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The funeral was over. My grandfather, Emil,
was dead at the age of seventy-three. He was survived by his wife,
Emily Gaston and his son, Henry Gaston who just so happened to be
my father. My name is Jason Gaston and I live with my father and
mother, Amy. I’m eighteen and a senior at Bradford High School.

Since my grandmother was now all alone, my
father had talked her into moving back to Bradford where we could
keep an eye on her. But he told her that it was because we’d be
available to help her if anything came up. My father was a realtor
and he and Emily had decided that they would pack up everything and
then she could fly back and live with us until she found her a
place of her own. Since it was summer and school was out, I’d been
volunteered to remain behind and help with the move. As mom and dad
had businesses to run, they had to get back home.

It was Thursday morning. Mon and dad had
just left for the airport and Ma-Maw and I were sitting at the
kitchen table having a cup of coffee. My grandmother, to me at
least, seemed to be taking Pa-Paw Emil’s death quite well. Maybe a
little too well, in fact.

“The movers will be here tomorrow, so I
guess that we pretty much have the day to ourselves,” Ma-Maw told
me as we sat sipping on our coffee and finished off the coffee
rolls.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” I told her, feeling
strangely awkward. It was the first time I’d ever really been all
alone with Ma-Maw. Before there had always been a buffer between
us, someone else around. Pa-Paw Emil, my folks, or someone else,
but now it was just the two of us.

“So, what do you want to do?” she asked me,
pushing her saucer away, picking the silk napkin out of her lap and
dabbing at her lips.

“I don’t know. Uh, what do you want to do?”
I nervously asked, fidgeting with my napkin and feeling my cheeks
warm for some weird, undetermined reason. Why was I blushing?

“We could look at some pictures, before we
put them away,” she smiled, pushing back away from the table.

“Yeah, sure, that would be cool,” I grinned.
I may have been grinning on the outside, but I was grimacing on the
inside. Looking at pictures? Really. Probably old pictures of
Pa-Paw Emil, Ma-Maw Emily and my dad when he was just a kid? Not my
idea of a fun time, but what the hell, anything to humor Ma-Maw and
help her get over Pa-Paw Emil’s death. Not that she seemed to be
having any real difficulties in that department anyway. But wasn’t
that what grandkids were for? Hell, I don’t know.

Pushing up out of my chair, I picked up my
coffee cup and saucer. “Where do you want these?” I asked her,
feeling my cheeks growing warm again. I didn’t understand why I was
blushing other than my awkwardness at being trapped all alone with
my grandmother and having no one else to turn to for aid and
abetment.

“Put them in the sink. I’ll wash them later
and put them away for the movers,” she smiled, carrying her own
dishes over to the sink. As she stepped, the long caftan she was
wearing softly fluttered and hid her body under the folds of cloth,
but when she moved just right, the dress clung to her highlighting
and emphasizing the curves of her body underneath it. The caftan
was made out of a solid purple satin. It had a v-neckline with gold
edging, kimono sleeves and side slits and the shimmering satin
glistened and gleamed in the early morning light. Ma-Maw had worn
caftans around the house for as long as I could remember and they
looked good on her with her frosted, bouffant hair style and tiny
pearl earrings. I had made the mistake of calling one of her
caftans a muumuu once, but she quickly set me straight and pointed
out the differences between the two types of garments. She had
informed me that only fat, unattractive women wore muumuus while
slender, chic women wore caftans. And well, Ma-Maw was definitely
not fat and unattractive, so she easily fit into her second
classification of women. In her early sixties, Ma-Maw stood around
five-foot seven or eight in her stocking feet, but she edged closer
to six foot on the four-inch heels she wore most of the time.

Now I know that you probably think I’m a
perv for checking out my own grandmother the way I did, but what
can I say, she was an attractive woman. With emphasis on the word
woman. And attractive, now that I think about it.

“Emil was sick for such a long time, Jason,”
I heard Ma-Maw say as she turned back away from the sink. “A long,
long time…” she emphasized, giving me a sad, grief-stricken
smile.

There it was, I thought. Finally, something.
The sadness she must be feeling was coming out. In a way, I was
relieved, because it was a little strange how well she was holding
it in.

“Yeah, I know,” I empathized.

“But I don’t want to bore you with that,”
she said, taking my hand in hers and leading the way out into the
living room. Her hand was so soft and warm and as she walked the
caftan clung to her body emphasizing the swell of her breasts
jutting out against the thin satin material. Ma-Maw didn’t have
large breasts. By large, I mean Dolly Parton size. But I really
didn’t know how large her breasts really were as I said, Ma-Maw
usually wore caftans around the house. Oh, there were breasts there
all right, based on the few times I’d seen her dressed up when she
left the house. But those instances were few and far between, so I
had to base my guess on the size of her breasts on assumptions. But
today, for some odd reason, as I was checking her breasts out, I
thought I could detect the slight protrusion of nipples under the
thin clinging satin. My hormone-soaked brain immediately jumped to
two illogical conclusions. The first being that my grandmother was
aroused for some reason, and secondly, that she wasn’t wearing a
brassiere. The second conclusion seemed to be proven by the way her
breasts were freely rolling and pitching under the caftan. Was she
naked under the caftan I wondered? Then obscenely, I found myself
wondering what she would look like naked. Yeah, I know, I’m sick.
She was my freaking grandmother and what boy would actually wonder
what his grandmother looked like naked? But still, I couldn’t help
but wonder if she was naked under it? I couldn’t detect any panty
line. But that didn’t mean anything.

As I diligently followed along behind her I
became aware of the woody notes of rose and jasmine floating in the
air. Channel No. 5. I knew this because it was the same perfume
that my mother wore. Ma-Maw smelled good.

I was still feeling a little nervous. I just
hoped that I didn’t do anything to show my grandmother what a perv
I was.

“I’m going to have a glass of sherry, would
you like one?” Ma-Maw asked me, stopping in front of the sofa,
letting go of my hand and starting across the room toward the
little bar sitting in the corner.

“Uh, yeah, I guess, never had sherry
before,” I told her watching the satin caftan rustling around her
in a shimmering purple swirl.

“Just a little then,” she softly laughed.
“The photo albums are over there…in the bookcase. Could you get
them?” asked, pointing toward the bookshelf at the other end of the
room.

“Sure,” I smiled.

As she poured the sherry, I looked over the
books in the bookshelf looking for the albums.

“There on the top shelf. The ones in the
leather bindings.”

“These?” I asked her, pulling out the two
thick binders.

“Yes, that’s them.”

Laying the albums on the coffee table in
front of the couch, I didn’t know whether to sit down or stand and
wait for her. Wasn’t it polite to let the woman sit first?

“You look nervous, Jason. Are you?” Ma-Maw
asked me as she came slowly walking toward me with two sherry
glasses in her hands.

“A little, I guess…” I self-consciously
mumbled.

“Why?” she smiled, stepping up and handing
me one of the glasses.

“I don’t know, uh, I guess I’m just afraid I
might mess up and make a faux pas,” I admitted.

“Relax, Jason,” she laughed, lifting her
glass, taking a sip. “I don’t bite, unless…” she stopped with
another soft laugh, leaving the words suggestively hanging in the
air as she slowly eased down on the couch.

“Uh, okay,” I mumbled. But that was a lot
easier said than done and if anything, her remark made me even more
uncomfortable. What has she meant by that ‘I don’t bite, unless…’
remark?”

“Sit,” she laughed, setting her glass on the
table and slowly opening one of the albums.

Awkwardly, I sat down on the couch about two
foot from her and took a tiny sip of the sherry. It was strong. Or
at least it had a strong, nutty, almost medicinal taste to it. I
didn’t know if I liked it or not.

“You can’t see from down there,” Ma-Maw told
me, patting the couch next to her shimmering satin hip.

Setting my sherry down on the table, I
clumsily scooted down toward her until our hips were nearly
touching.

“There, isn’t that better?” she asked as
another subtle ripple of Channel No. 5 floated over me. Yes, Ma-Maw
certainly did smell good, I woozily thought. And in my agitated
state of nervousness, I imagined that I could feel the heat
emanating from her body.

Ma-Maw slowly turned the page in the album.
It was almost as if they were old and fragile and she would damage
them if she moved any faster.

“There’s a picture of me back in the day,”
she smiled, gently tapping the picture with a glossy, red
fingernail. The picture was of a graceful young woman in a bathing
suit. “I was quite a looker back then, don’t you think?” she asked,
turning and looking into my eyes with her sparkling blue eyes.

“You still are, Ma-Maw,” I was somehow able
to choke out.

“Please,” she frowned, “call me Emily…or Em’
or something. Anything, but Ma-Maw. I don’t want to feel like a
Ma-Maw today.”

“Uh, okay, uh, Em’, I won’t call you
Ma-Maw,” I told her, thinking I could feel sweat popping out on my
forehead from the anxiety I was feeling. It felt strange not
calling her Ma-Maw. That’s what I had called her all my life. But I
would try.

“Isn’t that better,” she smiled, her blue
eyes sparkling mischievously in the morning sunlight streaming in
through the windows as she laid her hand on my thigh and gave it a
soft squeeze.

What was going on? I was as nervous as a
long-tailed Tom cat in a rocking chair factory and Ma-Maw wasn’t
helping. This wasn’t the Ma-Maw I’d grown up to love and adore.

“And thank you for the compliment,” she
smiled. Another affectionate squeeze and her hand had moved up my
thigh an inch or so…or was it my fevered imagination? I couldn’t
think straight, but I could surmise that something was going on
that was making me awfully uncomfortable. Ma-Maw, or Emily, or Em’
as she wanted to be called was my freaking grandmother. And those
kinds of things didn’t happen between a grandmother and her
grandson…did they?

“Poor Emil, ill so long…” she murmured
again, moving her hand off my thigh, slowly turning the page while
she took another sip of sherry.

Was she trying to tell me something? I took
another nervous sip of my sherry.

“There were so many things he couldn’t do,”
she went on, setting her glass back down. “Things he enjoyed…so
much.”

Then she turned and looked me straight in
the eye.

“Is it wrong for a woman to want…” she
stopped. Then she looked back down at the album. I could see that
her eyes were tearing up. Was she going to cry? A crying
grandmother? What could be worse than that?

“Are you okay?” I mumbled, not knowing what
to do, so I draped my arm around her shoulder and gave her a
comforting hug.

“No,” she softly said as I felt her leaning
back against the couch, melting against me. We sat this way for
several long, breathless moments and then I became aware of her
soft, giving breast pressed against my side. Maybe she was my
grandmother. Maybe I wasn’t supposed to have those kind of
thoughts. Maybe I couldn’t stop myself. But the thought of her
soft, unrestrained breast resting against me with only a of thin
layer of cloth the only thing separating us—

Mother Nature kicked in. I couldn’t stop it.
I could feel my dick starting to firm up down inside my pants.

