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TORNADO

 


It was one of those hot,
muggy nights that seemed to make even breathing a chore. The
crickets were playing their little violins and the katydids were
joining in in full force. I was lying in my bed trying to sleep,
hoping that the occasional flicker of lightning off in the distance
might indicate that we were going to get some rain to cool us off
later in the night.

Our motel, "The Straight
Flush" was filled, so Mom had turned on the "NO VACANCY" sign out
front. The door between my room and the motel office was slightly
ajar so I could hear the mumble of the TV and see the dim flicker
of the whitish glow that filled the darkened office. Mom was
obviously watching TV. We weren’t rich and only owned the one TV,
but it didn’t really matter as we could only get two channels on it
and ninety-nine percent of the shows didn’t interest me
anyhow.

It was around ten o’clock
and it felt like it was still around ninety degrees outside. I was
naked and my pajamas were lying in a wadded up heap on the floor
beside my bed. It was just too damned hot to wear them.

I was wondering if I would
ever be able to leave Deer Valley and find a life of my own. I’m
eighteen and I’d made it through the eighth grade before I had to
quit school to help Mom run the Straight Flush. High school, much
less college didn’t seem to be on my radar scope, so I went along
doing what I could to help Mom and I get along. My Pa was never
around to help out with anything. He’d always been a bit of a
drifter, a gambler, and a general ne’er-do-well. Amazingly, he’d
won the motel in a poker game up in Atlanta, back in the day, but
he would avoid anything that remotely resembled work, so that left
running the motel up to Mom and me. I was pretty good with my hands
and did ninety percent of the maintenance and helped out Mom with
the linen, room cleaning and just about anything else that came
along.

Now it was rumored that Pa
wasn’t exactly monogamous. Monogamous? Yeah, I know, that’s a
pretty big word for a guy with an eighth-grade education, but I’d
decided that if I couldn’t go to school, I could improve myself on
my own. Every night I’d take my dictionary and look up twenty words
I’d heard and didn’t know the meaning of and commit them to my
vocabulary. Oh, yeah, monogamous? It means like the practice of
having a sexual relationship with only one partner.

Now Mom seemed to know about
Pa’s wayward ways, because I’d hear them arguing about it
sometimes, but every time I came around they’d stop arguing and
start talking about something else. I couldn’t for the life of me
see what Mom saw in Pa and I don’t know why she put up with it
all.

Now the Straight wasn’t any
Holiday Inn, but Mom and I kept the place clean and in good repair.
The motel was out on Highway 371 on the edge of Deer Valley and had
ten units in it. We rarely received a complaint and most of the
little cards the guests filled out after they stayed gave us an
above average rating.

Mom and I were able to eke
out a living of sorts. There always seemed to be just enough money
to get by on, but it seemed like every time Mom was able to put a
little aside for a rainy day, Dad would show up and we’d be back
right where we started as he would take the money and head off on
some new get-rich quick scheme he’d come up with.

Now Mom weren’t no Marilyn
Monroe, but she was pretty. Maybe she was a little wide across the
stern, and had a bit of a paunch, but it didn’t take away from her
other good looks. At thirty-eight, if there was any flaw in Mom’s
personality maybe it was her vanity for her big breasts. I don’t
even know that you could even call it a flaw, but she did seem to
go out of her way to show them off. Not that I’m complaining you
hear. She’d wear low cut blouses, tight sweaters, even go braless
on occasion which just wasn’t heard of in our neck of the woods.
Her obvious vanity wasn’t lost on Dad either. Hell, maybe that’s
why he’d married her as he was always gawking at them and groping
them when he didn’t think I was watching. On one of his infrequent
visits, Pa had had a couple of glasses of moonshine and we were
just finishing up supper. Mom was wearing one of her lowest-cut
blouses and the majority of her big, creamy-white tits were on
display as usual. I found myself sneaking a peak at them every time
I saw no one was watching me. Now I don’t think of myself as a
pervert or anything, but hell, they were tits! And they were
hanging out right in front of me. What was I supposed to
do?

"Look at all that baby fat,"
I heard my Pa tipsily snicker as he stared at Mom’s
boobs.

"Clarence Hatfield, you
watch your tongue. Not in front of Zeke," she huffed, shuffling
over to the sink with her hands full of dishes.

"Baby Fat, get it, Boy," Pa
guffawed. "Baby...fat."

No, I didn’t get it, but I
guess that he was insinuating some kind of connection between
babies, tits, and fat.

Mom sure didn’t think it was
funny and was back across the room almost before the words were out
of his mouth. Her arm flew back and she slapped him on the cheek so
hard his head went flying back. I was stunned. I’d never seen my
mother retaliate to any of Dad’s crude, coarse language or jokes
and Lord knows there was plenty of opportunities for
that.

Angrily shoving his chair
back, Dad flew out of it with his hand fisted and arm drawn back
threateningly.

"You didn’t have no cause to
go and do that—" he snarled and I could see the muscles in his arm
tightening in preparation to swing.

Reaching over, I grasped
hold of his wrist to stop the swing. Now maybe I didn’t have any
gym to work out in, but I’d made me a set of weights out of cement
and pipes and I worked out in the shed out back where we kept all
the motel cleaning supplies and stuff. I worked out every day for
as long as I could and even if I had to say so myself, I was pretty
bulked out.

The moonshine had apparently
loosened Pa’s tongue and he didn’t seem to care what he said as he
turned and glared at me.

"You in cahoots with her
now?" he barked, trying to jerk his arm away from my hand, but I
was too strong for him and held on.

"Just shut up, Clarence—"
Mom scowled, taking a step back away from him just in
case.

"I get it now," he snorted,
straining to pull his arm away from my clutching hand. "You and
him, huh? The two of you have something going on, don’t you? Hell,
I shoulda seen it, the way you’re fawning all over him all of the
time."

"Are you crazy?" Mom
shouted, drawing her arm back for another swing. "He’s our
son!"

Realizing that the situation
was rapidly spiraling out of control, I stepped in between them and
spun Dad around until he was facing the door.

"Dad, why don’t you just
disappear for a while," I told him, giving him a little shove
toward the door. "You know, until things cool down a
little."

"Yeah, get out of here—I
don’t want to see any more of your ugly face tonight," Mom added
from behind me.

"Shit, I’m outta here. I can
see when I’m not wanted," Dad growled, taking a step toward the
door. "Probably want me outta here so you two can crawl in bed and
fuck, don’t you?"

"Clarence, I’m gonna kill
you—" Mother screamed out at him as she started around me to get at
him.

"Fuck you—and you, too—" Dad
yelled back at us as I threw out my arm to stop Mom while he jerked
the door open and stepped outside, slamming it behind him. As I
flung my arm out, luck or fortune or destiny or whatever would have
it, it smacked right across Mom’s big tits. As both of us stood
there staring at the door, I didn’t move. Her tits were so soft, so
giving as I continued to push my arm against them.

The silence was deafening!
Then I heard my mother crying.

"I’m sorry," she blubbered
as I watched her turn to face me. "It was the moonshine talking. He
didn’t mean it."

The enormity of what he had
just said came crashing down on me like a ton of bricks. Mom and I?
Fucking? The thought of that ever happening was preposterous! It
had never crossed my mind...until now!

"Uh, okay. It’s all right—"
I mumbled, trying to wrap my reeling brain around what Pa had just
said.

"No, it’s not all right. He
shouldn’t have said that. How could he even think that?" she
fumed.

Strangely, Dad’s remark
changed everything between Mom and me. I found myself looking at
Mom in an entirely different and unsettling way. Hell, I told you
that I was eighteen and if a second went by that I wasn’t thinking
about sex, it was a rare one.

 


~~~

 


All that had transpired
about a week ago and things had been kind of tense between Mom and
me since then.

Mom usually wore a flannel
gown at night, but tonight was so hot, I’d seen that she’d opted
out for her little baby-doll pajamas. Although I’d just got a
glimpse of her in it earlier, I saw that it was one of the ones she
wore when Pa was home as you could see right through the thin
material. And what I’d seen was enough to make me want to see more.
I’d been sneaking around and trying to catch another peek and Mom
had apparently caught on as she slipped her housecoat on over
it.

So, here I was lying in my
bed without any clothes on, trying to picture Mom naked in the
office next door as I slowly stroked my seemingly always-present
hard on. Just then, I heard the motel intercom buzz. Then I heard
Mom talking with someone. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but
I knew that it had to be with one of the guests.

Wondering what was going on,
I heard Mom hang up. Suddenly the light went on in the office and
before I knew what was going on the door to my room came swinging
open.

"Mom!" I gasped when I saw
Mother standing in the doorway staring at me. I was mortified as I
jerked my hand away from my cock and grabbed for the covers. I
could see that Mother’s eyes were locked on my peter as it stuck up
out of my groin hard and stiff. I was somehow able to pull the
cover over and hide my cock as Mother gave out a soft, embarrassed
cough.

"Uh, sorry, uh, Zeke, uh,
one of the, uh, guests called. He, uh, he said that the ice maker
is out of ice and he needs some. Uh, could you, could you run down
to the Seven-Eleven and pick up a bag for him?" she asked me,
timidly stepping over to my bed and holding out a couple of dollars
to me.

As she did, I realized that
she wasn’t wearing her house coat. I couldn’t help noticing that I
could see the outline of her body silhouetted through the thin
material of her baby-doll gown.

"Uh, sure, Mom," I mumbled,
taking the money from her. As I did, I saw her glance down at the
lump of my cock jutting up against the covers before she turned and
stepped back over to the door.

"Thank you," I heard her say
as she stepped out and closed the door behind her.

Damn it, I cursed. I’d never
been so embarrassed. Not only had my mother seen my cock, she seen
that I was masturbating. I wished there was a hole somewhere to
crawl in and hide.

Throwing the covers off, I
angrily slapped my cock, trying to punish it for making me feel so
foolish. "Ouch—" I snorted, swinging my legs off the bed, standing
up and stumbling over to the chair where my jeans were. Pulling
them on, I quickly pulled a tee shirt over my head and stepped into
my loafers.

Stuffing the money into my
pocket, I shuffled over to the door. Taking a deep breath, I
reached down and quickly pulled the door open. Stepping through it,
I saw that Mom was sitting at the kitchen table. She had the Mason
jar that Pa kept his shine in and a glass with some the shine in it
in front of her as she looked up at me.

"Be careful—" I heard her
tell me as I stepped over to the door leading outside.

"Uh, what number?" I asked
her.

"Oh, I forgot, uh, number
six," she told me as I glanced down at the outline of her big tits
underneath her baby doll nightgown.

"Okay," I mumbled, backing
out through the doorway.

The Seven-Eleven was only a
couple hundred yards down the road and I was back with the bag of
ice in no time.

Knocking on the door of unit
six, I waited for someone to answer. Suddenly the door came
swinging open and a big, fat guy wearing a pair of shorts opened
the door.

"About time," he grunted as
I looked over his shoulder and saw a woman lying on the bed behind
him. As I held the bag of ice out to him, I saw that the woman was
bare-assed naked and she didn’t seem the least bit concerned that I
was gawking at her. In fact, she thrust her big, bare tits out at
me and grinned as I continued to stare.

"What’s wrong, kid," I heard
the guy snicker as he took the ice from me and turned around to
look over at the woman. "Ain’t you never seen tits before?" he
snickered, stepping back and slamming the door in my
face.

"Yeah, I’ve seen tits
before," I angrily muttered to the door as I turned and headed back
for the office. I’d seen my mother’s tits once and they were a
damned sight bigger and prettier than the ones the woman in the
room had. As I thought back on seeing my mother’s tits, I felt a
sizzle of excitement spark up my still-hard cock.

