  “Boy, you’re hot to trot,” she growled feeling him push a probing finger down into her slippery, wet cunt. “I just wanted to surprise you…”


  “Well, I’m surprised—” he laughed, roughly sliding his finger in and out of her pussy as she shifted gears and pulled away from the curb…


  ~~~


  Just then, Brian looked out the window of his classroom and saw his mother and Jason driving away from the front of the school.


  “What the hell?” he grunted as he watched the car slowly driving down the driveway and then off down the street.


  Why was his mother picking Jason up? Jason had his own car. It was odd…


  He watched it until it turned the corner and disappeared…


  ~~~


  “Damn, you’re so fucking wet,” Jason grinned, sliding a second and third finger into her sopping cunt, slowly working them in and out of her as she drove along.


  “She’s just getting ready for your giant prick,” she smiled, reaching over and rubbing the enormous bulge jutting out against the front of his jeans.


  “Well, he’s fucking ready for her,” Jason said, unzipping his pants and pulling out his gigantic prick. “See.”


  “Yes, I see,” she giggled, wrapping her hand around the monster and stroking it with one hand while she steered the car with her other hand. “Good and ready.”


  It was amazing, Carol told herself. Two weeks ago, Jason was just her stepson. And now look at them. Gamboling around like fucking newlyweds. The new apartment gave them a new freedom that they hadn’t had at the house. Now they didn’t have to worry about one of the other family members showing up unexpectedly and catching them. Now they could really let their hair down.


  As they approached the apartment comples, she let go of his monster cock and pushed his hand out from between her legs.


  “Zip up before the guard sees you,” Carol laughed, slowing to give him time before they pulled up to the guard shack.


  “You’re a great one to be talking,” Jason snickered, lifting his drenched finger up to his mouth. Then he brazenly flicked out his tongue and licked the sticky residue of her arousal off his fingers. “Tasty—” he smiled, grabbing hold of his cock and trying to stuff it back inside his tight jeans without breaking its stiff spine.


  “Careful there, Darling,” Carol snickered. “Don’t damage the merchandise. I’ve got plans for it this afternoon.”


  “Hey, you made it this way,” he joked back as Carol draped a scarf across her lap to hide herself from the guard as she pulled up to the guard shack.


  The guard smiled and quickly waved them through the gate and moments later they were sitting in front of the apartment.


  As soon as the car stopped, Jason shoved his door open and painfully struggled out.


  “Why don’t you run up stairs and take a quick shower,” she smiled at him, tugging her little jacket down to try and hide her pussy before she got out of the car, “and I’ll slip into something a little more comfortable. Okay?”


  “Sure,” he grunted, standing by the car watching her try to maneuver out of it without exposing herself to the whole apartment complex.


  “Maybe I should have worn a skirt,” she giggled, swinging her legs out of the car, quickly standing up on her high heels and tugging her sports coat down.


  “Yeah, maybe you should,” Jason laughed, walking around the car, “but hey, I’m not complaining…you got a great ass, might as well show it off.”


  “Don’t get cute, smart ass,” she punned, slamming her door shut and clopping around to the trunk. “Uh, do you think you could get my bag for me…I’m a little afraid to bend over. Someone else might be looking.”


  “You lead and I’ll follow,” he smirked, bending over and pulling her little overnighter out of the trunk. Then he took another quick look around to see if anyone was watching and he slipped his arm around her waist, dropping his hand down and cupping one of the cheeks of her ass in the palm of his hand.


  “Don’t I always…” she grinned, pushing his hand away. “Stop that—”


  “You never complained before,” he teased.


  “We weren’t out in front of God and the whole town either,” she shot back as she clacked up the stairs while Jason clumped along behind her carrying her little suitcase for her.


  “Peek-a-boo—” he snickered as he caught a brief glimpse of her bare pussy peeking out under the edge of the jacket.


  “Quit peeking—” she joked, glancing around to see if anyone else was watching.


  Once they were inside the apartment, Jason grabbed her and planted a hard, wet kiss right on her lips. “Damn, I can’t wait—” he complained, cupping his hand over her fuzzy little mons and tickling his finger back and forth across her swollen clit.


  “Shower—” she snorted, putting her hands in the middle of his chest and giving him a shove.


  “See you in a few,” he grunted, backing, stumbling toward the bathroom.


  “A few,” she laughed, clopping over to the cabinet on her high-heels. “A few.”


  Reaching up into the cabinet, she pulled down the bottle of CC she had put there earlier.


  All the comforts of home, she smiled, tilting up the bottle and splashing about four fingers of the amber liquor into it. Before, she had complained about Hank having to be away all the time, but not now, she laughed to herself. Hell, he could stay gone all the time. She didn’t care because she had a more than adequate substitute to fill in for him while he was gone. She was getting more cock now that she had ever gotten when Hank was home all the time. In fact, she was getting more than when old George had been around. She had forgotten how horny teenage boys could be. And she had even learned how to justify the whole thing by putting the blame on Hank. If he had been around to help her watch the kids, then maybe Jason and Jennifer wouldn’t have started their little affair. And if Hank had been around more often, when she needed him, then she wouldn’t have been tempted to cheat with Jason. So see, there you have it. It was all Hank’s fault…not hers. She was just a victim of the circumstances, she laughed.


  Carrying her suitcase and glass down to the bedroom, she took a quick swig of CC and set her glass down on the nightstand. Plopping her suitcase of the bed, she unzipped it and slipped out of her high heels. Quickly peeling her suit coat and silky, blue blouse back over her shoulders, she tossed them down on the bed by her suitcase. Sitting down, she quickly shoved the black fishnet hose down her long, svelte legs and pitched them on top of her other discarded clothing. Now naked, she stood back up and bent down over the suitcase. Reaching in, she pulled out a pair of red, elbow-length gloves and a sheer, red, see-through nightie. Pulling the nightie over her head, she wriggled her hips and let it slither down over her body. The red, lace-trimmed hem of the teddy just covered the little tangle of silky brown hairs covering her mons and left her dainty little pussy bare. Positioning the thin, spaghetti straps over her soft, round shoulders, she pushed and poked her tits into place inside the open-slit cups. The open cups were trimmed in more red lace and were held closed by two satiny ribbons tied in bows just above her stiff, hard nipples that were jutting out through the opening begging for attention.


  Looking at herself in the mirror, Carol slowly pulled the red, satin gloves up her arms.


  “Not bad,” she said out loud, admiring her reflection in the mirror. “Not bad at all.”


  Reaching back into the suitcase, she pulled out the pair of red, patent leather five-inch stiletto heels out, leaned down and set them on the floor. As she stood back up, she could feel the tug of her unsupported tits on her chest. Standing back up, she held onto the bed as she eased her tiny feet down inside the high heels one at a time.


  Smiling to herself, she clopped across the room, her heels making a hollow, tapping sound on the bare wood floors. There was something about heels, she chuckled to herself. They just sounded so sexy as she clacked back out into the living room with her glass of CC in her hand.


  Walking over to the couch, she could feel her tits jiggling and bobbing as she eased down onto her butt. Leaning back on the flower-covered material, she rested her back against the arm and slowly lifted a long, shapely leg and stretched it out along the bottom of the back cushion. Then she bent her other leg at the knee and spread it out to the side to bare her fleshy pink pussy. Then, putting on one of her sexiest smiles, she sat sipping on her CC as she waited for her stepson to make his appearance.


  Moments later, she heard him heavily clumping down the hallway toward the living room.


  “Jason, I’m in here, Honey,” she purred, just loud enough for him to hear her, reaching down and fingering her cunt open slightly as a creamy drop of pussy-juice oozed out of the little slit between the, fat, meaty lips of her pussy.


  “Holy Fuck,” Jason exclaimed when he saw her sitting on the couch in her sexy, red outfit. “You’re fucking gorgeous Mrs., uh, Mom.”


  “Do you like?” she asked him.


  “Fucking A,” he growled walking toward her with his giant prick sticking out in front of him slashing from side to side like the prow of a ship on a stormy sea.


  Slowly sitting up, Carol smiled lecherously and spread her legs apart wider, making her meaty cunt gape open even wider.


  “Bring me that bad boy,” she ordered him, watching his prick bob and jump with each step he took. “I want to give him a kiss.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Jason smirked, reaching down and grabbing his cock to keep it from swaying side to side.


  Walking up directly in front of her, he held his cock and pushed the goo-covered head up against her soft, red lips.


  “You’re fucking gorgeous in that outfit, Mom,” he groaned as he watched her slowly open her mouth and suck the huge purple head of his dick inside.


  Running her hot little tongue underneath his bloated monster, she tickled the cleft where the big, thick shaft of his cock joined its great, round head. Then she roughly flicked it back and forth across it as Jason gloated in the perversity of having his cock sucked by his stepmother.


  Then as she toyed with his cock, she reached up and cupped his giant, dangling nuts in her gloved hand. Holding the big, egg-shaped balls in her red, satin-covered hand, she lifted them as if she were weighing the giant orbs. Squeezing and gently pulling on them, she marveled at their size and weight. It was no wonder the boy could pump out such massive amounts of cum.


  As his stepmother lovingly devoured his overripe tuber, Jason leaned down and cupped her soft, jiggling tits in his hands. Feeling her hot, sucking mouth absorbing more and more of his thick, throbbing meat, Jason pinched and plucked at her nipples, as they quickly became hard and rubbery.


  He loved the feel of her satin gloves on his big, hanging balls. He had never made it with a woman wearing gloves before. It was totally slutty and exciting at the same time.


  Squeezing and clutching at her tits, Jason watched his stepmother’s head slowly rocking back and forth as her soft, red lips encircled the thick shaft of his prick. He could see her spit glistening on the blue-veined monster as she gluttonously devoured him. Then she raised her other hand up to his cock and began to stroke it with her red, satin-covered hand. It felt great, he thought as the slick, satiny material of her glove effortlessly slid back and forth in rhythm with her hot, sucking mouth.


  Finally, she backed her soft, red lips back off his spit-coated prick.


  “I think he’s ready,” she smiled, licking her lips with her hot, pink tongue. “Are you?”


  “Damned right,” he snorted as she let go of his big, hard gonads and slowly melted down onto her back, spreading her long, lovely legs apart to welcome him down between them…


  ~~~


  Now Carol had gone to great lengths to find just the right apartment for her little trysts with Jason. Or so she thought. She had wanted something gated, with a guard, secluded, posh, and out away from the madding crowd (little did she know how prophetic that would be). The Greens Apartments seemed just such a place and she had chosen an apartment back in a far corner of the complex. Unfortunately for her, and fortunately for Brian it turns out, the landscaping and maintenance for The Greens was performed by The Green Keeper Lawn and Yard Maintenance Service Company. And Brian had a part time position with the company working after school and Sundays.


  The school had a work-release project wherein students could arrange to have study hall as their last class and then have and excuse to leave and work part time for an employee to gain job experience as long as they kept their grades above a 3.0.


  Turning up the tree-lined driveway leading up to the guard shack, Brian saw Luke, the guard standing inside it. Slowing down, easing over the speed bump, he saw Luke wave him on in as the gates slowly swung open. Driving through the entrance, he saw the gates slowly swing shut behind him.


  Swinging by the maintenance shop, Brian picked up one of the golf carts and wagons that contained all his landscaping tools and headed back to his assigned area way back in the far corner of the complex.


  Brian liked working on the grounds back where he’s been assigned. It was back out of the way, secluded and no one but the tenants ever seemed to visit that far back away from all the apartment facilities.


  As he turned the corner, heading for the last apartment in the row, he saw an orange MGB sitting out in front of the last apartment.


  That was odd, Brian thought, taking his foot off the accelerator as the golf cart jerked to a stop some twenty or thirty feet away from the little convertible.


  Was it, he wondered, reading the license plate? YGT 668! It was! It was his mother’s MGB. But what the fuck was it doing here?


  It didn’t make sense. The last time he had seen the car was at school where his mother had been picking up Jason—


  What the fuck? Jason? His mom? It didn’t make any sense.


  Quickly steering the cart down the street, he pulled in behind a grove of trees that would hide him from the apartment should anyone look out.


  There was something fishy going on here. About as fishy as Pike’s Place Fish Market, he told himself. His mother? And Jason? No, it couldn’t be?


  But why else would they be here? There was no other conclusion his testosterone-ravaged brain could come up with.


  Stepping out of the cart, Brian pulled out a rake and began casually raking the lawn, slowly making his way out from behind the trees and working toward the apartment. Keeping his back turned away from the building, he raked closer and closer. Then he stopped and pulled his bandanna out of his back pocket. Pretending to wipe his brow, he took a quick look around to see if anyone was watching. But since the apartment was the last in line, there was no one, so he furtively slipped behind the row of bushes bordering the building.


  Slowly creeping down the side of the apartment, he stopped at the edge of one of the windows looking out onto the golf course. Shading his eyes with his hand, he peeked into the apartment.


  “Holy sheit,” he grunted out loud.


  There they were not ten feet away from where he stood. His mother and Jason! AND THEY WERE FUCKING!—


  He couldn’t fucking believe it—


  His mother and Jason? Suddenly, his heart was pounding a mile a minute and he could barely breathe. Not to even mention the boner that had suddenly sprung up down inside his pants, the mouthful of cotton and his sweaty palms. His eyes must have popped at least a foot out of his eye sockets as he gawked on in shocked disbelief.


  He had to lean against the apartment wall to keep from falling as all the feeling and blood in his body had suddenly gone rushing down to his stiff, aching prick leaving his poor knees to fend for themselves. A spasm of jealous rage razed through his head. She was HIS mother! What right did Jason have to do that to her?


  None of that seemed to matter to Jason as he brutally hammered his big, ripe cock in and out of his stepmother’s fleshy, pink cunt.


  Why was his mother letting Jason fuck her? It was wrong. Just fucking crazy wrong. What if Hank found out? Oh, fucking god, he thought.


  Finally, staggering back away from the wall, Brian stumbled back over to the golf cart.


  Sitting down, he tried to catch his breath. What was he going to do? Then, from somewhere, he didn’t know where, an evil little thought came floating into his brain like the seed of a dandelion wafting on the breezes. Then it landed…and took root.


  But before he could even wrap his reeling brain around the idea, he heard the hum of another golf cart coming up the street.


  Standing back up, he realized that he’d left his rake leaning against the side of the building.


  Then he saw that it was Amos Green, the owner of the maintenance company in the cart.


  “How’s it going?” he heard Amos ask him as the cart pulled up alongside his and hummed to a stop. “Damn, what have you been doing?” Amos asked him suspiciously looking around the ground and then over at the apartment. Had Amos seen him peeking in the window?


  “What? I-I’ve been raking, uh, why?”


  “You’re sweating like a pig, man. It ain’t that hot—”


  “Uh, just trying to do a good job…” Brian lied, wishing Amos would leave so he could go back and get his rake and finish up. He needed to think about what he’d seen…and what he was going to do about it.


  “Well, take it easy man, don’t want you having a heart attack or something on me,” Amos laughed, whacking Brian on the back.


  Brian had never felt like this before. He felt like he was going to pass out or something. All the lewd, obscene thoughts swirling around inside his head along with the image of his mother and Jason…fucking.


  Then he saw that Amos was crawling into his golf cart and heard the motor purr back to life.


  “Gotta run. Gonna check on Timmy…See yuh,” Brian heard Amos say as the cart went trundling off up the street. “Slow down…” he hollered over his shoulder.


  Now what, Brian asked himself, looking down and seeing the front of his jeans was still obviously protruding out, hiding the malevolent monster inside them. Had Amos seen it, too? Was that why he was acting so suspicious when he had driven up?


  As soon as the cart was out of sight, Brian went hurrying back over to the apartment to get his rake. But as soon as he grabbed it and started to walk away, he stopped. He had to look again. Just to confirm what he’d seen earlier, he told himself, knowing full well he just wanted another opportunity to see them fucking.


  Slowly peeking around the curtain again, he felt a jolt of electric excitement fire off down inside his cock as it gave a threatening twitch.


  Mesmerized by the sight of Jason’s sweaty ass flying up and down and his gigantic cock sloshing in and out of his mother’s juicy cunt, Brian couldn’t move. He was paralyzed. Then he suddenly realized that he wished it was him instead of Jason. Him fucking her mother—


  ~~~


  The rest of the day passed in a fuzzy blur for Brian before he found himself lying in bed with his hand around his rock-hard cock as the picture of his stepbrother and mother fucking danced around inside his fevered brain.


  What was he going to do? He knew what he wanted to do, but how? He didn’t have the guts to just walk up to his mother and tell her that he wanted to fuck her. After all, she was his fucking mother—


  Yeah, that’s right. His FUCKING mother—


  Oh, he and Jennifer had done it a couple of times. Experimentation kind of stuff. Just like her and Jason. But that was kid stuff compared to this. This was his Mother, for God’s sake.


  He still couldn’t believe what he’s seen. His mother. And Jason. Fucking!


  And every second that passed now, he found himself wanting to fuck her more and more…