“Do you want me to call a doctor…or
something?” I dumbly asked, not knowing what else to do.

“No, Jason, darling,” she softly said,
snuggling closer, her breast pressing against my side, her fingers
clutching my thigh tighter. “A doctor can’t fix what ails me,
darling. Emil was sick so, so long…”

Was she suggesting? No, she couldn’t be. I
was just a sick-o for even thinking such a thing. She was my
freaking grandmother. But I was at a loss at what to do next.

“Uh, can I get you something? An aspirin,
uh, a glass of water?” I inanely asked.

“No, Jason, I’m fine,” she finally said,
taking a deep breath, making her breasts heave up and down under
her caftan. Then she gave my leg another hard squeeze and inched
back away from me. It was strange. A part of me was disappointed.
Yet another part of me was relieved. It had felt good to have her
soft, warm body pressed up against mine, but too good and it was
causing some rather inconvenient stirrings down inside my pants.
And I certainly didn’t want my grandmother to find out about that
and realize that she had a pervert for a grandson.

Then she leaned over to set her glass on the
coffee table. When she did, the neckline of her purple caftan
spilled forward and I got my first glimpse of her pale, white
breasts. Like I said, they weren’t large, but they weren’t small
either. They were just right. The perfect size on Ma-Maw and the
moment I saw them, I felt a rush of warmth spread out across my
cheeks. Ma-Maw leaned back and the caftan fell back into place
hiding the pale, white, quivering treasures from my leering
eyes.

I saw Ma-Maw glance at me out of the corner
of her eye. Then she turned and looked at me with her curious, blue
eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked me. I could see
the concern in her teary, blue eyes. “You look flushed. Is it too
hot for you?”

“Uh, no, uh, maybe a little, I guess,” I
dumbly mumbled.

“Do you want me to turn on the air
conditioner?”

“No, no, I’m fine. Maybe it’s the sherry,” I
tried to smile and failed.

A part of me felt so fucking guilty for
having the thoughts I was having about my grandmother and sneaking
a peek down inside her caftan. But even as I scolded myself for
those thoughts, I felt excited and strangely aroused at having seen
her boobs. The pale white skin, the duskier circles of flesh
capping them, the swollen, stiff nipples sticking out of the
darkened caps were all so provoking. Now I was becoming more and
more aware of my noncompliant penis as it firmed and swelled up
down inside my pants. And I knew that if it kept growing the way it
was, my perverted feelings toward my grandmother would soon be
evident to her.

Squirming, shifting my hips, I tried to keep
my loathsome condition hidden from Ma-Maw. I didn’t want to have to
reach down and reposition it, but it was bent slightly, caught on
my pants and it was starting to hurt. Ma-Maw seemed oblivious to my
predicament as she continued to slowly leaf through the album and
sip on her sherry while I squirmed and fidgeted.

“Are you okay?” she finally asked, turning,
looking at me, then glancing down at my crotch and the obvious
bulge jutting up against my pants.

Then her big, blue eyes lifted back up to my
face and a strange look flickered across her pretty face. I
couldn’t decipher the look. Her eyes had that distant, unfocused
look. Her pupils were dilated.

“Uh, yeah, I guess that it’s the sherry,” I
lamely muttered, wishing I had a hole to crawl into.

“I don’t think so…” she smiled, glancing
down again, laying her hand on my thigh, dangerously close to the
obvious bulge of my errant penis.

What was she doing, my feverish brain
reeled.

“I understand,” she whispered, her hand
clasping my thigh tighter.

She understood? Understood what? Understood
that her grandson was a pervert?

Her lips somehow looked fuller, redder and
there was a tiny, tiny glistening drop of sweat in the philtrum of
her upper lip. Then she leaned forward to pick up her glass again
and the neckline of her caftan fell forward to reveal her pale,
white breasts once again. Oddly, her nipples looked puffier, darker
as did her areolas. Or was it my imagination.

“Emil was ill for so long…” she told me for
the umpteenth time. “Too ill…”

What was she trying to tell me? Had Pa-Paw
Emil been too ill to make love to her? Surely not. Why would she
tell me that? Unless?

Then, to my stunned amazement, she leaned
back against the couch and in the process, I felt her fingers brush
up against my stiff, unyielding penis. Not expecting the touch, I
flinched.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I heard Ma-Maw murmur as
she glanced down at her hand resting against the bulge in my pants.
“Did I hurt you?”

“Uh, no, no, didn’t hurt—” I mumbled,
staring down at her hand. She had made no effort to move her hand
away from my cock and now it lay on my thigh still resting against
it.

“Good,” she smiled, still making no effort
to mover her hand away from my aching, stiff penis.

My arm was still behind her neck, draped
across her shoulders and my hand hanging down, brushing against her
arm, the tips of my fingers only an inch or so from her breast.
Should I? What would she do if I touched her breast? I could say it
was an accident. Gathering every ounce of courage I possessed, I
squirmed, rolling my shoulders and dropped my fingers down on her
soft, giving breast as our hips touched. The shock of touching her
breast numbed my fingers, but she made no effort to move away from
my exploratory touch. In fact, she turned slightly, making my
fingertips to traverse across her breast and onto the jut of her
swollen, stiff nipple. A shock shot up my fingers, up my arm and
arced into my reeling brain as I realized what she had done. And
now my fingertips were resting on the swell of her nipple!
Suddenly, the air in the room was so stifling hot and it was almost
unbreathable. Sweat immediately popped out on my forehead. My mouth
was filled with cotton.

“Jason, darling…” Ma-Maw softly murmured as
I felt her fingers move on my penis, stretching out, softly
clasping it and giving it a tentative squeeze through my pants.
Then her head turned, her breath warm and soft on my cheek as I
turned my head and our lips touched. Sparks flew from the tiny spot
where they touched. I felt like my lips were on fire. We were
kissing. We were actually kissing, my fevered brain screamed as I
felt her lips part to accept the tip of my tongue. As I softly
probed her mouth, her tongue brushed against mine as I timidly
pinched her hard, stiff nipple through the satin caftan. Could this
really be happening? It was beyond unbelievable.

Finally, Ma-Maw leaned back, breaking the
kiss as her eyes fluttered open and she looked deep into mine.

“I’m so sorry, Jason, darling…” she wept,
big, wet tears coursing down her cheeks, running down under her
chin and onto her throat. “But I need you, darling. I need you so
much.”

I didn’t understand it. But if Ma-Maw needed
me, who was I to deny her? She was my grandmother. And grandsons
were bound to obey their grandmother’s wishes...weren’t we?

“Emil couldn’t…for so long, darling,” she
softly sobbed. “Can you understand?”

Not really, but she didn’t have to know
that.

“Yes, Ma-Maw, yes, I understand,” I
lied.

“I’m so glad you do,” she murmured,
snuggling back under the crook of my arm. “I want you to make love
to me—”

There it was. Now it was out in the open. No
pretense. No guessing. She wanted me to fuck her. Make love to her.
Lifting my arm, I raised my hand off her breast and eased it down
under the neckline of her caftan and onto the satiny-smooth skin of
her soft, giving breast. So soft, so warm, so giving. I squeezed
softly as I sought out her stiff, swollen nipple with my fingers.
As I found it, I looked down and saw that Ma-Maw’s fingers were
working on the button holding my pants closed. Suddenly the tension
went out of the waistband. Then Ma-Maw turned slightly and using
both hands, spread open the fly of my pants. As she did, I could
see the big, purple head of my prick had squeezed out of my shorts
and the waistband was stretched across the shaft leaving almost
half of my oversized organ exposed to my grandmother’s inquisitive
eyes.

“Oh—” she softly gasped, glancing back up at
my face for a second and then back down to my jutting cock. I could
see that she was surprised by its size as she stared at it with her
big, blue eyes. Then she extended a red-tipped finger, dabbing its
tip in the big glistening drop of goo oozing out of the head and
slowly smearing it down the rounded underside of my twitching
cock.

“You’re bigger than your grandfather was,”
she softly told me, curling her long fingers down under the
waistbands of my pants and shorts. Seeing what she was doing, I
pulled my hand out of her caftan and pushed up off the couch,
raising my ass and letting her tug my pants and shorts down my legs
to my knees. “Yes, definitely…” she softly said easing her fingers
under it and gently lifting it up off my tensed belly. “Darling,”
she softly cooed, leaning down and lifting it up until the barbed,
purple head was brushing against her soft, warm lips. Was she going
to suck it? Was my grandmother going to suck my cock? I didn’t know
just how much of that I could take. My cock was already primed and
had a hair trigger anyway.

Then, she gave it a soft, gentle kiss and
leaned back up.

“Jason, darling…” she smiled at me, running
the tip of her tongue across her lips, licking away the film of
pre-fuck that covered them. This left them wetly glistening in the
morning sunlight. “I need to feel a man inside me. It’s been so
long.”

As she leaned against me, our lips touched
again. Kissing softly, tenderly, our tongues touched again,
sinuously intertwining, twisting as her fingers tightened on my
jutting maleness. Pushing my hand down inside her caftan again, I
curled my fingers around the giving softness of her breast. Giving
it a loving squeeze, I felt a quiet murmur escape out into my mouth
from hers. As I dotingly fondled and cuddled her breast in my hand,
I felt her leg brush up against mine. Reaching down with my free
hand, I softly stroked her thigh and my fingers slipped under the
slit in the side of her caftan. Before I knew what was happening,
my fingers were touching bare skin. Warm, silky-smooth skin as I
pushed under the caftan. As I did, Ma-Maw’s legs instinctively
spread apart. Just enough of me to slip my fingers down in between
them. Inching my fingers up the inside of her thigh, I felt her
legs drift farther apart as she opened herself to my prurient
inquiring fingers.

With our mouths open, tongues warring, we
continued to kiss as my fingers found a hard, stiff nipple and
while she softly stroked my jutting cock. As my fingers crawled
higher up her thigh, I imagined I could feel the heat emanating
from the core of her sex as it lay waiting for the touch of my
fingers.

Then my fingers brushed against the soft,
bare lips of her exposed pussy. My earlier assumption had been
right. She wasn’t wearing panties and as I softly probed the wet,
slippery flesh with the tips of my trembling fingers, I didn’t feel
any hair. Had she shaved it for me? Or did she keep it shaved?

It didn’t matter which. Just the fact that
my grandmother had shaved her pussy sent a searing jolt of
excitement arcing through my brain and making my cock twitch in her
hand.

Ma-Maw broke our kiss, leaning back
slightly, opening her eyes and looking deep into mine. “For you…”
she quietly whispered, spreading her legs wider, her eyes
fluttering shut as she leaned back into our kiss. That made all
this even more perverted and scandalous. This wasn’t a chance
occurrence. Ma-Maw had planned all this. She had gone so far as to
shave her pussy in preparation for the seduction.