~~~

 


I’d been working on the
refrigerator in one of the units and when I’d finished I headed
back to the office to tell Mom that I was done. Walking back to the
office, I’d walked by the window and saw Mom standing at the sink
in the kitchen. She had her dress open down to the waist and was
running a washcloth over her big, bare breasts. She seemed to be
enjoying herself as her hands moved slowly, giving me time to
relish my first sight of a pair of beautiful, naked breasts. My
God, what beauty! I had absolutely no frame of reference, but to
me, they were the most beautiful breasts in the world. Pale, bigger
around than my hands, they had large dark areolas and big, fat
nipples. I was stunned as I gawked at them in worshipful reverence.
They were stupendous. Big, beautiful pink melons the size of
cantaloupes as she cupped one and then the other to lift them and
run the washcloth over them. I’d never forget that day as long as I
lived.

 


~~~

 


Stepping into the office, I
saw that Mom was still sitting at the table watching TV.

"Was he satisfied?" I heard
her ask me.

"Uh, yeah, I guess," I
grinned seeing that there were two glasses on the table now. One in
front of Mom and one sitting in front of where I usually sat. "It
looked like him and his girlfriend was having a few drinks," I
added.

"Good...would you like one,
too?" she smiled up at me.

"Uh, yeah, uh, sure," I told
her grinning as I pulled my chair out and sat down in it. I’d
sneaked a few sips of Pa’s shine so I knew what to expect as I took
a little sip of the fiery liquor. Damn, it was strong, I told
myself as I tried to hold back a cough when the blistering paint
thinner burned its way down my throat.

Setting my glass back down,
I saw that in the bright light of the light-bulb dangling down from
the ceiling over the table, I could see right through Mom’s gown. I
could make out every tiny detail of her big tits from their outline
down to the dark circle covering their tips. I could even make out
the outline of her big, puffy nipples.

I knew that I shouldn’t be
looking at them, but I couldn’t stop myself. Then I saw Mom saw me
looking at them. Thinking she would say something about my crude
behavior, she just smiled and didn’t do or say anything to dissuade
me.

"Cheers—" she said, smiling,
lifting her glass and tapping it against mine. "To
us..."

"Uh, to us," I mumbled,
picking up my glass and lifting it up to my lips. That was an odd
toast, I told myself as I took another sip of the shine. The liquor
was so potent, I was already feeling it and I’d only had a couple
of sips as I grinned, set my glass back down and sneaked another
peek at Mom’s tits.

"Do you think your Pa really
meant what he said?" she asked me, leaning back against the chair.
As she did, it stretched the cloth of her gown and made her breasts
thrust out against it making them even more prominent and
visible.

"About what?" I asked
looking up at her face. "He says a lot of stupid stuff."

"About us? About you and
me?"

"Uh, I, uh, I don’t know," I
muttered, feeling a blush spread across my burning
cheeks.

"I guess that he could think
that," she sighed. "We’re together all the time and he’s never
around. So, how would he know any different?" she
conjectured.

This conversation was
becoming uncomfortably close to the way I’d been feeling about her
since Dad had spouted off about the two of us fucking.

"I guess so—" I choked
out.

"Have you ever, uh, you
know, done that?" she asked me as I saw a blush darken her cheek
bones.

"Mom—" I fussed, feeling the
temperature in the room go up a good ten degrees.

"I’m sorry, I was just
wondering," she said, taking another sip of shine. "I never see you
with a girl."

"Uh, no, no, I’m awfully
bashful around girls, Mom," I told her. "Besides, I’m pretty busy
around here, you know."

"Well, I guess that’s my
fault," she frowned. "I shouldn’t have taken you out of school. As
good looking as you are, I’m sure you would have a girlfriend by
now."

"Uh, maybe, yeah, I guess,"
I muttered, taking another drink of shine and coughing as it
scorched its way down my throat.

I heard a distant grumble of
thunder as Mom just sat there looking at me like she was thinking.
Trying to make up her mind about something.

"Uh, sounds like it might
rain," I said, breaking the awkward silence, not knowing what else
to say.

"Yeah, it does, doesn’t it?"
she smiled, setting her glass down and slowly pushing up onto her
bare feet. Then she turned and slowly stepped over to the window,
spread the curtain apart and looked out through it.

My heart was racing as I
watched her. The thin gown did little to hide anything underneath
it and I could clearly see the long sweep of her back as it swooped
down to the round swell of her butt. I could even make out the dark
crack running down its center bisecting it and dividing it into
cheeks.

Then I watched her push the
window up. The moment she did, the room was immediately filled with
the fresh dampness that always precedes rain.

"I love the smell of
rain..." mother murmured as I watched her breathe in a deep breath
of the rain-soaked air.

"Yeah, me, too," I grunted,
following her lead and sniffing in a lungful of the moist, humid
air.

Then she slowly turned
around to face me. I couldn’t keep from dropping my eyes down to
her breasts. Her big, beautiful breasts as they strained out
against the thin chiffon. I could make out everything about them
under the gauzy material. Their size, their shape, the darkened
circle covering their tips, and even the big, puffy nubs protruding
out of the circles. I could see everything. And then I looked down
to the vague, shadowy triangle that covered the bottom of her
tummy.

I couldn’t stop the spark of
excitement that arced through my cock making it jump inside my
jeans.

"Do you think I’m pretty?" I
heard my mother ask from across the room.

She had to know that I could
see right through her skimpy, little gown. She had to know, I
giddily thought.

"Uh, yeah, uh, I think
you’re, uh, beautiful, Mom," I choked out trying not to swallow my
tongue.

"Really?" she asked me as I
watched her reach up to her shoulder and ease her fingers down
under the neckline of the gown.

"Really, uh, yeah, really,
Mom, uh, beautiful—" I muttered, unable to take my eyes off her
fingers as they slowly pushed the stretchy neckline down over the
curve of her shoulder.

What was she doing, my
fevered brain screamed? Was she going to take off her gown? What
was happening? This was getting crazier by the moment. I thought my
peter was going to rip out through my jeans any second now as the
ruffle of lace inched lower and lower down her shoulder.

Then she stopped and slowly
dropped her hand down by her side. Breathlessly, I watched as she
lifted her other hand up to her other shoulder. Easing her fingers
under the neckline again, she began to push it down over her
shoulder. The neckline now diagonally stretched across her breasts
running from her shoulder on one side down to the midpoint between
her shoulder and elbow on the other side. I couldn’t breathe. I
couldn’t think straight. My poor brain was in a fog as I sat
watching the bizarre scene unfolding in front of my gawking
eyes.

More and more of her
quivering white breasts came into full view as Mother slowly pushed
the gown down off the curve of her shoulder. Keeping her eyes on
mine, watching me, she kept pushing the neckline down her arm until
the elastic band was stretching straight across her breasts with
the upper edge of their darkened tips just showing above
it.

"Do you want to see?" she
asked me, her voice quavering.

"Yesssss..." I hissed. "Yes,
Mother, I’m sorry, but, yes, I want to see." I groaned out. I
thought my brain was going to explode. The roaring inside it
sounded like a hundred screaming jets in afterburner. My heart was
thundering like a bass drum. I could have made a fortune selling
all of the cotton inside my mouth.

She didn’t move. Then I saw
that she was walking toward me so slowly it didn’t seem like she
was moving. With her arms hanging down at her sides, she moved
closer and closer until she was standing in front of me not more
than two or three feet away.

I wanted to reach out and
touch her, run my fingers over the quivering softness of her
breasts. But my arms were paralyzed by fear. Fear that if I did,
she would regain her senses and it would be over before it
began.

I could smell her perfume
now. It was some cheap stuff she had bought down at the truck stop,
but on her it smelled like Channel No. 5.

"I can’t help myself, Zeke,"
I heard Mother whimper as her arm lifted back up to her shoulder
and she began slowly pushing the neckline down again. Covetously
watching her, I saw the neckline slip down, exposing the upper half
of her areola. Then I saw the elastic band snag on the big nipple,
stopping its downward journey. She kept pushing it down until all
of a sudden it sprang loose and with a flouncing bobble, her big,
saggy breast flopped out into the open.

"So pretty—" I moaned,
staring at the bare breast as it hung down from her chest softly
quivering and trembling. Moving with a little more impetus this
time, she lifted her other hand up to her arm and started pushing
the ruffled band of elastic down her other arm. The springy band
duplicated its earlier movement by catching on her other nipple. A
quick tug on it and it sprang free letting her breast spring out
into the open. Now both breasts were dangling down, uncovered and
bare as I feasted my leering eyes on them.

"Are they too saggy?" I
heard her softly ask as she cupped them in her hands and lifted
them up off her chest.

"No—God, no!" I
groaned.

"You’re not just saying
that," she whispered, easing them back down.

"They’re perfect—" I
praised, staring at them in reverent adoration.

My poor cock was rock hard
and caught in such a painful position, I was about to cry. I had to
fix it before it broke its back and left me with a broken, useless
prick. Watching Mother continuing to push her gown down, I grabbed
at my cock and jerked it over to a much less restrictive
place.

I saw Mom pause and glance
down at the bulge of my cock as I moved it. She seemed surprised
that I was hard as she continued to stare at it for several long
seconds. Then she smiled and went back to pushing her gown down her
arm.

Now that I wasn’t in pain
anymore, I watched the neckband slowly crawl down over the rounded
paunch of her belly, over her belly button and finally down onto
the forest of curls covering her sex. The golden-blond curls
tipping her belly matched the color of her hair as more and more of
the profuse tangle came into view. Suddenly, the sheer, white gown
went slithering down her legs to land in a muddle covering her bare
feet.

Daintily, Mother balanced on
one foot and lifted her other one out of the gown and then did the
same with her other foot. Now mother stood before me as naked as
the day she’d been born...except for the band of gold she wore on
her left ring finger. Strangely, I found myself staring at it as it
sparkled and glittered in the glare of the light-bulb hanging down
over the table.

Mother saw me looking down
at the ring. Looking down at it herself, she lifted her hand up and
slowly eased the little, gold band off her finger. Then she leaned
toward me, reaching around me and laid the ring on the table. She
was giving up its protection. Its message to the world of look, I
am married, you can’t have me was removed. And now that was gone,
she was free once again. The symbolism of the gesture left me
speechless. She was forsaking her marriage...for me!

"My Baby," she whispered,
stepping up forcing my legs apart with her knees as she moved
closer. I was astounded as I sat afraid to move. Afraid to do
anything that would break the wonder of this moment. My mother’s
breasts were now right in front of my face, her big bloated nipples
a hair’s breadth from my trembling lips. Then a swollen nub brushed
across my lips as Mother rolled her shoulders ever so slightly and
leaned in closer.

Like a nursing baby, I
opened my mouth and let the springy bulb slip between my lips.
Taking the resilient flesh between my teeth, I gently nipped it as
I began to softly suck. As I did, I felt my mother’s fingers curl
around the back of my head and pulled me towards her while pressing
her breast against my face, squashing it flat as I nursed on the
supple bud.

"Zeke..." I heard her