  He had to come up with a plan…


  ~~~


  A week had passed. School was now out for the summer. Brian felt like he was walking around with a ticking time bomb in his pocket and he was afraid it was going to go off and blow off his dick and balls if he didn’t do something pretty soon. But hell, if the bomb did go off and blow off his cock and balls, then, at least his problem would be over. Then he wouldn’t have this overpowering craving to fuck his own mother.


  But at least he had come up with a plan. As dumb and childish as it was, it was all he could think up and now he was about to spring it on his unsuspecting mother and stepbrother—


  He’d sneaked into his mother’s purse and found the key to the apartment and got it duplicated without her knowing. So now he had a key to the apartment, too.


  Since he was off for the summer and only worked four afternoons a week for Amos, he’d been tailing his mother around town, watching her waiting for her to meet Jason at the apartment when it finally happened.


  It was Tuesday afternoon around one o’clock. He’d been following her, staying at least five or six car lengths behind her and keeping a couple of cars between them when he saw that she was heading for the apartment complex. She was going to meet Jason. He just knew it as he dropped even further back. At last he saw her turn into The Greens.


  Giving her a couple of minutes to make her way back to the apartment, Brian saw that it was Luke on the gate as he drove up.


  “Working on Tuesdays now?” he heard Luke ask him as he pulled up to the guard shack.


  “Naw, just gotta talk with Amos about something…now that summer is here,” Brian grinned as he saw the big gates slowly opening for him.


  “Well, take ’er easy, starting to get hot already,” Luke told him, wiping a handkerchief across his brow as he stepped back into the air-conditioned shed.


  “I’ll do that…don’t work too hard, yourself—” Brian nervously laughed, shifting and slowly pulling away from the shack.


  “Yeah-right—” he heard Luke laugh as he drove off.


  Brian’s heart was beating so fast, he thought he was going to have a heart attack. He couldn’t believe it. He could be fucking his mother in next thirty minutes or so. His ears were ringing. He must be in love, he mockingly told himself. He had all the signs. Pounding heart, sweaty palms, cotton in the mouth, and the mother of all erections.


  Parking on a street two buildings down, Brian pulled on his garden gloves, grabbed his garden tool bag off the seat of his car and stepped out into the hot afternoon sunlight. This was in his assigned area of the Greens and he knew that no one would think anything of him walking around with his gardening tools in his hands. Taking his time, he slowly walked along, pretending to be checking the plants as he made his way back toward his mother’s apartment.


  Then he stepped around the corner and saw her little orange MGB sitting in her parking space. And there beside it sat Jason’s Mustang. They were both there already. Probably fucking like a pair of rabbits, he lewdly thought as he casually made his way across the street and up to the apartment.


  Suddenly, he found himself standing in front of the door. Apartment 699. This was it. The confrontation. The destruction of their little dark secret. Strangely a cold calmness settled down over Brian as he dug the key out of his pocket and slowly lifted it up to the lock. As quietly as he could, he turned the key and felt the tumblers turn. Then, he tentatively turned the knob. It wasn’t locked. The key had worked—


  Well, this is it, he told himself, managing a smile as he took a deep breath, pushed the door open and stepped inside.


  “What in the…” he heard Jason grunt as he watched his stepbrother jerk backward, pulling his cock back out of Carol’s juice-drenched pussy and spinning around to face him as Brian quietly closed the door.


  “Oh, God, Brian,” Carol gasped, swinging her legs around to sit up as she tried to cover herself with her hands and arms as Jason fell back away from her. “What, uh, what are you doing, doing here?”


  “Oh, I thought since I saw you and Brian were having so much fun,” he coldly smiled, staring at his mother as she self-consciously closed her legs together and held her arm up in front of her droopy tits. “I thought I’d just join in on the fun.”


  “What? What do you mean?” she whined, not believing what he had just said.


  “I mean…if you can give it away to Jason, I want some too—” he smirked.


  “God, Brian, I’m sorry—” she mumbled, not even knowing why she was apologizing to her son.


  “You didn’t look very sorry a few seconds ago,” he taunted.


  “What do you want?” she muttered, nervously fidgeting trying to cover herself from her son’s leering glare.


  Looking over at Jason, Brian saw that his huge cock was rapidly wilting as he sat by his stepmother holding his hand in front of it.


  “Well, you two can go back to what you were doing,” he coldly smiled, pausing to lean down and set his bag of garden tools on the floor beside the door, “while I get undressed…” he continued, reaching up and grabbing hold of the bottom of his tee shirt.


  “Brian—what are you doing?” Carol gasped as she watched her son quickly peel his tee shirt up over his muscular chest, broad shoulders and his head.


  “You don’t know, mother?” Brian laughed, reaching down and unbuttoning his jeans.


  “Oh, God, no,” she groaned, seeing that she had once again backed herself into a corner from which there seemed little conceivable way of escaping. “No, Brian, we can’t. You’re my son. That would be incest.”


  “Didn’t seem to stop you and Jason,” he snarled, slowly running the zipper down the front of his pants.


  “But, but, Honey, he’s not really my son,” she pleaded. “Don’t you see, he’s my stepson. That’s different, Baby. I know that, that’s bad enough, but not you and me, Baby, that’s a sin against nature. That’s incest—”


  “I guess that you should have thought about that before you started all of this shouldn’t you?” he told her, wriggling his hips and letting his jeans slide down his legs to the floor.


  “No, Baby, no, we can’t,” she begged, still covering her tits with her arm and keeping her hand shoved down between her legs. “We just can’t do it. Please-put your clothes back on, Baby.”


  “That hardly seems fair, Mother,” Brian said stepping out of his pants. “How can you let one son fuck you and not the other? Let your stepson fuck you while you deny your own son the pleasure of making love to you? Don’t you feel a little guilty about that, Mom? And what about Hank? It would be such a shame for him to find out about you and his own fucking son…now wouldn’t it?


  “But you’re my son. Can’t you understand?” she wailed, sensing that the battle was lost-the war too as far as that mattered. She would have to give in to Brian’s demands or suffer the consequences. And at the moment, those consequences didn’t seem very palatable either.


  “Just pretend I’m Jason, Mom, and maybe it won’t be so bad,” Brian sneered, slowly pushing his shorts down over his hips. As he did, suddenly his thick, hard penis sprang into view.


  “No, Brian, please,” he heard his mother whimper, but saw her drop her eyes down to the eight-inch shaft of rock-hard boy-meat sticking out of the hairy tip of his belly. “Oh, my, God, you, too!” Carol gasped, not believing the size of her son’s penis.


  “I know I’m not quite as big as Jason,” he grinned slowly walking toward her, running his fisted hand up and down the shaft of his jutting cock. “But Jennifer says that I fuck as good as he does. Maybe better…” Brian smirked.


  “Jennifer? You and Jennifer?” she wheezed, then turned back to Jason. “Did you know?”


  Jason gave her a sheepish grin and shrugged his shoulders.


  “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  “Uh, you didn’t ask?” Jason grinned.


  He obviously didn’t see the gravity of the problem he and Jennifer had created. Jennifer was a little slut. Well, if Jennifer was a slut, what did that make her brother and stepbrothers? First her stepbrother and then her brother? Or was it the other way around? Did it really matter? Carol suddenly found herself mired in a cesspool of incest and taboo sex. And what about Hank? And Danny? Had the little bitch fucked them, too? Probably—she’d fucked everyone else, it seemed.


  What about Samantha, she wanted to ask, but was afraid of the answer she might hear.


  Now Brian was standing right in front of her with his oversized cock jutting out only inches from her full, red lips.


  “Please, Brian, Baby, anything but this, Honey. A new car. Anything you want, but not this,” she pleaded, looking up at him with her big, soulful eyes.


  “Kiss it, Mom,” he smirked easing his hips forward until the huge, mauve head of his prick nudged up against her soft lips.


  “Don’t do this to me, Brian,” she begged him one last time but made no effort to back away from him.


  “Kiss it, Mom, and make it all better,” he said, pushing a little harder as he watched her beautiful lips slowly part and the rounded tip of the head slid in between them, “like you used to kiss all my owies and make them better…”


  “Oh, fuck. Fuck. Feels so fucking good,” he grunted as he felt her give his cock head a tiny little suck.


  As he felt her soft, hot tongue tentatively glide over the hard roundness of his cock head, he reached out and wrapped his hands around the back of her head digging his fingers into her short, curly blond hair. Then he slowly began to pull her forward, making her soft, red lips slide farther and farther down the big, fat shaft of his stiff cock.


  “Yeah, Oh, God, yeah, suck it, Mom, suck it,” he growled shoving his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.


  He felt her begin to suck harder as he slipped more and more of his cock into her mouth until he heard her gag when the giant head thudded up against the back of her mouth. Pausing for a moment, he watched his mother lift her hands away from the pretty, pink tits and slip them around behind his butt. Then, grabbing two handfuls of his ass-cheeks, she gagged again and jerked him forward as he felt his cock head pop through the opening of her throat.


  “Oh, my, fucking God,” he groaned, watching the thick, blue-veined shaft of his cock slowly disappear into his mother’s mouth until her satiny, red lips encircled the solid base of his throbbing prick. “Look, look, Mom’s fucking deep-throating me.”


  “Yeah, yeah, I see,” Jason grunted, with just a hint of anger creeping into his voice. “Feels good doesn’t it?”


  “Fucking A. Feels-feels like fucking awesome,” Brian answered, wallowing in the wicked perversion of the moment.


  Then he backed away a little, letting his cock head slither out of her throat, back into her mouth where she began to greedily suck and pull on it with her mouth and lips.


  “Yeah, Mom, suck that bad boy. Suck it good,” he muttered, working his hips back and forth as he fucked his mother’s pretty face. “Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, like that.”


  Carol was in a fog. How could she have let this happen? No matter—it was happening, she fearfully thought. Now here she sat on the couch of the apartment she had rented for her secret little trysts with Jason, but now Jason would have to share the apartment with her own son, too.


  God, what a dumb fucking slut she was—she probably had Jennifer beat by a mile.


  She couldn’t believe that she was sucking on her son’s cock. How had it happened so fast? How could she have let it happen, she feverishly wondered, but continued to suck and milk her son’s giant prick with her mouth and lips? Maybe she could blow him and then talk some reason into his head, she crazily thought, sucking harder. Reason with a teenage boy about sex? Really?


  She knew she should stop as she watched his belly come at her then back away again and again. But she couldn’t. She was trapped like a rat on a sinking ship and there was nowhere to run. It was sink or swim and she was swimming as hard as she could. This was the only way she could ensure his silence. But maybe it wasn’t as bad as it seemed, she shamelessly thought. She would go along with his sick little game but eventually she would turn on him and make him her sex slave, too. Just like Jason. Then she would have two willing accomplices to satisfy her wicked needs. Like she had told herself, there was no escaping her fate. She had already sealed that. So why not just go with the flow and see where it took her? What other choice did she have?


  Then, giving herself up to the depraved degeneration of what had originally began as a good fuck with her stepson, Jason, she began to suck harder and harder on Brian’s cock, hollowing her cheeks to increase the suction of her lips.


  “Oh, God, Mom, you suck good,” Brian muttered, working his hips back and forth faster and faster as his cock pistoned in and out of her mouth. “You suck so good.”


  Brian felt one of his mother’s hands leave his ass. Then he saw and felt her cup his big, dangling balls in her red-gloved hand. She began roughly squeezing and pulling on the hanging orbs, making him wince in pain as her other hand still clutched him guiding his hips back and forth.


  The stinging ache inside his big balls was growing unbearable. It was coming. He was going to come. He could feel it all the way down to his toes.


  “Fuck, Mom, fuck, gonna come, Mom, gonna come,” he jabbered working his cock into her hot, sucking mouth faster and faster.


  “Ummmmhuuuuuuhhhh—” she muttered out around the thick barrel of his slashing prick.


  Was she going to let him come in her mouth, Brian feverishly wondered as he felt the pressure inside his aching balls reach the danger point.


  “CooommmNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGG—” he grunted as he felt his balls implode sending a gigantic spume of hot, creamy cum spurting up through his twitching cock and out into his mother’s sucking mouth.


  He was coming in his mother’s mouth! Then as the pleasure of the detonation welled up from the spewing monster, he saw his mother swallow. His mother was swallowing his cum. He couldn’t believe it as his cock bucked again and fired out another massive gush of his sticky, hot cum into her mouth. Then she swallowed his discharge a second time. Knowing that his mother was sucking his semen up out of his balls and swallowing it down into her belly sent jolts of perverse excitement arcing up and down his spine.


  Trying to take it all, swallowing it as fast as she could, she still couldn’t keep up with the river of cum pouring out of her son’s erupting cock.


  Brian watched on in satanic glee as his thick, gooey cum began to ooze out around the swollen shaft of his prick. As it leaked out, it coated his mother’s lips with the pearly exudate and then began to trickle down her chin to drip down onto her sheer red nightie. God, how could it get any better, he groaned, feeling his prick jerk and kick as it spurted load after load of his molten seed into her mouth?


  Now his only regret was that he had to share her. Share her with Jason…and Hank. If only he had gotten to her earlier, even before she had married Hank. Then maybe he wouldn’t have to share her with anyone. But no use crying over spilled cum, he sickly groaned to himself.


  Finally, he felt the energy flowing out of his emptied weapon as it began to slowly wilt and shrink inside his mother’s hot, sucking mouth.


  “God, Mom,” he groaned as the strength flowed out of his knees and he dropped to the floor in front of her, jerking his cock out of her cum-drenched mouth in the process. “That was fucking awesome,” he muttered.


  Then he slipped his arms around her and pulled her to him, hugging her, kissing her on the lips hard and thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth to savor the acrid taste of his own semen on his tongue.


  Finally, he broke the kiss and pulled back. He couldn’t decipher the look on her face as she sat watching him. Then he saw the tip of her tongue slip out between her lips and slowly circle its way around her lips to lick away the coating of cum he’d left behind. There was something so erotic and sensual about the way she did it.


  No one spoke for several long seconds and finally Brian struggled to his feet, his limp, drained dick hanging down between his thighs, flicking and twitching with every move he made.


  “I can’t believe this is happening,” he groaned, looking down at her.


  “I can’t either,” Carol frowned, looking down at the dribble of cum splattered on her sheer, red nightie.


  “Sorry,” he apologized. Sheepishly glancing over at Jason, he felt a sudden rush of jealousy when he saw that Jason’s giant cock was standing at attention, jutting up out of the hairy swirl of curls covering his groin.


  God, he’s big, Brian cursed.


  Seeing Brian look over at Jason, Carol glanced over and saw that Jason was already reloaded and ready to go. Well, she shamelessly thought, this looks like it’s going to be a long afternoon…


  “You, two, stay here,” Carol told them pushing up onto her stiletto heels in front of the couch. “There’s not enough room for all three of us on the couch…and I’m going to change,” she smiled, poking at one of the creamy gobs of cum dotting the front of her nightie. “I’ll call you when I’m ready—”


  Both boys covetously watched Carol as she slowly clopped down the hallway, seductively swishing her tight little ass from side to side for their benefit.


  Watching his mother’s firm, tight ass jiggle as she walked, he felt a tremor of excitement wiggle through his drained balls. God, what would it be like to fuck her in her hot, tight asshole, he groaned? What a fucking gorgeous ass.


  “Great ass, Mom,” he smirked as she started into the bedroom.


  “Glad you like it,” she said, stopping at the bedroom doorway, turning and blowing a kiss in the boy’s direction. “No peeking now,” she muttered, disappearing into the bedroom.


  “God, she’s so fucking hot—” Jason muttered, slowly running his fisted hand up and down his prodigious organ.


  “Yeah, she’s hot all right,” Brian muttered, a touch of jealously nipping at the edges of his remark. “So how long has this been going on?” he wanted to know seeing the bottle of CC sitting on the kitchen counter.


  “A couple of weeks,” Jason told him, watching his stepbrother’s firm, muscled ass twitch and ripple as Brian made his way over to the counter.


  “Want a drink?” Brian asked, swinging open the door of the cabinet and pulling out a glass. Quarreling with his stepbrother wouldn’t accomplish anything. So he might as well share…


  “Sure,” Jason said, still slowly working his hand up and down his cock to keep it in battle condition. “Did Jennifer really say that about me?” he quizzed Brian as Brian filled two small glasses with CC.


  “Naw, I made that up,” Brian sheepishly smirked.


  “Yeah, I didn’t think so,” Jason smirked back as Brian came plodding back to the couch with the two glasses in his hands.


  As he did, he saw Jason’s eyes dart down to his cock as it limply hung down between his legs, flopping and bouncing off his thighs as he walked. Then Jason looked away.


  “So…” Jason said, taking the glass Brian offered him. “Uh, now what?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “About your, uh, our mom,” he possessively said, taking a sip of the CC.


  “I guess that’s up to her,” Brian said, fidgeting and walking over to the front window, pulling the curtain back part way and looking out on the empty street.


  “You’re not jealous or anything?”


  “Yeah, I guess, but this is just the way it’s going to be, huh?”


  “Yeah, I guess so.”


  ~~~


  Look at you, Carol angrily told herself, flinging the red nightie in the hamper sitting by the door and stomping over to the chest of drawers. You’re nothing but a fucking whore, she swore at herself, jerking open one of the drawers. And look at this, she fumed. Your apartment—


  Your apartment? Your fucking whorehouse is more like it! Stocked with booze and lingerie. A veritable den of iniquity where you invite your sons over to have a go at mom’s old pussy. Well, I didn’t invite Brian, she tried to acquit herself. He’s here isn’t he, she answered back? You might as well have invited him. You were so careless fucking around with his stepbrother, he found out about it somehow. God, you’re a stupid bitch.