I couldn’t believe it.

Ma-Maw’s fingers were tightening around my
cock, her hand moving up and down faster as I pinched and twisted
her swollen nipple and explored the sticky warmth between her legs.
I was going fuck my grandmother! That was insane!

At last Ma-Maw broke our kiss again. Leaning
back against the couch, she dislodged my hand from her breast. Her
eyes slowly flickered shut, her legs spreading wider apart.
Suddenly, I wanted to touch her down there. Touch her with my lips,
my tongue. Taste her. Bring her the pleasure she had been deprived
of for so long. I wanted to be the man for her and give her what
she wanted so badly.

Pulling my hand out from under her caftan, I
saw her eyes flutter open watching me as I stumbled up onto my feet
in front of the couch. Bending down, I roughly shoved my pants and
shorts down around my ankles. Trying to step out of them, I could
feel my stiff, fully-incited prick heavily bobbing and bouncing up
and down in front of Ma-Maw. I could feel Ma-Maw’s eyes on it,
studying it, comparing it to Pa-Paw Emil’s. Finally, I kicked my
pants and shorts off and pushed the coffee table aside. Dropping to
my knees in front of Ma-Maw, I eagerly reached down to the bottom
of her caftan and grasped it. Like a boy opening presents on
Christmas morning, I slowly lifted the purple satin up her legs and
pushed it back over her knees. As I expectantly pushed the dress up
her thighs, I saw her legs spread wider apart. Then, suddenly there
it was in all of its naked splendor. Ma-Maw’s pussy! So pink, so
wet, so vulnerable and fragile, its lips spread, clinging to her
bald, shaved mons revealing the secretive, seeping slit of pink
flesh between them.

“So beautiful…” I whispered, reaching out
and brushing my fingers down the sticky cleft. Leaning in, I pushed
my hands under the backs of her knees and curled my arms up around
her thighs. With a soft grunt, I leaned back, pulling Ma-Maw toward
me until her butt was resting on the front edge of the cushion. Now
she was half-laying, half-sitting with her head and shoulders
resting against the back of the couch and her sweet, bald pussy
tilted up at just the right height for my eager lips.

“Ma-Maw…” I whispered, easing my tongue out
and slowly, lazily licking it up the length of her wet, oozing
pussy.

“Jason, darling…” she cooed, reaching out,
running her long, slender fingers through my hair.

I’d never tasted a sweeter pussy. Sweeter
than honey. My grandmother’s pussy! I couldn’t believe it as I
savored the lingering tartness on my tongue while I licked my way
up to her swollen, jutting clit. Pushing up off her spike heels,
tilting her pelvis, she opened herself to my licking, probing
tongue.

“My darling—” she whispered, clasping my
head between her hands, pushing, guiding my lapping tongue to where
she wanted it to lick. “Yes, darling, yes, darling, there, baby,”
Ma-Maw whimpered, rolling her hips, pressing the hard little kernel
of flesh against my lashing tongue. Could I make her come with my
tongue? I wanted to. Swirling my tongue around her clit, fluttering
it, I tried my hardest as I could feel the muscles in Ma-Maw’s
tummy tightening, straining. I could feel her warm juices leaking
out of her, running down my chin as she edged closer and
closer.

“It’s been so long, baby, so long,” she
groaned. “I want to come so bad…”

All of a sudden, she grunted and lifted her
legs. Draping them over my shoulders, she clamped my head between
her silky-soft thighs as the hard, round backs of her high heels
dug into my back to give her more leverage to grind her clit
against my flaying tongue. I was licking her as fast as I could and
now I could feel the muscles in her legs tensing, hardening as she
clamped harder. My chin and throat were covered in her warm, sticky
overflow as she fought closer and closer to her release.

“Yes, baby, there, baby, yes—” she
whimpered, her hips rocking up and down, her pussy painting my chin
with her warm, sticky juice. “Almost—”

Her tits were heaving up and down as she
gasped for air, her whole body rocking with the effort of it all.
She was trying so hard. She had to come. She just had to, I
anxiously hoped. All at once, she stopped breathing and I heard her
making a loud, straining groan. Her thighs clamped tighter and
tighter, nearly squeezing my head flat, her heels digging into my
back, her body stiffening.

“Commmmmminnnggggg—” she growled out as her
back bowed up off the couch, her hands clutching hold of the
cushion, her fingernails digging down into it as a sudden gush of
warm, sticky juice gushed out onto my chin. Her eyes were clenched
shut, her mouth open, the back of her head pressing against the
couch. She still wasn’t breathing as her whole body was rigid,
straining. This went on for the longest time, until finally with a
short gasp, she went limp, her legs sliding off my shoulders, the
soles of her high heels landing on the floor with a loud thump.

“Oh, Godddd…” she softly complained, her
tits lurching as she took in a deep, deep breath. “Jason, my
beautiful darling, thank you, thank you, thank you so much.”

I was proud of myself. How many boys could
brag that they’d made their grandmother come? Not many I bet. But
then not many had a grandmother as hot and sexy as I did either. So
why didn’t I feel any remorse? Guilt? She had wanted me to do it,
hadn’t she? So why was I supposed to feel bad about doing something
my grandmother had wanted me to do?

Moving my lips off her clit as it shrank
back inside its fleshy hood, I slowly kissed up the shaven
smoothness of Ma-Maw’s bald mound. Pushing the satiny caftan up her
belly as I kissed up her silky smooth skin, my lips brushed across
a tiny, metallic ball nestled down inside Ma-Maw’s belly button.
Ma-Maw was wearing a belly button ring! First it had been a
surprise to find out that Ma-Maw shaved her pussy, and now this? A
belly button ring? What was next, pierced nipples? But no, I’d
already had my fingers on her nipples and there were no rings.
Slowly circling the tip of my tongue around the stainless steel
ball, I marveled at my grandmother. All this time I had thought of
her as a quiet, reserved, elegant woman, but now these surprising
subtleties were showing up that were altering my opinion.

“Do you like it?” I heard her ask me,
jarring me out of my reflective musings.

“It’s cool,” I smiled up at her, holding her
rumpled caftan pushed up above the sparkling belly ring. “I’m just
kind of surprised.”

“About what?” she asked me, running her
fingers through my curly hair.

“This…” I told her, brushing my fingers
across her bald, shaven mound, “and this,” I went on, fingering the
little stainless steel ball protruding out of her belly button.

“Not what you pictured your grandmother
doing?” she softly laughed making her hidden tits roll and heave
under the thin caftan.

“Uh, no, not really.”

“You pictured me with a furry old cunt?”

The brusqueness of her words took me aback.
They seemed so coarse and crude coming from her mouth.

“Uh, yeah, I guess that I did.”

“Well, I’m sorry if you’re disappointed,”
she smiled, reaching down, brushing her fingers over the fleshy
lips of her pussy. “I prefer it this way.”

“I’m not disappointed, Ma-Maw,” I explained.
“Just surprised. That’s all.”

“Good,” she smiled. “I wouldn’t want to
disappoint my only grandson,” she chuckled, gently pushing on my
shoulders, pushing me back. “Help me up,” she told me, holding her
hands out to me as her knees brushing up against my hips.

“Where are we going?” I asked her,
hesitantly grasping hold of her knees and pushing up onto my feet
in front of her. As I did, my big, stiff prick wildly bounded up
and down slinging stringy drops of pre-fuck, spotting Ma-Maw’s
purple caftan.

“My bedroom …” she smiled, grasping hold of
my hands and quickly pulling herself up onto her high heels in
front of me.

Then her arms curled around me, pulling me
against her. Our lips touched again as I felt her bald, smooth mons
grinding against my rock-hard cock. But before I could lift my arms
and hug her back, she broke the kiss and stepped back.

Taking hold of my hand, she gently pulled,
leading the way toward the back of the house where her bedroom
was.

“You will have to be gentle with me,” she
murmured as we walking along down the hallway. “Emil was sick for
so long. I haven’t been with a man in three years.”

“I will…” I softly told her, dropping her
hand and curling my arm around her back and waist, gently pulling
her against my hip.

“I know you will,” she whispered, her hand
finding my jutting, stiff penis as it bobbed up and down in front
of me lewdly slashing the air as we walked. “But you’re so
big…”

What could I say? Was I supposed to
apologize for being so big? I had always been proud of my
eight-inch penis. No, I wouldn’t apologize. I would just be very
gentle, go very slow. But I would have done that anyway. Fuck, she
was my grandmother, I thought, listening to the sexy clop of her
high heels on the hardwood floor.

I still couldn’t believe this was really
happening. What I had envisioned as spending a boring couple of
days with my grandmother was turning into something else. Something
else that no one would believe, even if I was dumb enough to tell
them. Who would have ever guessed?

We stopped in front of her neatly-made bed
and she turned to face me.

Then she reached up to her shoulder and
peeled back a flap of cloth. It was then that I saw the three frogs
holding the shoulder and sleeve of her caftan closed. Waiting
impatiently, I watched as she carefully unhooked each of the three
frogs.

“Jason, I hope you aren’t disappointed,” she
softly mumbled, reaching over to her other shoulder and pushing her
long, red-tipped fingers under the thin satin cloth. As she pushed
out, the caftan slipped down off her shoulder and the whole gown
went rustling down her body to land in a muddled heap of purple
satin at her feet. I had been right. She had been naked underneath
it. Looking into my staring eyes, she shyly stepped out of the
caftan and gracefully leaned down to pick it up.

Laying the long satin caftan across the end
of her bed, she turned back to me and bashfully smiled, the points
of her cheeks darkening slightly.

“Well…this is it,” she said,
self-consciously holding her arms out a little ways from her body.
Her body was amazing for a sixty-two year old woman. She had a
little bit of a paunch, but she held it in well. Her breasts were
nice-sized, but a little saggy. She had a little silver wrist watch
wrapped around her wrist and was still wearing her gold wedding
ring. And now her shaven mound somehow seemed even sexier, bolder.
Her long, sexy legs didn’t have an ounce of cellulite or any other
blemishes I could see. All in all, Ma-Maw was one more sexy, hot
grandmother. And she was MY grandmother.

“Well?” she shyly asked, slowly turning
around so I could see her butt. Maybe it sagged a little, but for
her age, it was amazing, just like everything else.

“You’re beautiful, Ma-Maw. Pa-Paw Emil was a
lucky, lucky man.”

“Flattery will get you everything, around
here,” she smiled back at me.

“Just telling it the way I see it, Ma-Maw,”
I grinned, reaching out, easing my hand under one of her saggy
udders and gently lifting it off her chest.