whisper as I cautiously brushed my fingers over the soft, smooth
skin of her thigh, just above the inner surface of her knee.
Continuing to softly suckle and caress her nipple with my tongue, I
let my fingers slowly crawl up the soft, smooth skin of her inner
thigh working them higher and higher. I’d never experienced such
excitement. My pounding heart was about to beat out of my chest. I
could barely breathe.

Time seemed to stop as I
inched my fingers higher and higher. Then, when they were only a
couple of inches below my intended target, I felt my mother’s legs
brush against mine forcing them farther apart as she spread herself
open for my inquisitive fingers.

Just then, there was a loud
thump on the tin roof as the first big raindrop slammed down on
it.

We both jumped at the
unexpected noise making Mom’s spit-drenched nipple pop out of my
mouth and sending my fingers thudding against the wet, stickiness
between her legs.

"Oh, God," I heard her gasp
as she spread her legs even wider and thrust her breast back
against my face. Like a baby trying to find its mother’s nipple, I
searched with my lips until I once again found the swollen
nub.

As I sucked and teased her
nipple, I gently probed the weeping softness between her legs. This
was fucking unbelievable. My Mom! I was feeling her up, trying to
find her pussy with my fingers. Probing, pushing my fingers into
the giving softness, I felt two of them slip up inside
her.

"OhhhhhhhhhGoddddd..." I
heard her softly groan as she shoved her tit against my face and I
felt her pussy squeeze down around my probing fingers. I pushed
them in deeper, pushing in all the way up to the last knuckles.
Then I slowly pulled them back and softly thrust them back
inside.

"Oh, yessssss, Baby—" I
heard Mother whimper as her sharp fingernails dug into the back of
my head pushing my face against her soft, cushiony
breast.

Outside the rain was
beginning in earnest, beating down on the tin roof as the din
inside grew louder.

Just then as a
particularly-loud peal of thunder shook the office, Mother leaned
back away from me pulling her slippery nipple out of my mouth and
reaching down to push my fingers out of her pussy.

"I want to see," Mother
whispered, leaning down and hooking her fingers under the hem of my
tee shirt and slowly pulling it up my sweaty chest, over my head
and finally off over my extended arms. I felt like I was going to
pass out. I knew that every drop of blood in my whole body had to
be down inside my achingly-hard cock. I could feel every pulsing
throb of my heart as it pumped more and more into it.

"Stand up—" she told me as
she pitched my sweat-drenched shirt on the table where it landed by
her wedding ring with a wet splat.

I didn’t know if my wobbly
knees would support my weight as I slowly stood up hearing the
chair scrape on the floor as it was nudged backward by the back of
my knees. Holding onto the table with one hand to support myself, I
watched Mother as she slowly dropped to her knees in front of me.
All I could do was watch on in a stupor as her hands lifted up to
the front of my jeans.

"It looks so big..." she
mumbled, brushing her finger over the bulge sticking out against my
jeans as her fingers found the copper button holding them fastened.
Swallowing, I tried to keep my heart down inside my chest where it
belonged as Mom pushed the button through its
buttonhole.

I didn’t know what to say. I
didn’t know how big cocks were supposed to be. The only ones I’d
ever seen were in pictures and they didn’t have measuring tapes
included in the pictures, so all you could do was guess. I knew
that mine was eight inches long. I’d measured it more times than I
could count. Just comparing it with the ones in the pictures I’d
seen, it looked bigger, but I couldn’t really tell. I guess I’d
know pretty soon, though, I giddily thought as I felt my Mother
unzipping my jeans.

I hadn’t taken time to put
my shorts on when I went to get the ice and as the zipper went
zipping down its track, my cock, hard and stiff came tumbling out
into the open.

"My God—" my Mother gasped
as her fingers stopped moving down while she stared at my cock in
wide-eyed surprise. "It’s huge—" she groaned, jerking the zipper to
the end of its track and then running her fingers up the swollen
underside of my jutting penis.

My chest swelled up with
pride for a moment before a tickle of fear crept into it. Was I too
big? I didn’t know anything about fucking. I’d never done it
before. Could a guy be too big? After all Mom’s pussy had felt
really, really tight on my fingers.

"Is it okay?" I mumbled,
staring down at my mother as I watched her hook her fingers under
the waistband of my jeans and jerk them down around my knees. As
she did, the rest of my cock and my balls flopped out, flouncing up
and down right in front of her gawking eyes.

"Is it okay? Oh, Baby, it’s
beautiful," she cooed, curling her hands around it and slowly
bending it down toward her lips.

What is she doing, my
fevered brain railed?

I could see that the head of
my prick was glistening wetly in the glare of the light overhead as
Mom’s lips parted and her little, pink tongue slipped out from
between them.

"Mommmm—" I groaned as she
slowly swirled her tongue around the head of my cock, licking away
the copious coating of prefuck that covered it.

"Ummmmmmm..." Mom murmured
as she twirled her tongue around it again. I didn’t know how much
more I could endure as I felt Mother’s soft, warm lips purse down
around the head and gently suck. The fiery excitement swirling
around inside my head was pushing me toward the edge and I could
feel an eruption building down inside my balls.

"Mom—Mom, you’re going to
make me come—" I groaned, trying to warn her of the impending
explosion as I struggled to hold it back.

Heeding the warning, Mom
eased her lips back off the hypersensitive head of my primed cock.
Then, still holding my cock in her hand, keeping it pointed at her
face, she looked up at me with her soft, brown eyes and slowly ran
her tongue around her lips.

"Do you want to come in my
mouth?" she asked. Her voice was soft and sultry, barely audible
above the clamor of the rain beating down on the roof above our
heads and the pulsing roar inside my head.

"What do you want, Mother?"
I whimpered, not knowing what to do or say. This was my first time
with a woman. What did she want me to do? I just wanted to do what
she wanted me to do. I just wanted to please her. I wanted to make
her happy.

"I just want you to be
happy, Honey. That’s all. I’ll do anything you want me to," she
smiled up at me. "Just tell me and I’ll do it."

My brain was in a fog. I
couldn’t think. I was torn with so many things I wanted to do
whirling around inside my head. I couldn’t choose just one. I
wanted to do them all at once, but of course, that was
impossible.

"Take your time, Baby...we
have all night," she whispered, kissing the tip of a finger and
placing it on my lips. Then she gently pushed me backwards and I
flopped back down into the chair.

Still on her knees looking
up at me, she lifted one of my feet at a time and eased them out of
my shoes then set them back on the floor. Still in a euphoric fog,
I sat watching her as she dug her fingers under the waistband of my
jeans and tugged them down around my ankles. My steel-hard cock was
still jutting up in the air twitching this way and that as she
wrestled with my jeans trying to get them off over my bare
feet.

At last, she got them off
and I too was naked.

Supporting herself on my
knees, she pushed up onto her feet in front of me. I couldn’t take
my eyes off her tits as they bobbled and rolled in front of my
face. Reaching down for my numb hands, she took them in hers and
slowly pulled me up onto my feet.

In her bare feet, Mom was
about six inches shorter that my six-foot frame. Looking up at me
with her big, brown eyes, she stepped in closer and I felt her big
tits brush against my upper belly, just below my chest while I felt
her curly pubic hair tickle up against my dangling balls. Not
knowing what else to do, I reached out and took her in my arms and
gently pulled her against me. As I did, she reciprocated and
wrapped her arms around me.

There was something so warm
and intimate about the moment as I leaned down and found her lips
with mine. Her lips were so soft and supple as we kissed. The kiss
started out tender and loving, but it quickly grew more intense as
I felt my Mother’s tongue force its way between my lips.

An explosion of excitement
fired off down inside my cock as I felt her hot, probing tongue
find its way into my mouth. I’d never French kissed a woman before
and I’d never been French kissed either. Hell, I'd never even
kissed a woman before! I felt like my brain was going to explode.
Then the tip of my Mother’s tongue brushed across my tongue and
another flash of excitement ripped through my peter making it
twitch again.

Then my mother’s fingers
curled around the back of my head as she pulled me down to her and
we kissed like lovers. We were touching from head to toe and
everywhere our skin came in contact it was burning like someone had
touched a glowing ember against me. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t
see as my eyes had instinctively fluttered shut. I could feel every
pounding thud of my thundering heart as it raced inside my
chest.

At last we broke for air.
Gasping, trying to catch my breath, I looked down at my Mother and
saw that she was looking up at me. I had never seen such a look of
love and warmth before. It made me feel like a little boy basking
in his mother’s love. I was lost and I knew that I would never find
my way back without my mother to guide me, lead me, and show me the
way.

"Come," I heard her whisper
as she untangled herself from me, leaving one arm wrapped around my
waist. Then she turned and slowly stepped toward her room, guiding
me as I stumbled along beside her.

As she did, I once again
became aware of the roar of the rain beating down on the roof
above. The storm raging inside my head had been so loud it had
drowned out the sounds of the wild storm outside. Then a deafening
clap of thunder shook the house and I felt Mother’s arm tighten
around my waist.

"Hurry—" she whispered,
walking faster almost running toward the open doorway leading into
her room.

Suddenly we were standing
beside her bed. Unlike mine, Mother’s bed was always neatly made
up. Reaching down, she quickly threw back the covers and crawled up
on them. I was a little boy again. A lost little boy, alone and
afraid on a stormy night. But there was hope. Refuge from the
thunder and lightning outside. I was being invited into the safest,
the most amazing hideaway imaginable. My Mother’s Bed!

Smiling tenderly, holding
her arms outstretched up to me, she welcomed me into her bed. My
legs wouldn’t move. I was paralyzed again. I wanted to join her so
much, but something was holding me back. This was my Mother! How
could I do this to her? Something deep inside my psyche was
rebelling against the thought of committing this horrible crime
against nature.

"Mother..." I whimpered,
that part of me that was resisting trying to tell her that it was
wrong.

Mother seemed to sense my
weakness. Sense that I was wavering between right and wrong as she
gradually spread her legs apart and slowly ran her fingers up the
tangle of golden curls covering her womanhood.

"Come...Come to Mommy," she
whispered.

Those words melted my
resistance such as it was and I tumbled into bed beside
her.

"Oh, Baby," she murmured as
our lips met and we kissed deep and hard for the longest time. As
we kissed, her hands were all over me, touching, caressing,
fondling, guiding me and leading me along. Then, without even
realizing that I was moving, I suddenly found myself atop her,
lying in between her outstretched, welcoming legs with the head of
my prick resting against the weeping warmth between
them.

I was suffocating in the
fiery emotions of the moment. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think.
But primitive instincts born of millions of years of procreation
took over and I felt the muscles in my ass clench, curling my hips
and probing the softness searching for the opening to my Mother’s
sex.

"Yesssssss—" I heard my
Mother hiss as I felt the head of my penis finally find the
slippery entrance to her womanhood and slip inside it.

I’d never felt anything like
it as I felt her pussy clutch down around my cock. It was