  Crossly rummaging through the drawer of lingerie, Carol pulled out a frilly black garter belt, a pair of black fishnet hose and a pair of long, elbow-length black satin gloves and pitched them on the bed. Then she picked up a pair of sheer black panties, held them up in front of herself, looked at them for a couple of seconds then tossed them back in the drawer and slammed the drawer shut. Why bother, she fussed. They’d have them off her in ten seconds anyway…


  ~~~


  Well, if this was the way it was going to be, she certainly wasn’t going to mope about it, she told herself, giving her short blond hair a couple of fluffs as she faced the door and leaned back against the footboard of the bed.


  “Oh, boys, Mommy’s ready—” she called out.


  She could hear the boys trundling down the hallway and then they were there. Both of them, standing in the doorway smirking at her, their eyes appreciatively flitting up and down her scantily-clad body. Smiling, Carol shook her head, making the big, bone earrings dangling down from her ears jangle lightly. She was naked from the waist up, except for the pair of black satin gloves that came up past her elbows. Both boys’ eyes were immediately drawn down to her saggy tits as they softly quivered when she moved. Then she watched their eyes drop over to her softly rounded underbelly to the little bush of dark curls covering it. The only other adornment was the lacy black garter belt with the long, black garters stretching down on each side of the little muff of curls to hold her black fishnet stockings up. And on her dainty feet, she wore a pair of four-inch, black stiletto heels.


  “Hello, again, boys,” she coyly smiled. “Are you two ready to come play with Mommy?”


  “Oh, yeah,” Jason grunted, standing in the doorway holding onto his fully-erect cock while Brian stood behind him looking over his shoulder.


  “Fucking A,” Brian snorted.


  The time for pretense and modesty had long passed. Both boys were there for one thing and she was that thing, she told herself.


  “Jason, Baby, why don’t you crawl up on the bed and lay down on your back,” she smiled, teasingly trailing her long, black fingers down through the little swirl of curls between her legs.


  “I’m going to let you play with Mommy’s hot little cunt. Let you stick that big, fucking dick of yours in Mommy’s cunt and fuck Mommy.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Jason smirked, scrambling across the room and up onto the bed while Brian watched on with a frown creasing his forehead.


  As Jason flopped over onto his back, Carol ignored Brian and quickly clopped around the end of the bed.


  “Ready or not, here comes Mommy—” Carol giggled, quickly crawling up on the bed, kicking a long shapely leg over Jason’s outstretched legs and straddling him with her wet, juicy cunt hovered directly above his towering penis.


  “Hold him up and I’ll slide down on him,” she grinned down at him.


  Holding his cock up for her, Jason watched as she slowly dipped her hips, sinking down toward the towering giant. Then, pausing for just a second, she seated the rounded tip of her stepson’s cock head up between her dangling pussy lips, let out a soft sigh and let her slippery cunt ease down onto the big, barbed head.


  “Fuck,” Jason groaned as he watched the fat, meaty lips of his stepmother’s cunt envelop the big, purple head of his cock and then slowly slide down the blue-veined shaft all the way until her cunt lips were resting against his fisted hand.


  Pulling his hand out of the way, he watched as her cunt squish the rest of the way down the thick shaft of his cock until the lips ground down on his groin.


  “So fucking big—” Carol winced, squeezing her cunt down around the embedded monster.


  “Hey, what about me?” Brian growled seeing that his mother had fully impaled herself on his stepbrother’s giant prick.


  “You figure it out,” she told his, leaning down over Jason’s muscular chest, tilting her hips up in the air and jiggling her ass at him.


  “What? What do you mean,” Brian asked as he watched his mother begin to slowly work her cunt back and forth on Jason’s implanted prick.


  “On the nightstand,” she grunted, rubbing her tits against Jason’s chest as she slid back and forth impaling herself on her stepson’s jutting monstrosity.


  Looking over at the nightstand, Brian spied an open bottle of Vaseline sitting there.


  Vaseline? A spark of awareness twitched through his reeling brain as he looked back over at his mother’s beautiful ass bobbing up and down above Jason’s buried prick. Then he saw a glistening circle of the lubricant was already encircling the tight little pucker of her asshole.


  “Holy crap,” he muttered, stepping over to the nightstand and picking up the jar of lube.


  He couldn’t believe it. His mother’s ass. Her asshole?


  “Your ass?” he muttered.


  “Yes, my ass…unless you don’t want to,” Carol fussed.


  Just thinking about sticking his cock into her asshole nearly made him come as he dug his finger down into the slippery goo and quickly spread a big gob all over his stiff, jutting penis. He was actually going to fuck his mother’s ass. His mother’s ass. This was crazy—


  Setting the jar back down on the nightstand, Brian expectantly crawled up on the bed. Then he reached over and adoringly ran his fingers down his mother’s slowly-bobbing buttocks. They were so soft and smooth, like polished marble. After a few seconds of respectful adoration, he crawled down around Jason’s feet and up between Jason’s legs. Then he found himself staring down at his mother’s ass as it slowly moved up and down.


  As he looked down at the perfect, round globes of ass flesh, he reached out and with his fingers, he delicately spread the smooth, soft cheeks of her ass apart. Then, sticking out his grease-coated middle finger, he placed it on the tight little pucker of wrinkled flesh peeking out from the crack of her ass. Pushing gently, he slowly eased his finger down into her hot, tight asshole. Watching on with perverse delight, he saw the tip his finger disappear down into the clutching ring of darkened flesh.


  “Unnnhhh,” Carol grunted as she felt her son pushing his finger down into her tight asshole.


  He could feel the rubbery muscles stretching to accept his finger as he continued to push until it was buried up to the second knuckle. He couldn’t believe how incredibly hot and tight her asshole was. Her asshole? His mother’s tight, hot asshole! Un-fucking-believable!


  But how was he going to get his big dick down into such a tiny hole? God, he would rip her apart, he deliriously thought as he eased his finger in all the way up the last knuckle. But she wanted it. She wanted him to fuck her in the ass. His mother wanted him to fuck her in the ass.


  Wiggling his finger around in the fiery heat of her ass, he could feel the sphincter tightly clenching at his finger. Quickly easing his finger out, he added a second finger and slowly slid it down into the clinging tightness of her tiny asshole.


  “Unnnhhh,” she grunted again as she felt the two fingers bite down into the tightness of her stretched asshole, but still she didn’t say a word. She deserved the pain. She wanted the pain. It was her retribution for the evil thing she was doing.


  Then he saw his mother lean down over Jason, resting her pretty tits on his chest. She stopped fucking Jason and lay there as if she were waiting for him. Waiting for him to stick his cock in her ass.


  Reaching down, Brian wiped his grease-coated fingers on the bed sheets. Wrapping one hand around his throbbing cock, he moved up closer to her unmoving ass. Then, inching closer, he fitted the round, lubed tip of his cock head on the little puckered ring of dark flesh. Reaching around her hip, hooking his arm around her waist, he took a deep breath and started to curl his hips forward and gently push.


  He was going to do it. He was actually going to fuck his mother in the ass. Fuck her in her hot, cock-loving ass. It was beyond the realm of comprehension.


  He felt the tight little ring of muscles encircling his mother’s asshole begin to slowly stretch and dilate as he pushed harder. He could feel the fiery heat of her anal canal on the tip of his dick as it bored its way inside her hot asshole. Brian watched on with fevered anticipation as his grease-coated cock head wedged in deeper and deeper until all at once, it popped inside the scorching, squeezing tightness of her anus. Brian had been pushing so hard that half of the thick shaft of his prick followed his cock head down into her before he could stop it.


  “Unnnhhhsheeiiit,” Brian heard his mother curse.


  Brian couldn’t believe the incredible strangling constriction of her asshole as it clenched down around the shaft of his big cock.


  “God, so fucking big,” Carol agonized. It felt like Brian had just shoved a fucking telephone pole up her ass. She’d been fucked in the ass before, but never by a weapon of the length and width of the one now lodged up inside her ass.


  “Sorry,” Brian muttered, not knowing whether to push it the rest of the way or pull it out.


  “Want me to stop?” he asked her, releasing his hold on his cock and grabbing her hips in both hands.


  “Fuck, no,” she grunted. “Fuck me. Fuck Mommy’s ass…”


  “Okay, you asked for it—” he muttered, inching his hips forward as he began to slide the rest of his big cock down into the amazing heat of her ass.


  As he pushed in deeper and deeper, he suddenly felt the head of his cock nudge up against something inside his mother’s ass. Then she pushed back against him and he felt his cock slide through another tight stricture inside her ass as it passed through her rectum and slipped into the tightness of her colon. Her ass was clamped down on him so hard, he could barely push it in as it dove deeper and deeper. Finally, his belly slapped up against her soft, warm ass cheeks and his balls smacked up against her cock-filled pussy, brushing over Jason’s big balls as it did.


  “Jeez, Brian, I felt your cock rub against mine,” Jason muttered from down.


  “God, mother, I can’t believe hot fucking tight your asshole is,” Brian blubbered out, grinding his cock even deeper in her ass.


  “I can’t believe how fucking big your cock is,” she moaned. “It feels like your cock head is sticking out into my fucking stomach and it feels like I’ve got a telephone pole rammed inside my ass.”


  “Fucking awesome,” Brian growled.


  Then slowly, Carol eased forward, her tits sliding up Jason’s sweaty chest as she slowly disgorged both of the oversized organs from her pussy and ass. She had never felt so full of cock in her whole life. She kept leaning forward, pulling away, letting the huge dicks retreat back down the channels of her pussy and ass until only the great swollen heads remained inside her. It was strange how she could feel the flared rims of the enormous heads lodged against the openings from the inside this time.


  “Fuck—” she grunted, stiffening her arms, pushing back and letting the two cocks slide back inside her. Wincing in pain and pleasure she let them fill her until she felt Brian’s hairy belly bump up against her ass while his stepbrother’s groin nudged against the swollen lips of her cunt.


  “God, I’ve never been so full of cock in my whole life—” she complained.


  Then it happened. She couldn’t believe it as her loins erupted in a paroxysm of pleasure so deep, so intense, it took her breath away. She had no control over her body as it began to shiver and shake. She could feel her asshole contracting down around Brian’s giant member, squeezing it, clutching it, threatening to snip it in two as her pussy engulfed Jason’s thrusting cock.


  “Oh, fuck, I’m cominggggggg—” she gasped as spasms of pleasure raced up and down her spine making it twist and arch while she thrust herself back on the two boy’s buried monsters.


  Skewered on the two boy’s massive dicks, she let go as she felt herself slip into the darkness of her orgasmic abyss. Pleasure and pain was welling up from her pussy and ass in waves of reds and yellows filling her head and loins. She had never felt anything so overwhelming. It was if one side of her brain was wallowing in the wicked pleasure that was washing over her while the other side of her brain was cringing from the blast of pain that was firing up from her violated asshole. She almost felt like her brain was splitting in two.


  Then as she deliriously fought her way through her orgasm, she felt Brian’s thighs clamp against her hips as he clasped hold of her waist tighter and moved higher up her back. He was now standing crouched above her with his feet brushing against her knees while Jason lay below her, between her legs with his giant penis lodged up inside her pussy from below.


  Then she heard Brian begin to softly grunt as he rocked back and forth above her, slowly working his lubed cock in and out of the strangling tightness of her stinging asshole.


  Brian was in an ecstatic daze. He had never fucked a woman in the ass before. And he had never fucked his mother before. And now, now he was getting to do both of them at the same time. It was euphoria. Had Jason ever fucked her in the ass, he jealously wondered, feeling his stepbrother’s huge, stiff cock rubbing against the underside of his cock through the thin layer of tissue separating the two of them? It was almost enough to make him come, he feverishly thought watching his glistening prick sliding in and out of his mother’s hot, clinging asshole.


  Still reeling from her first orgasm of the day, Carol felt herself floating back to earth. As she did, her body began to instinctively respond to some primal reflex, her legs flexing, pushing, driving her back and forth on the two giant slabs of meat invading her pussy and anus.


  Tilting her hips, thrusting back and forth, she skillfully fucked Jason’s embedded prick while Brian crouched above her driving his cock in and out of her asshole. It was such a wicked feeling, she thought reveling in the intimate union she was sharing with her sons.


  Carol was shakily shoving her hips back absorbing both big dicks at the same time, then raking her hips forward, letting them both slide halfway out of her before she would jerk her hips back once again consuming both of them again. And amazingly, she could already feel the stirrings of another orgasm growing down inside her fevered loins.


  She could sense that Brian was rapidly approaching the point of no return.


  But he was fighting to hold back the river of cum that was poised to erupt out of his big, flopping balls as he savored every delicious moment of their fiery union. He had never felt anything like it: the feel of his mother’s tight, hot ass milking his cock; the feel of her soft, round bottom slapping against his belly; the feel of his dangling balls slapping up against her pussy and Jason’s giant cock; the feeling of her wetness on his juice-coated balls; the sight of his cock disappearing down into the crack of her ass; then reappearing shimmering with the coating of Vaseline; the view of her curvaceous body working back and forth below him; the glistening sheen of sweat coating her back.


  Suddenly, it was all too much for him as he felt his cock kick and explode down deep inside the velvety channel of his mother’s ass, dousing it with a giant gusher of white-hot, sperm-filled cum.


  “FUCKINGCOMINGGGGG,” Brian bellowed out, digging his finger into the giving softness of her waist, holding onto her and dragging her back onto his erupting penis at the same time he humped forward burying all eight inches of down into her ass.


  “OhGODOHGODOHGOD,” Carol cursed, feeling the eruption trigger another orgasm down inside her ass. But this orgasm was different. Usually her orgasms started in her clit or pussy, but this one began down deep inside her ass. This orgasm was deeper, even more profound as she felt her body twisting and coiling around the spewing giant thrust down inside her convulsing rectum.


  “Comingggg, Comminnnnggg in Mommy’s assssssss,” Brian hissed, his cock swelling, contracting, jerking, spewing out gush after gush of thick, creamy jism into his mother’s tight, clinging ass.


  As Carol’s convulsing asshole clenched down around her son’s spewing giant, the contractions were so strong, Brian thought her anus was going to snip his cock off. He had never felt anything so tight.


  While all this was going on above him, Jason teased and tormented his stepmother’s big, rubbery nipples with his plucking fingers as he quietly awaited his turn to fill her other orifice. He knew he couldn’t last much longer. It was too intense and passionate.


  Finally, Brian’s buried cock gave one last twitch and dribbled the last of its venomous load into his mother’s overflowing rectum. Even after filling her mouth with his first creamy load, it felt like he’d pumped a whole gallon of jism into her ass as he felt his cock begin to wilt and soften inside her. Groaning, he slowly backed away from her letting his softening prick ooze back out of her tightly-clinging anus.


  Carol could feel Brian’s hardness melting inside her ass. She could feel him inching back down the cum-drenched channel until at last, with a slippery squish, he popped out of her stretched, abused asshole.


  “Ouch,” she yipped as the giant, purple cock head of Brian’s drained cock slithered out of her abused anus.


  Brian leaned back and watched as his mother’s widely-gaping asshole continued to contract and dilate for several seconds, squeezing tighter and tighter as a stream of his spent cream trickled out onto Jason’s embedded cock. He had never seen anything so totally and completely depraved in his whole life. As he watched, her over-stretched anus continued to wink open and shut for several more seconds before it finally contracted back down on itself staunching the flow of his jism. Then with a lewd smile, he rolled over onto his back to see what would happen next.


  When Jason felt and saw that Brian had pulled his big prick out of his Carol’s ass, Jason hugged her against his chest and rolled her over onto her back. Then with a guttural growl, he hooked his arms under the backs of her fishnet-encased legs and shoved them up as he began to rock back and forth, pounding his monstrous prick down into the wet, slippery opening between his stepmother’s beautifully-arched legs.


  Brian had mixed feeling about watching Jason fuck his mother. On the one hand it was perversely exciting to see his mother getting fucked, while on the other hand, it was his mother and he felt a twinge of jealous envy.


  As Jason’s hairy ass was flying up and down, Carol’s legs were hooked over his muscular arms, wildly flopping up and down. Her high-heeled pumps were slapping against the bottoms of her feet as they jerked up and down, threatening to fly off at any second.


  It was crazy as Brian watched his stepbrother brutally fucking his mother only inches from him while he lay watching. He was being jostled back and forth as the bed shook and shuddered from the force of their fucking as Carol was reaching around her floundering legs, digging her long, slender finger into Jason’s clenched, gyrating ass. And Brian could see that Jason’s big dick was glistening wetly in the glow of the afternoon sunlight filtering in through the windows.


  Nothing is going to stop me this time, Jason swore. He was still a little miffed that Brian had interrupted them earlier. Grunting and panting, he drove his cock in and out of Carol’s hot, sucking slit faster and faster. Let him watch, Jason gloated. See Brian, I’m fucking your mother. What do you think about that, he gloated?


  It was disgusting, Brian thought; but he couldn’t take his eyes off it; watching the big, wet slab of meat sliding in and out of the slippery slit; watching his mother’s fat, meaty cunt-lips nip at the swollen shaft of meat; watching Jason’s big, hairy balls slap up against his mother’s upturned ass; watching his own cum still oozing out of her tightly clenched asshole; watching his mother clawing at Jason’s bounding ass urging him to fuck her harder; watching his mother’s legs bouncing up and down on Jason’s powerful arms. God it was so exciting…and sickening all at the same time, he thought as he felt a stirring of rejuvenation in his big, limp prick.


  “Fuck-me-Baby,” Carol mewed out between Jason’s pile driving strokes, “Yeah-unh-fuck-unh-Mommy-unh-hard-unh-make-unh-Mommy-unh-come.”


  “Fucking-Unh-fucking-unh-Mommy’s-unh-hot-unh-pussy,” Jason growled out as his hips flew back and forth furiously driving his cock in and out of her slavering hole.


  Lying beside them, being rocked by the heaving mattress, Brian gawked down at the dripping fusion of his mother’s and Jason’s genitals as he felt his own manhood responding to the diabolical scene. They didn’t even know he was still there. They were so engrossed in the filthy, disgusting thing they were doing. And yet, as filthy and disgusting as it was, he was waiting his turn to do the same thing. It was appalling, but so fucking exciting.


  “Gonna-unh-gonna-unh-feel-unh-feel-unh-it-unh-feel-unh-it-unh-oh-oh-FUCKFUCKFUCK,” she blathered out as her arms began to flail and flop about uncontrollably.


  His mother was coming, Brian feverishly thought. Coming for the third time today, he told himself looking down at his watch and seeing that it was one-thirty.


  But this didn’t stop Jason as he just kept pounding away at her, driving his cock in and out of her convulsing cunt at a furious pace.


  Brian watched his mother’s spasming cunt clutching at Jason’s big, purple-veined dick as it plowed in and out of her hot, juicy cunt. He’d never seen anything so wickedly evil as the giant prick sliding in and out of his mother’s cunt while she furiously milked the pistoning monster, spewing out gushes of thick hot juice at the same time. Her whole body was contorting and twisting, her back arching, he long legs stiffening, pointing her toes at the ceiling, her head rolling from side to side as she came and came.


  “Come-unh-Baby, come, Baby, come in Mommy—” Carol blathered out between strokes as Jason continued to fuck her with powerful, driving thrusts.


  “Okay-unh-okay-unh-gonna-unh-gonna-unh-FUCKCOMINGCOMING,” Jason growled, arching his back, curling his hips forward and driving his enormous prick down into her drenched cunt all the way in up to his hairy crotch.


  Brian watched as the muscles in Jason’s ass began to clench and relax in rhythm with the muscles around the base of his cock. He could almost picture the great cock inside his mother’s pussy as it shot out gob after gob of Jason’s hot cum into her.


  “OHNO—FUCK—ANOTHER ONEEEEEEE—” Brian heard his mother squeal as her cunt began to contract and clench at Jason’s erupting cock once again squeezing out thick, creamy gushes of Jason’s spent cum as it did.


  Jeez, he told himself. Number four. She’s coming for the fourth time. God, what a hot, fucking bitch she was. He had never known, even fantasized that his mother was so fucking hot. And now, now it would be his turn to fill the cum-drenched depths of her hungry cunt. Just thinking about it sent a delicious shiver of anticipation sparking through his big, swollen prick, up his spine and into his fevered brain.


  Looking at Jason’s ass as it continued to tighten and relax, he knew his mother’s pussy was steeped in Jason’s gelatinous offering.


  Finally, he saw Jason’s ass muscles finally relax totally as Jason collapsed down onto Carol.


  “Fucking awesome,” jason groaned, leaning back, easing her legs down onto the bed and pulling his cum-soaked peter out of the sopping channel of Carol’s cunt as another gush of his expended jism poured out onto the sheets below her ass.


  Rolling over her extended leg to the other side of the bed, Jason tiredly flopped over onto his back and lying there gasping for breath, clearing the way for Brian.


  This was it, Brian deliriously thought. He was going to fuck his mother’s pussy. He was going to defile the very place which had expelled him out into the world. Defile her pussy just as he had violated her asshole. A spasm of ecstatic expectancy sizzled through his brain as he quickly scrambled to his hands and knees and crawled over his mother’s leg and up between his mother’s cum-coated thighs. God, she was so beautiful, lying there with her legs still spread apart as if she knew that he would come.


  Looking down at her, Brian saw a look in her eyes he’d never seen before. It was like she was looking right through him.


  “Fuck Mommy—” she whispered, her lust-glazed eyes staring deep into his as her black-gloved hand reached up to his stiff prick and shoved it down to her waiting cunt.


  Fitting the giant, bulbous head of his big prick in between the velvet softness of her widely stretched cunt lips, she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes.


  “Oh, God, Mother, I’m sorry,” he said as he slowly slid his throbbing manhood down into the hot, slippery hole between her outstretched legs.


  “No, don’t be sorry—” she softly murmured, clutching herself down around him as he slid inside her.


  Staring down into her love-filled eyes, Brian didn’t stop until he had all eight inches of his oversized dick down inside the hot, clutching core of her cunt.


  “Oh, God,” he groaned as he felt his mother squeeze her pussy down around his embedded prick.


  Brian was stupefied. This was more than he could have even fantasized. Never in his wildest dreams could he have dreamt this up. He was fucking his mother. His big, hard dick was down inside her soft, hot cunt. He was fucking his mother. Slowly, he raised his hips letting his cock slide backward down the cum-slickened channel of her pussy. He was ecstatic. Feeling the velvet softness of her vagina caress the head and shaft of his monstrous cock, he slowly, lovingly eased it back down into the fiery depths of her cunt. Brian, as all men, loved to fuck, but this was beyond fucking. This was making love with the woman he loved above all other women. This was making love with his mother. He wanted to fuck her all day long, all night long and forever but the passion of this monumental miracle already had already lit the fire in his balls and he was ready to explode into a conflagration that would consume him in its satanic vehemence.


  Afraid to move, afraid that his cock would go off, Brian wallowed in the incestuous wickedness that he was sharing with his whore mother. Letting his huge cock baste in the fiery juices of her simmering cunt, he savored every second as if it were his last. The only thing that could make it better was if they were alone. If Jason wasn’t there. Then she would be his. His alone—No Jason—no Hank—just him and his mother, the two of them alone.


  Fighting to control the demanding ache deep in his balls, he slowly eased his cock back up the clutching, clasping tightness of his mother’s silken pussy. Then suddenly, he began to fuck her like a madman pounding his cock in and out of her furiously.


  “Oh-yeah-Baby-yeah-FUCK-FUCK-Mommy-FUCK-Mommy-HARD,” she blathered out, digging the heels of her stilettos into the mattress, rolling her hips, lifting them off the bed as she thrust her pussy up at him every time he slammed it into her.


  Brian’s testicles were on fire and the only way he could put of the unholy fire was to fill his mother’s hot, demanding pussy with his rich, creamy cum. Driving his prick in and out of the gluttonous hole between her legs, Brian knew that he could only last a few more seconds. He wanted to fuck her and fuck her until he couldn’t fuck anymore, but the inflamed urgency to fill her with his vile seed was so overpowering he couldn’t deny it.


  Then suddenly, without warning, his mother began to shake and shiver, bowing her back, violently thrusting her pelvis up at him as she cried out.


  “OHMYGODIMCOMMMINNNNGGGGG,” she choked out, grabbing him, digging her satin-covered fingers deep into his skin and holding onto him as tightly as she could while her whole body shivered and shook.


  That was all he could take as his cock jerked wildly and spurted out a gigantic wad of hot, scalding jism deep into his mother’s hungry cunt.


  “COOOOMMMMMINNNGGGG,” Brian gasped, shoving his cock down into the hot, clutching core of his mother’s greedy cunt as deep as it would go.


  “YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS,” she hissed, running her satin-covered hands down to his ass and pulling him into her even harder.


  Brian had never felt such ecstasy. He was coming inside his mother’s wondrous pussy. He was filling his mother’s sacred vessel with his evil, sperm-filled syrup. His huge cock was pumping out cum so fast, he could feel it leaking out around the thick shaft and dripping down onto his big balls coating them with its sticky heat.


  “Omother, Omother, Omother,” he babbled, grinding his cock down into the soft, sucking wetness that enveloped it.


  He wished it would never stop.


  But as with all things, he finally felt his cock stop firing off as the contractions of his mother’s pussy became weaker and weaker.


  “Oh, God, Mother,” was all he could utter as he held his spent cock buried down into her cum-filled chamber.


  “Was Wonderful,” she muttered feebly, hugging him tightly.


  Brian could feel his beaten warrior shrinking, retreating down the drenched tightness of her pussy as he leaned down and kissed his mother hard on the lips and thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth. She returned his kiss, thrusting her tongue inside his mouth. Sucking on her hot, probing tongue, he felt a shiver of excitement tickle through his withering prick, but it wasn’t enough to bring it back to life as it suddenly slithered out of her pussy followed by a gush of his hot, sticky cum.


  He didn’t want to move. He just wanted to lay there in her arms. He wanted her to hold him. He never wanted to leave her.


  Finally, he had to break the kiss to catch his breath.


  As he did, he felt a gentle tap on his shoulder.


  Tiredly, he looked over and saw Jason sitting on the bed. He was pointing down to his big, hard cock and grinning lewdly.


  Brian felt a stab of jealousy and remorse, knowing what he wanted. But there was nothing he could do to stop it.


  Slowly, he reluctantly got to his hands and knees and crawled out from between his mother’s outstretched legs.


  As soon as he was out of the way, he saw Jason clamber up between his mother’s shapely legs. Angrily watching on with envious fascination, he saw Jason take hold of his huge, jutting dick and guide its vile, tapered head down to the oozing, wet hole between his mother’s legs.


  Fitting the evil-looking thing in between the fat, meaty lips of his stepmother’s pussy, Jason grunted and shoved all nine inches of his monster down into her cunt with in one powerful lunge.


  “Fuck,” Carol groaned as the massive slab of boy-cock slammed down into her cunt.


  Immediately, Jason began to hump his enormous prick in and out of her cunt once again.


  Brian watched his stepbrother fucking his mother, listening to the sick, wet slap of their bellies smacking together as Jason’s giant prick methodically sloshed in and of her wet, meaty hole.


  God, Carol deliriously thought, the two boys had been going at her for more than an hour and a half according to the clock on the nightstand. Wouldn’t they ever get enough of her sopping pussy? Her inner thighs were literally drenched with their thick, sticky secretions and soon there would be more.


  Jason’s big, hairy ass was heaving up and down rhythmically as he fucked his stepmother. His big, fat cock was glistening wetly as it slid in and out of her cum-drenched pussy. His big, hairy balls were splattering the juice and cum leaking out of her saturated pussy all over her smooth, soft thighs as they lewdly slapped against her sopping ass.


  Brian watched his mother have orgasm after orgasm hearing the bedsprings creak and groan as the bed heaved up and down. A part of him was disgusted as he watched Jason’s giant dick wetly sloshing in and out of his mother’s glistening cunt, but another part of him was enthralled by the vulgar depravity of it all.


  Five, ten, fifteen minutes crawled by as Brian watched his stepbrother defile his mother, but Jason showed no sign of letting up.


  “Come-unh-come-unh-in-unh-me-unh-Baby,” Carol begged him, pushing and pulling on his bounding ass with her gloved hands as his ass rocked back and forth. “Come-in-Mommy’s-pussy—” she begged.


  “Not-not-yet-want-want-to-to-fuck-you-some-more,” he grunted crudely, fucking her harder.


  Listening to the sick sound of their bodies slapping together, Brian reached down and fingered his half-hard cock. Would he get a chance to go at her again, he wondered, looking over at the clock and seeing that it was already three. They had been fucking her for two full hours and Jason was still going at her hot and heavy.


  I’d better get it hard, though, just in case, he told himself, wrapping his hand around the limber prick.


  Stroking himself, Brian wondered how much longer Jason could hold it back as he furiously pumped his cock into his mother. He’s got to go pretty soon, he vilely thought. He’s been fucking her for almost twenty minutes.


  “Damn-damn-I-love-love-fucking-your-your-hot-cunt,” Jason growled as he pistoned his cock in and out of her. “Love-fucking-your-hot-cunt.”


  Five, then ten more minutes drug by as Carol agonized through her sixth and seventh orgasm as the big dick pounded away at her.


  Well, at least I’m ready, if I get a chance, Brian groaned to himself, looking down at his big, hard prick.


  “Fuck-fuck-gonna-gonna-oh-fuckkkkkkkkkkkkk,” Jason bellowed out at last, arching his back and driving his monster into his stepmother’s cunt all the way up to his big, dangling balls.


  Finally, Brian thought, glancing over at the clock again and seeing that another ten minutes had lapsed. He enviously watched Jason’s ass muscles spasmodically clench and relax as he held his erupting cock shoved down into his mother’s cunt as deep as he could.


  Hurry up, hurry up, he fumed to himself as Jason continued to empty his second load of cum down into Carol’s hot, sucking hole.


  Finally, Brian saw the muscles in Jason’s ass stop clenching.


  Quickly reaching over, he tapped his stepbrother on his shoulder. Then as Jason turned and looked at him, Brian grinned lewdly and pointed down to his big, hard cock.


  “Fuck,” Jason muttered as Brian roughly stroked himself waiting for his stepbrother to crawl back out from between his mother’s legs.


  Slowly, Jason eased his shrinking peter out of the sopping, cum-drenched hole and rolled over onto his back as Carol lay on her back, legs still apart with her eyes closed.


  Quickly shuffling up between his mother’s cum-coated legs, Brian guided the big, fat head of his cock down between the meaty, dripping lips of his mother’s overflowing cunt. Then with a grunt, he sent his ripeness knifing into her, shoving all eight inches into her in one thrust.


  “Again?” his mother gasped when she felt the giant prick go ripping into her battered, abused cunt.


  Brian rapidly began fucking her. Having just jacked himself up to the edge of an orgasm while he watched, he held it back as he violently pumped in and out of the messy gash between his mother’s cum-covered legs.


  Brian felt his mother lift her legs up and wrap her cum-coated thighs around his waist. Then her felt the sharp, pointy heels of her pumps dig into his bounding ass as she goaded him to fuck her faster.


  “OHCHRISTCOMMMMIIINNNNNNNGGGGG,” she shrieked, as her whole body began to shake and shiver.


  That was all it took. Brian felt his gigantic prick swell up inside her and give a mighty jerk as it spewed out a huge gob of his hot, clinging cum into her mother’s already overflowing pussy


  “Fuckcomingtoo,” he groaned as his balls continue to pump cum up through his spurting cock and out into his mother’s convulsing cunt.


  God, how many times can they come, she groaned to herself as she felt her spasming pussy once again coated with hot, creamy cum? They must have already shot a gallon of semen into my drenched pussy and my ass. How fucking wicked, she smiled to herself. Two boys taking turns to see who can come the most inside my sopping cunt.


  At last, Brian stopped coming inside her and pulled his dripping, cum-coated dick out of her. Glancing over at the clock as Brian struggled to his hands and knees, she saw that it was three-thirty. Two and a half hours. She couldn’t believe it.


  “God, I hope I can still walk,” she winced, feeling a shiver of pain spark through her abused anus as she swung around and dropped her long legs over the edge of the bed.


  Grasping hold of the edge of the bed, she slowly pushed up onto her high heels by the bed. Then as she wobbly stood, trying to keep her balance, she felt a river of cum run down out of her drenched pussy onto her already cum-coated inner thighs.


  “Jesus, how much cum did you put in me,” she muttered, grabbing the bedspread and shoving it between her legs to stanch the flow of cum.


  “I’ve still got some left if you need some more,” Jason fiendishly cackled, reaching down and wrapping his hand around his semi-hard cock.


  “Get outta here,” Carol told them watching Jason point his monstrous cock at her. “NOW!”


  Smiling lecherously, both boys sauntered across the bedroom and out the door leaving Carol standing in the middle of the bedroom room with the bedspread still stuck up between her legs.


  “God, what have I gotten myself into?” she said aloud as she shuffled over to her bathroom.


  Standing in front of the mirror, she saw that one of the long, black gloves was barely on, having been pulled down around her wrist. Two of the long garters had come unfastened during the foray and were now limply hanging down over her hips. “God, what a fucking mess,” she muttered out loud, stripping the glove off and tossing it on the countertop…
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  Chapter Four – Jennifer Returns


  A month had passed. Carol had worked out a schedule of sorts for the boys. Tuesdays were Jason’s day at the apartment and Thursdays were Brian’s days. With Hank still working in Harrington five days a week, she had a lot of free time on her hands and being her own boss down at the boutique, she could pretty much come and go as she pleased. But it was Friday and Hank would be home tonight.


  Friday nights were pretty much their night as they usually sent the kids packing to spend the night with friends so they would have the whole house to themselves.


  Carol had gone to the beauty salon and had her short, blond hair touched up and had picked out a special set of lingerie for old Hank. She had given up blaming him for the problem she had created and now that Jason and Brian were taking care of her little itch, she had decided that she would give old Hank anything he wanted…and more. She certainly didn’t want him getting suspicious about anything on the home front as Danny seemed to be doing an inordinate amount of sneaking around as of late, and she was afraid that it wasn’t going to be long before he figured what was going on and would want his share too. God, what a fucking mess she had gotten herself into…and there was another little glitch in her dilemma. Jennifer was coming back to town on Sunday for summer break and she would have that to deal with too.


  Hank was due back around eight and Carol was in their bedroom slipping into the lingerie she had picked out for him. She was going all red tonight. Red stockings, red stilettos, red elbow-length satin gloves, red bustier, a red satin choker with a big diamond in the middle of it and matching diamond earrings.


  Sitting on the edge of the bed pointing her toes, she slowly eased the sheer, red stocking up her long shapely leg, enjoying the slippery feel of the nylon on her skin. She loved getting dressed up for sex. It made her feel so hot and sexy, she smiled at her reflection in the mirror as she wadded the second hose into a ball and began to slowly pulling it up over her foot. And apparently, so did Hank, she laughed, grabbing up the lacy red bustier and wrapping it around her waist. Slowly, one by one, she hooked the little catches hidden behind the mesh running down the front of the bustier until she had it secured around her. Then tugging it up under her tits, she cupped them one at a time and eased them down into the translucent cups of red chiffon until they were snugly resting down in the cloth prisons. Once her boobs were comfortably nestled down inside the bustier, she pulled the stretchy red garters down and fastened the little rubber and metal grommets to the reinforced tops of her red nylons. Standing up, she saw that the grommets were hidden from view by the little red satin bows covering them.


  Glancing down at her little gold wristwatch, she saw that she had thirty minutes before Hank was supposed to be home, provided they didn’t hit any bad weather. Reaching over, she picked up her red silk thong and quickly pulled it up over her nylons and garters. She had waited until the last to put the thong on because she didn’t want to have to stop and undo the garters just to get the panties off. Then smiling to herself, she quickly eased her feet down into the six-inch stiletto heels and tottered over in front of the mirror. The fucking stilettos did amazing things to her long, supple legs, curving them, arcing them in perfect symmetry as she held her legs out one at a time, flexing them, admiring the sweeps and curves as the curved their way up to the tiny red thong between them. But it felt like she was walking around on stilts, she laughed to herself.


  The only thing left were the gloves, she smiled, carefully clopping across the room to the little bar that Hank had built into the corner of their bedroom.


  Picking up a bottle of CC, Carol tilted it up and slowly filled a glass with amber liquid. What are Jason and Brian are doing, she wondered? Are they jealous? That was crazy. Jealous of their father? Stepfather in Brian’s case? That’s what it had come down to. The boys having access to her pussy during the week and Hank on the weekend. What a fucking slut she had turned into. More like their whore, she irately berated herself. Their mother. Their own special slutty whore. Quickly turning up the glass, she swigged down her drink and poured herself another one. Maybe if she got drunk, she could drown out those feelings. But no, she couldn’t she told herself. She tried before. She just had to live with them. She just hoped she could hide all the guilt and blame from Hank…


  Grabbing up her gloves, she stopped in front of the mirror and gave her short, blond hair a couple of quick fluffs and then headed downstairs with her drink.


  The least she could do was greet Hank when he arrived home. Yeah, wouldn’t want him to think he wasn’t needed, would we—


  Starting to work on her third drink, she thought she heard a car pull into the driveway. That better not be one of the delinquents coming back, she irately told herself, quickly giving her red satin gloves a tug to pull them up her arms to her elbows. I’ll kick their fucking asses if it is, she swore, clopping over to the front window to look out.


  Nope, it wasn’t. It was Hank, she smiled, turning and hurrying back over to the bar to drop a couple of ice cubes in the drink she had poured for him earlier.


  Then with another quick fluff of her hair, she grabbed his drink and went clacking back over to the front door on her stilty stilettos.


  She could feel the butterflies in her tummy drowning in the alcohol she had immersed them in earlier. It was strange that she would get butterflies after all this time. But with all the secrecy and cover-up swirling around her, it didn’t surprise her.


  She heard the Hank’s keys rattling in the lock and wondered why he was unlocking the door when she had already unlocked it earlier. Well, he didn’t know that, you oaf, she lambasted herself. Then the door came swinging open and Hank started to step inside but stopped dead in his tracks to stare at her.


  “Wow—” he muttered with his mouth open as he slowly ran his eyes up and down her skimpily-clad body. “If I’d known this was waiting for me, I’d have been home yesterday,” he snickered, stepping in, shoving the door closed behind him and dropping his suitcase on the floor.


  “It’s here anytime you want it…all you have to do is show up,” Carol slyly smiled, handing him his drink and lazily melting down onto her knees in front of him.


  “I’ll remember that,” he grinned as Carol tugged his belt through its buckle all the while looking up at him with a playful grin tugging at the corners of her dark red lips.


  “You do that…” she chuckled, plucking at the button on his pants while Hank took a sip on his drinks.


  “The kids otherwise occupied…as usual, I assume…” he smiled, affectionately running his fingers through Carol’s short blond hair while she slowly ran the zipper down its track.


  “Yes…I took care of everything this afternoon…” she dementedly laughed to herself, thinking back to the blow jobs she had given Jacob and Brian to ensure their cooperation, wondering how long it would be before Daniel would have to be invited to join the triumvirate of cocks she was now responsible for servicing.


  “Good…” Hank smirked, taking another sip on his drink as Carol spread the fly of his pants open and tugged them down over his hips to let them fall down around his ankles.


  How had she let it get like this, she woozily wondered, curling her fingers down under the stretchy waistband of Hank’s Jockeys? A month ago I was complaining about not having enough cock, now I’ve got more than I know what to do with and the prospect of more coming, pardon the pun, in the future, she fussed to herself. As she pulled Hank’s shorts down over the curves of his hips, she watched his huge, limp, log of a cock tumble out into the open, hanging down between his hairy thighs softly jiggling and twitching. Then leaning lower, she lifted Hank’s feet one at a time to slip his shorts and pants off over his boots.


  Smiling to herself, she could see the first signs of arousal in Hank’s giant penis as the shaft was beginning to firm up and stiffen, trying to lift the big, purple, tennis-ball sized head up out from between his legs. Yes, she could definitely see where Jason got his size, she distractedly thought as she pinched the vile thing between her fingers and slowly lifted it. Then keeping her eyes locked on Hank’s she lazily opened her mouth slowly licked her sinuous pink tongue around the crown of his cock head, licking away the drop of glistening goop oozing out of the slit in its tip.


  Suddenly, Hank lifted his drink up to his lips, tilted his head back and swigged down the rest of the tawny liquor in one gulp before reaching over and slamming the glass down on the table by the door.


  “Been waiting all week for this…” he mumbled, grabbing hold of Carol’s hands and roughly tugging her up onto her stiletto heels. Then he bent down shoving his arms behind her back and the backs of her nylon-encased knees and with a soft grunt, hoisted her up into his arms, “might as well be comfortable, too.”


  The living room lights softly shimmered off Carol’s satin, elbow-length gloves as she circled her arms around Hank’s burly neck. Holding onto him, she nibbled on his ear while he clumsily plodded across to the stairs.


  “You need to eat more, you hardly weigh anything…” Hank grunted as they started up the stairs.


  “I was just fixing to have a snack when you interrupted me,” Carol giggled, rubbing her soft malleable tits against Hank’s chest as he climbed up the stairs.


  Hank’s calm, steady breathing was a testament to his fitness as he stopped in front of their bed and gently lowered Carol down onto her spike heels beside it. He hadn’t even broke out in a sweat as Carol went to work on his shirt, her fingers plucking, poking at the buttons. After a few moments of fumbling, she gave up, grabbing hold of the edges of his shirt and jerking her hands outward. Buttons flew everywhere, bouncing off the floor, landing on the bed, pinging off the wall as Carol roughly shoved his shirt back over his shoulders to let it fall to the floor in a tattered heap.


  “What’s your hurry?” Hank snickered reaching around her, cupping the firm, tight cheeks of her ass in his hands and squeezing.


  “I haven’t had any of this thing in a week,” she growled, planting both hands on his hairy chest and shoving him back onto the bed. Hank landed on his back with a grunt while Carol dropped to her knees and began unlacing the laces of his work boots. Pushing up onto his elbows, Hank grinned as he watched her quickly dispatching the laces.


  “Maybe you need to get a new dildo…and vibrator…” Hank smirked as Carol cupped his boot in her hands and quickly tugged it off his foot.


  “Oh, I don’t think so,” Carol smiled, pulling his sock off. “I’ve just got this penchant for the real thing,” she grunted dropping his boot and sock on the floor beside the bed. “Can’t seem to get enough of it,” she snickered. If he only knew how much she liked cock, she dementedly laughed to herself as she went to work on his other boot.


  Moments later, Hank lay naked resting on his elbows looking down at Carol who stood on her knees between his legs. His cock now stretched out on his belly had firmed noticeably as Carol dotingly ran her fingers down the vile thing’s thick shaft. While Hank’s cock was a little shorter than his son’s, maybe an inch or so, she lewdly thought, whatever it lacked in length, it made up for in thickness. It was as big around as her wrist as eased her fingers down under it and lifted it up off his belly.


  “Did you ask for seconds?” Carol giggled, squeezing him in her fisted hand.


  “No…but I think I got my fair share…don’t you?” he grinned, grabbing a big overstuffed pillow and shoving it under his head.


  “I’ll say…” she smiled, flicking out her tongue and slowly licking its tip up the entire length of his stubby cock, all the way from his big balls up to the egg-shaped head. As she did, she felt a shiver of excitement shudder up it.


  “I love cock,” she admitted to him, holding his penis in her hand, studying it.


  “I’m glad…” he chuckled, clenching the muscles around it and making it twitch.


  Not if you knew how much I love it, she guiltily thought.


  The thick, round shaft was laced with several thick, blue blood vessels and smaller ones as they crisscrossed it from top to bottom. Hank’s fearsome beast was different from the boy’s. Maybe it didn’t have the rock-hardness the boys had when fully charged, but it made up for that with its sheer bulk. It just looked more formidable, more intimidating. But enough idol worship, she finally told herself, easing it back down on his belly.


  Sliding her gloved hands down under the backs of his thighs, just above the crook of his knee, Carol strained and began pushing. Sensing what she was doing, Hank grunted and flexed his muscles, lifting his legs while she continued to push on them until his big butt tilted up off the bed. Grinning, Hank reached down and hooked his arms around the backs of his thighs to hold them up while Carol slowly teased the tip of her sinuous tongue down his hanging balls. Then gently cupping them in the palm of her hand, she lifted them out of the way to expose the puckered circle of darkened flesh hiding down between the fleshy cheeks of Hank’s ass.


  “Fuck—” Hank snorted as he felt the tip of Carol’s probing tongue dig down into his clenched asshole. She was rimming him. There was just something about her doing that to him. Something nasty and degenerate…and he fucking loved it.


  As Carol reamed Hank’s tightly-clinched anus, she saw his big, thick cock twitch. Giving him a rim job was the quickest way to make him hard, she laughed down inside. She knew from experience as she licked the wet tip of her tongue all around his puckered asshole and seconds later, Hank’s prodigious prick was stiffly jumping and twitching up off his belly every time she probed the furrowed core of his asshole.


  At last she slowly licked her way back up over his perineum then curled her tongue around his concealed testicles, leaving his ball sac covered in saliva as she licked her way back up onto the hairy base of his cock.


  Curling her red satin-covered hand under his cock she lifted and slowly circled her tongue around the corona.


  Leaning back, she looked up at Hank and smiled. “Do you want me to suck you…or fuck you?” Carol huskily asked, slowly licking the tip of her little pink tongue around her dark red lips.


  “Both—” Hank snorted from between his legs as he eased them down onto the bed beside her. Then with a grunt, he pushed up onto his butt on the edge of the bed, cupped his hands under her armpits and lifted her up onto her stilettos. Then before she could move, he lifted her again, pulling her up onto the bed and rolling her over onto her back.


  “Let’s get rid of these first—” Hank snickered, rolling over onto his knees, leaning down over her, curling his stout fingers under the elastic waistband of her thong panties and quickly tugging them down over her hips.


  The air was suddenly undated with the ripe bouquet of her sex as Hank tugged the panties down her long, nylon-encased legs and off over her six-inch stiletto heels. Pitching the little wisp of red chiffon on the floor, Hank quickly pushed her legs apart to bare the little ribbon of curls that ran down her mons to the weeping, wet slit of pink flesh between them.


  “Damn, Carol you have a gorgeous fucking cunt,” Hand grunted, sliding his hand up between her legs and forcefully spreading them apart.


  “That’s what all you men say…” Carol grinned, watching Hank finger the fleshy pink lips apart to reveal the tip of her swollen clit.


  “Oh, really?” Hank frowned. “Maybe I’m going to have to stay home a little more.


  “Maybe you ought to…” Carol smirked, rolling her hips and thrusting her clit against his probing finger.


  “Well, I have to this trip,” he laughed, rubbing his fat middle finger up and down the wet slit to coat it with her seeping juices. “Our receptionist quit and I’ve got to interview a couple of new girls to see if I can find a replacement,” he told her, slowly pushing his finger down into the clinging tightness of her pussy.


  “Well, you can worry about her Monday…” Carol complained, “you’ve got another little lady who needs to be interviewed right now…” she softly mewed, rolling her hips, pushing back against his probing finger.


  Lying between Carol’s long, outstretched legs, Hank eased his finger out of the slippery wet slit and leaned down over her. Breathing in through his nostrils, he inhaled the ripeness of the estrous welling up into his nose. Then flicking out his tongue, he licked it up the length of her fleshy folds from bottom to top, pausing there the flick his tormenting digit back and forth across the tip of her jutting clit.


  “Ummmmmm—” Carol purred out, squirming, rubbing her clit against his tongue as she clamped him between her legs, draped them across his muscular back and rested the hard, round heels of her stilettos on his butt.


  Knowing what Carol liked, Hank pursed his lips around the squiggly protrusion of flesh and began sucking while the tip of his tongue lashed back and forth across it.


  “Yessssssss—” Carol quietly hissed, curling her hands around the back of his neck, pushing, guiding his tongue, leading it to the sweet spot she loved for him to lick. She could already feel herself lifting, lifting toward that jubilant moment of release. All the pent-up emotions, the risk of being caught out in her wicked little diversion, hiding the apartment’s secret from everyone but Jason and Brian, knowing that Danny would inevitably become the next pawn in her game and fearing the added danger that would cause was all swirling around inside her fevered brain. That and the fact that Hank’s educated tongue seemed to know just where to touch her, just how to touch her to bring her the most pleasure. Almost without warning, it was too much and the knot of tension down inside her loins unraveled as Hank’s chin and throat were suddenly sprayed with a gush of her hot, sticky essence.


  “Fucccckkkkkk—” Carol gasped, her back arching down into the bed, her hips bucking up and down, her spewing pussy painting Hank’s cheeks and lips with her abundant overflow as she came and came. It was such a relief, a release as the passion of the moment consumed her. Grasping Hank by his neck, digging her long, sharp nails in, she held his lashing tongue against her spasming clit while she finished.


  It seemed like hours and seconds at the same time as it abruptly ended and she felt Hank’s lips and tongue leave her recoiling clit and slowly kiss up the strip of silky-soft curls bisecting her mons. As Hank dug his toes into the mattress and scooted higher, she could feel his burly hips rubbing against her inner calves spreading her legs open wider to accept him.


  As the gush of fluids flowing out of her pussy slowed to a trickle, she could feel Hank’s lips brushing up her tummy, the coarse bristly hairs of his chest scraping against her soft parts. As the heels of her stilettos rested on Hank’s butt, her legs accordioned, folding and spreading as Hank moved higher up between her uplifted legs. Then she felt Hank’s fingers clawing down under the neckline of her bustier, pulling it down, hooking it under the bottoms of her flattened tits. As his lips brushed across the bottom of her bustier, his fingers found her soft, puffy nipples.


  Kissing higher, up over the crisscrossed lacing hiding the queue of clasps holding her bustier together, she felt the heels of her stilettos slide down off the clenched cheeks of his ass to the bed between his legs. Flexing the muscles in her bent legs, she pushed the hard, round heels against his butt just above his balls as he scooted higher and higher.


  At last, just as his lips replaced his fingers on her tingling nipples, she felt the hard, bulbous head of his stiff cock nudge up against the soft, yielding flesh between her legs. The rubbery knob felt huge as it probed the slippery flesh seeking entrance into the fiery core of her sex. And all the time his lips were pulling and plucking at her stiffening nipples.


  As she felt the big head of Hank’s cock spreading her open, stretching the opening to accept his maleness, it was always the same. She felt like it would never fit inside her; but just like the boy’s, it always did as her tight, clasping cunt closed down around the bloated, swollen head.


  “Fuck—” Hank cursed, curling his hips, digging his toes down into the mattress, pushing, driving deeper into the embracing restriction of her sex.


  “Yesssss—” Carol hissed, flexing her legs, driving her heels into his ass, trying to push him in deeper. She wanted it all. All eight, thick pussy-stretching inches of the thing. While Jason touched her deep inside her in places she’d never been touched before, his father spread her wider than she’d ever been stretched. God, what a fucking duo, she distractedly thought. And what a fucking slut she’d become, she quietly cursed. Even fucking his father, Carol couldn’t bar Jason from her thoughts. What was wrong with her? Was she falling in love with Jason, too? She loved Hank. And there was no question that she loved Brian, but did that justify what she was doing?


  No, it didn’t. But where was it written that a woman couldn’t love more than one man? Two? Three? But four? Was it love…or lust? Or was it just her love of COCK?


  She didn’t care right now. All she knew was that she had to have IT!


  The bed was beginning to rock, the springs creaking as Hank built up a head of steam. As she clutched him to her, she could feel the powerful muscles in his back and ass working, straining, tensing and relaxing as he drove into her rocking back and forth above her. Yes, yes, yes, she reveled feeling his hard, stiff maleness moving down inside the tightly-clenched depths of her womanhood. This is what she loved. The feeling of MAN inside her, filling her with his steely hardness, evoking emotions only this could bring. They were one, moving in blissful harmony, their bodies molding together, blending, fused together by the fires burning deep inside their loins.


  Pulling him down to her, Carol locked her open mouth around his, driving her tongue into his mouth, wanting it all, taking it all as she tightly clamped him between her legs.


  Sensing her need, Hank began to move faster, with more energy. Sweat was beginning to form, running down between them as their bodies effortlessly slide together.


  Carol could feel it again, building deep inside her, gathering her, tensing her muscle, clutching him tighter, squeezing herself down around his thrusting manhood.


  “Yes, Baby, Yesssssss—” she hissed out into his open mouth, their saliva mixing, tongues thrusting, lips sucking as she rode him like a jockey. Her body was curled around him, almost in a fetal position as she drove him toward their release. She didn’t care what they said. This was the reason for living. Everything else was just a sham. Man and woman was put on this earth to fuck, to fuck and reproduce and she was doing her part. At least with the fucking part, she evilly laughed to herself…


  She felt Hank’s hands drop off her sweaty tits, sliding down under her back, curl around her shoulders and pull her down onto his driving manhood as he stroked himself closer and closer to release. Her whole body was clenching into a spring-loaded ball waiting for the spark to trigger the rush of pleasure building down inside her loins.


  All at once, the bed suddenly lurched underneath them as Hank drove into her as deep as he could in one mighty, tooth-rattling lunge. Then he exploded inside her as his cock began to twitch and jerk, spurting out gob after thick, fiery gob of his manly essence into her gluttonous womb. That was what she had been waiting for as she felt herself convulse down around the spewing giant…