“My dear, sweet Jason,” she murmured,
stepping closer, arching her back thrusting her breast into my
groping hand.

Leaning down, I pursed my lips around one of
the soft, puffy nipples sticking out of the oblong circle of dark
flesh capping her breast. Softly sucking on the fleshy nodule, I
could feel it swelling, firming up against my lips.

“Ma-Maw’s little baby…nursing on Ma-Maw just
like your daddy did, lo those many, many years ago,” she cooed,
cradling my head in the crook of her elbow and pulling me against
her tit. “I wish I had milk for you, baby.”

“Mmmmm-huh—” I mumbled out around the nipple
as I softly sucked.

“Why don’t you give Ma-Maw some of your
milk,” she suggested, dropping her hand onto my jutting cock and
giving it an indecent squeeze.

Lifting my lips off her breast, I looked
deep into her sparkling blue eyes.

“I’ll give you all I have, Ma-Maw. All of
it. Every last drop I possess, Ma-Maw—” I whispered.

“Yes, baby, I want it all. Ma-Maw wants
every last drop of it. All of it—” she whispered, stroking her hand
up and down my penis.

Pulling me with her, she stumbled back
toward the bed. As the backs of her legs brushed up against the
bed, she leaned back on her elbows and lifted her legs, hooking her
high heels onto the edge of the bed.

I stood in a euphoric daze watching her as
she deliberately pushed back on the bed, spreading her legs to bare
the fleshy pink lips peeking back out from between them.

“I’m not your first, am I?” she asked,
brushing her fingers across the wet, glistening flesh, spreading
the lips.

“No, Ma-Maw, not my first,” I told her
feeling a strange sadness that I wasn’t.

“That would have been so wicked…” she
whispered, holding her hands out to me, welcoming down between her
outstretched legs.

Yes, it would have been, I told myself as I
lifted my knee up onto the bed and deliberately crawled up on it.
My big cock was sticking out under my belly, as hard and stiff as
it had ever been. Maybe even harder, stiffer, I boastfully
thought.

“He looks so impatient,” Ma-Maw purred,
reaching for me, gently grasping me with her long fingers.

“He is,” I grunted.

“There is no reason to wait,” she anxiously
whispered, pushing, bending my jutting maleness down to the seeping
slit of pink flesh at the bottom of her pussy.

I was going to do it! I was going to fuck my
grandmother! Fuck Ma-Maw!

“Please be gentle…” she mouthed as she
seated the barbed tip of my cock down into the slippery
opening.

“I will,” I promised, curling my hips
forward and slowly pushing down into the constricting tightness of
her accepting pussy. She was tight…and hot, but oh-so-slippery as I
pushed down into the clinging tightness of her cunt.

“Oh-Jason—” she softly gasped as I felt her
pussy collapsing around the head of my probing cock.

Using every ounce of will power I possessed,
I continued to slowly push down into the clutching heat of her
pussy. I was fucking her. I was fucking my grandmother, I giddily
told myself as I looked down between us and saw that I had half of
my eight inches buried down inside her.

“So big…” she complained, curling her hips,
thrusting up at me, taking me deeper and deeper inside her.

I wanted to ram myself inside her. Give her
all I had as I struggled to hold back the imminent explosion
gathering down inside my dangling balls. I wanted to come so bad.
Give her every last drop of my liquid essence. Fill her womb with
my toxic cream. Somehow I was able to hold it back as I pushed in
deeper and deeper. At last, I felt my big balls softly slap up
against her uplifted ass. I was in her. I was inside her, buried
all the way up to my balls.

“Oh, baby, you are so big…” Ma-Maw moaned,
slapping her thighs against my hips, clutching me to her breast,
holding me imprisoned inside the fleshy prison down between her
trembling legs. I wanted to cry. I wanted to sing. I wanted to
climb up on the roof and shout it out to the whole world.
I’m fucking my grandmother—

Lifting her legs, she draped them over my
calves and dropped the soles of her high heels down on the bed
between my legs. I could feel her full, round calves pressing
against my ass, straining, pushing as she pulled me ever deeper
into the clutching, clinging heat of her greedy cunt.

“Yesssss—” she hissed out into my ear,
arching her back, rubbing her big, saggy tits against my sweaty
chest as she rolled her hips, twirling my big prick around inside
her. If there was a heaven, I euphorically thought, this is what it
would be like. Then she found my lips with hers and her long,
sinuous tongue dove into my mouth.

Never in a million years would I have
dreamed of my prim and proper Ma-Maw being capable of this. The
thought of fucking her had never crossed my perverted mind. And
yet, here we were. Just the two of us, alone, in her bed clinging
together as we fucked.

“Oh, Jason, darling, fuck me,” she growled
out into my ear as I felt the muscles in her calves relax. Then, as
I pulled back down the slippery sheath of clinging silk, I felt her
long, sharp fingernails dig down into the skin of my waist. Holding
onto me she pushed me back until I almost slipped out of her. With
a soft grunt, she dug her nails in deeper and pulled me back down
into the slippery slit between her outstretched legs.

“Slow and easy—” she whispered, pushing me
back again, then pulling me back inside her. In and back, in and
back, in and back, she pushed and pulled, guiding the slow, gentle
pace of our fucking. I could feel her pussy milking me, squeezing
down around me as I pushed into her and then releasing me as I
pulled back. Her pussy was so tight and supple. Her big blue eyes
were glazed over, unfocused as I stared down into them and slowly
pumped in and out of her. Every time I pushed into her, I could
feel the muscles in her calves tighten, pushing against my ass,
pushing me down into her.

“So big…” she whimpered, her hands clasping
me tightly, pushing and pulling faster. “Fuck Ma-Maw—”

Her breath was coming in soft, gasping pants
now. My own breathing was picking up as was the pace of our
fucking. I could feel the burn down inside the big head of my cock
as it sloshed in and out of her. I didn’t know how long I could
hold it back.

“Come, Ma-Maw, come for me—” I grunted,
rolling my hips, stroking into her faster and faster.

“Yes-yes-almost—” she panted, rolling her
hips, her calves beating against my bounding butt, her back arching
up off the bed. I could feel her whole body tightening, straining
for the finish, her nails digging in deeper, her hands pushing and
pulling harder, faster. Her muscles tensed tauter and tauter, ready
to spring free and sling her over the edge of the precipice of her
orgasm.

Rocking my hips faster, I furiously pumped
into her. The bedsprings were creaking and groaning. The sick,
vulgar slap of our groins wetly smacking together bounced back of
the walls, joining the grunts and groans spewing from our mouths. I
couldn’t hold it back. My balls were scrunched up against my
plunging cock. And suddenly, they burst, sending a scalding gob of
white-hot cum gushing down my prick and out into Ma-Maw’s greedy,
sucking cunt.

“Oh-God—” Ma-Maw bleated out as her pussy
imploded down around my cock while I held it shoved down inside her
as deep as I could. Then I could feel the undulating spasms of her
orgasm squeezing me as I pumped more and more viscid, clinging cum
into her.

“Fuck—” I groaned, “fuck—fuck—fuck—” I
cursed every time I felt my prick jerk and another contraction of
pleasure sparked up my spine to explode inside my brain. I’d never
had an orgasm this intense, this concentrated. My balls were
liquefying and shooting out into my grandmother’s cunt in thick
creamy gobs. I was becoming a eunuch as my manhood was being sucked
out into Ma-Maw’s gluttonous pussy gush after fiery gush.

At last it was over. I had nothing left to
give. Ma-Maw had drained me, sucked my balls dry. I’d never come so
hard or long.

“Oh, baby, baby…” Ma-Maw blubbered, tears
coursing down her cheeks as she pulled my lips down to hers and
kissed me and kissed me and kissed me. Wrapping her arms around me,
she pulled me against her as my face dropped onto the pillow beside
her head. My cheek was resting against her neck and I could feel
the strong, rushed beat of her pulse just under her skin while her
breathing slowly returned to normal as did mine.

Then, her pussy squeezed down around my
wilting penis and I came slithering out of her to flop on the bed
between her legs.

Tiredly pushing up off her, I rolled over
onto my side on the bed beside her, my limp dick dragging across
her thigh, leaving a trail of my melted balls across her skin.

“Was it good for you?” she softly whispered,
running the backs of her fingers down my cheek.

“It was fantastic, Ma-Maw,” I mumbled,
reaching out, gently cupping one of her droopy breasts in the palm
of my hand and giving it a soft squeeze.

“Was it good for you?”

“The best,” she smiled, letting her fingers
trail down my neck and onto my sweaty chest. “It had been so long,
I thought I might have forgotten how to finish…”

“But you did?” I asked, pinching her soft,
puffy nipple between my thumb and finger and gently twisting
it.

“You saw me,” she said, flicking my tiny,
erect nipple with the tip of a glossy, red fingernail…
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The movers came on Friday and we flew back
home on Saturday. My father had found Ma-Maw a nice little two
bedroom house across town for her to look over. The house was far
enough away for Ma-Maw to have her privacy, yet close enough for us
to visit if she needed anything.

On the drive back home with Ma-Maw, we had
decided to keep things on the up and up until she got settled in
her new house and then we would let things sort themselves out.
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It had been a whole week and the movers were
bringing Ma-Maw’s furniture and stuff today. Of course, I had
volunteered to help out and was up bright and early to head over to
her house. I knew that finally something would happen between us
today. And I had a pretty good idea what it was.

Ma-Maw had been staying at our house, but we
hadn’t chanced anything, playing our grandmother/grandson roles to
the hilt so that no one would guess that anything was going on
between us. It was pretty easy to do as who would suspect anything
so depraved happening between a grandmother and her grandson?
Really? A grandmother and her grandson? NO, Never…

We were out of the house before my dad and
mom were even up. I wondered what would happen when we were finally
alone without any prying eyes on us as would be the case in moments
as I held the door open for Ma-Maw. As she slid in under the
steering wheel I saw the slit running up the side of her caftan
flutter open revealing an enticing swath of creamy white thigh to
my curious inquiring eyes. Expecting her to brush the gown back
down, I was pleasantly surprised when she didn’t. Like a moron, I
just stood there staring down at her pale white leg and hip as she
laid her purse on the console. And then it dawned on me, I didn’t
see any evidence of panties. Was she naked under her caftan
again?

“Jason, you can close the door now,” Ma-Maw
softly chuckled, pushing the start button and glancing back up at
the front door in case someone was watching. “And my face is up
here,” she whispered.

“Huh? Oh, yeah,” I lamely mumbled, easing
the door shut and nervously glancing back up at the house too. I
didn’t see anyone so I quickly trotted around to the other side of
Ma-Maw’s black Escalade Cadillac, I jerked my door open and slid
inside. Fastening my seatbelt, I peered across the leather console,
where the hem of Ma-Maw’s caftan was draped across her thighs,
leaving her legs bare from mid-thigh down to her bare foot as she
had slipped her high heels off to drive.