everything wonderful and good all combined down inside her
accepting warmth.

"So big—so big-’’ I heard
Mother groan out as the head of my cock spread her open and pushed
deeper into the clinging heat.

Then I felt the backs of her
ankles curl around the backs of my thighs just below the clenched
cheeks of my ass as she pulled me down inside her. I could feel the
straining muscles in her legs trembling, quivering with exertion as
I pushed deeper and deeper into her.

It felt like my peter was
being enveloped in warm, liquid silk as she consumed me with her
womanness. I was a doomed man and I knew that I would never be able
to get enough of the wondrous thing down between my Mother’s
legs.

Then I felt the tips of my
Mother’s fingers digging down into the clenched muscles of my ass,
pushing on me and trying to get me deeper inside her empty, barren
womb.

Then suddenly, out of
nowhere, I felt my Mother’s body jerk as every muscle in her body
clenched down and began to shake. What happened? My fevered brain
wondered. Was she having a convulsion? Had I done something
wrong?

"Oh—Godddddd, oh, Godddd,
Commminngggg—" I heard her gasp as I felt her pussy clamp down
around my cock, contracting and relaxing with each fiery spasm of
pleasure that undulated through it. She was coming! My mother was
having an orgasm! I’d made her COME! Hell, before now, I thought
only guys could have an orgasm. I didn’t even really know what an
orgasm was, or that women could have one, too. All I knew was when
I jacked off long enough, some gooey, white cum would shoot out of
my cock. Now Mom was doing the same thing? It was fucking
crazy.

It was all too much and I
felt like someone had just kicked me in the ass as my cock twitched
and a giant spume of cum came spewing out of it into the clutching
depths of my Mother’s pussy.

"Oh—God—Yessss—" she
screamed out, driving her heels into my ass and forcing me into her
all the way up to the hilt as our groins slammed together
consummating the defilement. "Commminnnnggg againnnnnn—" she
groaned.

"Sorrrrieeeee—" I groaned
out, lunging up, trying to push in even deeper every time my peter
kicked and fired off another blast inside her. I couldn’t believe
that I’d come so quickly. Sometimes it would take me five or ten
minutes to come when I was jacking off, but I’d barely gotten my
cock inside her before I was coming. But she’d had an orgasm, too.
It was crazy! I’d never felt anything so fantastic. This was a
million times, no, a trillion times, no, a gazillion times better
than jacking off. I would never Jack off again, I swore. Not as
long as my Mother was with me.

I could see Mother was
looking up at me with her big, tear-stained eyes and tears were
freely flowing down her cheeks.

Had I done something to hurt
her? What? What had I done wrong?

"What’s wrong, Mother?" I
whimpered, leaning down, trying to kiss the tears off her
cheeks.

"Nothing’s wrong, Baby. I’m
just so happy for us," she blubbered, finding my lips with hers as
she hungrily returned my kisses.

I knew that I had a lot to
learn about women and their ways. About love. About everything. But
I had an excellent teacher. And I knew that my Mother would teach
me everything I needed to know.

This was the happiest moment
of my life. Something had just happened that I could never have
dreamed happening in a million years. I had just fucked my Mother!
Well, I don’t know if you could really call it fucking. Yes, I’d
shot my wad inside her, but did a single stroke pass for fucking? I
was so confused and happy at the same time. Maybe we’d just made
love. Whatever had happened, it was over and I could feel my
wilting cock shrinking and slowly slithering back down the
cum-filled channel of my Mother’s pussy.

"Oh, Baby, don’t take it
out," I heard Mother whimper, but I had no control over it. Another
Mother had won out. Mother Nature seemed envious of my Mother and
was making sure that there would be no sloppy seconds. At least not
any time soon.

"I’m sorry, Mom," I groaned
just as I felt the tight stricture of her pussy squirt my limp dick
out onto the bed below.

"I want to do it again," she
whispered, holding my head between her hands and pulling my face
down to hers stopping when our lips were almost
brushing.

"I want you to fuck me—" she
hissed just before she crushed her lips against mine and thrust her
tongue into my mouth.

The fiery force of her words
sent a tremor of excitement tickling through my lifeless penis as
it lay on the bed between her legs. I knew that it wouldn’t take
much coaxing to bring it back to willingness.

The demanding kiss lasted
for several long, breathless moments before our lips parted.
Breathing hard once again, I pushed up off Mother and rolled over
onto the bed beside her.

The air was heavy with the
smell of sex and rain. The drumming of rain on the roof above us
had muted into a soft hum as the storm moved away leaving the
countryside fresh and clean behind it. It was almost as if the
storm was mocking us, matching the mood of our lovemaking. First
loud and tumultuous and now soft and gentle.

As I lay on my back, trying
to get my breathing under control once again, I saw Mother roll
over onto her side and push up onto her elbow.

"That was wonderful," she
whispered, resting her head in her hand as she reached over and
slowly ran the tip of a red fingernail around one of my tiny
nipples. "But I want more. I want to feel like a woman, Zeke. And
you made me feel that way again. It’s been a long, long time since
I’ve felt that way."

As she spoke, I felt her
fingers leave my chest and gently scratch their way down onto my
belly. It was the strangest feeling, lying in bed naked with my
mother. And adding to the bizarreness was the fact that my Mother,
too, was naked. How could this have happened? I didn’t think of us
as perverts or anything, and yet, it had happened. We’d made
love.

Trying to wrap my reeling
brain around it all, I shoved my arms under my head to lift it off
the bed so I could watch her fingers crawl down my belly toward the
lifeless lump of flesh masquerading as a prick lying on my
belly.

"You’re bigger than your
Father..." she whispered, easing her fingers under my cock and
lifting it.

"Really?" I grinned, feeling
a wave of pride wash over me. I was bigger than Dad? I would have
never guessed that.

"Was it really your first
time?" she whispered, her breath warm and gentle on my
cheek.

"Yes, Mother, it, it was my
first time—" I mumbled feeling strangely bashful. I’d never been
brave enough to even ask a girl out on a date, much less this. Life
certainly was funny. I’d never even kissed a girl before
tonight.

"What do you want me to do,
Zeke?" she asked, squeezing my cock with her fingers.

"I don’t know..." I dumbly
mumbled. I didn’t know what she wanted me to say.

"Do you want me to suck on
you and make you hard again?"

"If—if you want to," I
choked out. Did I want her to suck on me? God, yes, I wanted it
more than anything, but I just couldn’t seem to find the words to
tell her.

"I’ll do anything you want
me, too, Baby," she whispered and began to slowly scoot down the
bed. "All you have to do is tell me." Grabbing a pillow, I shoved
it under my head so I could watch. I didn’t want to miss a single
thing. She was going to suck on my cock!

Finally her head was resting
on the bed beside my hip. Reaching across my belly, she grasped
hold of my other hip and pulled, rolling me over onto my side
facing her. As she did, my limp prick rolled off my belly and
flopped down onto the bed in front of her face.

Staring down at her in a
breathless stupor, I watched as she gently wrapped her hand around
the shaft of my prick and lifted it up off the bed. When she did,
its big, purple head, dangled down and a creamy drop of cum slowly
dripped down to the bed, leaving a short, stringy strand of cum
stretching out behind it.

Leaning forward, my Mother
eased out her tongue and licked through the strand breaking it.
Then she gently laid the head of my cock on her tongue. Her tongue
felt so warm and soft as I watched her lips close down around my
penis. A shiver of excitement shot up my cock and it immediately
began to react to the gentle suction. I could feel Mother’s tongue
going round and round as she lazily sucked down the shaft of my
cock, sucking more and more of it into her mouth.

As she sucked, she cupped my
big balls in the palm of her hand and lovingly fondled them. I’d
never felt anything so wonderful. I could almost feel the blood
pumping into my cock as the suction increased and it began to swell
inside her mouth.

Then she let my peter slip
out of her mouth and licked down to my balls, taking them into her
hot, wet mouth. Looking up over my belly with an adorable,
wide-eyed expression, she watched me as she licked my balls until
they were covered in spit. This was absolutely insane and I was
loving every fucking moment. It sent shivers up my spine as a
little drop of prefuck dribbled out of the tip of my cock and
slowly ran down off the head and onto the shaft. Lifting her head
up, she licked it off with the tip of her tongue.

"Do you like having your
balls sucked, Zeke?" Mom smiled and then licked her tongue across
the head of my dick again.

"Yes," I groaned, pushing
her head down to my big, spit-drenched balls again.

"I guess you do," she
laughed and licked them on the sensitive underside while stroking
my cock with her hand. Then she licked up from the bottom, her
tongue darting and dancing all around my cock on its way up to its
big, bloated head. Taking me into her wet mouth again, she sucked
my cock hard, going up and down, up and down, while I thrust myself
to meet each downward stroke. Soon the pleasure in my abdomen
turned into pain. She must have felt me tensing up as she sucked
even harder.

"Ummmmm-huuuuh-" I heard
Mother mutter out around the shaft of my peter as her breath warmed
the damp skin. I was almost hard already and knew that it wasn’t
going to take much more. But then what? Did she want me to come in
her mouth? She’d said she wanted me to fuck her again. I didn’t
know what to do.

I didn’t know how long it
was, but it seemed like only seconds had passed before I was once
again fully hardened. Looking down, I was proud of the eight inches
of firm, rock-hard flesh jutting out of my groin. Mom’s head was
working back and forth as her pursed lips slid up and down the
shaft of my penis. As she did, I could see that half of the shaft
was glistening wetly, covered with her spit and I could feel the
head of my prick bumping up against the back of her mouth every
time she sucked me back inside.

Then she stopped and let my
spit-drenched peter slip out from between her lips.

"I want to taste you," she
whispered, looking up at me with her sultry, brown eyes. "I want
you to come in my mouth," she told me, slowly running her tongue
around her lips and then quickly sucking me back inside.

There was something so
fucking perverse about wanting me to come in her mouth. I don’t
know why but it was somehow even more emotional than coming in her
pussy. I guess it was because that’s what her pussy was made for.
But her mouth? She didn’t have to do it that way. Well, I guess
that she didn’t have to
let me do it any way, but letting me do it in her
mouth, that was something else. Would she swallow it? Would she
swallow my cum, or would she spit it out? I hoped that she would
swallow it. That would be over the top.

As her mouth sucked up and
down on my cock, I couldn’t keep my hips from rocking back and
forth in time with her mouth. Hearing the sick, wet slurping sounds
she was making only made it seem all that much crazier. The way she
was doing it, she seemed to be having as much fun as I
was.

Thinking about what was
about to happen was bringing me closer and closer. I could feel
that funny, burning kind of feeling you get in the head of your
prick when you’re about to come and I knew it wasn’t going to be
long.

She’d said that she wanted
me to come in her mouth, but still, I had to warn her, let her know
it was coming.

"Mom—Mom—I’m going to come—"
I groaned out, trying to hold it back as long as I
could.

Suddenly, Mom jerked her
head back, spitting out my cock as she looked up at my face. Her
eyes had a wild, crazed look in them.

"Yes—Yes—Come in Mommy’s
mouth—" she panted just before dropping her head back down and
sucking my cock back into her mouth.