  ~~~


  Stepping across the kitchen in her fuzzy slippers and house coat, Carol peeked out the window to see that Jennifer’s bright, pink Volkswagen sitting out in the driveway amidst all the other cars. Another problem she tiredly thought. Now she would have to keep an eye on her and Jason again. And Brian? It was like holding a handful of quicksilver and trying not to drop any of it.


  What a fucking mess she’d gotten herself into. And the cause of it all was back in their midst. Jennifer was back. Jason and Brian would be in a surly mood with Hank back and reclaiming his rightful place as the alpha stud. And Danny would be snooping around trying to catch her doing something she wasn’t supposed to be doing. Fuck, where would it all end?


  As she put the bacon in the microwave oven, she heard steps and turned to see Jason standing in the doorway smirking at her.


  “Morning, Mom,” he grinned, glancing over his shoulder before he came toward her. “Miss me?” he softly laughed, quickly stepping up, pulling her into his arms and planting a hard, demanding kiss right on her lips.


  “Jason-Stop that—” she sputtered, jerking back away from him, indignantly running her hands down her house coat and irately fluffing her hair. “I’ll cut you off in a heartbeat if you try that again—” she angrily hissed, turning back to the counter to resume fixing breakfast.


  “Just wanted to tell you how much I missed you…” he laughed, cupping a cheek of her ass in his hand and giving it a rough squeeze.


  “God-Damn it-Jason Simmons—” she snorted, rolling her hips, pulling her ass out of his hand. “STOP IT—” she declared, taking another step away from him and nervously glancing over at the doorway. When she did, she saw that Danny was standing there watching them with a surprised look on his teenaged face.


  “Uh, Dan-Danny—” Carol squeaked, taking even another step further away from Jason and his octopus arms.


  “Uh, Mom—” Danny croaked, not knowing what else to say. He’d finally caught his mom. The only thing was, he hadn’t expected to catch her in such a compromising position with Jason! His stepbrother. Her stepson…and right here in the house, right under their noses. He couldn’t believe it.


  “What are you doing up so early?” Carol mumbled, turning back to the counter to hide her fire-engine red cheeks. Now what, she cursed? It had finally happened. She’d been expecting it to happen for the longest time. And now it had happened. Danny knew—


  “Jason—Go—” Carol suddenly barked, flinging her arm out, pointing at the kitchen door. “Leave us alone—”


  “Uh, yeah, okay,” Jason said, the smirk on his face slowly sliding off as he slowly backed across the room to where Danny stood watching them.


  Then they were alone. Just her and Danny. This was it. The final straw. She just hoped her back was strong enough for it.


  “So…now you know,” she said, standing by the sink feeling a hundred years old.


  “Uh, I, I don’t understand,” Danny mumbled, suddenly finding himself in the possession of the information he’d been seeking for weeks and realizing now he didn’t know what to do with it. He’d pictured it different.


  Then listening to the slap of his mother’s fuzzy pink slippers on the floor, he watched her stomp over to the telephone hanging on the wall by the fridge. Reaching up to it, Carol took the pen dangling down from the phone and quickly jotted a note on the notepad by the phone. Then, with an angry jerk, she tore the sheet off and turned to face him.


  “Here. Monday morning. Ten o’clock—” she told him, holding the note out to him. “And nothing until then. Not a word—to anyone! Do you understand?”


  Taking the note from his mother, Danny looked down at it and saw that it read:


  The Greens Apartments—699


  “Uh, I…uh, yeah, Monday morning, ten o’clock…meet you there?” he mumbled looking up from the note to see his mother looking at him with a sad, despondent look on her pretty face.


  “Yes. I’m sorry this had to happen,” she softly murmured as a big wet tear slowly rolled down her cheek. “But in a way…I’m glad to,” she softly said, reaching out and softly running the backs of her fingers down his cheek before turning and tiredly stepping back over to the counter.


  ~~~


  Meanwhile, back upstairs, in their bedroom, Hank lay in bed staring up at the ceiling. He’d gotten himself in a bit of a pickle and had luckily escaped in one piece. But, if Carol knew the circumstances behind him having to interview girls to fill the receptionist job at the worksite, she wouldn’t have been pleased. Not pleased at all.


  He’d been caught with his drawers down, so to speak. Figuratively…and literally, he brooded. He couldn’t even remember when it had all started. All that he could remember was going out to a bar one night with the receptionist, Priscilla and the next thing he knew, he was in bed with her. One thing had led to another and before he knew it, he was secretly spending every night in her apartment. And then she had told him that her friend had missed its monthly visit. That had led to visit to the doctor to remove the evidence of their little indiscretion and eventually to his agreeing to pay for her tuition at one of the rather prestigious SEC schools with an alligator for a mascot and a long ways away from Springfield and Harrington.


  Hank had grown quite fond of his little extra-curricular activities and now he would have to replace a known quantity with an unknown one. Hell, he didn’t even know if the new girl he would hire would go along with a little hanky-panky with the boss like Gilda had. He did feel a little guilty for fooling around on Carol, but as long as she didn’t know and he didn’t let things get out of control like he had with the last one, no one would be any the wiser. And besides, the week-long absences only seemed to make Carol that much more receptive to his advances. Maybe that old saying about absence making the heart grow fonder had some merit. At least, he didn’t have to worry about Carol fooling around on him, he laughed to himself. He just couldn’t picture that happening. Not the way she fawned over him when he was back home. Nope, that was something he didn’t have to worry about…


  ~~~


  Later in the morning, Carol and Hank were sitting in the sunroom talking. The boys had departed for the school-grounds to shoot some hoops. Carol’s head was still spinning. Danny had caught her and Jason. Her baby. And now she would have to allow him to partake in their dark little secret.


  Fuck—


  Everything was spinning out of control and the quicksilver was threatening to spill out. She could only imagine what kind of lurid tales Jason and Brian would fill poor Danny’s head with. But there was nothing she could do about it. The cat was out of the bag, or more fitting, the pussy was out of the bag and there was no way she could put it back. She would just have to juggle her handful of quicksilver and try and keep it from spilling out and destroying everything it touched.


  “So what happened to your receptionist, that you have to hire a new one?” Carol asked, taking a sip off her coffee trying to act nonchalant and hide the swirling whirlpool of emotions pulling her into their dangerous vortex.


  “Oh, Gilda, uh, she, uh, she saved up enough money to go to college,” Hank lied, hoping that Carol wouldn’t get too snoopy about it.


  Just then Jennifer came clopping into the sunroom in her flip-flops and pink Denver Broncos jersey with Manning’s name scrawled across the back.


  “Mind if I join you?” Jennifer asked, plopping down on the end of the couch where Hank sat.


  Great, Carol fumed. Just what she needed…another fucking problem—


  Since her little soiree with Jason, Carol was always suspicious of everything Jennifer did…and said.


  “Sure,” Hank grinned, glad for the diversion to take the conversation away from Gilda and her sudden departure.


  Carol was quick to note that the Bronco jersey barely covered Jennifer’s tight little butt and she had caught a glimpse of pink silk down between Jennifer’s long, willowy legs when she sat down.


  “Where is everyone?” Jennifer wanted to know, noticing that her mother was giving her the evil eye and glancing down at the hem of her jersey as if to warn her to pull it down.


  “The boys are shooting hoops and Samantha’s over at Tiffany’s…” Carol tersely chirped, firing warning shots over Jennifer’s bow, “and Samantha’s over at Tiffany’s.”


  “So, what cha’ll talking about?” Jennifer asked, folding her long legs up under her on the couch and tugging the bottom of the jersey down as far as it would go.


  “About Hank losing Gilda, his receptionist and having to replace her,” Carol muttered, taking another sip of coffee and trying to keep her shaking hands from chattering the cup against the saucer when she sat it back down.


  “At your office downtown?” Jennifer smiled, seeing her mother’s obvious angst.


  “No, at the job site in Harrington,” Hank told her, unable to keep from glancing down at his stepdaughter’s long bare legs.


  “I could do it—” Jennifer blurted out. “I don’t have anything planned for the summer. I could use the extra money. I could fill in, you know, until you find someone else…” she happily smiled, proud of herself for thinking of it.


  “Why, that’s a great idea,” Carol exclaimed, elated that she would have one less problem to deal with if Jennifer was off in Harrington, some eight hundred miles away from Jason and Brian and temptation.


  “Uh, really? You want to do it?” Hank asked, surprised that she had volunteered and delighted that he wouldn’t have to spend Monday interviewing girls. That would give him time to find just the right girl to replace Gilda. A girl with all the right attributes and qualifications he needed…


  “Yeah, sure, boss, when do I start?” Jennifer giggled, making her big braless tits jiggle and dance down inside the pink jersey much to Hank’s trepidation.


  “Uh, tomorrow?” Hank mumbled, feeling a rush of warmth spread out across his cheeks.


  “Cool…” Jennifer effervesced, kicking her legs out and pushing back up onto her pink flip-flops. “I’m gonna go pack right now.”