“So, alone at last…” Ma-Maw smiled, backing
down the driveway and turning out onto the street. “I’m going to
run by Dunkin’ and pick up some doughnuts and then we can head over
to the house.”

“Cool…” I feebly replied, wishing that we
were going straight to the house to give us some time before the
movers got there. This was the first time we’d been alone since
we’d gotten back. And to say I was more than a little horny would
be an understatement. I hadn’t dated since we’d returned home, not
wanting Ma-Maw to think I was less than serious about our little
affaire d’amour. It was a little crazy, no a lot crazy, that I
wasn’t dating girls my own age because I was involved with my
grandmother. It was sick! But I didn’t care. That’s the way things
were, so get used to it.

“I’ve missed being alone with you, Ma-Maw,”
I told her, leaning toward her, draping my arm across the console
and pushing my hand up under the slit running down the side of her
flowing caftan.

“I’ve missed being alone with you, too,
darling,” Ma-Maw smiled at me as I felt her legs part enough for my
hand to slip down between them. “Maybe, if we hurry, we’ll have a
little time to ourselves before the movers arrive,” she told me, my
fingers brushing up against the soft, slippery flesh between her
legs as I felt the car accelerate.

“That would be fantastic,” I grinned, softly
probing the silky lips searching for the tip of her clit.

Then I heard a quick intake of breath as
Ma-Maw flinched when my fingertips brushed across the swollen
nub.

“It’s so sensitive…” she murmured, her
knuckles whitening as she grasped the wheel tighter, her butt
sliding forward on the seat, her pussy tilting up.

Then I began to strum my fingers up and down
on her clit as she drove along.

A couple of blocks later, Ma-Maw suddenly
shoved my hand out from under her caftan, scooted back against the
back of her seat and anxiously shoved her dress back down her
exposed thigh. “Police—” she hissed, as out of the corner of my
eye, I saw a police car driving up alongside the caddy. Leaning
back away from the console, I smiled at the cop’s enquiring look as
he drove by us then slowed down to drive alongside us. Thankfully,
Dunkin Doughnuts showed up on our right as Ma-Maw signaled and
turned into the parking lot while the cop continued on down the
street.

Pulling into the parking spot, Ma-Maw
glanced down the street, watching the policeman continue on.

“Whew. It’s amazing how paranoid I feel,”
she mumbled, flipping open her purse and pulling out a couple of
twenties. “Get a dozen donuts and six coffees,” she told me,
handing me the money. “I’ll wait out here.”

“Okay,” I told her, taking the money and
sliding out of the car.

I was back in in five minutes struggling to
balance the dozen donuts and the tray with the six cups of coffee
as I slid back into the car. Now I wouldn’t be able to pursue my
earlier pursuits, I disappointedly thought as Ma-Maw pulled back
out onto the street and headed for the house. Ten long anxious
minutes later, we pulled into the driveway at Ma-Maw’s new
residence.

It was only seven-fifteen and the movers
weren’t due to arrive until nine o’clock.
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 “I can’t
wait to move into my new house,” Ma-Maw bubbled, shoving open her
door and unfolding out onto the driveway while I struggled with the
coffee and donuts. I finally extricated myself from the car without
spilling either and stood watching my mother quickly striding up
the front walk with her long, flowing caftan billowing out around
her like a flag fluttering in the breeze. But as it did, other
parts of the gown clung to her like it had been glued, highlighting
and emphasizing the swell of her prominent breasts. And I couldn’t
wait to get my hands on them. I’d almost forgotten how soft and
cushy they felt.

“Aren’t you coming?” I heard Ma-Maw ask me
as she stopped in front of the door and looked back over at me
while I stood staring at her like some dumb-ass ten-year-old
kid.

“Not yet—” I grinned, clumsily following her
footsteps up the walk.

“Silly,” Ma-Maw laughed, unlocking the front
door as I clambered up beside her. “But, Ma-Maw’s going to fix
that.”

“I can’t wait…” I told her, stumbling over
the threshold and nearly dumping everything on the carpet.

“Why don’t you take that stuff out to the
kitchen and I’ll have something to show you when you get back,” she
smiled at me, dropping her hand down and giving my cock a rough
squeeze through my jeans.

“Yes, Ma’am—” I muttered, lurching myself in
the direction of what I thought was the kitchen. Luckily, I was
right and I set the donuts and coffee on the counter before turning
and heading back to the living room.

Stepping back out through the doorway, I was
stopped dead in my tracks when I saw Ma-Maw standing in the middle
of the bare, empty room smiling back at me.

“Actually, I have more than one thing to
show you,” she chuckled, seeing the happy look on my face.

And that she did as she had the stretchy
neckline of her caftan pulled down and hooked under her big saggy
tits that were swinging and swaying from side to side as she rolled
her shoulders to make them do so.

“Well, are you going to stand over there
staring at them…or are you going to come over here and do something
with them?” she snickered.

I was across the room in a heartbeat,
stepping up to her, wrapping my arm around her, pulling her to me
as I roughly clutched and groped a soft, cushy breast in each hand.
As I eagerly groped her breasts, I crushed my lips against her
kissable lips while we slowly, clumsily melted down onto the
carpeted floor. I don’t even remember how it happened, but the next
thing I knew, Ma-Maw was standing on her hands and knees in front
of me. I was standing on my knees behind her staring down at the
outline of her butt that was hidden under the thin material of her
caftan.

“Does Jason want to fuck his Ma-Maw?” she
purred, spreading her legs, slowly rocking her hips from side to
side and waggling her ass at me.

“Yesss—” I hissed, reaching down, fumbling
with the snap on my pants while Ma-Maw spread her long legs wider
apart and continued to tease me with her jiggling, satin-covered
ass. At last I got my pants open and spread apart. Frustrated, I
hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my shorts and impatiently
shoved them down around my knees. As I did, my cock sprang out of
them, stiff and hard as a warped two by four curving up out of my
hairy groin.

Then still standing on my knees behind my
grandmother ass, I breathlessly reached down to the hem of her
caftan that was now draped across her calves. Grasping the satiny
cloth, I slowly, expectantly lifted it up the backs of her thighs
to expose the splendor of the two globes of creamy white ass flesh.
Her ass was stunning. Full, round cheeks of quivering, jiggling
flesh, pale white from lack of exposure to the light, they were
spectacular.

“Fucking beautiful, Ma-Maw—” I fawned,
continuing to push the caftan up the long sweep of her graceful
back until it was touching her shoulder blades. Then I let go of
it, leaving it draped across her upper back. Reverently brushing
the tips of my fingers down the soft, smooth roundness of her ass,
I leaned down and affectionately placed a soft lingering kiss in
the center of each soft, yielding cheek. I couldn’t resist the
temptation to take it a step further as I gently grasped a cheek in
each hand and slowly spread them apart to bare the dark, pink
circle of fluted flesh between them.

“Jason…” I heard Ma-Maw softly complain,
then I blew a soft breath of air across the pleated pucker and
watched it clench tighter. Leaning closer, I pressed my lips
against it and eased out my tongue. Gently probing the tight
pucker, I fluttered my tongue all over it.

“Jason, darling…” I heard her complain
again. But instead of pulling away, she pushed back against my
curious tongue. Then, just as I felt my tongue penetrate the tight,
little sphincter ever-so slightly, she pulled away from me.

“Fuck me, Jason. Fuck your Ma-Maw, darling,”
she groaned and I could hear the need in her quavering voice.

Leaning back up, letting go of the cheeks of
her ass, I reached down between her legs and grabbed hold of my
stiff cock and lifted it up to the cleft of oozing pink flesh
between her spread legs. Curling my hand around her hip, softly
probing the slippery flesh, I searched for the opening of her sex
and quickly felt the barbed tip of my cock slip inside of her
pussy. She was so hot and wet, I easily penetrated the clasping,
clinging breach as I let go of my cock and pulled her back onto my
impatient maleness. Maybe I hadn’t been expecting Ma-Maw’s pussy to
be so supple and tight at first, but it was as snug and
constricting as any pussy I’d ever fucked. As I drew back and
plunged back into the accepting socket, the loud, wet slap of our
bodies echoed back off the bare walls of the empty room making it
sound even more vulgar and coarse. Within moments were rocking back
and forth as Ma-Maw’s big tits hung down under her swinging and
swaying up and down in rhythm with the pummeling her poor pussy was
taking from my oversized organ. If only the movers weren’t coming I
wishfully thought. We could spend the whole day making mad,
passionate love.

 

Ma-Maw had her arms stretched out in front
of her, elbows locked as she dug her fingers down into the carpet
to hold on while I pumped into her wet, juicy cunt like there was
no tomorrow, no movers, no mom and dad. It was just me and Ma-Maw
and this was only the christening of her new home where if I had
anything to say about it, this same scene would play out over and
over again.

Ma-Maw’s butt and thighs were sopping wet
from all the juice she was pumping out while I humped my big dick
in and out of her pussy. I’d never seen a woman spew out so much
stuff before.

“Oh, Jason, Jason, I’m going to come, I’m
going to come,” Ma-Maw groaned out, shoving herself back at me
every time I drove into her. She was taking me balls deep on every
stroke and they were about to explode, too as they scrunched up
against my pistoning prick tighter and tighter.

Just then, just as I was about to blow, we
were interrupted by the loud hissing of air brakes out in front of
the house. The fucking movers were here. They were fucking early.
Bastards, I cursed, pulling back and jerking my primed cock out of
her, before it erupted.

“Damn, Damn, Damn—” Ma-Maw cursed, shoving
up onto her knees, letting her caftan fall down around her hips as
I staggered up onto my feet. Reaching out, I let Ma-Maw grab hold
of my hands and pull herself up onto her high heels before I
started struggling with my pants, trying to get my cock stuffed
back inside them before the movers rang the doorbell.

“What fucking timing,” Ma-Maw muttered,
running her hands down her caftan, smoothing out the wrinkles as I
finally got my stiff, juice-drenched penis crammed back down inside
my pants just as the doorbell rang.

I was so horny I ached all over as the
movers started bringing in the furniture. My poor cock wouldn’t go
down and stayed hard as a rock. It was almost like it was punishing
me for making it wait. And I knew that my balls had to be a pretty
shade of royal blue. And I couldn’t get the image of Ma-Maw’s
perfect round ass out of my mind as every time I looked at her, it
sprang back into my mind. So round, so pale, so perfect. Then I
began to fantasize about fucking it and that only made me harder.
It got so bad, I borrowed Ma-Maw’s car, drove back to my house and
changed into a baggy pair of swimming trunks so it wouldn’t show so
much and give me a little more freedom of movement.