That was it! The baby talk
did it! That was all I could take and I felt my cock lurch as it
spurted out a huge, creamy wad of cum into my mother’s
mouth.

"Fuck—Fuck—Fuck—" I gasped
as spasm after spasm of pleasure ripped through my cock while it
jerked and pumped out its creamy load into my mother’s pulling,
sucking mouth. I was too busy coming to watch and see if she
swallowed it, but after a few seconds, I regained enough composure
to watch and see.

My cock was still in her
mouth and I hadn’t seen or felt her pull back. I knew that her
mouth had to be full if she hadn’t swallowed it. I couldn’t see a
trace of cum anywhere. Then after a few seconds, Mom slowly leaned
back away from my cock and let it slip out from between her lips.
As she did, I saw her look up at me and swallow, as if to say,
there, see, I swallowed it.

It was the most sensuous,
erotic thing I’d ever seen. I felt lightheaded. I felt like I’d
pumped out at least a gallon of cum into her mouth. I felt like I
was going to pass out.

"Ummmmmmm .. ." she
murmured, smiling up at me as she slowly ran her tongue around her
lips to lick away any cum that might have escaped.

A rush of love for her
exploded inside my brain. It was at that moment, I realized that I
could never let another man touch her. Not Pa, not any man. I
wanted her all for myself.

"Would you... would you do
it to me?" I heard Mother ask me as she scooted back up the
bed.

"Uh, I want to, uh, Mom, but
you, you made me soft," I mumbled, thinking she wanted me to fuck
her, wishing I could make myself hard, but knowing that it would be
quite a while before I could master that feat again.

"Not that," Mom smiled,
jerking the pillow out from under my head and tossing it against
the headboard.

"What? What do you mean?
What do you want me to do, Mother?" I groaned, wondering what she
wanted me to do.

Then I watched her scoot up
higher and lean back against the pillow. Still confused, I saw Mom
spread her legs apart and reach down to her pussy. As I lay staring
down at her pussy, I saw her gently probe the thick, wet lips apart
and ease two fingers down into the oozing opening between them. I
was in a fog again as I watched. It was the first time I’d ever
seen a real, live pussy. I couldn’t believe how fucking sexy it
was. Then she eased her fingers out and lifted her dripping-wet
fingers up to my lips.

"Taste me, Zeke. Taste us,"
she whispered.

I opened my mouth and her
fingers slid between my lips onto my tongue. For the first time in
my life, I tasted pussy juice and cum. I liked the taste. I
couldn’t describe it, but it tasted good, so I started sucking on
her fingers, lapping off the sweet juices.

Every instinct in me was
screaming to reach out and touch her. But I didn't know what she
wanted me to. She pulled her spit-slickened fingers out of my mouth
and clutched hold of her big, saggy tits with both hands. It was
almost as if she was taunting me as she began to squeeze and knead
the mountains of creamy-white flesh. And then she started twisting
her big, rubbery nipples between her fingers and thumbs. I could
smell her perfume and her pussy, but all I could do was
watch.

Then she let go of her tits
and her hands crawled back down to her pussy again. As I watched,
she scooped out another spoonful of pussy juice and cum with her
fingers and stuck her fingers in my mouth again, this time
thrusting them in and out of my mouth, all the while staring at me
with a wild look on her pretty face.

"I want you to touch me,
Zeke," she groaned as I eagerly sucked on her fingers.

Swirling my tongue around
and between her fingers, I savored the sweet taste of her sex. I
didn’t know the first thing about a woman’s pussy. I could see that
Mom was rubbing hers, but I still didn’t know where she wanted me
to touch her.

Hesitantly, I timidly
reached over and ran my fingertips across her bellybutton and then
farther down to where her hand was going back forth as she rubbed
her pussy. I put my hand over hers, feeling the movement of her
fingers under my own. She was moving her hand in a slow, swirling
motion. I'd only seen my Mom completely naked once and that was
tonight. I remember that back in the sixth grade they had taught us
about vaginas and peters and stuff. I knew that Mom was supposed to
have a thing called a clitoris, but I didn’t know exactly where it
was. Pussy and clitorsises were a complete mystery to
me.

I could hear Mom’s soft
moans and now that the storm outside was abating I could hear a
soft song playing on the TV. Her hand was moving in time with the
beat of the song and she was gently thrusting her fingers in and
out of my mouth at the same tempo. I started to move my hand with
hers and I heard her groan. Then all of a sudden, she stopped
moving her hand and allowed me to do it. Pressing down hard, I
moved her fingers around in a slow, swirling motion just like she’d
been doing.

She was looking me right in
the eyes the whole time, her face distorted with pleasure, her
beautiful mouth wide open, breathing hard and gasping.

"Oh, yes, Baby, yes, like
that! Faster, Honey, faster," she panted as her hips began to roll
and twitch up and down in beat with the music.

Was she going to come again?
Was this the same as jacking off? Could women Jack off, too? There
was so fucking much I had to learn.

All at once, her eyelids
clenched shut as she jerked her fingers out of my mouth and slapped
her hand down on top of my hand to stop my swirling
motion.

"Oh—God—Againnnnnnnn—" she
gasped as her body began to convulse, like she was having another
fit. I love watching her come. I’d never seen anything like it
before. Her big tits were dancing up and down on her chest, her
nipples stiff and hard as they flicked in cadence with her jerky
movement. The convulsions grew stronger and stronger until they
finally peaked with a full-body shudder as she let out a long,
choking groan.

Leaning over, I kissed her
long, hard and deep.

Leaning back up, I saw her
eyes flutter open as she looked up at me with a desperate, begging
look on her face.

"Kiss me," she
whispered.

Leaning down to kiss her
again, I felt her hands on my shoulders, pushing me
down.

"Down there—" she told me in
a husky voice that reeked of need.

Kiss her down there? Kiss
her pussy? This was crazy. But if that was what she wanted, then I
would do it.

I could feel her hands on my
shoulders pushing me down. Only inches away from her, I saw her big
tits pass in front of my eyes, then her belly and at last, the
furry tangle of hairs covering her sex. I didn’t know what to do.
How to do it, but I instinctively stuck out my tongue. Winging it,
I licked her and as I did, I got another taste of her juice. Her
pussy was wet on my face, as I breathed in the thick, earthy smell
of her pussy.

Spreading her legs open for
me as I stared down at the gaping opening between her chubby legs,
I heard her groan. I'd been afraid her pussy might be some kind of
ugly hairy mess, but even though it had hair around it, it was
pretty. Her big, fleshy lips were a dark, dusky pink and had a bush
of short, wavy gold hairs surrounding them. It somehow reminded me
of the big, pink roses that Mom grew out in front of the office.
Reaching down, she gently fingered the wet, clinging lips apart to
reveal the dark, secret opening between them. As she did, I saw a
little dribble of clear, sparkling juice trickle out of it and run
down between the cheeks of her ass onto the bed.



As I licked her, I looked up
over her belly to her big tits. I loved the way they were bobbing
and jiggling. I had to touch them, so I reached up to play with
them. They felt so heavy and soft.

"Pinch my nipples," Mom
whispered.

Grasping the big, rubbery
nubs between my fingers and thumbs, I began to twist them.
"Harder," she groaned. I didn’t want to hurt her, but she had told
me to pinch harder, so I pinched them harder and heard her groan
again. While I was pinching her nipples, I could feel juice oozing
out of her pussy onto my tongue. I didn’t know what to make of it
all. Was she coming? Did women come, too? Was it cum coming out of
her pussy? Or was it my cum? It was all so confusing, but highly
erotic all at the same time.

Then I felt her fingers on
my head, pushing me back away from her pussy. What was wrong?
Didn’t she want me to lick her pussy any more? I thought she liked
it.

Staring down at her
beautiful pink pussy, I watched as she poked at the little fleshy
fold of flesh just above her pussy, below the swirl of gold curls
covering her belly. As she did, she peeled back the skin and I saw
a little, pink pearl emerge out from under the hood.

"My clit, Zeke. Lick my
clit, Baby," I heard her groan.

Clit? What was a clit? Was
it the same as a clitoris, like what they had taught us back in the
sixth grade? I was so fucking naïve, but I was just a poor country
boy and like I said, I didn’t know the first thing about pussy. But
if Mom wanted me to lick her clit, or whatever it was, I was going
to do it.

Pursing my lips around the
little nub, I flicked my tongue across it and felt Mom
flinch.

"Oh, God—Yessssssssss—" she
hissed as I felt her fingers curl down into my hair and push my
lips down onto her clit. She must be so sensitive there, I giddily
told myself. Sucking on it, I sucked it further out of its fleshy
sheath and began to lick my tongue back and forth across
it.

"Oh—Baby-Baby-Baby—" she
groaned as I licked and sucked it while she writhed and twisted
under me. I loved it. And apparently, so did Mom as I ran my hands
all over her breasts and belly and legs. Then I brought one hand up
under my chin and probed the silky softness trying to find her
vagina. At last I felt a finger slide into the fleshy wet hole.
Adding a second finger, I pushed into her all the way up to the
last knuckles on the two fingers. Wriggling my fingers around
inside her, I felt her squirm and push back at my probing
fingers.

Suddenly, I felt her jerk as
her hips started bucking like a horse.

"OH—God—Yesssssss—" she
gasped as the muscles in her cunt locked down around my fingers and
I felt a gush of hot juice spew out onto my hand. Was she peeing?
Was she peeing on my hand?

I didn’t know what it was.
And I didn’t care. Her pussy got wetter and wetter, and I just
lapped it all up.

"Oh, fuuuuuuck, Zeke! What
are you doing to me, Zeke? Ohhhhhh... God—" she moaned.

Jerking my fingers out of
her pussy, I felt her tense up and another jet of liquid shot out
of her pussy, drenching my face. At first, I’d thought she'd peed
on me, but it didn't smell like pee, and it was sweet and clear. It
definitely wasn’t pee. I loved the taste of it, whatever it was. I
licked her all over, sticking my fingers back in her pussy and
moving them in and out of her nonstop as her orgasm went on and on.
She had her head thrown back and her arms flung out to the sides,
her fingers clawing at the bed sheets as she came...and came...and
came—

All this was such a wild,
new feeling for me. I felt powerful and in control. I felt so proud
of myself.

Pushing up, I kissed up over
her belly as she ground her hairy, juice-drenched crotch against my
chest. Arching her back, she thrust her tits up as I explored them
with my eyes and my hands. Her milky white skin was as soft as
silk, her breasts pliant and squishy. Struggling up onto her knees,
she thrust her breasts against my mouth. Flicking out my tongue, I
licked it over her nipples and sucked them between my lips. Gently
nibbling on the springy nubs, I heard her groan out her
appreciation. I was like a little boy on Christmas morning with new
toys. The best toys a boy could ever get for Christmas. I kissed
them and licked them all over, every square inch of
them.

"Oh, Baby, I wish I had milk
for you again," she moaned as I circled my tongue round and round
her big, stiff nipple.

She pulled my face hard
against her cushy breast. Then she pulled me up and rubbed her
naked breasts all over my chest as we kissed some more. Thrusting
my tongue into her mouth, I was intent on getting my entire tongue
into her mouth. As I did, she sucked it like she'd sucked my cock
earlier. I ran my hands all over her naked back, grabbing and
squeezing her big, round ass. Running my hand down her legs, I
moved back up between them and found the weeping gash there. All
the while I was doing this, she was thrusting herself back and
forth against whatever was touching her pussy. My fingers, my hand,