  “But you haven’t even had time to unpack, yet—” Carol complained, having a strange, disquieting feeling about what had just happened but not knowing why. Well, there was the fact that she knew her daughter could be a little slut if she wanted to. But Hank was a grown man. He could take care of himself. And Jennifer was his stepdaughter, after all. And besides, who was she to be talking about Jennifer being a slut. Like mom, like daughter, she sadly thought as Danny popped back into her mind…


  ~~~


  It was four-thirty when Jennifer heard the soft rapping on her door as she rolled over and hit the alarm on her clock.


  “Okay-Okay-I’m up—” she sleepily mumbled, throwing the covers back and rolling out of bed.


  Groggily groping her way across her room, she pulled her door open to find Hank standing in the hallway outside her room.


  “Uh—” he muttered, warily glancing down at Jennifer’s scantily-clad body as she peeked out from behind the door. The baby doll pj's she wore didn’t exactly cover a whole lot and that fact wasn’t wasted on him. “Uh, time to rise and shine. We have to leave in thirty minutes to catch the plane,” he mumbled, making a conscious effort to look away.


  “Okay…” Jennifer grinned, obviously pleased with the effect she seemed to be having on her stepfather. Maybe her mother was right. Maybe she was just a fucking little slut. “I’ll be down in a minute…”


  Stepping back, swinging the door open wider to make sure Hank got a quick eyeful, Jennifer then closed the door and stepped across the room smiling to herself. What was she doing? He was her stepfather. Yeah, but he’s still a man, too, she laughed to herself. And a very handsome one at that…


  She had laid out her clothes last night, so all she had to do was slip into them.


  Flipping on her lamp, she picked up the short tight miniskirt she had picked out. Holding it up to herself, she saw that even standing up, the little skirt barely covered her private parts and when she sat down, it was even shorter. It would be difficult to keep the thong panties she had picked out from showing, even if she had planned on that, she laughed to herself…


  Ten minutes later, she was standing in front of her mirror inspecting the end result. Nice, she smiled. Fluffing her dark, shoulder-length tresses, she blotted her freshly-made up lips together and batted her big brown eyes at her reflection. The prim white blouse she wore was modest in comparison to the short skirt, but it couldn’t even hide the fact that there was no bra inside it to restrain her big tits as they bobbled and jiggled enticingly with every move she made. The tops of her thigh-high, sheer white nylons were barely hidden under the skirt and her long, svelte legs were beautifully arched and curved by the four-inch heels on her black pumps.


  Clumping down the stairs on her high heels pulling her suitcase along behind her, she didn’t see Hank, but she heard the murmur of voices coming from the kitchen. Crap, she thought. She hadn’t expected her mother to see them off. And now Carol would see how she was dressed. Oh, well, too late to change, she frowned, taking a deep breath and stepping out into the kitchen.


  “Oh, there you…” Hank started, but paused in mid-sentence to slowly run his eyes up and down her body and long, nylon-encased legs, “there you are,” he finished, repeating himself as Jennifer saw his Adam’s apple bob up and down when he swallowed. Carol, on the other hand didn’t say a word, but her eyes flared open with a disapproving frown.


  “Yep, ready to go—” Jennifer smiled, clopping across the tiled kitchen floor to the garage door.


  “Don’t you want some coffee?” Carol asked her, her irritation obvious in the tone of her voice.


  “We have some on the plane,” Hank quickly added, sensing his wife’s displeasure in Jennifer’s attire and wanting to get them apart to avoid any hostilities. Then he quickly leaned over and gave Carol a peck on the cheek.


  “I’ll give you a call tonight,” he said, grabbing his suitcase and brief case and quickly following Jennifer out into the garage to the car. What the fuck was with the short fucking skirt, he wondered. Another couple of inches shorter and he’d be able to see her fucking panties…if she was wearing any, he told himself, lifting the trunk lid. Hank had sensed a coolness in the mother/daughter relationship that had started sometime around the time Jennifer had returned back to college from spring break. He hadn’t thought anything about it, but now it only seemed to be getting a little tenser. Well, with Jennifer with him, maybe it would help smooth things out between Carol and her daughter…


  If he’d only knew the reason for the coolness, he probably wouldn’t have felt quite so smug…


  “Bye, Mom—” Jennifer waved as Carol stood watching Hank lift the suitcases into the car while Jennifer slid into the passenger seat.


  “Bye—” Carol tersely muttered, watching Hank slam the trunk lid shut, blow her a kiss and slide in under the steering wheel. Then they were gone, leaving Carol standing watching the garage door slowly crawl down its track while she wondered if Hank would be able to handle Jennifer after all.


  ~~~


  The Eclipse 500 sat in front of the hanger as Jennifer and Hank tugged their suitcases across the hanger floor. The ping of Jennifer’s high heels clacking on the cement floor echoed off the walls of the hanger only added to the beguilement as Hank saw the pilot’s eyes light up when they walked up to the plane.


  “Hi, Hank,” the older pilot familiarly chuckled, thrusting out his hand to shake. “Who’s your new friend?”


  “Cecil, this is our new receptionist, Jennifer,” Hank told him as the younger pilot gathered up their luggage and pulled it around to the aft luggage compartment. “She’ll be flying up and back with us for the summer…”


  Why hadn’t Hank told the man that she was his stepdaughter, Jennifer wondered?


  “Pleased to meet you, Ma’am—” Cecil appreciatively grinned, sticking his hand out and giving Jennifer’s small hand a vigorous shake. So enthusiastic in fact, it made Jennifer’s unrestrained boobs noticeably jiggle up and down inside her blouse.


  “Pleased to meet you…” Jennifer smiled back, glad to get her hand back in one piece and secretly counting her fingers to make sure they were all still attached.


  “We ready to roll?” Hank asked.


  “As soon as you’re aboard,” Cecil told him, stepping aside for Hank to board.


  “Ladies first,” Hank said, holding out his hand to help Jennifer climb up the steps into the cabin.


  “Such a gentleman…” Jennifer smiled batting her big brown eyes as him as she took his hand and started to climb up the steps.


  As she bent down to step into the cabin, her tight black skirt tightly stretched across her pert little butt highlighting its rounded perfection much to the appreciation of Hank and the two pilots.


  “You can have either one of the two back seats,” Hank told Jennifer as she crouched down and stepped to the back of the plane. The four seats were facing each other with two in the front and two in the rear as Jennifer dropped into the seat kitty-corner from the one Hank was standing by.


  “Cozy—” she smiled, stretching her lovely long legs out and fumbling with the seat belt.


  “It gets the job done,” Hank smiled back at her, watching her stretch the seat belt around her waist while the chest restraint strap settled down in between the swell of her big tits. As it did, it stretched the material of her blouse across her breasts emphasizing the jut of her big puffy nipples.


  Seeing that her stepfather was looking at her breasts, Jennifer glanced down and saw that her nipples were tenting her blouse.


  Expecting his stepdaughter to do something to disguise the fact that the jut of her nipples were so obvious, Hank was surprised when she rolled her shoulders making her tits jiggle and the swell of her nipples even more prominent. And then he saw that she was cheekily smiling back at him, seemingly undaunted by his attentive stare.


  Smiling to herself, Jennifer settled back into her seat as she heard the two Pratt & Whitney turbofan engines purr to life. There was something comforting and safe about the sound of the engines as she heard the two pilots chatting back and forth while they worked their way through the checklist.


  Then she saw the younger pilot look back over his shoulder, checking to see if they had their seatbelts on. As he did, she couldn’t tell for his sunglasses, but she could almost feel his eyes searching down between her legs. Searching to see if she was wearing panties or not.


  Let him see, she laughed to herself, slowly spreading her legs to show him the triangle of white silk covering her sex. As she did, she saw his eyes linger there for a few seconds before he finally turned back around to face the front of the plane. But as he did, Jennifer saw that her gesture hadn’t been lost on her stepfather as his eyes had immediately darted down to the exposed crotch of her thong panties when she parted her long legs.


  Yes, her mother was right. She was a fucking slut. Flaunting herself right in front of her unsuspecting stepfather and anyone else who wanted to look. Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a bad deal after all, she told herself as she casually looked out the small window by her seat. With a smile, she lifted her sunglasses up, slid them back on her nose as she tilted her seat back and pressed her legs back together. Then with a discrete little tug, she pulled her skirt back down to cover the little white triangle of silk.


  Leaning her head back against the cushion, she pretended to be trying to sleep as they droned along through the clouds. But really, she was studying her stepfather while her pored over the blueprints spread out on the little folding table by his seat.


  He was in good shape for forty-something. Probably all the work out on the construction site. She could see his biceps bulging out as he shuffled the papers around on the table. And his muscled pecs certainly filled out his tee shirt nicely. Just a touch of gray at the temples gave him that rugged, distinguished look, she told herself as she let her eyes crawl down over his belly to the darkness under the table that hid his crotch. Jason had nine inches. How much did he have she lewdly wondered? More? That hardly seemed possible, but one could never tell. Maybe she would just have to find out, she mischievously thought. So what if he was her stepfather? Jason had been her stepbrother and that hadn’t stopped her had it? Maybe that was why her mother had seemed irate this morning. Maybe she was afraid that Jennifer might want to get back at her by taking Hank. It would serve her right for stepping in between her and Jason. Why not? Then as she ran the possibilities through her head, she found herself drifting off to sleep…


  ~~~


  Was she asleep, Hank wondered? Her head was resting back against the cushion, turned to the side. Her arms were crossed, hands lying on her lap, but her long legs were slowly drifting apart again as the little wisp of white silk peeked back out from under her short skirt. Staring down at her crotch as her legs slowly drifted apart, he thought he could make out the crease of her pussy. How hot and tight would her little pussy be? And the fact she was his stepdaughter? That somehow only made it even hotter. God, he’d give anything to see it. He could just imagine how wet and pink it would be. Suddenly, Hank realized that he had a roaring hard on.


  Fantasizing what his stepdaughter’s hot little cunt would look like, taste like, he had to reach down under the table and reposition his achingly-stiff cock before it broke its back…


  As fate would have it, Jennifer picked that exact moment to wake up. As she looked out through the darkened lens of her sunglasses, she saw Hank shove his hand down under the table to fix himself. Not moving, she slyly peeked down at her crotch and saw that her skirt had ridden even higher and now a good two or three inches of white silk was exposed down between her legs. Still pretending to be asleep, she squirmed in her seat and made her skirt ride up her creamy white thighs another inch or so. Then she casually spread her legs apart wider making the skirt ride even higher. Now the whole crotch of her sheer thong panties was exposed to her stepfather’s gawking eyes. And she could see that the little ribbon of cloth was pulled tight, pulled down into her vaginal cleft, only covering her pussy lips and the little swath of dark curls above it, leaving the rest of her trimmed pussy visible.


  All this was having a telling effect on her, too as she felt her hot little pussy begin to leak.


  Oh, crap, would you look at that, Hank groaned to himself as he saw the dark stain begin to slowly spread out from the crotch of Jennifer’s panties. She leaking. Is she dreaming? Why is she leaking?


  Then he heard the creak of leather over his shoulder as the younger pilot turned in his seat to look. Keeping his eyes locked on his stepdaughter’s drooling pussy, Hank blindly reached behind him and quietly closed the cockpit door.


  Still watching through her sunglasses, Jennifer saw Hank close the cockpit door behind him while he continued to openly gawk down between her legs.


  What would he do, she wondered? What would he do if she lured him on? Would he do anything? He was her stepfather. But he was looking wasn’t he? Being her stepfather certainly had stopped him from doing that. There was only one way to find out.


  Slowly, she raised her hand up out of her lap. As she did, she saw Hank’s eyes guiltily flick away from the exposed crotch of her sheer white panties to follow her hand. Keeping her legs spread apart, she casually lifted her sunglasses off her nose all the while looking directly at Hank, watching to see his reaction.


  Then, as their eyes locked together, Jennifer spread her legs wider apart and slowly circled her tongue around her full pink lips. She could see the indecision in his eyes. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, Jennifer scooted lower in her seat, making the skirt ride higher as she saw Hank’s eyes dart down to her crotch and then back up to her eyes.


  Would he take the bait? Jennifer breathlessly waited to see what her stepfather would do. At last, she saw Hank reach down to his seatbelt and slowly flick it open. He was taking the bait, she smiled to herself.


  Then Hank glanced over his shoulder at the cockpit door for a second as he pushed his table out of the way. What would he do, Jennifer giddily wondered? Turning back to her, Hank deliberately pushed up onto his feet. Standing crouched over, he cautiously shuffled down the four feet separating their seats.


  Taking another quick, nervous look over his shoulder, Hank turned back to her and unhurriedly eased down onto his knees alongside Jennifer’s outstretched legs


  “Is this what you want?” he whispered, reaching out and pushing his fingers up her hips, up under the tight restriction of her skirt.


  Jennifer waited for several long, pregnant moments before she finally answered. “Yessss—” she softly hissed, teasing her legs back together to make it easier for Hank to pull the panties down them.


  Feeling Hank’s stubby fingers dig down under the stretchy waistband of her panties, Jennifer pushed up off the armrests to lift her tight little butt up off the seat. As she did, she felt the elastic waistband scrape down over the curves of her hips and onto her thighs. Dropping her butt back down on the seat, she lifted her long legs off the cabin floor and let Hank pull the thong panties down off over her black high heeled pumps. Then keeping her eyes on Hank, she eased her high heels back down on the carpeted floor while he wadded the little silk panties into a ball and shoved them down into his pants pocket.


  Almost before she knew it, Hank had crawled around in front of her on his knees. Shoving his hands down between her legs, he roughly pushed them apart to bare the wet, weeping slit of pink flesh between them. Curling his arms around her hips, he tugged her toward him until her drooling pussy was hanging over the front of the seat cushion. Then sliding his arms under the backs of her thighs, he roughly lifted up ass off the seat and dropped his open mouth down on the seeping succulence awaiting him. Jennifer could feel her stepfather’s stiffened tongue forcefully probing the vulnerable softness of her sex searching for the slippery opening to it. Then she felt the long sinuous digit slide down into the slippery slit. It felt like a little hard penis as it poked and probed inside her. It had all taken place so fast. One minute she had been sleeping and the next thing she knew was that her father was standing on his knees between her legs with his long stiff tongue shoved down inside her pussy as deep as it would go.


  “Hank—” Jennifer gurgled out, curling her long slender fingers down in Hank’s hair and tugging on it, pulling his licking lapping tongue up to her throbbingly-sensitive clit.


  The small plane’s cabin was filled with the scent of Jennifer’s sex as Hank lashed his tongue all over and around her swollen clit. Hank’s cheeks and chin were drenched in his stepdaughter’s succulent juices as he feverishly attacked her sweet little pussy and clit with his demanding lips and tongue.


  The excitement, the threat of being caught by the pilots, the sheer perversity of it all had sparked a growing tempest down inside her loins. All this made everything she had tried before seem pale in comparison. All the pilots up front would have to do was open the door and they would be caught. Their dastardly little act exposed. Was that why Hank hadn’t told them she was his stepdaughter? Had this happened before on the plane? Were the pilots wise to her stepfather’s nefarious ways?


  At the moment she didn’t care because she could feel herself being lifted toward that fiery moment of release when nothing else mattered but what was happening down between her own outstretched legs. Down inside the core of her seething, smoldering pussy. She was almost there as she reached out to it. Trying to grasp it, clutch it to her breasts and let it consume her with its addictive pleasure. Just then, there was a loud thumping sound just below them. That was all it took and Jennifer felt herself being swept up in the powerful surge of pure sweet gratification coursing through her spasming, spewing cunt.


  “Fuck—” she gasped out, her fingers turning into talons digging down into her stepfather’s scalp as she shoved him down against the gushing slit while he eagerly lapped up her creamy offering. She’d never had an orgasm so intense, so concentrated. Her whole being was focused on the tiny slit of wet flesh down between her legs as it contracted and dilated pumping out gushes of thick, clinging juice onto her stepfather’s demanding tongue until at last if was over.


  She felt completely drained of emotion as she groggily watched Hank slowly push up from between her legs and wipe the back of his hand across his juice-slathered chin.


  “Tasty—” he whispered, licking his long, pink tongue around his lips to lick away what was left of her creamy discharge.


  “That was fantastic—” she whispered back, trying to sit back up as she felt her ears pop. “Are we landing?” she nervously asked, glancing out the window as she tried to straighten her skirt and blouse.


  “In about ten minutes,” Hank grinned, glancing down at his wrist watch as they both saw the little “FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELT” light above the cockpit door flashing on and off.


  Then as Hank pushed back up onto his feet, he dug his hand down in his pants pocket and pulled out the little wisp of white silk and held it out to Jennifer.


  “Here,” he grinned, “you might need these,” he chuckled, making his way back over to his seat and plopping down into it. Smiling timidly, Jennifer bent down slipped the thong panties back over her high heels and quickly pulled them up her long legs. It had all happened so fast, Jennifer was having a difficult time believing what had just happened.


  “Thanks,” she mouthed, squirming around in her seat to get herself situated as Hank grinned and reached over to open the cockpit door…


  ~~~


  “This is where, uh, Glenda lived?” Jennifer asked stepping around Hank and into the apartment.


  “Gilda,” Hank corrected her, watching her as she stepped to the middle of the room and slowly turned in a circle as she looked around. “Yes, this is where Gilda lived. The company rents it.”


  “And you have a key?” Jennifer mischievously smiled, slowly stepping toward Hank, seductively rolling her hips.


  “Uh, yeah, I have a key…” Hank grinned as Jennifer stepped up to him, reached around him and pushed the door shut.


  “You use the key often?” Jennifer suggested, dropping her hand down and brazenly tickling her fingertips up the huge bulge protruding out against Hank’s fly.


  “You won’t tell your, Mom?” Hank smiled as they stood face to face only inches apart.


  “Now why would I want to do that?” Jennifer teased, her fingers plucking at the end of Hank’s belt, roughly pulling it through its buckle. “And ruin all this…”


  “Just checkin’,” Hank chuckled, lifting his hands up to the collar of Jennifer’s blouse while they both daringly stared into the other’s eyes. “I don’t want any misgivings about this,” he assertively whispered, his fingers continuing to move down the front of Jennifer’s blouse leaving the buttons behind them glaringly unbuttoned.


  “You have misgivings?” Jennifer defiantly mocked back as she popped open the button on the front of his pants.


  “No…none whatsoever…” Hank told her, pushing the last button through its buttonhole just as Jennifer jerked his zipper down its track. Then taking a tiny step back, she hooked her fingers under the waistbands of his shorts and pants and quickly pulled them down his stout hips.


  “Fuck—” Jennifer gasped as Hank’s ponderous, firming penis staggered out into the open. “It’s…” just as big as Jason’s, she almost blurted out, but caught herself at the last second, “so big—” she finished.


  As she stood staring down at the evil thing while it continued to slowly lift its head, Hank quickly shuffled around behind her, pulling her blouse back over her shoulders as he did.


  Before she could move, Hank tossed her blouse on the couch and moved up behind her. As his burly arms wrapped around her and his muscular hands cupped themselves around her heavy, pendulous breasts, she felt his hot breath on her shoulder. She felt his lips nibbling their way up off her shoulder, onto her neck as his hands clutched at her breasts, familiarly kneading and pawing them, his fingers finding the springy stiffness of her jutting nipples. Leaning back against him while he mauled her breasts, she could feel the hard, unyielding column of solidified meat pressing into the crack of her ass.


  Her ass, she feverishly wondered reaching back around her hips, grasping the monstrosity in her hands, squeezing, kneading it? Did he want to fuck her in the ass. She’d never had anything that big inside her ass—


  Suddenly he was back in front of her, his stubby fingers pawing at the button on the side of her skirt. Then the skirt went whispering down her long legs to wrap itself around her ankles while Hank shoved his pants and shorts down his stubby legs and stepped out of them. Suddenly Hank’s tee shirt disappeared and they stood facing each other, her naked except for her high heels and him in his work boots.


  “Fuck me—” Jennifer panted, reaching down between them and grabbing hold of Hank’s stiff, hard cock.


  Abruptly Jennifer found herself in Hank’s burly arms as he went clomping back toward the bedroom in his work boots. It was crazy, Jennifer giddily exulted. He wasn’t even going to take them off. He was going fuck her in his fucking work boots. It was all frantic crazy. Her stepfather was going to fuck her. Her mother had been right. She was nothing but a fucking slut. First her stepbrother, Jason…and now Hank? Her mother’s husband, Hank? Her stepfather, Hank? It was perversion at its darkest stage. But she didn’t care. What did it matter? He was a man and she was a woman. Isn’t that all that really mattered when it came down to the nitty-gritty? So what if he was her stepfather. That wasn’t her fault. It was just an accident of destiny…just like it was with Jason.


  Wrapping her arms around her stepfather’s husky neck, Jennifer covered his mouth with hers and sent her tongue stabbing inside his.


  With his vision blocked, Hank grunted when he stumbled into the doorframe leading into the bedroom. But it didn’t stop him as he lurched across the room toward the bed. Jennifer could feel the hard, round head of Hank’s stiff dick bumping against her ass as he tottered across the room.


  Suddenly, Jennifer found herself flailing backwards as Hank unceremoniously dumped her down onto the bed.


  Digging her elbows and high heels down into the mattress, Jennifer fleetingly wondered how many times Hank had repeated this very same act on this very same bed.


  She had little time to ponder this as Hank floundered onto the bed after her. Then he was standing on his knees between her outstretched legs, his evil harpoon of a cock jutting out at her from the hairy pit of his belly. Before she could move, Hank leaned down, sliding his hands under the backs of her legs. With a loud grunt, Hank lifted, settling the backs of her knees into the crooks of his powerful arms. As he shoved her legs up, baring the vulnerable softness between them, she felt one of her high heels slip off and drop onto the bed below while the other one precariously dangled from her toe. Then as Hank crouched over her, pushing her legs up, her knees brushing against her shoulders, she felt the hard, round tip of his cock thud up against her sex. Blindly shoving her hands down between her uplifted legs, she groped for him as he locked his mouth down around hers. Feeling Hank’s long sinuous tongue probing her mouth, she found him and guided his steely hard cock down to the drooling slit at the pit of her tummy. God, he was big, she raved as the round hard head of her stepfather’s cock penetrated the slippery opening of her sex. Thicker than Jason—


  “Fuck—” Hank cursed, curling his hip, digging the toes of his boots in as he clenched the muscles in his ass and plunged his cock down into her clinging warmth.


  “God—” Jennifer gasped, squeezing her tight, slippery cunt down around her stepfather’s probing dick as he slid deeper and deeper inside her. He was the biggest she’d ever taken. Maybe Jason was a little longer, but he didn’t have his father’s bulk as she felt the channel of her cunt being stretched wider and wider.


  Sorry, Mom, but he’s mine now, Jennifer gleefully giggled to herself as at last her stepfather’s hairy groin crushed up against her almost-hairless mons. He was inside her. Buried down inside her, filling her with his manliness.


  Crap, Carol can never find out, Hank lecherously thought. She must never find out what I’ve done to her innocent little Jennifer…but she certainly doesn’t act so innocent…


  Rolling his hips, grinding himself against her, sending his stiff prick swirling around inside her clutching pussy, Hank leaned back, breaking the kiss as he gasped to catch his breath.


  “Good as Mom’s?” Jennifer breathlessly hissed, squeezing down around him as tight as she could.


  “Better—” Hank grunted, pulling back down the tight clinging channel of her cunt and then driving back down into her.


  Jennifer gave out a soft, wheezing gasp as her stepfather’s belly slapped back down onto hers and the breath went rushing out of her lungs as Hank began to slowly fuck her. He was so fucking big, she railed, pulling her hands out from between them and dropping them on his bounding ass. He was a man! All man, she giddily reveled as his ass began to bound up and down faster. As he began to pump into her, she felt his hands slide down her hips and cup themselves around her ass. Holding the cheeks of her tight little ass clutched in his hands, he drove in deeper, moving with more emphasis. This was going to be the best job she’d ever had. Too bad the summer break was going to be so short…
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  Chapter Five – Her Baby


  Back in Springfield, it was nine o’clock and Carol had just pulled up to the apartment in her little orange MGB. She was tired. She wanted to feel alive and excited about what was about to happen but it was so wrong. This was Danny. Her baby. This was her youngest child she was about to deflower.