I was glad my folks weren’t at home. It
would have been sort of hard to explain. Well, Mom, Dad, you see
it’s like this. Ma-Maw and I were fucking and the movers came and
we had to stop. Now I have this roaring hard on and it just won’t
go away, so I need some pants that hide it. Yeah, that would have
gone over like a lead balloon…

Ma-Maw and I were like a pair of frustrated
teenagers and the day passed slowly in a blur of secret gropes,
lustful glimpses and wishful thoughts. But at last, the movers
gathered up their stuff and departed around five o’clock. I’d spent
part of the day setting up the bed in Ma-Maw’s bedroom and one in
the guest room. The one in the guest room for decorum’s sake, in
case my folks showed up, because I was planning on spending the
night with Ma-Maw so we could finally finish what we had started
this morning before we were so rudely interrupted.

“I didn’t think they would ever leave,”
Ma-Maw complained as we stood at the window watching the movers
packing up their truck and preparing to depart. I was standing
behind her, looking over her shoulder as she leaned back against
me, suggestively rolling her hips and rubbing her soft, pillowy ass
against the steel rod sticking up out of my crotch. I had my arms
curled around her, my hands cupping her big tits, lovingly
squeezing, kneading them, pinching her swollen nipples through the
thin caftan. They were hard and stiff, too, just like my cock.

Working my cock up and down the crack of her
delightful ass, I slowly nibbled up her neck as she watched out the
window. Her skin was so soft and silky smooth and I was drowning in
the bouquet of her perfume by the time I made it to her ear.

Gently nipping the lobe of her ear, I
whispered, “I love you, Ma-Maw—” and felt her melt back against me,
her arms curling back around my hips, her hands clasping my ass
through my trunks and pulling me against her butt.

“I love you, Jason, darling…” she murmured,
leaning back, resting the back of her head on my shoulder as we
wallowed in the sheer degeneracy of our wickedness. Standing behind
the translucent curtains, with our eyes closed, buried in the
sinfulness of our secret affair, we didn’t see the car pull into
the driveway beside Ma-Maw’s Cadillac, but we heard the muted
thumps of the car doors being slammed shut. As our eyes flew open,
we saw that it was my mom and dad and they were coming up the walk
with what looked to be supper. The sacks and the tub my father was
carrying had red and white stripes and the familiar face of Colonel
Sanders smiling back at us.

“Fuck—” I heard Ma-Maw curse under her
breath as I stepped back, dropping my arms, grabbing hold of my
cock, shoving it around in my trunks trying to make it less
conspicuous. Ma-Maw quickly fluffed her short, frosted hair a
couple of time and ran her hands down her caftan.

“Yeah, I wish…” I mumbled, quickly stepping
over to the couch and plopping down on it hoping my parents
wouldn’t notice my cock.

Then the doorbell rang. Plucking at her
dress, smoothing it, Ma-Maw walked over to the front door. Turning
and giving me an exasperated smile, she took a deep breath and
opened the door.

“Amy, Henry, I didn’t know you were coming
over,” Ma-Maw told them, stepping back so they could come in.

“Just thought a little KFC might taste good
after a day of moving,” my dad grinned, walking over to the coffee
table and setting the bucket down while my mom deposited the sacks
down beside it. “And we can give Jason a ride home so you won’t
have to bother.”

“Oh, didn’t he tell you,” Ma-Maw quickly
chimed it. “He’s staying to help me finish unpacking. I’ll can
bring him home tomorrow afternoon.”

I was beginning to feel a little like a
piece of furniture myself, the way they were talking about me.

“Right, Jason?” I heard Ma-Maw ask me.

“Uh, yeah, sure, fine with me,” I happily
agreed.

“Well, then, I guess that’s decided,” my
father smiled. “Let’s eat.”
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It was seven o’clock before dad and I got
the living room all set up with the TV and Ma-Maw’s entertainment
system.

“Well, I suppose you two are pooped from all
the moving,” dad said as he stood by my mom with his arm casually
draped around her waist.

“I know I am,” I joined it, wishing they
would leave. And the sooner the better. I’d been waiting all day
for this.

“Well, night, Mom,” dad finally said, giving
Ma-Maw a quick peck on the cheek. “And you behave yourself,” he
said to me, smiling to me to show me he was just teasing. If he
only knew what was going to happen when he and mom were gone, I
laughed to myself. He wouldn’t believe it. Ma-Maw and me? Why would
he have any reason to believe anything like that?

“Night, Emily,” mom said leading the way out
as dad held the door open for her. Ma-Maw and I stood in the
doorway watching them as they got in the car and slowly backed down
the driveway. Then, with one final wave, Ma-Maw closed the door and
we were finally alone. At last, there was nothing to prevent us
from finishing what we had started this morning. It seemed like
that had been days ago.

“I can’t believe it. We’re finally all
alone…” Ma-Maw smiled, dropping her hand down and groping the front
of my trunks searching for the petrified log hidden among the folds
of cloth. “Oh, my goodness,” she giggled, finding and squeezing my
cock through my trunks. “He’s hard already.”

“He’s been like that all day long, Ma-Maw,”
I fussed, wrapping my arm around her waist, pulling her against me,
pawing her breast through her caftan while I found her soft,
kissable lips with mine. Her fingers tightened their hold on me as
we kissed with pent-up frustration of a whole day’s abstinence.
Peeling back the flap of cloth hiding the frogs on her shoulder, I
fumbled with them until I had all of them unfastened. Then I
stepped back. As I did, Ma-Maw reached up and pushed the caftan
down off her other shoulder. When the dress slipped down over her
shoulder, the whole caftan suddenly sent slithering down her body
to land in a jumbled tangle of cloth at her feet.

Reaching out, holding onto my shoulders to
balance herself, she lifted her feet one at a time and stepped out
of the discarded dress. When she did, I watched her big, saggy
boobs heavily jiggle and bob as she hooked the caftan on the sharp
point of one of her high heels and flicked it aside.

I still got a thrill every time I saw my
grandmother naked and I felt a tickle of excitement shiver through
my granite-hard prick. Reaching out, I cupped one of her droopy
tits, lifted it as I leaned down and pursed my eager lips around
its stiff, swollen nipple. Giving the rubbery pap a gentle suck, I
felt Ma-Maw’s arm curl around behind my head and cradle me against
her soft, acquiescent breast. As I softly suckled her breast, I
felt her hand force its way down under the waistband and into my
trunks. Then her fingers curled around my stiff, unyielding
manhood, squeezing, fondling it.

Then with an impatient exhalation, she
stepped back breaking my lip-lock on her breast and pulling her
clutching hand out of my trunks. Suddenly she dropped to her knees
in front of me and curled her long, slender fingers under the
elastic waistband of my trunks. With a soft grunt, she jerked down,
pulling my trunks down and freeing my stiff, jutting, impatient
penis. It was so hard, it curved, its big purple head rubbing
against my tensed belly leaving it glistening with a film of
pre-fuck.

“It’s so hard—” Ma-Maw whispered, wrapping
her fingers around it, bending it down toward her soft, red
lips.

Curling my hips toward her, I watched her
lips open just as the round tip of the head brushed against them.
Then the long, tapered head disappeared between her lips as she
gave it a loud, slurping suck. I almost lost it right there. But I
held it back, somehow as she sucked more and more of it into her
hot, wet mouth. There was just something so wicked, so degenerate
about watching my grandmother sucking on my cock.

“Ma-Maw—” I snorted, pushing, forcing my
cock deeper into her mouth until I felt it bump against the opening
of her throat. Then her long fingers spread out on my belly,
pushing me back as she gave out a soft gag. Then still holding my
cock in her mouth, she sucked in a big breath of air around it and
leaned forward. The head of my dick nudged against the tight
opening again, but this time, Ma-Maw’s fingers curled around my
hips, her fingernails digging in as she pulled and strained against
the round bulbous head. Suddenly, she gagged again as I felt the
head of my dick slide into her throat. She was deep throating me!
My grandmother was deep throating my frigging cock!

Then as I stared down at her in stunned
disbelief, her nose dug into my belly. Her lips, her soft, red lips
were now buried down in the bush of curly hairs encircling the
thick base of my cock. She had the whole thing in her mouth and
throat. She had taken all eight inches. How had she done it? No
woman had ever done that to me before.

She swallowed. I felt her throat clutch at
my cock, once, twice and then again before she leaned back. I heard
her give out another gag as my wet, spit-slathered penis came
slowly slithering back out from between her lips.

As my dick popped out of her mouth, she
sucked in a deep breath of air and quickly swallowed three or four
times as a gob of bubbly spit dribbled down onto my balls and
slowly dripped down toward the carpet in a long stringy strand
while my cock twitched and jerked above it.

“Did you like that?” Ma-Maw smiled up at me,
slowly licking her little pink tongue around her lips.

“It was fucking fantastic—” I gasped,
stepping back out of my discarded trunks as Ma-Maw held her hands
up to me for me to help her back up onto her high heeled pumps.

“I didn’t know if I could do it or
not…you’re so big,” she softly laughed as I pulled her up.

“God, Ma-Maw, you’re just the best ever. And
I can’t believe this is really happening,” I bumbled, pulling her
into my arms and planting a kiss right on her soft, kissable
lips.

As we kissed, her fingers found my hard,
jutting cock, squeezing it, fondling it until we finally broke for
air.

“Come…I’ve been waiting all day to finally
get you alone. There’s so much I want to do for you,” she
whispered. “But first your grandmother needs a good fucking. You
think you can do that for her?”

“I’ve been waiting too, Ma-Maw,” I grinned,
dropping my hand down, cupping a soft, round ass cheek and giving
it a rough squeeze.

“And maybe even some of that, too,” she
laughed, clutching my peter tighter, “if you’re a good little
boy.”

Her ass? She was going to let me fuck her in
the ass? Just the thought made my prick twitch down in her
hand.

“Oh, does that make Ma-Maw’s little man
hot?” she laughed, clopping out into the hallway, dragging me along
by my cock. “Just like your Pa-Paw. He liked to fuck my ass,
too.”

Following along behind her as she dragged me
down the hallway, I looked down and studied the object of my
fascination. I watched the pale white cheeks quiver and ripple with
every clopping step she took. I tried to picture Ma-Maw on her
hands and knees with Pa-Paw crouched over with his cock shoved down
in her tight little tush.

My cock twitched again.

“Have you ever done it to a woman there?”
Ma-Maw asked me over her shoulder.

“No, not there…” I sheepishly confessed.
“But I’ve always wanted to,” I added, for some dumb reason.

“Men—” Ma-Maw chuckled, sitting down on the
edge of her bed. “Always wanting to have the biggest cock and use
it on a woman’s ass.”