my leg, my belly, whatever came in contact with her furry
mound.

"Oh, Zeke, Baby, Zeke,
Honey..." she bubbled, nibbling on my lips as I pushed my fingers
into the mushy softness between her legs. Then she leaned back to
look at me and ran her hands all over my hairless chest. "You're so
beautiful, Zeke."

Then as I slowly fucked my
fingers in and out of her wet socket, she scrunched down and
wrapped her soft, full lips around one of my nipples. Lovingly
tonguing it, she sucked it and nibbled it with her teeth. The
sensation I got from that sent a thrill tickling down to my
slowly-awakening penis. Then she sucked on the other for a while as
I felt her hand find my cock. As she sucked back and forth between
my nipples, her hand was insistently squeezing and clutching at my
cock.

Then she backed away from me
and slowly, sensually rolled over onto her belly and bent over with
her big, round ass waving in the air.

"Kiss my ass..." Mom
giggled, wiggling it at me.

This was a side of my Mother
I had never, ever dreamed of seeing before. I had always thought
she was shy and timid, but now this. I was stunned. Leaning down, I
gently placed a kiss on one of the big, silky-smooth pillows of
flesh.

Running my fingers all over
her back and legs and buttocks, I marveled at the size and width of
her ample ass. I'd never dreamed I'd actually get to touch it much
less kiss it and lick it!

What did she want me to do,
I groggily wondered? As I watched I could see her playing with her
pussy. Suddenly I had a wild, crazy idea. She told me to kiss her
ass hadn’t she? Well, kiss it, I would. Without even being asked, I
grabbed hold of the big, firm globes of ass-flesh and dug my thumbs
down into the pliant softness. Slowly, I spread the cheeks apart to
bare the wrinkled pucker of her anus.

"Oh, Baby..." she gushed as
I leaned down and blew a breath across her asshole. I know it
sounds crazy, but I had an irresistible urge to kiss it. Puckering
my lips, I leaned in closer and planted a kiss right on the center
of the furrowed circle of her asshole. Then, I kissed down off it,
into the crack of her ass, pulling her ass to me, and lightly
kissing her pussy. She moaned and pressed harder onto my face, and
I felt her pussy lips engulf my own.

I kept kissing her, making
my way down her legs, down to her ankles and back up.

"Fuck me, Zeke," I heard her
moan.

From behind, my reeling
brain questioned? I saw that she was making no effort to roll back
over, so I inched up behind her upthrust butt. Crouching behind her
on my knees, I lifted the head of my reinvigorated penis right up
against her pussy lips. I paused there, savoring the moment, the
tip of my cock resting between the soft petals of flesh. I don’t
know why, but I reached down and gave one of the cheeks of Mom’s
ass a quick, hard spank.

"Oh, Baby—" Mom moaned as I
watched her ass ripple and quiver from the force of the blow. "Yes,
spank, Mommy. She’s been a bad little girl. So bad," she groaned,
wriggling her ass and almost dislodging the head of my dick from
her pussy.

Popping her ass a second
time, I slowly pushed forward and my long, thick cock slid into
Mom's tight vagina. It was sheer ecstasy as I felt the warm,
moistness clutch down around my cock.

"Ooooooohhhhhhh," she
groaned.

Staring down, watching my
big prick disappear inside her, I pushed in deeper and deeper,
until my balls were pressed up her busy fingers as they rubbed back
and forth across her clit.

I stopped, holding myself
buried inside the clinging warmth of my Mother’s pussy. This time I
didn’t lose it like I had the first time. I wanted to savor the
moment. It was sheer ecstasy. We fit together perfectly.

Then I felt her pussy
squeeze down around my cock. The sensation of the soft, clinging
flesh rubbing along the length of my penis was mind-blowing. Now I
knew where I belonged. I’d found a purpose for my life. It was if
millions of years of evolution had all been leading up to this
single defining moment for me.

"Babieeeeeee..." I heard
Mother croon as she pushed back against me trying to take my cock
even deeper inside her.

"Mommmmmieeeeee—" I groaned,
hunching my hips forward, thrusting into her comforting warmth. I
was a little boy again. My psyche was all mixed up. I was a
ten-year-old boy basking in the nurturing love of my Mother. I was
the mixed up, mystified teenager wondering how all this could
really be happening. I was a man. A man doing what men were created
to do. I was ruler of my world. I was GOD!

At last, the paralysis ended
and I found I could move again as I slowly pulled back down the
length of her tight, clutching pussy.

"Fuck me, Baby... Fuck
Mommy—" I heard my Mother beg.

Slowly I began to rock back
and forth. With my hands wrapped around her thick waist, just above
the points of her hips, I held her still as I pumped myself in and
out of her pussy. This wasn’t going to be a one and done like the
first time. No. This time I was going to make it last as long as I
could draw it out. All night, if I could.

Watching Mom’s fat ass
quiver and ripple every time my belly slapped against it, I fucked
her at different speeds, trying to find out what she liked best.
I'd do it hard for a while, then soft, then in between, working up
to the point of losing it and then slowing down to nurse it along.
I just kept going and going. I could hear her calling out my name
and that just drove me on. As I fucked her, she had all kinds of
orgasms. Sometimes she would just suck in her breath and hold very
still, as her muscles strained and trembled. Then she would cry
out, her whole body twitching and jerking as she ground herself
back against me.

Finally, I felt myself
losing control. The burning precursor to my eruption was growing
hotter and hotter. I started pounding her faster and harder than
ever. It was like I'd gotten a second wind or something, because I
felt a rush of power and energy flowing through my body as I fucked
her for all I was worth. The bed was floundering around under us,
the headboard loudly banging against the wall. I couldn’t
stop!

"NOW, ZEKE, NOW—" Mom
screamed as I saw the muscles in her back tighten into steel bands
and she hurled herself back against my unrelenting barrage.
"COMMMMMEEEEE—"

The force building up deep
inside me was becoming overpowering as I hammered my cock in and
out, in and out, harder and harder. Sweat was pouring off me and I
could see that Mom’s back was glistening wetly in the harsh glow of
the light streaming in from the kitchen.

Suddenly, something down
inside my loins let loose and an awesome wave of warmth and energy
burst forth from my balls, up the length of my cock and finally
spurting out into Mom's pussy.

"Mommmmieeeeee—" I bellowed
out, lunging forward and burying myself as deep as I could into the
ravenous hole between her legs!"

My hips shook and jerked as
I humped into her every time another spasm of pleasure tore through
my spewing, spurting cock. The spasms were mind-blowing. I could
feel it everywhere. From my toes to the top of my head. I was
melting and flowing out into her. It was the most fantastic orgasm
I’d ever had.

At last, I mustered up the
last of my strength and gave her one final thrust as my cock
twitched and gave up the last of its creamy prize. Mother’s head
snapped back as she lunged back at me, grinding herself against me,
holding me enveloped in the clutching, squeezing warmth between her
straining legs. She was shuddering, orgasming one last time. I
could see her shoulders were shaking as she pushed back with her
arms, trying to get me deeper inside her.

"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck—" she
groaned out as her body suddenly went limp.

As she collapsed down onto
the pillows, I fell with her, keeping my cock buried down inside
the cum-filled depths of her cunt. Holding onto her, I tried to
catch my breath as my cock grew soft inside her.

"Thank you, Zeke," she
whispered after her body finally stopped quivering.

I pulled back to look down
at her big, beautiful butt. I was mesmerized by the sight of my
shrinking penis slowly emerging out from between her wide-spread
pussy lips. As it did, I could see that a stream of my cum was
oozing out of her and down onto the bed below her pussy. I felt
like a fucking god. It was my cum, dripping out of Mom’s pussy.
Amazing!

Then something even more
amazing happened. My seemingly insatiable prick, stopped shrinking
and incredibly started firming up again. Watching it, I could
actually see it filling out as only the big, purple head remained
inside Mom’s pussy.

"Are you getting hard
again?" my Mother asked me over her shoulder as she squirmed around
and tried to look back at me.

"Yeah... crazy isn’t it?" I
grinned back at her slowly pushing back into her.

"Amazing—" she groaned,
leaning back and taking me back inside the clinging warmth of her
tight, hot pussy.

As she lay with her belly
laying on the pillows, I began to fuck her from behind again,
driving in all the way up to the hilt on every bed-shaking stroke.
As I did, it gave me a chance to have a good long look at her
backside. Digging my fingers into her big, soft ass as I drove my
cock deep inside her, I found myself wondering what it would be
like to fuck her there, too. Jerking back and forth, I watched the
cheeks of Mom’s ample ass quiver and ripple from the force of my
belly slapping against them over and over again as I pumped into
her.

Had Pa fucked her there, I
jealously wondered? Had she let him have her there? Would she let
me fuck her there?

Looking over at the clock on
the nightstand, I saw that it was that it was one o’clock. We’d
been going at it for three hours and I was still going
strong.

"Wait—stop for a minute," I
heard Mother pant as I felt her squirm underneath me, pulling
forward. "Take it out—"

"I haven’t finished—" I
complained, but slowly backed up dragging my goo-slathered prick
with me as I did.

"I want to see your face,"
she murmured, rolling off the pillows and sitting up. Then she
grabbed me by my shoulders and roughly shoved me down on my back.
Before I knew what was happening, Mom had straddled me and took me
back inside her tight, hot pussy.

"There now..." she grinned
as she leaned down and gave me a kiss on the lips before leaning
back up. Straddling me with her knees brushing against my sides,
she began to slowly work up and down on my stiff, jutting prick. It
felt amazing, but the best part of all was watching her big,
beautiful breasts undulating up and down in rhythm with the pace of
her hips. They looked so heavy and full as they rolled and
floundered up and down, up and down until I couldn’t keep my hands
off them.

Clutching them in my hands,
I squeezed and fondled them while Mom rose and fell on me. It was
crazy. She was in control now, and used the muscles in her legs to
push up and down at whatever rhythm she wanted. She had a dazed,
far-away look in her hazel eyes and after a couple of minutes, I
saw a frown etch its way across her sweaty forehead. I could feel
the muscles in her pussy tightening down around me as she pumped up
and down faster and faster.

Forcefully pinching and
twisting her big, knobby nipples, I arched my back and humped up
into her in cadence with her lunging rhythm.

I could feel another orgasm
building down inside my balls, and I could sense that she was
teetering on the edge again.

"Oh—Fuck—Fuck—Oh, Fuck—Oh,
Fuck—" I heard her pant out as she leaned over me, her hips
driving, pounding, bouncing up and down while she supported herself
by holding onto my shoulders. She rode me hard, staring down into
my eyes, sweating, her long gold hair flying around like crazy. I
kept punishing her big dangling breasts, feeling her nipples
between my fingers. Drops of sweat were dripping down from her hair
onto my heaving chest. Then she slammed herself down on me and I
felt her pussy begin the contractions as it convulsed around me,
milking my prick for all it was worth. I didn't want it to end, but
I couldn't hold out any longer. I felt myself bursting, exploding,
shooting my hot seed deep inside her pussy.

I don’t know how long it
lasted, but it was fantastic. Every time seemed to be a little
better, a little fierier, more intimate as we learned each
other.

At last Mom slowly raised
her leg and let my empty, drained prick slither out of her
cum-filled cunt.

"Wow—" she grinned down at
me as she rolled off me and flopped down onto her back beside
me.

 