  It was all her fault she told herself pushing the door open and climbing out of her little sports car. She had blackmailed Jason into having sex with her. But he was her stepson. And with Brian, her older son, she’d had no say in the matter. He’d caught them and forced himself on her. But they weren’t like Danny. Jason and Brian were both on the football team. They were smack dab in the middle of every basketball, baseball game around and just about any other sport you could think of. They were jocks, plain and simple. That somehow made it different. But where Jason and Brian were aggressive, brash and loud, almost to the point of being vulgar, Danny was almost the opposite. Quiet, reserved, and studious, nearly to the point of being effeminate, he was intellectual of the family. And Carol had noticed that his shyness was especially noticeable around girls. It made her question if he had even had sex with a girl. And now, here she was, his mother, his fucking whore mother, slut mother about to lead him down the path to incestuous sex.


  Slamming the car door shut, she flung open the trunk and pulled out her little overnighter. Looking around to see if anyone had just witnessed her little tirade, she quietly eased the trunk closed and glanced at her watch. Nine-ten. Fifty minutes until she carried out the death sentence of the innocence between her and her youngest son.


  How had she let it go this depraved, she asked herself, clacking up to the apartment on her high heels. Stopping at the door, she looked around, half-expecting to see Brian peeking around the corner spying on her. Thankfully, there was no Brian, she angrily snorted, pushing the key into the lock and turning it. Now she would have to get another key made, she offhandedly thought. Another key? That’s what you’re worrying about? Not your soul…and Danny’s? Whore—


  Pushing the door open, she automatically turned the thermostat to high to get rid of the warm, empty feel of the apartment. Then closing the door behind her, she spun the lock closed and marched straight back to the bedroom. Setting the small suitcase down on the bed, she flipped it open and stood staring down at its contents.


  Lying on top was a neatly-folded, long-sleeved, white peignoir. Picking it up, letting it unfold, she ran her fingers along the mesh bodice and the little row of mother of pearl buttons running down the entire length of the front of the gown. Watching the filmy material billow out as she laid it on the bed, she gently smoothed it out with her hands then turned back to the suitcase.


  Now she saw that there was a pair of eleven hundred dollar Giuseppe Zanotti scorpion t-bar sandals lying atop the other lingerie in the little case. The sandals had a slim strap that buckled around the ankle and another strap that slid over the toes. The five-inch stilettos were steeply arched and would leave almost all of her tiny feet exposed for that sexy look. The little sandals not only looked sexy, they made her feel sexy, she sadly smiled picking them up, leaning down and setting them on the floor by the bed.


  Standing back up, she saw that the sheer, white nylons were next. They felt so slippery soft on her fingers as she lifted them out and stretched them out on the bed by the suitcase. Strangely, she realized that she had chosen to wear white. Was there some hidden, symbolic undercurrent about that, she sorrowfully wondered? White? What brides wore on their wedding day? It was bizarre. She was certainly no bride…but in a crazy, weird way, it almost felt like her wedding day…she should have chosen black. The deepest, darkest black she could find to match the color of her soul.


  Reaching down inside the suitcase, she pulled out the last item. It was a white, satin, under-the-bust corset with six long white garters dangling down from under the ruffle of white lace running around the bottom of the corset.


  Now she wished she had put in some panties. But why, she asked herself? Would panties serve to somehow shield her modesty? Modesty? The modesty that she had dashed to pieces long, long ago.


  Laying the corset on the bed, she quietly folded the suitcase shut and slowly zipped it up. Then picking it up by the handle, she carried it over to the chest of drawers and set it on the floor by it.


  Looking over at the mirror above the vanity, she saw a bleak, haggard-looking woman staring back out at her. Maybe this was all a big mistake, she told herself poking at the wrinkles spreading out from the corners of her eyes. Maybe? Maybe Danny wouldn’t even want to make love to her she neurotically rationalized quickly unbuttoning her blouse and pushing it back over her shoulders. But that would be a good thing, wouldn’t it? She puzzled? But now he knew. He knew about her and the other boys. And that would eventually lead to resentment and bitterness if she held back from him. No, she couldn’t hold herself back from him. She just couldn’t, she vowed, reaching behind her back and crossly unhooking the clasp that held her brassiere together. As she did, she felt her breasts tug at her chest as the bra dropped out from under them. Were they too saggy, she fretfully wondered laying the bra down on the vanity in front of her. Would Danny like her saggy tits? At least they had one thing going for them. They were his mother’s breasts, she sarcastically reasoned. Staring down at them, she cupped them and lifted them. Cradling them in the palms of her hands, she pinched her swollen, puffy nipples and gently twisted them. As she did, she felt the stirrings of excitement spark down to her moping clit.


  “You have to do this,” she finally said out loud, reaching down and unbuttoning her skirt. Then with an irate grunt, she shoved the short skirt down over the curves of her hips and let it slither down her legs to the floor. Then hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, she shoved them down on top of her skirt. Slipping her tiny feet out of her high heels and the pile of discarded clothing clumped around her ankles, she stepped out onto the carpet in her bare feet. Now she was naked. Maybe she ought to meet Danny at the door like this. Cut to the chase or cut through the chaff, whatever. Just greet him like this, invite him in and get to it.


  A shower and some makeup, she thought. That would make her feel better. And maybe a drink or two to quiet her nagging conscience? That would take a gallon or two, she sadly told herself.


  Yes, that was what she needed, she tried to smile. Failing, she reached down to the drawer where she kept her bottle of CC and jerked it open. As she did, she heard the glass she kept with it clink against the bottle. Pulling the bottle out, she saw that it was almost full. Thank goodness. She would have to remember to buy another bottle to keep in reserve, just in case, she told herself, setting the glass down on the vanity and quickly twisting the cap off the CC. Splashing about three fingers of booze in the glass, she picked it up and quickly tossed it down. The liquor was smooth, but it still burned as it rushed down her throat and splashed out into her empty belly. Should have had something to eat, she told herself, setting the glass down and pouring another four fingers of booze into it.


  Carrying the glass with her, she hurried into the bathroom. Ten minutes later, she emerged drying herself off with a big fluffy towel and carrying an empty glass.


  Pitching the damp towel on the bed, she recharged her glass and sat down on the edge of the bed. Looking at her wrist watch she saw that it was nine-thirty. Nine-thirty in the morning and she’d already had two stiff drinks, she tipsily thought. And I’m going to have a stiff cock to go along with those stiff drinks, she tipsily giggled, taking another quick swig of booze. But I couldn’t do it without the fucking booze. That was the only thing that could deaden the guilt she was feeling.


  Then she quickly pulled her clingy white nylons up her long legs and reached over to the corset. Spreading it open, she pulled it around her waist and tugged it up under her saggy tits. Pulling the two edges of the corset together, she quickly fastened the row of busks running down the front of the corset. Then one by one, she stretched out the long, elastic garters and attached them to the top of her nylons. A few plucks here and a few tugs there and she stepped over in front of the mirror for a look see. Satisfied, she sat down at her vanity and hurriedly, but painstakingly applied a veneer of makeup to hide the wrinkles she’d seen earlier. Then a touch up with her eyebrow pencil, a few dabs of eyeliner, a touch of eye shadow, a hint of blusher on her cheeks and a fresh coat of dark red lip gloss and her face looked presentable. Picking up her little spray bottle of Chanel, she quickly sprayed a puff of perfume on her inner wrists, another puff along the base of the throat, behind ear lobes, in the cleavage between her breasts and lastly on the inner side of elbows. Setting the perfume back down, she made a few quick strokes of her hair brush through her short, blond hair and she was as ready as she was ever going to be.


  She couldn’t believe she was doing all this just to meet her son, Danny. Danny—


  You fucking whore—


  Looking back at her reflection in the mirror she felt a sudden rush of hesitancy. Could she really go through with this charade? Could she really let Danny fuck her? Her son? The fruit of her loins. Her own flesh and blood? Her youngest? Her Baby? It wouldn’t be the first time, she sadly thought.


  That nagging feeling of self-doubt was back. What if he couldn’t get it up? After all, she was his mother and that could be a pretty powerful turn-off for some boys. What if? What if? Oh, God. If there was only a hole she could curl up in and hide in. Hide from the world—


  Then she heard a soft tap on the front door…


  He was here—


  Fuck—


  She wasn’t ready for him. But would she ever be ready for him? She didn’t think so, she fussed, grabbing the long white peignoir and quickly tugging it around her shoulders.


  “Uh-uh-just a minute,” she called out, fumbling with the row of buttons running up the front of her gown. “Oh, what the hell—” she finally muttered out loud realizing that it would take her the better part of an hour to get all the buttons secured with her fumbling, trembling fingers. At least she’d gotten a few buttoned, she deliriously thought, picking up her glass and finishing off the last of the CC.


  Then one last glance at the mirror, a couple of quick fluffs of her hair and she quietly stepped across the bedroom. Looking down the little hallway, she suddenly remembered she’d locked it earlier. She had to unlock the door for him.


  Taking a deep, shuddering breath, she hesitantly started down the hallway. Your shoes, fool, she lambasted herself when she realized that she had forgotten to put her stilettos on.


  “Uh, just a second—” she called out again, hurrying back into the bedroom and over to the bed. Bending down, she slipped her feet down into the scorpion sandals. “Fuck—” she cursed, leaning down and fumbling with the little silver buckles that held the slim straps secured around her ankles. Finally, somehow, she got them fastened and went scurrying back out into the living room. Tottering over to the door on the dagger-like heels, she felt like a girl on her first date in her first pair of high heels. Trying to keep from falling, she stopped, took another deep breath and tried to gather herself as she reached down and slowly unlocked the door.


  Then, with her heart in her throat, she deliberately opened the door.


  “Mom—” Danny gasped, staring at her like he couldn’t believe it was really her as he swept his eyes up and down her gown-shrouded body.


  Carol was already regretting the farce and she hadn’t even done anything.


  “Danny—” she hoarsely whispered, taking a step back. As she did, she clumsily hooked one of the heels on the carpet and nearly tripped as she grabbed the door to hold on.


  “Mom—are you okay?” Danny asked, grabbing hold of her arm to steady her.


  “No, No, I’m not okay…but I’m not going to fall,” she muttered, carefully stepping back another step and pulling Danny into the apartment. Then peeking out to take a quick look to see if anyone was watching them, she quietly closed the door.


  “I-I didn’t think you would really be here,” Danny mumbled, his face a deep neon red while Carol stepped around him and back into the living room.


  “I said I would be,” she grumbled. “Would you like a drink?”


  “Uh, yeah, sure,” Danny gulped. His mother was offering him a drink? Crazy. But he was glad for anything that would delay the moment of truth when they would have to confront the reason behind the meeting.


  “CC okay?” Carol asked, stepping across the living room with her gown billowing out behind her.


  “Sure…” Danny croaked, nervously looking around, not knowing whether to sit down or stand up. He would have been literally shaking in his boots, had he been wearing boots.


  Neither of them said a thing as they listened to the gurgle of the liquor being poured.


  “I almost didn’t come…” Danny finally muttered as he watched his mother stepping back across the room with their drinks.


  “Why?” Carol softly asked, handing him his drink then melting down on the couch, folding her white peignoir over her long nylon-encased legs.


  “I-I don’t know…it just feels weird,” he told her, nervously standing, holding his drink in his trembling hands trying to keep from sloshing it out onto the carpet.


  “Come, sit…” Carol purred, sensing his nervousness.


  “Uh, okay,” Danny mumbled, carefully stepping around the coffee table. It was the craziest feeling. He felt like he was ten years old and his mother had just asked him to come sit with her to reprimand him for something he’d done wrong. It certainly didn’t feel like she was about to seduce him. His heart was hammering against his rib cage like a caged monkey with a rubber mallet. His hands were so sweaty, he was afraid the glass he was holding was going to slip out of them.


  “Don’t be afraid…” he heard his mother whisper over the roar of the jet circling around inside his head. Then she reached out and gently laid her hand on his thigh a couple of inches below the stiff, thick tree limb jutting up out of his groin inside his pants. He was so hard, he ached.


  “I’m…not a-a—” he started to say he wasn’t afraid but suddenly realized that he was. He’d never been more terrified of anything in his whole life. But she was his mother. She wouldn’t hurt him—


  “It’s okay, Danny…” she softly said. “I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do, Honey.”


  What did she mean? He wanted to. He wanted to. Bizarrely, he couldn’t even bring himself to say it. Yes, yes, he wanted to-to-to FUCK her—


  There, he’d said it. He wanted to fuck her. God, how he wanted to fuck her!


  “Have you ever done it before?” she softly asked, giving his thigh a soft squeeze as Danny felt her fingers inch a hair higher.


  “Uh, yeah, sure, uh, plenty, uh…NO…” he suddenly blurted out, having to look away from her as he felt the burn crawl out across his cheeks.


  “It’s okay, Baby, Mommy is here,” she whispered, leaning over and brushing her lips across his burning cheek. Then she felt him flinch back as she delicately tickled her fingernails across the tightly-stretched crotch of his pants.


  “Mother—” Danny whimpered as tears started trickling down his cheeks.


  “Oh, Baby, don’t cry…” Carol murmured, dropping her arm down behind the back of his neck and gently pulling him against her. “Mommy’s here…”


  As Danny snuggled up against her with his tear-dampened cheek resting against her shoulder, Carol deliberately lifted her hand up under his chin. Gently cradling it in her fingers, she slowly lifted it until their lips finally touched. God, his lips were so soft, so kissable she swooned as their lips gradually melted together, fused together by the fiery passion of the soft, embracing kiss.


  It took Carol’s breath away as her eyes fluttered shut. Blindly fumbling with the buttons on her peignoir, she frantically unbuttoned it and spread it open. Then feeling for his hand, she found it and curled her fingers around his wrist. Clasping it, she slowly lifted, forcing his hand down inside the gown and onto her soft, quivering breast. As she did, she felt Danny’s whole body stiffen, his breath catching in his throat.


  Time stopped for several long, bated moments. Then his fingers began to gently explore the vulnerable softness of her breast, touching, softly squeezing as his chest shuddered and he started breathing again. Slowly breaking their kiss, Carol leaned her head back against the couch, baring the exposed fragility of her throat. She had to make herself breathe as she felt Danny’s lips crawl down over her chin and onto the delicately-soft skin.


  Then, as his warm velvety lips crept down her arched, exposed throat, she felt his hand softly curl under her breast. Cradling it in his palm, he gently lifted it up out of the satiny smoothness of the corset as his lips brushed down over her collar bone. He was going to kiss her breast, she feverishly thought as his lips left a faint trail of saliva down the upper slope of her cupped breast. Her heart was going to burst out of her chest any second now as she impatiently waited, squirming on the couch trying to roll her shoulders, lift her breast up to him.


  Forcing herself to breathe again, Carol suddenly realized that her hand was resting on Danny’s thigh only fingers away from his bulging manhood. Feeling the coarse denim under her fingers, she moved them higher up his leg as his lips crawled down over the quivering softness of her breast. Who would win the race, she frantically wondered? Then her fingers brushed up against the swollen hardness projecting out against the crotch of his jeans.


  “Mommmm…” Danny groaned, his hot breath searing the sensitive skin of her nipple as she hesitantly explored his hidden manhood. He was so hard. So hard and bigger than she had thought, she excitedly thought as her fingers felt up the length of the column of forged steel.


  “Babyyyyyy…” she whispered back, feeling his lips resume their downward trip, now only a scant inch or so above the pebbled flesh encircling her swollen, jutting nipple. Just as her fingertips found the dangling tab of his zipper, she felt his lips graze her nipple. The touch was softer than the flutter of an angel’s wings but it still sent an electric shock sizzling down to her throbbing, achingly-sensitive clit.


  Still reeling from the electric shock, she pinched the little tab between her finger and thumb and began to slowly inch it down the bulging length of her son’s swollen manhood. She felt like she could feel every tooth in the track as the tab crept down the cylinder of steely meat.


  Then Danny’s soft, warm lips gently pursed down around the rubbery hardness of her nipple and gave it a light squeeze. Her heart was brimming over with love for this boy. This man. Her son.


  She couldn’t contain it as she wrapped both her arms around the back of his head and crushed his face against her soft, pliant breast.


  “Suck Mommy—” she gurgled holding Danny trapped against her as she felt his lips begin to pull and nip at the nub of swollen, stiff flesh. “Yesssss—” she hissed, arching her back, thrusting her breast against his lips while her heart was doing flip-flops down inside her chest. Her clit was on fire down between her legs while Danny nursed at her breast just as he had done those many years before. She had her baby back and she would never let him leave again.


  But she wanted him to touch her down there, too. Touch her down there where he had come from. Touch the very same place he’d been inside her…


  Dropping her hand down to her breast, finding his hand cupping it, she curled her fingers around his wrist and roughly pulled it out from under it.


  “MMmmmmmm—” Danny complained out against the fevered flesh of her breast as she quickly spread her legs to open herself to him while she tugged his hand down between them.


  She could feel her own dampness on her fingertips as she pushed Danny’s hand against the moist succulence between her outstretched legs.


  “Touch Mommy—” she whispered, rolling her hips and rubbing her wet, slippery pussy against Danny’s fingers.


  This time Danny didn’t hesitate as she felt his fingers quickly begin to probe the sticky lushness between her legs.


  “Yesss, Babyyyy…” she whispered, holding onto his wrist, pushing his hand, guiding his fingers up to the throbbing, aching jut of her clit. “Yes, Baby, there…” she murmured as she felt him softly pinch her clit between his fingers and thumb.


  It felt like Danny was touching her clit to a bare, exposed live wire as he gently twisted the inflamed nub between his finger and thumb. She couldn’t remember ever being so aroused, so hyper-sensitive.


  But she wanted more—


  “Eat me—” Carol growled, pulling her breast out of his mouth and pushing him down. Sensing her need, Danny frantically rolled down off the couch and up between her widespread legs. Before Carol could move, her son had his face buried down between her legs and his lips locked around her throbbing, aching clit.


  “Oh-God-Yesssssss—there—” Carol hissed, digging her fingers down into hair, grabbing two handfuls as she pushed him against her, rolling her hips and grinding her pussy and clit against his lips.


  It only took three or four quick laps of his tongue across her receptive clit for Danny to bring her to the peak as she felt her loins burst into a raging conflagration of pleasure and joy.


  “Dannyyyyyyy—” Carol cried out, her stiffened muscles trembling and shivering as she strained up against her son’s wildly-lapping tongue. She had completely lost it as she was consumed by the torrent of pleasure whelming up from her contracting, dilating cunt while she painted Danny’s face with her copious overflow. It was the most powerful, intense orgasm she’d ever experienced.


  Danny couldn’t understand a word she was babbling as her head twisted from side to side, flecks of spit dribbling down out of the corners of her mouth. Grabbing hold of her twitching, floundering tits, he roughly mauled them as he continued to feast of the gushing succulence between his mother’s trembling legs.


  At last, with a gasping cough, Carol collapsed back down onto the couch. She couldn’t move. Her whole body was drained. She had given her all and had no strength left as she groggily stared up at Danny when he finally lifted his head up out from between her limp, lifeless legs.


  The bright morning sunlight wetly glistened of his drenched cheeks, lips and chin. He even had juice on his forehead, above his sparkling blue eyes as he happily smiled back down at her.


  “Was it good?” he softly asked her, releasing his hold on her tits and letting his fingers trail down across the soft, lax muscles of her tummy.


  “Oh-Godddd—” she tiredly gasped.


  Carol’s satiated brain was drowning in guilt. What had just happened? Danny? Her son? She had just made her son eat her. She was evil personified. How? How could she have let that happen? Let it happen, she railed at herself? She had MADE it happen.


  “I’m sorry, Danny…” she mumbled, lifting her hand up to his temple and running the tips of her fingers through his juice-dampened locks.


  “Why?” Danny asked her, wiping the back of his hand across his lips, then licking it clean.


  “That was so wrong. I shouldn’t have made you do that,” murmured. “It was despicable…”


  “I wanted to do it, Mom…” Danny whispered, tenderly running his fingertips up the juice-slathered lips of her pussy. “I wanted to taste you.”


  “But—” Carol started to complain, but was stopped by Danny placing his finger on her lips.


  “Don’t you want to taste me, Mother?” he softly asked her gently probing her lips with the tip of his finger.


  “Yes, Baby, oh, God, Yesssss—” she hissed, sucking his finger in between her lips and twirling her tongue around it. “Let Mommy suck on you, Baby.”


  Leaning back, Danny reached down and quickly pushed the button on the waistband of his pants through its buttonhole while Carol watched on with expectant anticipation.


  Who was this boy? Where was her Danny? What had come of the shy, hesitant boy she knew?


  His jeans already unzipped, Danny shyly spread them open to reveal the bulge jutting out against his white cotton shorts. As Danny bashfully pushed his jeans down over his boyish hips, Carol could see that his shorts were wetly clinging to the bloated outline of the head of his penis under them. He was so excited, he was leaking badly, staining his shorts with his slippery wetness. There was so much of it, she sickly thought as Danny let go of his jeans, leaving them wrapped around his knees. Then instead of waiting for him, Carol reached out and dug her fingers under the stretchy waistband of his Jockey shorts and slowly began to tug them down. As she did, the big head of his cock snagged on the waistband for a second. Stretching the band of elastic out, she freed it and let his erect manhood spring out from under his shorts and slap up against his belly.


  Despite Danny’s slender frame and tender years, his cock was every bit as big as his brother, Brian’s. It was so hard and stiff, it looked like it hurt as it curved up out of Danny’s almost hairless groin twitching and jerking. Leaning forward to push his pants down his skinny legs, Carol felt his cock twitch as its wet, slippery head brushed against her cheek.


  Now Danny stood in front of her with his pants and shorts wrapped around his knees as Carol sat staring at evil thing jutting up in front of her. It seemed to be mocking her with its ready ripeness as she saw that just like Brian’s, the shaft of Danny’s cock was crisscrossed with thick, blue blood vessels. The two cocks could be twins, evil, degenerate twins, she wickedly thought, reaching up to it and gently curling her fingers around it. As she did, she felt it jerk with eagerness while another dribble of slippery goo oozed out of the tiny slit just below the tip of its tapered head.


  She could feel the evil energy throbbing through it as she gently bent it down toward her waiting lips. Then, she deliberately looked up into his eyes as she held his cock out perpendicular to his quivering belly.


  “Do you want to come in Mommy’s mouth?” she softly asked him, giving his cock a gentle squeeze and feeling it kick in her fisted hand.


  “Yesssss—” Danny cried out, his hips rolling, lurching forward, pushing the goop-slathered head of his penis against her slowly-parting lips.


  Carol could see the muscles in his belly trembling, straining as he grasped hold of her by her shoulders and pushed against her resisting lips.


  “Gentle…” she whispered, blowing a breath out across the head of his penis.


  “Sorry…” Danny mumbled, backing the head of his cock away from her lips. As he did, Carol could feel the dampness of his fluids on her lips. Stop teasing the boy, her brain chastised…keep it up and you’re going to get a face full of cum.


  Still holding his primed weapon in her fist, she clasped her other hand around his hip, digging her sharp red fingernails into his skin and pulling him toward her.


  “Mom…” Danny whimpered as Carol slowly opened her mouth, letting the rounded tip of his cock to slip in between her lips. The conical head felt so hard and rubbery as it slowly forced its way into her mouth. Carol could hear that Danny having trouble breathing as the muscles in his skinny legs were bulging out, trembling as he fought to control the imminent eruption building down inside his balls. His fingers were digging into her shoulders, holding on, trying to hold back and keep from stabbing his cock into her mouth.


  Pursing her lips around the thick shaft of rock-hard meat, Carol gently sucked another two inches into her mouth as she licked the flat of her tongue along the underside. As she did, she heard Danny suck in a ragged breath of air, his whole body lurching as he gathered himself.


  “Mom—Mom—MOM—” Danny gasped. Carol felt his cock swell and jerk inside her mouth as a gush of creamy heat spilled out onto her tongue. He was coming—


  Carol felt the muscles in his ass harden into clenched knots as his hips lurched forward. But she had been expecting it and moved with him keeping the head of his spewing penis resting on her tongue.