I couldn’t believe Ma-Maw was talking so
crude. Being so casual about it. Fucking her in the ass would be
the crème-de-le-crème. The cherry on top.

Then Ma-Maw slowly pushed back onto the bed,
spreading her long legs and resting her weight on her elbows.

“Why don’t you give Ma-Maw’s little pussy a
kiss and show her how much you love her,” she smiled, splaying out
her legs, reaching down and trailing her long, slender fingers down
the weeping cleft of pink flesh.

Dropping onto my knees beside the bed, I
buried my face down between her legs and began licking. I loved
eating pussy and Ma-Maw’s pussy was the hottest, tastiest pussy I’d
ever eaten. Sweet as honey.

“Do you like eating Ma-Maw’s pussy?” she
purred, lovingly running her long fingers through my hair as I
eagerly lapped at the slippery folds of her pussy.

“Ummmm-huh, tastes like honey,” pausing for
a moment to mumble out into her pussy.

“Funny,” she murmured. “That’s what your
Pa-Pas Emil used to say. You’re so much like him. Maybe that’s why
I did what I did. But who really knows why? It just seemed like the
right thing to do…at the time. Maybe I just needed a good
fucking—”

Pausing again, I lifted my face up out from
between her legs and looked up into her eyes.

“You’re not having second thoughts, are
you?” I asked her, looking into her teary, blue eyes. “About
us?”

“No, darling, I’m not having second
thoughts…about us,” she smiled, kissing the tips of her fingers and
pressing them against my juice smeared lips.

“Good,” I mumbled, dropping my lips back
down on her pussy, gently nipping and sucking, sucking her thick,
gorged lips in between my lips. They were so soft and plump as I
gently nibbled on them for a few seconds then let them slither out
from between my lips and went in search for Ma-Maw’s clit. Licking
my tongue up the cleft between her lips, I finally found the little
round nub sticking out of its fleshy hood. I felt Ma-Maw flinch as
she made a soft, cooing moan when I brushed my tongue across her
clit.

“Oh, Jason, my darling, my darling…” she
murmured, rolling her hips, lifting her legs up and draping them
across my shoulders, trapping my head between her silky-smooth
thighs. Her long, sharp fingernails were digging into my scalp as
she guided my lapping tongue to just where she wanted it.

“Oh, yes, darling, lick it there, oh, yes,
darling right there…lick Ma-Maw’s clit, darling.”

Swirling my tongue round and round it, I
flicked it and fluttered my tongue all over it as Ma-Maw squirmed
and wriggled on the bed.

“I love it, darling. I love the way you lick
my clit. You make Ma-Maw feel so good, darling, I don’t want you to
ever stop,” she gushed out, her thighs clamping tighter against my
cheeks, the round heels of her high-heeled pumps pressing down
against my back to give her leverage to grind her clit against my
lips. My poor balls were aching from the pent up anticipation of
the day. I felt like if I didn’t come pretty soon, they just might
burst.

“Do you want to fuck your Ma-Maw, Jason?”
Ma-Maw whispered, rolling her hips, painting my face with the
thick, gooey overflow. Was she reading my mind? God, yes, I wanted
to fuck her.

“Yes—” I hissed out onto her clit.

“Do it then, darling. Come up here and fuck
your Ma-Maw—” she murmured, pushing me out from between her legs as
she dug her spike heels into the mattress and pushed herself back
to the middle of the bed. It only took me a couple of seconds to
stagger to my feet and climb up on the bed. And in less time than
it takes to tell, I was up between Ma-Maw’s outstretched legs. My
cock was sticking out under my belly, hard and stiff as an iron rod
as I dipped my hips and let my grandmother guide it down to the
weeping pink flesh between her legs.

“Ma-Maw—” I groaned, curling my hips,
thrusting, probing the slippery flesh trying to find her pussy.

“Oh, yes, darling, yes—” Ma-Maw gasped as I
felt my cock slide down into the hot, clutching socket of her sex.
She was so hot, so tight as I pushed in deeper and deeper until our
bellies lewdly smack together.

“Fuck Ma-Maw, darling, fuck me,” she
pleaded, her fingernails digging into my waist, her hands
frantically pushing and pulling on me, jerking me back and
forth.

Kicking my ass into gear, I began to fuck
her with deep, teeth-jarring strokes. I’d never fucked a hotter,
wetter pussy. It was like having slippery liquid silk wrapped
around my pistoning cock. And the fact it was my grandmother’s
pussy, well, that made it seem even hotter.

“Jason, darling, I love you—” Ma-Maw
bubbled, draping her long legs over mine. Her long, sharp
fingernails were digging into my skin, her hands pushing and
pulling, urging me on as the bed shook and lurched under us. Sweat
acted as a lubricant, a slippery film between our bodies as we
rocked together in incestuous harmony. I could feel Ma-Maw’s big
tits sloshing up and down under me, rolling in tempo with the
pounding assault I was inflicting upon her willing, receptive cunt.
Her big, blue eyes had a crazed, impatient look, her brow frowning
as she feverishly worked toward her release.

“Oh, yes, Jason, yes, is it good for you,
darling?” she breathlessly babbled. “I’m not too old?”

“God, no, Ma-Maw, not too old,” I whimpered,
wondering what she must have been like when she was younger. I
don’t think I could have kept up with her if she was younger. It
was perfect. I couldn’t ask for more—

“Oh, my darling, darling—” she whispered,
kicking her legs up, throwing her knees out to the side as she
drove her heels into my bounding ass. “I love it-I love it—” she
babbled, her heels slapping against my ass faster and faster as she
drove me on.

I was going to blow. I couldn’t hold it
back. The fire inside my cock was too hot.

“Gonna-gonna-Ma-Maw—” I blathered out.

“Yes, darling, give it to me, give Ma-Maw
all of it, darling,” she cooed, her hands frantically flitting up
and down my back, urging me on, coaxing me to empty my balls into
her.

A spasm of electric pleasure fired off in
brain as my cock erupted down inside the hot, sucking core of
Ma-Maw’s gluttonous cunt as my cum spurted out into her in thick,
creamy globules.

“Yes-darling-yes—” Ma-Maw raved, clamping me
between her thighs, her fingernails digging into my ass somehow
pulling me even deeper into her clutching, milking pussy. The
feelings couldn’t be put into words other than to say it was
indescribable. I was coming in my grandmother’s cunt and she was
sucking out every last drop of cum I could give her.

Then in the midst of my calamitous eruption,
I realized that Ma-Maw hadn’t finished. Suddenly, I was flung from
the heights of ecstasy to the depths of despair.

“You-you didn’t finish,” I blubbered, as the
last eruptive spasm tickled through my cock and it spewed out the
last of my load into Ma-Maw’s cum-filled, overflowing cunt.

“Don’t worry, darling, don’t worry…” she
comforted me. “I will…later.”

I felt like a colossal failure. I’d been too
selfish and self-centered to worry about my grandmother’s needs. I
was a spoiled brat.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized. She must think
I’m such a fucking klutz. Suddenly, I was ten years old again.
Visiting my grandmother. I had sneaked into the kitchen and stole
the last cookie out of the cookie jar. In some crazy, convoluted
way, this brought me back today. The cookie jar was a black and
white cow with the biggest, pinkest udder imaginable. I don’t even
know why I remembered the cookie jar except for the cow’s big, pink
udder. But really, that is neither here nor there. I just
remembered that just as I swallowed the last bite of the
commandeered cookie, my grandmother had walked into the kitchen. I
don’t know what gave me away. My guilty look? The empty cookie jar?
My grandmother’s seeming clairvoyance? But whatever it was, I
realized I should have asked before I took the cookie.

“Oh, my,” I remember hearing my grandmother
say as she stepped over to the cookie jar and peeked inside it. “I
was going to have a cookie, but I see that there aren’t any. I
thought there was one left.”

Now I felt the same way today as I had that
day so long ago. My grandmother had wanted a cookie and I had taken
it from her. Now I was that same sniveling little kid. My
grandmother had wanted to finish and I couldn’t make her. It was
the same difference…wasn’t it? Maybe so, but on a much, more
degenerative scale. And so much more depraved.

“I’m sorry, I sniveled again, slowly pulling
my deflating cock back down the channel of Ma-Maw’s drenched
pussy.

“Will you stop?” she muttered. “I told you I
would finish later.”

God, what an idiot I was. I had fucked up
big time by not holding back until she finished and now I was
acting like a spoiled, little baby. Just shut up.

Rolling off, I flopped down on the bed
beside her, wallowing in my own self-pity.

“I’ll be right back,” I heard Ma-Maw tell me
as she swung her long legs off the edge of the bed and pushed up
onto her high heels. “Don’t go anywhere…and I’ll have a little
surprise for you when I get back.”

A surprise? For me? What? A cookie, I
miserably wondered? I couldn’t stop myself from watching Ma-Maw’s
pale, round butt ripple and twitch as she briskly stepped across
the room to her bathroom. Wait. Hadn’t she said something about a
piece of her ass earlier? Was that what she was talking about? I
felt a tiny, little jiggle of excitement shiver through my cock as
the thought of fucking my grandmother in the ass filled my evil
brain.

It seemed like an eternity before Ma-Maw
came back out of the bathroom as I lay impatiently waiting,
fiddling with my limp dick, trying to coax some life back into
it.

She was still beautifully naked and had a
damp washcloth in her hand.

“Did you miss me?” she smiled, sitting down
on the edge of the bed, glancing down at my uncooperative
prick.

“A bunch,” I snickered, watching her reach
over to her nightstand and pull out the drawer.

“Do you think you’ve been a good, little
boy?” she asked me, reaching down into the drawer, then pausing to
wait for my answer.

“Uh, I guess, uh, why?”

“If you think you’ve been a good, little
boy, I was going to give you the surprise I mentioned earlier.”

“And what would that surprise be?” I
grinned, sort of enjoying the little teasing game she was playing
with me.

“Why, my ass, of course. Didn’t you know
that?”

“You’re, uh, you’re ass?” I croaked. I
couldn’t believe it. She was actually offering me a piece of her
ass?

“Well?” she smirked, still waiting, holding
her hand down inside the drawer.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I grinned.

“Another way you’re like your Pa-Paw was,”
she frowned, digging her hand down into the drawer deeper and
bringing out a dispenser of what I assumed was lubricant and a
white, plastic vibrator. “He most certainly liked an occasional
piece of my ass, too.”

“Uh, we don’t, uh, we don’t have to, you
know if you don’t want to,” I mumbled, kicking myself for trying to
talk Ma-Maw out of it.

“Who said I didn’t want to,” she softly
laughed, laying the vibrator and dispenser down on the bed like a
surgeon laying out his tools. “I like anal every once in a while,
too.”