~~~

 


Two weeks had passed since
that fateful night. I had moved into Mom’s room with her and we
spent every night in bliss. Other than the fact that we were
sleeping together at night, nothing else changed all that much,
except Mom made a trip to town to see a lawyer about something. She
didn’t tell me what and I didn’t want to rock the boat, so I let
sleeping dogs lie.

The only thing I was worried
about was the day Pa would return. What would happen then? He was
the only thing that could screw up this new, idyllic life I’d
found.

One day, I came across Mom’s
wedding band that she had put away in her nightstand. She never
wore it anymore, so I decided to put it to some good
use.

Slipping it into my pocket,
I told Mom that I had to get some gasoline for the mower and headed
off for Jones’s Mercantile. Coffeeville only had a population of
around 950 so there wasn’t but the one store in town and it sold
just about everything you could imagine. It even had one little
display case with some rings and other jewelry in it that you could
buy somethin’ perty fer yore sweetheart.

Walking up to Mr. Jones, I
saw him look up at me.

"Zeke Hatfield, what can I
do for you today?" he grinned, looking at me over his half-frame
readers.

"Mr. Jones, I just came
across this here ring," I told him holding Ma’s wedding ring in the
palm of my hand so he could see it. "It had slipped down between
the baseboard and the wall. I don’t know how long it’s been there
and don’t know who it belongs to," I lied, watching him look down
at the ring. "I was just wondering how much you think I might get
for it?"

"Well, now, let me see..."
Mr. Jones said in his serious voice as he gently plucked the ring
between his finger and thumb and picked it off my palm.

Holding the ring up in front
of his face, he turned it one way and then the other.

"Well, Zeke, what with the
price of gold what it is now days, I suppose that I could give you,
uh, let’s say," he said, pausing to look over at me and then back
to the ring, "One hundred and," another pause, "fifty
dollars."

"Uh, how about a hundred and
sixty," I bargained.

"How about a hundred and
fifty-five," he grinned, rubbing the ring on his vest and holding
it back up. "That’s a fair price."

"Okay, I’ll take it," I told
him.

"Come on over here and I’ll
get your money," he said as he slipped the ring in his vest pocket
and went walking around behind the jewelry case to the cash
register. Everything in Mr. Jones store was old and used, just like
the old, beat-up cash register he used.

I watched him push down on a
couple of the big, round keys and as he did, the cash drawer came
sliding out with a loud "Ka-ching—"

Reaching into a couple of
the tills, he slowly pulled out several bills.

Holding out my hand, I
listened to Mr. Jones count out the money to me.

"Twenty-forty-sixty-eighty-hundred-twenty-forty-and fifty-and
five—" he grinned, laying the last of the bills in my
palm.

"Thanks, Mr. Jones," I told
him, looking down into the jewelry case. I had decided that I was
going to buy somethin’ pretty for my Mom. As I did, I saw a silver
wedding band with a little price tag on it that proclaimed it cost
fifty dollars.

"Uh, I, I think, I’d like to
look at that ring, there—" I told him, pointing down at the
ring.

"This one?" he asked me,
reaching into the case and pointing at the silver ring.

"Uh, yeah, that one," I told
him, feeling a blush creep out across my cheeks.

"That’s a wedding ring, you
know," he said, pinching the ring between his finger and thumb and
picking it up.

"Yeah, I know," I grinned,
trying to make light of it so that he wouldn’t get to
inquisitive.

"You sure that’s what you
want?"

"I’m sure," I told him,
quickly laying two twenties and the ten down on top of the
case.

I saw him start to say
something, but he stopped and swept the money off the case and
sorted it back into the tills in the cash register.

"Good doing business with
you," he grinned, shoving the drawer closed with another loud
"Ka-ching—"

"Uh, yeah, good doing
business with you, too," I told him and then went hurrying out of
the store.

Well, that was done. But
what would Pa say when he saw Mom wasn’t wearing her wedding ring
anymore? The little silver ring would give him a hint, I chuckled
to myself.

I hoped that Mom would like
the ring. It would replace the ring Pa had given her and show her
how I felt for her. I didn’t want to get another gold ring because
that would be too much like the one Pa had given her and besides
they cost too much. The silver one was different. Different, like
the love we now shared.

Walking along the road, I
felt happy. My whole life had changed. I had everything I could
ever want right here in Coffeeville. Then I turned the corner and
looked up the street toward the motel.

Oh, God, No, not now—my
frantic brain screamed at me as I saw my Pa’s Pontiac sitting out
in front of the motel office. Why did he have to come back and ruin
everything, I angrily wanted to know. Why? Why now?

Running as fast as I could,
I made for the office not knowing what to expect. What did he want?
Besides money. He always wanted money.

As I huffed up to the
office, I came to a skidding stop just outside the open window
looking into the office. Peering into the office, I heard my Mother
pleading, "No—please stop—don’t—please stop—" she was whimpering as
a spasm of hate and anger exploded inside my head.

Pa was shoving Mom down over
the table and had her dress pulled up around her waist. Her panties
were wrapped around one of her ankles and Pa had his pants tugged
down around his knees. He had his long, skinny cock out and was
sliding it in and out of Mom. I couldn’t move. I was paralyzed as I
stood staring at the macabre scene.

Then another fiery explosion
of hatred fired off inside my head while I watched my Father’s
skinny ass jerking back and forth as he mercilessly pumped his cock
in and out of Mom’s ass. He was fucking Mom in the ASS! How could
he do that to her?

I was mesmerized. It felt
like my feet were in concrete as I struggled to move. Finally, with
superhuman strength, I was somehow able to get my legs to move as I
staggered around to the back door.

Flinging the door open, I
stumbled inside.

"What the Fuck—" I heard my
Father curse as I stopped for a second to regain my
bearings.

"Zekieeeee—" I heard my
Mother squeal as they both jerked around to stare at me. But even
through the shock, Pa’s skinny ass continued to jerk back and forth
as I lurched myself toward them.

"Get the fuck outta here—" I
heard him holler as I stumbled up in front of him.

Drawing my arm back, I swung
as hard as I could and my fist connected with the point of his
chin. As it did, Pa’s head snapped back and he staggered backwards,
dislodging his cock from Mom’s ass, but his short journey backwards
was brought to a clumsy, disgraceful end by the pants wrapped
around his knees. With arms flailing, he fell backward and landed
on his butt with a loud, "Ooomppffff—"

Then something crazy
happened when he landed on his ass. To our amazement, his cock,
which was still sticking straight up in the air started
ejaculating. Long, stringy strands of cum began to shoot out of the
head of his skinny dick, flying up into the air and dropping back
down in thick, gooey wads all over his hairy thighs.

We were all stunned and none
of us moved as we all stared down at the evil, jerking, twitching
thing while it futilely spurted out its noxious load.

At last, it stopped shooting
off and began to wilt.

"Why the fuck did you do
that?" Pa asked me, rubbing his chin where my fist had landed
leaving a big, red spot. "I ought to get up and kick your fucking
ass," he snarled.

"Bring it on—" I growled
back, standing looking down at him with my hands clenched into
fists.

Just then, I felt Mom brush
by me as she stepped over to the counter between the office and the
reception area.

"Where the fuck you think
you’re going? I ain’t done with you, yet—" he barked at her as she
jerked the drawer under the cash register open and pulled out a
folded piece of paper.

"Oh, yes, you are—" she spat
back at him tossing the paper down at him.

Pa looked ridiculous sitting
there on the floor with his pants down around his ankles and his
limp, wilted cock laying between his legs as he jerked the paper
unfolded and started reading it.

"Divorce?" he sputtered
after a few seconds as he looked up from the paper to stare at
Mom.

"Yeah, divorce—" she snarled
back. "You ain’t wanted around here no more, so stick that ugly
thang back in yore pants, zip um up and get the fuck outta here,"
she hollered, flinging her arm out and stabbing her finger in the
direction of the open door leading out the back of the
office.

I didn’t say a word. I just
stood there watching as Pa tossed the paper on the floor and then
spat on it. "I’m gonna whup yore fat ass—" he threatened, rolling
over onto his hands and knees then pushing up onto his
feet.

"You ain’t doing nothing to
her... anymore—" I warned, bringing my clenched fists up in front
of my chest.

"Oh, I see, now," he
frowned, looking back and forth from her to me and then back to
her. "So it’s the two of you now. Just what I thought," he smirked.
"You fucking yore Ma, boy?"

Drawing my arm back
threateningly, I took a step toward him.

"Okay, okay, I’m leaving,"
Pa snorted, jerking his pants up and stuffing him limp prick back
inside them. Finished buttoning up his pants, he stepped around us
and headed for the door. "She ain’t worth the fucking bother," he
barked. "Waren’t even a good piece of ass, anyway," he dementedly
cackled slamming the door shut behind him.

Mom and I stood looking at
each other not saying a word. Then we heard his car start up out in
front of the office. All of a sudden, we heard the engine roar to
life as the sound of spinning tires and gravel crashing against the
front of the office filled the air. The sound of the spinning tires
went on and on until finally, with a loud screech the tires bit
into the pavement as Pa pulled out onto the highway. Then a few
seconds later a smaller screech could be heard as he shifted gears
and the roar of the engine disappeared into the
distance.

"He’s gone..." Mother
whispered, stepping out of her panties and over to where I stood
looking at her in a dazed fog. It had all happened so quickly, I
hadn’t even had time for it to really sink in.

"Yeah, I guess he is—" I
smiled back at her. Then I remembered the ring. Digging my hand
down into my pocket, I realized that my knuckles were sore from the
blow I’d inflicted on Pa’s chin. I could only imagine how his chin
felt and that made me feel good.

Pulling the ring out of my
pocket, I reached down to Mom’s left hand and grasped hold of
it.

"I’ve got something for you,
Mother," I told her, singling out her ring finger from the other
fingers and slowly easing the little band of silver onto
it.

"Oh, Zeke..." she softly
cooed, spreading her fingers out and holding her hand up in front
of her face. "It’s beautiful. I will never, ever take it off my
finger. I promise!"

That was as good as a
wedding vow to me. She had just promised to never leave me. My
heart had wings. I was euphoric!

Then with a soft giggle, Mom
turned and rushed over to the counter and flipped open the little
gate separating the office from the other half of the room.
Hurrying across the reception area, she flung the front door open
and flipped the little card hanging on it to read "CLOSED".
Slamming the door shut, she came scurrying back into the office and
flipped the switch turning on the "NO VACANCY" sign.

Beaming from ear to ear, she
stepped up to me and grabbed hold of my hand.

"This is our honeymoon," she
smiled, tugging me toward her bedroom door. It was twelve fifteen,
the middle of the day and all the guests had already checked out.
With the "NO VACANCY" sign on, there would be no new ones I told
myself as I ecstatically followed Mom into her bedroom
room.

There was something
different about it this time. The nagging fear of Pa returning
wasn’t there anymore. Everything had a new, exhilarating feeling to
it. It was almost like the first time all over again.

"You were so brave and
bold," Mom cooed as she closed the door between the office and her
bedroom. "I was so proud of you."

"Ain’t nothing I wouldn’t do
for you, Mom—" I told her, taking charge and leading her over to
her neatly made-up bed.