  “Fuck—Fuck—Fuck—” Danny cursed, his legs trembling, his knees threatening to buckle as his cock twitched over and over again quickly filling Carol’s sucking mouth to the point of overflowing. Swallowing down his creamy offering as quickly as she could, Carol reveled in the sheer perversity of it all. Her Baby! Her Baby was finishing in her mouth.


  She could hear his whimpering sobs as he cried out his shameful joy. The front of his tee shirt was already wetly clinging to his chest dampened by his repentant tears while he wept and came and came.


  The inside of her mouth was coated in her son’s clinging essence as she finally felt the tremors begin to weaken. He was finishing, she sadly thought feeling the stiff, hard muscle between her lips begin to wilt. Then with one final twitch, the evil thing dribbled out the last few drops of jism onto her tongue before it began to soften.


  It all felt so wrong, Carol thought. But it wasn’t. How could it be wrong? They had just enjoyed a joyful moment few mothers and sons ever got to experience. They had both brought each other pleasure. How could that be wrong?


  Danny’s wasted manhood continued to wilt inside her mouth. She could feel the shaft shrinking, growing smaller and smaller as it died. She had killed it, she sadly thought. No, no, she had given it a temporary pardon. There was still more to come. They had only begun. Oh, yes, she lewdly thought, there was still much more to come!


  Feeling her son’s flaccid cock limply wobble in her hand as it came slithering out from between her lips, she gave it a gentle kiss and eased it down between Danny’s unsteady legs. She could feel him resting his weight on her shoulders as he struggled not to fall.


  She didn’t know what to say as she uncurled her hand from around his hip and slowly leaned back against the couch.


  “I’m sorry…” she heard Danny softly whisper as he stumbled around her leg and tiredly flopped down on the couch beside her.


  “For what?” she smiled, laying her hand on his bare thigh and giving it a soft squeeze. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”


  The look in his eyes told her everything. He looked confused, disoriented. Like he knew he’d done something wrong, but didn’t really think it was wrong.


  “Everything will be okay…” she told him, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the cheek. Then pushing off the couch, she dropped onto her knees in front of him. As he sat looking down at her with a dazed, faraway look in his smoky blue eyes, Carol began pushing his pants and shorts down from around his knees.


  A part of Carol’s brain was still numb from the explosive orgasm that had rushed through it. Why had it been so intense? She’d never felt anything like it as she struggled to get Danny’s pants and short off over his feet. Would it always be like that? It hadn’t been like that with Brian. But Brian had been more concerned about his own gratification than hers. Just like Jason. But Danny was different, she told herself looking up at him and smiling. He cared…


  She could feel Danny’s eyes on her tits as they jiggled and tugged at her chest while she was getting his pants off. Finally, the stubborn jeans and shorts slipped off and Carol irately tossed them on the couch.


  “What now, Mom?” Danny hesitantly asked, sitting on the couch naked from the waist down except for his socks.


  “What do you want to do?” she smiled up at him, lovingly running her hands up his thighs to his fallen warrior as it lay on the couch between his legs.


  “Make love?” he whispered as she tenderly lifted his limp manhood and held it in her hand.


  “He doesn’t seem to want to cooperate…” she softly smiled, giving his sapped cock a gentle squeeze.


  “He will…” he smiled down at her, running his fingers down over a dangling, quivering breast to her soft, puffy nipple. Even as he spoke, Carol thought she detected a faint stirring in the limp organ.


  “Good…” she smiled, easing his cock back down between his legs and sliding her fingers up under the bottom of his damp tee shirt. Then with a soft grunt, she pulled his shirt up over his hairless chest and off over his head.


  “What did Brian and Jason say?” Carol suddenly asked him.


  “Uh, what? What do you mean?” Danny stammered, caught off guard by her question.


  “About me? What did they say?” she frowned, putting her hands on his knees and pushing back up onto her stilettos.


  “Uh—they said, they said you were, uh, hot—” Danny mumbled, unable to gather the courage to tell his mother that Jason had said she was one more hot piece of pussy and Brian had told him that she had the hottest cunt in town.”


  “That’s all?” she wanted to know, quickly shimmying over to the bar while Danny watched her in open-mouthed adoration. And Brian had said that she was the best piece of ass he’d ever had, he winced to himself watching his mother’s tight ass ripple and quiver as she walked. He couldn’t even imagine fucking her in the ass. That would be so far out of the box.


  “Uh, yeah…” Danny lied, not wanting to embarrass his mother by telling her how crude and lowlife his brother and stepbrother were. He could never, ever tell anyone about anything that happened in private between the two of them. She was still his mother regardless of what had happened…and what would happen in the future.


  “I don’t think you’re telling me all of it,” Carol smiled, her heart almost bursting with love for him. Why wouldn’t he tell what they had really said? Had it been gross? Was he protecting her from their maliciousness? Or had they lied? Maybe they had told the truth, she fearfully thought. If they had, that could even be worse. Had Brian told her about him fucking her in the ass, she wondered as she splashed more CC in two glasses? Surely Brian wouldn’t have shared that with his brother…would he? Amazingly, she felt a blush burn out across her cheeks as she thought back to it. Brian and Jason both taking her at the same time. Slut-Whore-Cunt—she cursed herself.


  Stepping back toward the couch with the two drinks in her hands, Carol could feel her tits rolling, bouncing, pulling at her chest and saw Danny’s eyes were locked on the frolicking twins.


  “Do you like my tits?” she coarsely asked, shoving his drink out at him.


  “Yeah, they’re wicked…” he grinned, taking his drink from her.


  “Not too saggy?” she wanted to know, dropping down onto the couch beside him. “But I’m warning you, if they are…it’s partially your fault,” she laughed making them bobble and bounce.


  “My fault?” Danny grinned, reaching over, lovingly cupping one of the droopy udders and giving it a gentle squeeze.


  “Yeah, the way you used to pull on them when you were nursing,” she smiled, laying her hand on his leg, “it’s a wonder they aren’t hanging down around my knees.”


  “Really?” Danny shyly grinned as Carol saw a faint blush blossom out on his cheeks.


  “Does that embarrass you?” she softly chuckled, squeezing his leg.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess, a little,” he bashfully smiled.


  “What?” she asked him. “Sucking on my titties or talking about it?”


  “Both,” he muttered, the blush darkening, obviously feeling uncomfortable about discussing his mother’s tits with her…or the fact he had nursed on them.


  “You’ve certainly filled out nicely,” she smiled, fingering his limp dick with the tip of a pink fingernail. “I can remember when this thing wasn’t any bigger than my pinkie finger,” she smiled, noticing the blush darken even more.


  “Mom—” Danny fussed, feeling less and less grown up with each passing moment.


  “What’s wrong?” Carol asked, smiling as she took a sip on her drink, feeling Danny’s hand move away from her breast.


  “That’s kind of embarrassing…” Danny mumbled, watching his mother gently plucking at his limp prick.


  “Why? It’s not that little anymore,” she softly laughed, sliding her hand under it and lifting it off his leg. “It’s just as big as Brian’s…”


  She realized that she’d said the wrong thing the moment the words were out of her mouth as a dark frown etched itself on Danny’s brow.


  “I don’t want to talk about Brian,” Danny bristled, reaching down and pushing her hand away from his cock.


  “I’m sorry…I won’t do it again,” Carol said, nervously crossing her long legs and taking another sip of CC. “What would you like to talk about?”


  “I don’t know…” Danny fidgeted, unable to maintain eye contact as he timidly glanced down at her bare breasts hanging down over the front of her corset. “Just not him…or Jason,” Danny added.


  “Okay…” Carol told him, slowly bobbing her leg up and down as the innersole of her high heel stiletto softly tapped against the sole of her foot. It was quiet as a church on Monday night, the only sound being it light tapping of her foot against the shoe.


  “Do you want to make love?” she finally asked him as she saw that at long last his cock had finally begun to firm up.


  Danny, who had been staring down at his cock while it slowly solidified and dropped down between his legs, deliberately looked up at her with a with that lost puppy dog look in his soulful, blue eyes.


  “Do you?” he timidly murmured.


  “Yes,” Carol whispered, reaching over and brushing her fingers down his recharging manhood.


  When Danny didn’t move, Carol slowly lifted her long, shapely leg off the other one and pushed up onto her tall, spiked heels.


  “Come with Mommy…” she whispered, holding her hand out to him to help him off the couch.


  Still holding onto his drink in one hand, he grasped hold of her hand and pulled himself up to his feet.


  “Mom…we don’t have to, if you don’t want to,” Danny mumbled as she began to gently tug him toward the hallway leading back to the bedroom.


  “What? Why wouldn’t I want to make love to you?” she asked him, looking deep into his eyes.


  “I don’t know…just because,” he mumbled.


  “I want to show you something, first,” she smiled pulling him along watching his hardening cock stiffly bobbing up and down in front of him.


  “What?” Danny asked her.


  What would he think when he saw how wet she was, she wondered? What kind of sick mother would let herself get aroused by her own son? A sick slutty mother, she sadly answered herself feeling the wetness seeping out of her cunt running down onto her inner thighs.


  Had she always been drawn to Danny, but had somehow hidden the dark, secret feelings? She didn’t know…and probably wouldn’t even have admitted it if she had been. Mother’s just didn’t do those kind of things…did they?


  She was, she wretchedly thought, stepping into the bedroom. It was like being torn in two from the inside. Part of her wanting to turn her back on society’s little mores and rules and let her enjoy this time spent with her son. Another part of her feeling a strange need to be punished for what she was doing. Had she ruined Danny? Had she inflicted some heinous scar on his psyche that would haunt him the rest of his life? God, she hoped not.


  Pulling him over to the bed, she roughly spun Danny around and shoved him down on the bed.


  “What?” he mumbled, looking at her that “oh, fuck, what have I done now” look ten-year-old boys got when they got caught doing something inappropriate but not knowing specifically what it was they had done wrong.


  Turning on the toe of her high-heeled sandal, Carol eased down on the edge of the bed beside Danny. Then she slowly spread her legs open to reveal the folds of moist, pink flesh down at the tip of her tummy.


  “Touch me,” she whispered, seeing that he was staring down between her legs too. “Touch Mommy and see how soft she is,” she murmured, grasping hold of his hand, pulling it down to her weeping sex and pushing his trembling fingers against the vulnerable flesh.


  As his fingers brushed across her wet, slippery sex, Danny looked up at her with a perplexed look on his handsome teenage face.


  “It’s so wet?” he quavered in a hoarse, croaking voice


  “Because of you,” she told him, holding his hand pressed against her seeping cunt as she reached over and ran the tip of her finger through the slippery drop of goo oozing out of the head of his cock. “Just like you get wet when you’re excited…”


  “Oh…” Danny said, looking back down between her legs.


  “I’m wet…so your big cock will slide into Mommy’s hot little cunt…” Carol huskily whispered, feeling the temperature in the room suddenly spike up another twenty degrees. “Do you want to put your big, hard cock in Mommy’s hot little pussy?” she softly exhaled, slowly leaning back onto her elbows, pushing off her heels and scooting back onto the bed. “Do you want to put your big, hard cock in Mommy’s hot little cunt—”


  Carol had slipped over the edge. She wanted him now. Wanted him bad.


  But Danny seemed to be stuck in neutral as he sat on the edge of the bed staring at her in a stupefied daze. He seemed to be paralyzed, not able to move.


  “What’s wrong, Baby, don’t you want to fuck Mommy?” she purred, spreading her legs wider, teasing her fingertips up the slippery wetness between them. “Don’t you want to put your big, hard cock in Mommy’s hot little pussy…and fuck her?”


  That seemed to jar Danny out of his trance as she saw his prick twitch in evil anticipation.


  “Mommy—” he drooled, a drivel of spit slowly trickling down his chin as he stumbled up onto his feet, leaning over the bed, lifting his knee up between her legs.


  Watching her son’s cock stiffly jerk and twitch as he crawled up on the bed, she could see a long, stringy strand of his readiness dangling down from its head as he softly wept while he moved up between her legs.


  In the short time she had been involved with Jason and Brian, she was amazed by their youthful virility and potency. Unlike Hank’s old, battle-scarred weapon, it seemed like the boy’s big cocks were always at the ready. Hard and stiff, jutting out at her, taunting her, daring her to try and conquer them. But try she did, and now she was finding out that her other son, her baby, Danny was just as virile and full of potential as any of them.


  But she didn’t want him to cry. Not now. Not this time. If he had told the truth, this would be his first time. She wanted him to relish it. Appreciate what she was doing for him. How many mothers would sacrifice everything for their son like she was doing?


  “Don’t cry, Baby…” Carol softly murmured, reaching down, down between her splayed–out legs, down to Danny’s jutting masculinity. “Rejoice in our love—” she intensely demanded, firmly grasping him in her hands, pushing him down, probing apart the fleshy lips guarding her motherhood with the evil, tapered tip of his cock-head. As she lovingly rubbed the head of his cock up and down the cream-slickened vestibule between her gorged lips to coat it with her slippery juices, she stared up into his eyes with that distant, unfocused look a woman reserves for the one special person in their lives. She was lost. Doomed to a life serving this man. Conceding to his every wish. She was now enslaved…


  “Mommy…” Danny sobbed, leaning down, pressing his soft, supple lips against hers. As her eyes fluttered shut, she could taste his tears on her tongue as she forced her way into his mouth. .


  Enough, she wept to herself. She couldn’t prolong the agony any longer. She had to have him. Had to feel him inside her. Inside her, filling her with his maleness.


  Pushing him down, seating the evil, barbed head of his manhood into the juice-slickened opening of her sex, she arched her back, tilting her hips readying herself to accept him back inside her forgiving warmth.


  “Push—” she whispered and suddenly found herself back in the delivery room when he was being born, the doctor telling her to push, but her not wanting to, not wanting to expel her son out into the cruel world around her. But she had—


  And now this. Eighteen years later. Her son returning to her. Returning to very place from which she had expelled him those many years ago. Returning to claim his birthright.


  Then Carol felt his whole body tighten, beginning to strain against her as he slowly pushed into the wet, clinging flesh between her legs. There was something transcendent about it as they slowly, deliberately melted into one entity. One soul. Pure Oneness—


  “Oh-God-Danny-Babyyyy—” Carol gasped as she clutched herself down around his invading manhood. She had never experienced anything like it. Even though he wasn’t as large as Hank, or Jason for that matter, she had never felt so full of man—


  It was like he was cleansing her soul. His youthful innocence infiltrating her. Penetrating her in a way she had never been penetrated before. Infusing himself into very essence of her being. She couldn’t stop herself as she flung herself headlong into the orgasm that came whelming up from her convulsing loins.


  “Oh—Babyyyyy—” she screamed, her muscles flexing, her ankles curling around the backs of his thighs, pulling on him, sucking him ever deeper into the vortex of the whirling catastrophe between her legs. Her cunt was the core of the whirling maelstrom as she was being sucked into it, imploding down around him, trying to absorb him back inside of her womb where he belonged. She couldn’t breathe. Her fingers had turned into talons, digging into the clenched muscles of his ass, clawing, pulling as she raged through the all-consuming climax razing her poor defenseless body.


  Her sweaty breasts were crushed against Danny’s hairless chest, her nipples stinging as they scraped against him. Her head was thrown back to straighten her windpipe as she futilely gasped for air.


  Then she found herself floating back down onto the bed where her body lay entangled with her son’s.


  She could breathe again. Inhaling deeply, she tried to relax her cramped muscles and felt them finally begin to soften.


  “Goddddd—” she groaned, wishing she could share what she had just undergone with her son, but knew she couldn’t. There were no words to describe it to another person. It was something he would have to live himself to understand the depth and passion of it.


  “Mommy…” Danny softly whimpered as Carol felt his soft, supple lips on her arched neck. Slowly, she relaxed the muscles down inside her contracting cunt, shrinking back away from his thrusting manhood. As she did, she could feel Danny straining against her, his hard, bony pubis pressing against her as he tried to push deeper inside her.


  As the muscles in her legs relaxed, her legs splayed out to the sides, her stiletto-encased feet dropping down onto Danny’s calves. Her clawing talons turned into fingers again as her wearied arms melted down onto the bed, pulling her hands down Danny’s sweaty hips.


  At last her eyes flickered open and she saw that Danny was lovingly staring down at her.


  “I love you, Mommy…” he whispered, leaning down and softly pressing his lips against hers. Carol’s eyes melted shut again as she softly returned his gentle kiss.


  As they kissed she felt Danny begin to move, slowly backing, backing down the juice-drenched channel of her dilating cunt. Then he pushed back inside her, his hips beginning a slow, rocking beat as her fucked her. No, no, she rejoiced. As he made love to her, she corrected herself.


  “Oh, Baby…” Carol gurgled, clamping him between her thighs as she began to move with him, rocking back and forth, hearing the melodic squeak of the bedsprings under them.


  This is the way it should always be, she contentedly thought as Danny’s hips began to move with more strength.


  She could heard Danny softly grunt every time he stroked into her as the bed began to rock and lurch under her. She could sense that his finish was rapidly approaching as he curled his hands under her shoulder, cupping them, pulling her down onto his driving thrusts. His breath was hot and heavy on her throat as she rose to meet him on every deep, penetrating stroke.


  Stroking him with her hands, her thighs, Carol drove him on as the pressure inside her own loins began to build once again.


  She could feel Danny’s sweaty thighs rubbing against hers as he took her, driving into her. Now, now, she grieved. Now this was fucking—


  The bed was lurching back and forth violently, the headboard banging against the wall as they fucked on.


  “Fuck-Mommy-Fuck-Mommy-Fuck-Mommy—” Danny mindlessly babbled, his hips jerking back and forth wildly. Their bellies and thighs were splashed with Carol’s frothy overflow as their groins wetly splatted together over and over again. Carol was lifting higher and higher as she and her son worked on in incestuous harmony.


  Suddenly, Danny’s whole body went stiff, then jerked as she felt him erupt down inside her womb. As his hot, creamy jism began to spurt out into her, it washed her over the edge. It was overwhelming. Her son! Her son was finishing inside her! Danny was coming, filling her emptiness with the same hot, creamy substance that had created him. It was an almost religious event. The meeting and fusing of their bodies together. But that couldn’t happen, she sadly thought. With all that was going on between her and the virile, potent males of the family, she couldn’t risk a pregnancy…
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  Chapter Six – The Last Domino Falls


  Why was she so thirsty, Samantha wondered, yawning and stretching. Oh, yeah, she remembered. It must have been the popcorn she’d eaten while she was watching The Descendants. Being eighteen, she thought George Clooney was just the best. Rolling out of bed, she did some more stretching and yawning as she shuffled across the room to her bathroom to get a drink of water. Her father looked a little like George, she laughed to herself, as she turned on the water and drew herself a glass of water. Chugging down the glass of water, she quickly filled the glass again and glugged it down too.


  Better, she grinned to herself stepping back out of the bathroom.


  What was that, she asked herself? She’d heard something. Something out in the hallway outside her door. What was it, she wondered? It was too early for anyone to be up on a Saturday.


  Tiptoeing, Samantha crept up to the door and quietly turned the knob. Maybe it was a burglar, she anxiously thought. A burglar trying to rob a house with two adults and five teenagers? Well four teenagers and Jennifer, she modified her assessment. Maybe the burglar didn’t know that there were that many people living here.


  Not knowing what she would see, Samantha slowly pulled the door open a couple of inches. The sun was just coming up and she could make out the figure of a man. A man in Jockey shorts creeping down the hallway with his back to her. Her first thought was what was a man doing in their house sneaking down the hallway in his shorts? It was crazy. Then it came to her. It wasn’t just any man. It was her father—


  Her father, Hank. But what the hell was he doing sneaking down the hallway in his frigging shorts? He knew that she and Jennifer were here and could accidentally see him. And where was he going? Then he stopped. Stopped right in front of the door to Jennifer’s bedroom? What was he doing? Then she saw him quickly take a peek up and down the hallway. Ducking back so he wouldn’t see her watching him, Samantha waited a few seconds and then risked another peek.


  He was gone! Almost as if he’d disappeared into thin air. But as she listened, she heard a door softly closing. He’d stepped into Jennifer’s bedroom and closed the door behind him. What the fuck was going on, Samantha dizzily wondered? Her father? Jennifer? It didn’t make any sense.


  Then out of the blue, it came to her. Jennifer was working for Hank over in Harrington during the week. Had something happened between them? Were they having an affair? Her father and his stepdaughter? It was crazy—


  But what else could it be, she wondered as a sudden feeling of disgust washed over her? Jennifer and her father? Why he was old enough to be her, yeah, that’s right, he was her father…well, her stepfather. Close enough.


  The feeling of disgust was abruptly replaced with a strange sense of jealousy. Hank was her father! Not Jennifer’s. He was Jennifer’s stepfather. But why would he cheat on Carol? And right under her nose. With her own daughter? It just didn’t make any sense at all to Samantha.


  ~~~


  There she was Hank told himself as he eased the door shut. This was insane. Why was he risking getting caught just to see her? He couldn’t explain it. But being with Jennifer made him feel young again. Young and reckless. Maybe it was the fact she was less than half his age. Maybe it was the fact she was his daughter…well, stepdaughter. Or maybe he just found himself falling in love with her? He didn’t know what it was as he stood looking at her lying in her bed, unaware he was even there. He felt a sudden need to be with her, to protect her. Protect her from what? He didn’t know, but he did know that he wanted her to know that he’d come down to her room just to see her. Not to make love to her. Not to touch her. Just to see her. But none of that could stop the impulsive firming down inside his shorts. It happened every time he saw her. He couldn’t stop it. It just happened.


  Quickly stepping across the room on his bare feet, he leaned down and brushed his lips across her cheek.


  “What the—” Jennifer sputtered, her eyes flying open in panic as she flinched away from him. Staring at him in disbelief, it took a couple of seconds for her to realize that it was her stepfather. Hysterically looking around to see if the house was on fire or some other catastrophe was taking place, she saw nothing.


  “What? What are you doing in my room?” she nervously asked him, her eyes darting around the room then back to him as it finally dawned on her that he had nothing on but his shorts. “What are you doing?” she frantically asked.


  “I just came down to see you, Sweet Cheeks…” Hank sheepishly grinned. He knew he shouldn’t be calling her by the pet name he had come up for her. He knew that one day it was going to pop out at the wrong time and then they would ruined, but he couldn’t help himself. He wasn’t Hank, the stepfather. He was Hank, the smitten lover. Hank, the impetuous teenager—


  “Go—” Jennifer urgently whispered, flinging her arm out, pointing at the door as she impulsively tugged the bed sheets up around her neck to cover herself. “Before you get us caught—”


  “Okay-okay, I just wanted to see you,” Hank complained, backing away from the bed, seeing Jennifer’s big, blue eyes dart down to the expanding bulge sticking out against the front of his shorts.


  “Oh, God,” she gasped, “get out of here—”


  “I can’t wait until Monday,” Hank whispered, blowing her a kiss as he slowly opened the door and cautiously peeked out into the hallway. Then, seeing that the coast was clear, he stepped out and eased the door shut behind him. A quick glance up and down the hallway and he went sneaking back to his bedroom unaware that he was being watched…by his other daughter…his real daughter!


  ~~~


  As Samantha stood peeking out from behind her door, she watched her father sneak out of Jennifer’s room. Then he looked up and down the hallway again and came tiptoeing down the hallway toward her bedroom. The light was better now and Samantha could easily see the large, obvious bulge jutting out against the front of her father’s shorts. Oh, my, God, she gasped to herself. HE HAS A HARD ON—


  He had an erection. Her father had a hard on. She was shocked and stunned both at the same time as she pushed her door closed so that he wouldn’t see her spying on him.


  So it was true, she deliriously thought. They were having an affair. Why else would he come out of Jennifer’s room with a frigging hard on? And why would he go to her room in the first place. And in his shorts?