Un-fucking-believable! My grandmother liked
anal? I’d died and gone to heaven. Hell, I didn’t even know that a
woman could like anal—

“You look surprised,” she smiled, reaching
up to the head of the bed and pulling one of the pillows down
beside her hip.

“Uh, yeah, a little, I guess,” I told her,
watching her roll over onto her tummy and pushed the pillow under
it. Now she was laying on the pillow which did a good job of
lifting her ass up in the air just enough to make it more
accessible.

“Anal can be a pleasant experience…if you
take your time and give the woman time to relax and enjoy it.”

“Uh, okay, uh, what do you want me to
do?”

“Here, take this and spread it all over my
little winkie,” she told me, looking over her shoulder as she
shoved the lube down to me. “That is another secret. Use lots and
lots of lube. Remember that.”

Was that little tidbit of information for my
general knowledge, or did it infer that there would be more
opportunities to use it with her? I wondered.

Picking up the dispenser, I saw that it was
Carrageenan Gently Natural Personal Lubricant. Or at least
that’s what it said on the label. I’d never heard of it before. I
thought you just used KY jelly or Vaseline or something.

I was suddenly bashful. What did you do?
Just glop it on? She must have read my mind.

“Just spread it all over my winkie. My
anus,” she told me, slowly spreading her legs apart and baring the
wet, juicy pink flesh below the round, pale cheeks of her ass.

“I’ve never done this before,” I mumbled
squeezing a big glob out on the tips of my fingers.

“Slow and easy. Just remember there’s no
need to rush. Neither one of us is going anywhere soon,” she
purred, rolling her hips, pushing her ass higher in the air.

Reaching over, I tried to be gentle as I
spread out my fingers and thumb, spreading the fleshy cheeks of her
ass apart to reveal the creased little pucker between them.

I’d kissed her there before. Had that been
what set us off for this little journey into anal? Holding her
cheeks apart with my fingers, I leaned down and teased the tip of
my tongue around the fluted circle. As I did, I saw Ma-Maw’s anus
clench tighter.

“Such a naughty, little boy,” Ma-Maw
teasingly scolded me, rolling her hips, wriggling her ass, pushing
back against my probing tongue.

“I think Ma-Maw likes having her little
winkie licked,” I teased back.

“Maybe…” she laughed.

After a little while, I leaned back up and
delicately started spreading the liquid gel all over and around the
fragile opening. I tried to picture Pa-Paw Emil kissing Ma-Maw
there. Fucking her there. Fucking her in the ass. It was about then
that I realized I was almost fully recharged again. I couldn’t wait
to fuck her in the ass, but she had told me to take it slow and
easy and that was what I was going to do. Slow and easy.

Squeezing out some more of the slippery goo
on my fingertips, I smeared a second coat on her ass.

“Put some inside me. Inside me with your
finger…” she instructed me. I should have thought of that, I told
myself. But I hadn’t wanted Ma-Maw to think I was…I was what? I was
going to fuck her ass wasn’t I? My finger wasn’t anywhere near as
big as my cock.

Squeezing out more of the glop on my finger,
I placed it on the center of the stared circle and began to gently
push. To my amazement, my finger easily penetrated the slippery
opening and within seconds I had my finger buried up to its last
knuckle down inside my grandmother’s ass. Even so, I couldn’t
believe how hot and tight her asshole was. I could only imagine how
it would feel wrapped around my cock.

“I think that’s enough,” Ma-Maw finally told
me, giving my finger one last clutch with her supple little hole
before I pulled back out of her. . “Now your cock.”

Squeezing out another glop of the slippery
lube in my hand, I quickly spread a liberal coating of the goop all
over my big prick.

“Now use this,” she told me as I heard the
humming buzz of the vibrator. Did she want me to put the vibrator
in her ass? Fuck her in the ass with it?

“Just play with Ma-Maw’s winkie a little
while. Get it nice and relaxed before you put that horse cock of
yours in it.”

It made me feel funny to hear my grandmother
call my cock a horse cock. I wasn’t that big. Maybe Pa-Paw Emil was
small? She had said I was bigger…but not how much bigger.

Spreading the pale cheeks of Ma-Maw’s ass
wider apart, I hesitantly seated the rounded tip of the vibrator on
the center of the little dark pucker of flesh and began to
push.

“Tease it a little first…” Ma-Maw
complained, wriggling her hips and dislodging the toy.

“Sorry, didn’t know…” I mumbled. Then I
began to slowly circle the tip of the purring vibe round and round
the creased pucker. As I did, I saw it clench tighter, contracting
down into a tight, little button of flesh.

“Oh, that tickles,” she giggled, rolling her
hips, squirming on the pillow.

After a few seconds, I saw that her anus was
beginning to relax, the puckered ring of flesh dilating slightly as
Ma-Maw wriggled her butt again.

“You’re a quick learner, Jason, darling,” I
heard Ma-Maw murmur, her anus dilating more. “Now push it in just a
little bit.”

Basking in her praise, I centered the
vibrator and began to gently push. The dark flesh began to stretch,
spreading open wider as the tip of the toy pushed down into it.

“Just a little,” Ma-Maw softly whispered.
“Hold it right there for a little bit.”

Holding it still, I let go of her ass cheeks
and dropped my hand down on the pillow between her outstretched
legs. Then, softly probing the soft, sticky flesh below her ass, I
quickly found her jutting clit and began to tease it with the tip
of my finger.

“Yesssss—” Ma-Maw hissed, wriggling her
hips, pushing back against the vibrator and my flicking finger.
“More…”

Sensing she meant the vibrator, I gently
pushed and it easily stretched her open and slid in deeper until I
had about an inch of it buried down inside Ma-Maw’s tight-fisted
anus.

“Stop—” she winced as I felt the resistance
tighten around the vibe.

Holding it still again, I rubbed her clit
harder, faster. There was no need for lube there, I giddily told
myself as the slippery juices seeping out of her pussy was
providing all that was needed.

After a few seconds, Ma-Maw wriggled her
hips again.

“Push it in,” she whispered, rolling her
hips, pushing back at the embedded toy and taking more of it down
into her hot, clutching ass.

As I pushed again, the buzzing vibrator slid
in all the way up to the thickest part of it hard, round shaft. Now
Ma-Maw’s anus was stretched open so wide, the darkened flesh had
shrank down to almost nothing as I continued to push the humming
vibrator into her ass.

I stopped when there was only an inch left.
Slowly twisting the white, plastic vibe I watched Ma-Maw’s anus
contract down around it and then relax.

“Now—you—” Ma-Maw told me.

A jolt of electric excitement twitched
through my cock as I gently eased the vibrator back out of Ma-Maw’s
clasping asshole. I couldn’t believe it was really happening. I was
going to fuck my grandmother—in the ass!

Dropping the vibrator on the bed, I jerked
my hand away from her pussy and quickly moved up behind her as her
anus collapsed back down on itself. Leaning over her back,
supporting myself on one stiffened arm, I grabbed hold of my cock
and seated its rounded tip in Ma-Maw’s contracting asshole.

“Push—” I heard Ma-Maw softly grunt as she
stiffened her arms and pushed back against me. There was a moment
of resistance as the bulbous head of my penis began to stretch
Ma-Maw’s asshole open again. But, I could feel it sliding into her,
her tight sphincter clamping tighter as I pushed in deeper until
all at once, the head popped into her ass and the rest of my cock
quickly followed suit. I continued to push into her until my belly
bumped up against Ma-Maw’s soft, cushy ass and stopped me.

“Oh, Jason, so fucking big, darling…” Ma-Maw
whimpered as I stood crouched over her back with my dick buried up
to its hairy hilt down inside her tight, clasping ass. I WAS FUCKING MA-MAW IN THE ASS!
Un-fucking-believable—

Standing on the balls of my feet, crouched
over her, my hands wrapped around her waist, I started to pull
back.

“No-wait-wait a little—” I heard Ma-Maw gasp
with a sharp intake of breath. “Let Ma-Maw get used to you before
you start. Okay?”

“Okay,” I mumbled, crouching over her,
trying not to move as I felt her anus contracting around me,
pinching me while I held myself thrust down deep in the clinging
heat of her ass.

“Slow—” I heard Ma-Maw finally whimper after
what seem like hours.

Grunting, I pulled back, straining against
the tight resistance of her clutching asshole. I continued to back
up until I felt the flared rim of the head of my cock nudge up
against the tight sphincter encircling her anus. Then, grunting
again, I slowly pushed back down into the channel of her rectum
until I was once again buried balls deep inside her ass.

“Slow and easy, darling…” Ma-Maw softly
instructed me as she pushed up on her hands and knees under my
belly. Then she slowly rocked forward, pulling her asshole up the
length of my long, thick cock. Then she leaned back while I rocked
forward until my belly slapped up against her ass again. Slowly,
like the slow tick-tock of a metronome, we began to rock back and
forth, my cock easily siding in and out of Ma-Maw’s lubed
asshole.

Did she really like it? Was I hurting her?
Was she just doing it for my sake?

“Does it feel good, Ma-Maw?” I grunted,
holding onto her sweaty waist, digging my fingers into the giving
flesh, holding on while I fucked her ass.

“Yes, darling, it feels good,” she murmured,
“a little faster—” she cooed as she began to rock back and forth
with more impetus. Ma-Maw’s ass was the hottest, tightest place my
lucky cock had ever been in. I could feel what little cum she had
left in my balls from our earlier fuck was beginning to bubble and
boil.

“I think, I think I’m going to come,
Ma-Maw—” I whined, wanting to hold back until Ma-Maw came this
time.

“Hold it, darling. Hold it just a little
bit, for Ma-Maw—” she fussed, rocking back and forth faster and
faster. “Almost—”

Clinging to the last vestiges of my will power, I tried to hold
back, but the burn down inside my cock was burning hotter and
hotter.

But, try as I might, I couldn’t hold back
and I felt my balls constrict as a gush of superheated cum went
jetting out of them and up through my twitching cock.

“Oh-God-so-HOT—” Ma-Maw shrieked as I felt
her asshole begin to contract and dilate around my twitching,
spurting cock. Then her whole body went stiff as she strained back
against me trying to take my erupting penis even deeper into her
ass.

“Coming, Jason, I’m coming…” she whimpered,
her ass collapsing down around me as I pumped it full of my creamy
jism.

It was the most intense, fulfilling orgasm
I’d ever had. But, my reserve of cum had been severely depleted by
my earlier eruption and I could only a meager few spoonfuls of cum
before I was finished, my aching balls drained a second time, but
by Ma-Maw’s gluttonous ass this time…
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This was only the beginning and I spent many
a night at Ma-Maw’s house supposedly playing cards and keeping my
loving grandmother happy. But if my parents had known how I was
really keeping her happy, I don’t think they would have
approved…

 


 The End
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