  Samantha didn’t know it, but she was already falling. Seeing her father coming out of Jennifer’s room in his shorts had tipped her and now she would be the Last Domino to Fall—


  ~~~


  Samantha could feel her smallish tits heaving up and down as she stood leaning back against the door trying to catch her breath and make sense out of what she had just witnessed. Her Father? Jennifer? She still couldn’t believe it. But it had to be. All the signs pointed in that direction.


  Taking a deep breath, Samantha turned back around and warily pulled her door open a couple of inches. Peeking out through the crack, she saw that her father was gone. The hallway was empty.


  Had she really seen him? Or had she just fantasized it all. No, no, he’d been real, she told herself. Just as real as the huge bulge down in his shorts.


  Stumbling back over to her bed, Samantha’s poor brain was in turmoil. It felt like she was being torn apart from the inside. A part of her was disgusted by the fact that her father was fooling around with a young girl hardly older than herself. Another part of her sickened by the fact that, that girl was his stepdaughter. But the most disturbing thing was the warm glow emanating from down between her legs. How could that happen? Aroused? Was that what she was feeling? Was she aroused? Knowing that her father was fooling around with her stepsister, Jennifer was having a very strange effect on her. Her father and a girl her own age? How could that be?


  Oh, she’d had some troubling thoughts about her father in the past. But she had thought that was just part of growing up. A girl thing. Didn’t all little girls have some naughty thoughts about their fathers at one time or another? Then there was the penis thing. What did his look like, she disgustedly wondered? It looked huge. Her father’s penis. She had never really thought about that before. She’d had sex with a couple of boys in the past. There hadn’t been anything extraordinary about their penises. But her father’s cock? The bulge in her father’s shorts had looked huge. Or was it just a figment of her imagination?


  All this was making her feel crazy inside. And her clit? Why was her clit throbbing?


  Slipping her hand down inside her panties, Samantha tentatively brushed the tip of her finger across her throbbing clit. She felt like she’d just brushed a live wire across it as an electric shock shot up her spine and went racing around inside her reeling brain. What the fuck was happening to her? This was bizarre—


  Maybe she was just horny, she defended herself. But she hadn’t been horny before…or she hadn’t realized it. No, it had to be her father.


  What was she going to do? What could she do? What did she want to do?


  Jerking her hand out of her panties, she grabbed her house robe off the end of the bed and slipped it on. A glass of milk, she told herself. A nice, big glass of cold milk. Maybe that would cool her off. Sliding her feet down into her fuzzy slippers, Samantha went hurrying down the hallway to the stairs. Then remembering that it was early, she went tiptoeing down the stairs.


  As she stepped off the bottom stair, she thought she heard something…


  It sounded like muffled voices coming from the kitchen. Like someone talking but trying to keep their voices down.


  Who was it, she wondered, slowly slinking over to the kitchen door.


  It sounded like Carol…and Jason? What would they be doing in the kitchen this time of the morning?


  “Now stop that—you’re going to get us caught,” she heard Carol heatedly hiss.


  “Aw, come on, Mom, just one little kiss…no one will see,” Samantha heard her brother snicker back as she warily peeked around the doorframe into the kitchen.


  What the fuck was going on, her reeling brain railed? There they were, standing by the counter. Jason had one arm around Carol’s waist, his hand clutching her ass and his other hand shoved down inside her panties, obviously palming her pussy as she halfheartedly tried to push his hands away.


  Samantha couldn’t believe her eyes as she stood gawking at them in shocked disbelief. Jason and Carol? Hank and Jennifer? What the fuck was going on?


  She couldn’t let them see her.


  Stumbling back over to the stairs, she went hurrying up them two at a time trying not to make any noise. Her head was spinning. Hank and Jennifer? Carol and Jason? It was insane. How long had it been going on? How could she have been so blind?


  Sitting on her bed, her hands in her hands, Samantha tried to make some sense of it all. What was she supposed to do?


  ~~~


  Samantha couldn’t believe how naïve she’d been and started watching things around the house a lot closer. And what she found out astounded her. During the next few days, hanging back, sneaking around, she’d caught Carol and Brian trading some rather un-familial moves on each other. But the topper was finding out that something was even going on between Carol and Danny. Her other son—


  Samantha’s head was in a fuzz. She walked around like she was in a trance as she tried to come to grips with the whole sordid mess. Everybody was fucking everybody but her…or so it seemed. But what was she going to do about it? Based on her snooping, Samantha hadn’t caught Jennifer with any of the boys, so she assumed that Jennifer was only doing Hank. And all of their extracurricular activity seemed to be taking place in Harrington. And while Hank and Jennifer were carrying on in Harrington, Carol was taking care of the boys over in an apartment over in The Greens. Samantha had even followed Carol over there on several occasions and had seen the boys join her. It seemed like each boy had a day set aside because Samantha had never caught them all together.


  She knew that she could have any of the boys she wanted. All she had to do was ask. But she didn’t want the boys. She suddenly realized that she wanted what Jennifer had. Let Carol take care of the boys, she wickedly thought. And Samantha would take care of Carol’s husband, Samantha’s father, Hank. Besides, Jennifer would be going back to college soon and with her out of the way, that would leave her father all to her. Knowing what she knew about Carol, she didn’t think it would be too hard to convince Carol that she already had more than she could handle anyway, so Samantha would just take Hank to help her out a little. To lessen her load, so to say, she maniacally laughed to herself. Yes, the Simmon’s family was a family gone wrong. Grievously wrong—


  ~~~


  Jennifer was gone. She’d gone back to college so it was time for Samantha to put her little plan into motion. Although summer vacation was over for the college Jennifer was going to, there were still two weeks of summer vacation left for Samantha and the boys.


  The boys were gone on a fishing trip for the weekend and Carol was working at the boutique. That left her and Hank alone at the house…


  ~~~


  Hank was sitting at the desk in his office, trying to sort out some problems they were having with some of the irrigation at the site. He had his blueprints spread out on his desk absent-mindedly staring down at them. but the truth be told he was thinking about Jennifer and how much he was going to miss her now that she was back in college. He couldn’t get the picture of her high, full breasts out of his mind. Unlike Carol’s smaller breasts whose big, dark areolas and plump, purple nipples were centered almost in the middle of her breasts, Jennifer’s raspberry-sized nipples sat high on her big breasts, in the middle of her smaller, pink areolas. Jennifer’s breasts were two, maybe three sizes larger than her stepmother’s tits and Hank loved the way they felt in his hands. So big, they were a lot more than a handful, soft and malleable, her nipples like big, plump marshmallows, he found himself thinking as he realized that his cock was reacting to the memory of Jennifer’s big, natural treasures.


  There was a football game at her college next Saturday night. Maybe he would go. And they could spend the day making love and then catch the game that night. Yeah, it sounded like a plan, he smiled to himself, reaching down and repositioning his rapidly-firming cock in his pants.


  Then there was a soft tap on the door…


  “Uh, it’s open,” he called out, feeling a guilty blush burn out across his cheeks, sliding farther under his desk to hide his condition. It had to be Samantha as there was no one else home, he thought as he pretended to be working on the blueprint.


  “Hi, Daddy, what’cha doing?” he heard her ask as he turned to look at her over his shoulder.


  “Uh, just working on an irrigation problem we’re having over at Harrington,” he told her, noticing her short, no, very, very short mini-skirt and her long, bare legs. Her legs were made for mini-skirts, Hank uncomfortably told himself. Full, firm thighs, dimpled knees, perfectly-shaped calves, trim ankles and little evocative feet with each tiny toe tipped with pink nail polish. His only complaint was the fact he wished she wouldn’t wear such short skirts. They showed a little too much. It was so short, he knew that is she sat down, her panties would show. Well, he criticized, that was the in thing nowdays.


  And he couldn’t help it, but his daughter’s long, tanned legs weren’t helping the condition down inside his shorts. He was a fucking pervert he told himself. But he couldn’t help it, he was a man, too. It was just the way he was wired…


  “What are you doing?” he asked her back, turning back to the blueprints.


  “Oh, I was just thinking…” she smiled, walking up to the corner of his desk.


  Glancing up at her, Hank realized that the top three buttons on her little white blouse were unbuttoned and he could see the tops of her small, pale breasts peeking out through the opening. Was she trying to tease him, he anxiously wondered as the faint fragrance of Glow drifted up into his nostrils? He’d bought her a bottle of the perfume for Christmas last year when he had heard her talking about it with one of her friends. He could smell the citrusy fruits with florals and even a touch of vanilla that gave it a feminine, musky vibe.


  “About what?” he asked her as she paused to lean against the corner of his desk.


  “I heard you and mom talking about Jennifer leaving and you having to get someone to replace her,” Samantha smiled, inching back on the desk making the hem on her skirt slowly ride higher up her thighs.


  “Uh, and?” Hank muttered, pushing back out from under his desk, hoping to put a little more distance between him and his daughter. Was it his imagination or had the temperature in the room risen? It seemed twenty or thirty degrees warmer since Samantha had come into his office, he told himself, nervously plucking at his collar. Unable to keep his eyes from wandering down to the bottom edge of her skirt as it crept ever closer to the Y at the top of Samantha’s long, well-rounded legs, he could feel sweat starting to form on his forehead.


  “I’ve got a couple of weeks until school starts and I was just wondering…how much does the job pay?” she asked him, making an obvious peek down at the bulge in his pants.


  “Uh, fifteen, fifteen, uh, fifteen dollars an hour,” Hank stammered, dropping his hand down in his lap to cover his obvious affliction. What’s going on, he nervously wondered?


  “What would think about me taking over for Jennifer…you know, until school starts?” she smiled, slowly running the tip of her finger up and down the opening of her blouse.


  “As our receptionist?” Hank dumbly asked, unprepared for what he was about to hear.


  “Well…that, too…if you want me to,” Samantha softly laughed, making her high, firm tits jiggle and bounce down inside her blouse. As they did, Hank suddenly became aware of her hard little nipples tenting the satiny softness of the blouse.


  “That, too? What do you mean?” he choked out as a noose abruptly materialized around his neck and began to tighten down around it.


  “I could work as your receptionist, too…if you wanted me to,” she smiled, her fingers toying with the fourth button as Hank anxiously glanced down at the front of her blouse.


  Did she know? Did she know about Jennifer? Had she seen them? How had she found out?


  “What do you mean…too?” he worriedly asked her.


  “I’m jealous, Daddy…” Samantha moped, pouting out her lower lip, her fingers flicking open the button and moving down to the fifth one. “Maybe I want some of what you were giving her…Daddy.”


  “You, uh, you know, uh, what do you know?” Hank gasped as the realization that Samantha knew he’d been fucking Jennifer exploded inside his reeling brain.


  “Enough, Daddy…” she casually smiled, scooting back on the desk, spreading her legs at the same time to bare the glaring pink of exposed flesh between them.


  SHE WASN’T WEARING PANTIES—


  Hank felt like his heart was going burst out of his chest as he shamefully gazed down at the fleshy folds of glistening pink between Samantha’s splayed-out legs.


  “What—what are you doing, Sam?” he huffed, not believing his eyes as Samantha reached down and slowly ran her fingertips down the fleshy gash.


  Hank thought he was going to pass out—


  “Don’t you want some of this…Daddy?” Samantha whispered, scooting toward him, leaning over and pushing his hand away from the front of his pants to expose the big, hard lump there. “It looks like you do…”


  “Oh, God, Sam, Baby—” Hank croaked, feeling his hard, stiff cock twitch and jerk as Samantha tickled her pointy, pink fingernails up the jutting lump.


  “Let me see it, Daddy,” she whispered, lifting her hand away from his cock and resuming the unbuttoning of her blouse.


  “Oh, Sam, Baby, I don’t understand…we can’t…” he whimpered, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to resist the temptation. He was doomed, trapped as he felt the noose tightening tighter and tighter around his neck. “Incest—” he choked out.


  “But you did it with Jennifer,” Samantha complained, pushing the last button through its buttonhole.


  “But that was different, Baby,” Hank blubbered like a little five-year-old boy who’d just learned there was no Santa Claus. “She’s not my daughter. You’re my daughter. She’s just my stepdaughter…it’s not the same.”


  “Let me see it, Daddy…” Samantha smiled, ignoring his plea and slowly spreading her blouse open to reveal the twin pear-shaped breasts jutting out of her chest.


  “Oh, God, Sam, Baby, don’t do this—” he begged, but failing to keep from staring down at the small, pale cones of quivering breast flesh jutting out at him from Samantha’s chest. They were beautiful.


  “I want to see it, Daddy…” she smiled, leaning over, grabbing the snap on the waistband of his pants and quickly jerking it open. “You let Jennifer see it?”


  “But, Baby…” Hank wept, but made no effort to stop her as he watched her fingers quickly find the zipper tab and begin to run it down its track.


  “Why is it so big and hard, Daddy?” Samantha purred, spreading his pants open to reveal the big protuberance swelling out against the front of his shorts. “Were you thinking about Jennifer?” she frowned, tickling her fingernails down it. “Or maybe…me?”


  “Sam, please don’t—” Hank groaned, his eyes flicking back up to his daughter’s firm, pointy breasts.


  “I want you, Daddy…don’t you want me?” she asked him, pushing up off the desk, standing up and spinning his chair around. Then before Hank could move, she was on her knees beside his legs, her fingers clawing down under the waistband of his pants and shorts.


  “Let me see it, Daddy—” she grunted, jerking down trying to pull his pants and shorts down.


  Whimpering like a baby, Hank grasped hold of the arms of his swivel chair and pushed up, lifting his butt off the chair and freeing his pants.


  As Samantha tried to pull his shorts down off his stiff cock, the waistband snagged on the great bulbous head preventing her from pulling them down. Pulling out on the stretchy waistband, she saw her father’s huge cock suddenly slap against his belly as Hank strained to keep his ass lifted up off the chair.


  “Daddy—” Samantha gasped staring down at the vile, evil thing sticking up out of the swirl of dark curls covering the tip of her father’s rounded belly. It was huge, enormous compared to the two boys she let fuck her before. Almost twice as thick and two, maybe three inches longer, she apprehensively thought as she stared down at it in fearful reverence.


  “It’s so big, Daddy…” she whispered, letting the waistband snap down around his knees and then slowly running the tips of her fingers up the thick, vein-shrouded shaft of the monster.


  Hank couldn’t speak. He was paralyzed by the weight pressing down on his shoulders and the noose constricting the flow of air out of his windpipe. He was ruined. First his stepdaughter and now his daughter? He couldn’t believe this was really happening as he felt his daughter’s hot little hand hesitantly curl around his twitching cock and pull it up off his belly.


  Then he felt his arms lifting, almost of their own volition, his hands reaching for the two pale pink pears swelling out of his daughter’s chest.


  “Sam…” he choked out, gently cupping the fragile treasures and giving them a soft squeeze as he felt his daughter thrust them against his groping hands. Was he daydreaming? Or was it really happening? As he softly fondled his daughter’s bouncy little breasts, he felt her hand tighten around his maleness, pulling, bending it toward her. Then he watched on in shocked incredulity as Samantha leaned down and place a soft, lingering kiss right on the hard, round tip of his jutting cock.


  “Do you want me to suck on your cock, Daddy?” Samantha softly cooed, flicking her little pink tongue out and deliberately licking it around the crown of his cock head. “Does Jennifer suck on your cock, Daddy?”


  “Sam…” was all Hank could manage to choke out as he lifted a hand away from one of her breasts and gently curled it around the back of her head. Hank felt no resistance as he forced Samantha’s head forward and watched her pale pink lips purse down around the head of his cock and slowly envelop it. Her lips were so soft and warm, Hank deliriously thought. This couldn’t be happening. Not Samantha. Not his sweet, innocent Samantha. Where had it all gone wrong? And why was she doing this? They would both rot in hell for it, but as he felt her lips gently pulling at the head of his cock he didn’t fucking care.


  Holding onto the back of her head, Hank pulled her down onto his cock, pushing it deeper into her hot sucking mouth. Her lips were softer than rose petals as she nursed on his thick stiff cock. He could feel the edges of her teeth scraping against the sensitive little cleft just below the head. Then her hand snaked its way up between his hairy thighs, pushing them apart, her fingers curling down under his dangling balls, clutching them, squeezing them as if she were trying to coax out the creamy treasure that was bubbling and simmering inside them.


  He was evil personified, he cursed himself. Letting his daughter suck on his cock. Holding her head down, keeping her lips locked around the vile thing. There would be special place in hell for him. A place overseen by the Devil himself.


  “Samantha—” he groaned. He loved the way her name rolled off his tongue. He had been delegated to watch over her and see that she was safe. Make sure nothing evil happened to her. And now this. He was the one inflicting that evil upon her. He didn’t know how much longer he could hold it back. His big balls were aching to be emptied. He could feel the precursory burn in the head of his cock signaling that it was about to erupt. And that eruption was only moments away.


  “Baby-Baby—” Hank blubbered out. “Baby is going to make Daddy come…” he helplessly wept.


  Samantha stopped sucking and let his primed cock slither back out from between her soft pink lips. Then she looked up at him with that look she had always given him when she wanted something. And it worked every time as he felt his heart melting down inside his chest.


  “Does Daddy want to come in my mouth?” she whispered, squeezing his cock harder.


  “Yes-yes—No-no—Oh, God, I don’t know what I want anymore,” he cursed.


  This was the first time. He couldn’t waste his seed like that. He couldn’t give it up this way. He had to put it inside her. Fill the sacred chalice hidden down between her legs with his noxious offering. The vessel he was forbidden to desecrate. Why did it have to be her? The only woman in the whole wide world that he was forbidden to have and yet here they were.


  Then he watched on in a neurotic daze as Samantha started to lean back down over his cock.


  “No-No-Not that—” he grunted, grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her back. Shoving chair back, he staggered to his feet and heard the chair bang into the wall as he stumbled back, trying not to lose his balance and fall on his ass. Then, with a sob, he lunged down, shoving his pants and shorts down around his ankles and stumbling out of them. All the while this was going on, Samantha sat on her knees watching him with a mischievous little smile tugging at the corners of her lips.


  Kicking his loafers across the room, Hank leaned down and grabbed hold of Samantha’s arms. Then with a grunt, he jerked her to her knees and swept her up into his arms.


  “Are you sure this is what you want?” he muttered as he carried her down the hallway toward her bedroom.


  “Yes—” she hissed, grabbing his head between her hands and crushing her lips against his. Unable to see, Hank lurched to a stop as they passionately kissed for several long moments. Suddenly, Samantha broke the frantic kiss, dropped her head, her lips finding his shoulder just before he felt the sharp sting of her teeth sinking into his skin. Spurred into movement by the pain, Hank staggered down the hallway and into his daughter’s feminine bedroom.


  Stumbling over to her bed, Hank rudely heaved her down onto the bed. He saw the wild, unfocused look in her eyes as he leaned down over her and grasped her skirt in his hands. With a whimper, he violently shoved, pushing the skirt as far up her belly as it would go to expose the fragile, pink-lipped delicacy between her trembling legs.


  Ramming his hands under her legs, lifting them, Hank fell to his knees beside the bed. Diving down, between her long legs, Hank buried his face in the dripping succulence as he felt Samantha’s silky-smooth thighs clamp against his cheeks. Then as he lashed the slippery flesh with his tongue, Samantha dug her heels into his back, pushing up, straining against him. Searching, lashing, flicking, Hank finally found the core of his daughter’s sex and licked across it.


  Samantha had her head thrown back, her back arched pressing against her bed, her clawed fingers digging into his shoulders as she whimpered out garbled, unintelligible sounds. Then as he lashed his tongue back across her jutting clit, he felt her whole body lurch. Her sharp fingernails were clawing at his shoulders, her trembling legs clamping tighter and tighter as his face was suddenly drenched by a hot gush of her bodily fluids. Lapping and licking, Hank tried to catch all of the torrent of hot, sticky juice on his tongue but he couldn’t and soon it was all over his face, his throat and chest.


  At last Hank couldn’t hold back anymore. He had to have his, too.


  Jerking his head up from between her legs, hooking them in the crooks of his elbows, Hank staggered to his feet. Frantically, he shoved Samantha further up on the bed and clambered up between his daughter’s uplifted legs. Feeling the slippery-smooth skin of the backs of her thighs sliding along his arms, he curled his hips and probed the forgiving softness with the barbed head of his cock. She was so slippery and soft there, he feverishly thought.


  Then, suddenly he felt himself slide inside her. It was the most exquisite feeling he’d ever felt as he pushed in and felt her collapse down around him. The clinging softness melted down around him, clinging to him, accepting him, welcoming him into the forbidden depths of his daughter’s womanliness. His brain exploded, overstimulated by the rush of emotions rushing through it.


  Hank couldn’t stop it as he felt his loins erupt in a fiery upsurge of venomous virulence. He was melting from his waist down, his very essence liquefying and pouring out into his daughter’s gluttonous cunt in thick creamy spurts. Curling his hands around her shoulders, pulling her down onto him, he dug his toes down into the mattress and pushed, straining to drive his jerking, spurting maleness deeper inside her. He knew there would be nothing left of him when he was done. Nothing but a rotting, empty shell of a man.


  At last he was done. The defilement complete…



  The last domino had fallen…


  


  The End


  
			Return to the Table of Contents
		


  




  About the Author


  


  The Baron, as he likes to be called, lives on a ranch in rural Nevada, just a little north of Reno. He lives there with his wife, her six horses, his four dogs, not to mention a goat and a cat. The Baron started writing erotica back in 2003 for a site called Mr. Double. After that, in 2006, he moved on to another free site called Literotica. After writing for Literotica for seven years where he rose to number two on their most favorite author list with a following of over 3000 readers, he decided to try his hand in the “for profit” field. Although most of the Baron’s stories are in the incest genre, he does occasionally venture out into other genres.


  If you enjoyed the Baron’s latest offering, The Domino Theory, please feel free to drop him a line at baron.d.esade@hotmail.com. Thank you for taking the time to read his book. Feel free to write a review, or perhaps you might be interested in some of his other books listed below. Once again, thanks again for reading the Baron’s work and we hope you enjoy his future stories…


  


  Mother and Son Incest Stories


  


  The Garden Gates - Whore Queen - Mother’s Milk


  Love Potion - Different Names - Boob Job - Everything is Wrong


  Cockball - Confession - Evergreens


  Home Again – Home from the War - Nipples - The Train Ride


  The Wedding - Tornado - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  The Colonel’s Wife - Déjà Vu: All Over Again - Affliction


  The Evil Within - The Ride - Trading Spaces - Safari


  The Queen and the Prince - The Prostitute - Recipe for Disaster


  The Stash - Heaven…or Hell… - Back from the Beyond


  One Stormy Night - Catherine and Seth - The Indian Lawyer


  The Island - Mothers Know Best - Escort Service - Marooned


  Infatuation - All Alone - Panties - Love-Thirty - Birthday Girl


  Best in Show - A Visit to the School Nurse - Home on the Range


  Home Alone - Saturday Morning


  Moms and Sons, Volume One - Moms and Sons, Volume Two


  Moms and Sons, Volume Three - Moms and Sons, Volume Four


  Moms and Sons, Volume Five - Halloween


  Moms and Sons, Volume Six - Moms and Sons, Volume Seven


  Moms and Sons, Volume Eight - The Intruder


  Adopted


  


  Father and Daughter Incest Stories


  


  Daddy’s Little Secret - Andria’s Dream - Alana’s Visit


  Daughters and Daddies, Volume One


  


  Brother and Sister Incest Stories


  


  My Sister’s Milk - The First Time - A Love Story


  


  Mother-in-law Stories


  


  Black Friday - Erotica


  


  Family Incest Stories


  


  All Hail – The King I and II - Trailer Trash - House of the Rising Sons


  The Voyage of the Molly Be Bad - Forbidden Love - A Stepmother’s Revenge


  Family Reunion - The Island of the Goddess - Family Secrets


  The Dome - Family, Volume One


  


  Interracial Stories


  


  Oreo


  


  Fairy Tales and other Fantasies


  


  Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Goldilocks and the Three Bears and other Tales


  Little Red Riding Hood - The Real Legend of Sleep Hollow


  


  Other Erotic Tales


  


  Teacher’s Pet - The Voice - Teacher’s Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Alien - The Last of the Dragons Voodoo Doll - Something Pretty


  Prescription for Pleasure - Blackmail on the Prairie - The Beach House


  Mrs. Molder


  


  Parodies


  


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo - Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  Sledge Hammer –Private Dick (The Cold Case)


  


  Coming Soon


  


  The Ron Stories, Volume Three - Halloween

  
  

  
  
			Return to the Table of Contents
		



OEBPS/Images/domino_theory.jpg