"You’re the man of the
house," she told me, reaching out and running her fingers through
my hair.

"I’ll do anything you want
me to, Mom," I whispered, kneeling down onto my knees in front of
her. "All you have to do is tell me," I told her, remembering that
was what she had told me on that first night we’d spent together.
It had only been two weeks ago, but it seemed more like two
years.

Leaning down, I pulled the
knot out of the shoelace of one of her matronly, house-wife shoes.
Digging my thumbs down under the sides of the shoe, I stretched
them apart to loosen the laces and then lifted her foot off the
floor. Then looking up at her smiling face, I eased her foot out of
the shoe. Setting her shoe down on the floor beside her bed, I
quickly pulled her little, lace-edged sock off her foot and stuffed
it inside her shoe. Taking my time, I repeated the process with her
other foot and then pushed back up onto my feet.

The heat outside and inside
the little room was building and I already had a sheen of sweat on
my forehead. The soft breeze wafting in through the open window was
barely rustling the curtains hanging down on the sides of the
window and did little to cool the room. Maybe we’d have enough
money for an air-conditioner now that Pa was gone, I told myself as
I reached out and gently spun Mom to face away from me.

Spreading apart Mom’s hair
as it hung down below her shoulders, I exposed the nape of her neck
and plucked at the top button of her dress. As the little button
slipped through its buttonhole, I spread the top of her dress
apart, leaned down and gave the nape of her neck a gentle kiss. I
could taste the tart saltiness of the sweat on her skin as I slowly
unbuttoned my way down Mom’s back.

"I’m so glad he’s gone," Mom
murmured as she stood letting me undress her. "He treated me like
shit."

"I won’t let him ever touch
you again. I swear," I told her, feeling another twinge of anger as
I remembered what he had been doing to her when I’d come running up
to the office.

"I’m sorry that you had to
see that," she whimpered. I could almost feel the pain in her voice
as my fingers worked down over the strap of her bra.

I didn’t know what to say,
what to do that would take that pain away.

"You don’t have to ever do
it that way again, Mom—" I said, trying to reassure her.

"Oh, Honey, you’re so
sweet," she softly cried. Then with her dress unbuttoned half way
down her back, she shuffled around to face me and took my head
between her hands. Leaning against me, she kissed me. It was the
softest, tenderest kiss imaginable.

"I love you so much," she
whispered then slowly turned back around to face the bed
again.

"I love you, Mother," I told
her, leaning down and giving her bare shoulder a soft, nibbling
kiss as my fingers resumed the task of unbuttoning her dress.
Finally, I was finished unbuttoning the dress.

Easing my fingers under the
edge of the dress, I slowly pushed it off the slope of her
shoulders. As I did, Mom held her arms down and the dress went
fluttering to the floor at her feet.

I could see that Mom’s
brassiere was digging into her skin, straining to hold the dangling
mountains of tit-flesh in check. Pinching the ends of the strap
stretched across her back, I pulled them together and unfastened
little catches. Then as I let go of the straps, I watched them
spring apart and dangle down almost brushing the small of her back.
Slipping my fingers under the shoulder straps, I pushed them out
and let them slip down off her shoulders.

"You have a perty backside,
Mom," I praised, reaching down and cupping the big, fleshy cheeks
of her butt in my hands and giving them a gentle
squeeze.

"You don’t think my butt is
too big and saggy?" she asked me, leaning back and rubbing herself
against me.

"No—I think it’s perfect," I
white-lied and gave it another squeeze.

"Yore Pa said it was fat,"
she complained.

"What the hell does he
know," I muttered, feeling another spark of anger. "He wouldn’t
know a beautiful ass if it walked up and slapped him in the face,"
I grinned, putting my hands on Mom’s shoulders and gently forcing
her down onto her belly on the bed.

"What are you doing?" Mom
softly giggled as I lovingly ran my fingers over the soft,
quivering smoothness of her buttocks.

"Just going to give it some
of the attention it deserves," I told her as I eased down onto the
floor behind her.

"Oh, Baby, you’re
embarrassing me," she complained, squirming and pretending to try
and escape.

"I think you like it, Mom,"
I snickered, leaning down and placing a soft, wet kiss on each
cheek.

"Maybe..." she whispered as
I pushed her legs apart to bare the wet, juicy folds of pink flesh
just below her fat ass. Leaning lower, I flicked out my tongue as I
felt Mom tilt her hips up so I could get to her pussy. Flattening
my tongue, I slowly teased it up the entire length of her cunt from
her clit all the way down to the oozing slit just below the pucker
of her asshole.

Then I tickled the tip of my
finger around the rubbery little ring of ribbed flesh.

"You have a cute, little
asshole, Mom," I told her, gently probing at the darkened center
where all the creases disappeared inward.

"Zeke Hatfield, how can you
say that? Are you intentionally trying to embarrass me?" she fussed
as I saw the little ring clench even tighter.

"No, Mom, I’m not trying to
embarrass you," I softly laughed. "But that is sort of a
joke."

"What do you mean?" she
wanted to know.

"Em-barr-assed," I said,
emphasizing each syllable of the word. "Get it? M-Bare-assed," I
laughed, softly slapping one of her ass cheeks, making it quiver
and ripple.

"Oh, Zeke, you’re such a
naughty boy," she laughed, waggling her butt at me.

"Does Mommy like it when her
little boy is naughty?" I asked her, pushing a little harder and
feeling the little ring relax ever so slightly.

"Sometimes, but it’s a
little sore right now," she complained. "Yore Pa wasn’t very nice
to it while ago."

Sensing her discomfort, I
pulled my finger off her asshole, leaned down and blew a soft
breath across it.

"Does Mommy want her boy to
kiss her owie and make it better like she used to do when he was
just a little boy?" I asked her while softly brushing my lips
across the puckered opening.

"Do you want to do that,
Zeke? Does kissing me there turn you on?" she asked me.

"Kissing you anywhere turns
me on, Mom," I whispered, pursing my lips and kissing her right on
the dark, puckered circle. "I never knew anything could be as good
as this. I want to kiss you everywhere. I want to touch you
everywhere. I want to show you I’m not like Pa. I won’t ever hurt
you, Mom."

"Oh, my sweet, Baby..." I
heard her murmur.

Then I kissed down from her
asshole and onto her oozing pussy. Swirling my tongue round and
round in the soft, slippery flesh, I lost myself in her
sex.

Pausing a moment, I softly
blew on her pussy. "Do you like it when I kiss you there, Mom?" I
asked her, then dove back in before she even had a chance to answer
me.

"I love it, Baby," she
cooed, rolling her hips and pushing her pussy back against my
inquisitive tongue.

"Did Pa every kiss you
here?" I asked into her pussy, my words sounding wet and
muffled.

"No, he said it smelled
bad... but I never want to hear his name mentioned again,
Okay?"

There was a festering,
aching hate down inside me for the man who had brought me into this
world. Maybe someday I would search him out and repay him for all
the pain and suffering he had caused Mom. But that would have to
wait, because I had a new purpose to my life. Pleasing my
new Wife!

Easing back, I pushed up
onto my feet and stepped back out from between my Mother’s legs. As
I did, I could see that the insides of her fleshy thighs were
coated with spit and her thick, gelatinous juices.

"Why did you stop?" she
asked me, turning and trying to look at me over her
shoulder.

I didn’t answer her. I just
reached down, wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her up
onto her feet. Then, gently grasping her by her thickened waist, I
slowly turned her around to face me.

"I just want to look at you,
Mother," I whispered, stepping back and letting my eyes wander down
her naked body. It still gave me a perverse thrill every time I saw
her naked. It was like getting an unexpected gift from
her.

"You’re so beautiful, Mom—"
I told her. I could see the happiness in her twinkling, hazel eyes
as I let my eyes wander down from her face, to heavy, sagging
breasts, rising and falling with the steady rhythm of her
breathing. There was a sheen of sweat covering them, making them
glimmer and glisten in the bright, afternoon light. It was easy to
see that the big, purple nipples tipping them were swollen and
stiff from arousal.

Fighting the urge to take
them in my hands, I let my eyes roam lower, taking in the slight
paunch of her belly and finally down to the swirl of matted gold
curls covering its tip. Just as her big breasts, her legs were
covered with a glistening sheen of sweat that highlighted and
accentuated every curve.

Some might not have been
able to see her real beauty, but I could. And I was going to drown
myself in it. Stepping back up to her, I took hold of her shoulders
and gently pushed. As I did, the edge of the bed bumped up against
the backs of her knees and she sat down on the bed. I didn’t stop
and kept pushing until she was lying on her back, looking up at me
with a happy, expectant look on her pretty face.

Hooking my hands under her
shaven arm pits, I pushed her back until she was all the way on the
bed with only her heels dangling over the edge.

"So beautiful," I groaned,
reaching down and grasping hold of her ankles. Then I slowly pulled
them apart, spreading her legs and exposing the weeping wetness
between them.

"Such a beautiful, pink
rose..." I murmured, reaching up and running my fingertips over the
fleshy folds.

"Fuck me, Zeke..." she
moaned, extending her arms up to me and welcoming me down into the
mystical depths of her motherhood.

"My Wife—My Mother—" I
groaned, lifting my knee up on the bed and slowly crawling up
between my Mother’s outstretched legs. My big cock was sticking out
under my belly hard as a rock, jiggling and stiffly dancing up and
down as I crawled up over her.

"My Husband—My Son—" she
answered me back as her fingers found my maleness and pushed it
guiding it down to the emptiness between her legs. "Take
me—"

Leaning down over her, I
felt her warmth close down around the head of my penis as I curled
my hips up and slowly pushed into her. The sense of amazement and
wonder grew even more confounding every time. My Mother! My Mother
was letting me do this to her. It was astonishing! Amazing!
Incredible!

I was consumed with love for
her as I pushed into the clinging warmth deeper and deeper until at
last we were one again. I was a part of her again just as I had
been once so long ago.

"Oh, God, I love you so
much—" Mother bubbled as her hands clutched around my waist, her
fingers caressing, pushing, pulling. Just as her hands were
clutching at my waist, I could feel her tight, hot pussy squeezing,
gripping down around my embedded penis.

I was ecstatic. Leaning
down, I crushed my lips against hers and began to slowly rock back
and forth atop her, sending my cock plunging down into her as deep
as I could on every stroke. I wanted it to go on forever and ever
and ever as I paced myself to keep from losing control and emptying
myself into her.

I was so focused and intent
on Mother and the creaking groan of the bedsprings, I didn’t notice
the distant rumble of thunder or the room growing darker and
darker. Then I smelled rain. Shaken from my bestial trance, I
slowed to a stop.

As I did, I saw my mother’s
eyes flutter open as she looked up at me like she was just waking
from a deep sleep.

"Why did you stop? Did you
finish?" she mumbled, then curiously sniffed the air. "Rain? Where
did that come from?" I heard her ask. She sounded groggy. Like she
was drugged or something. Drugged on sex? As crazy as it sounded, I
believed it, because I felt a little woozy myself.

"I don’t know," I muttered
as the room grew darker and the smell of rain grew stronger. Just
then a rush of wind flapped the curtains hanging down beside the
open window as a peal of thunder broke the silence. All at once,
just like the first night, I heard the first few "plops" of rain
striking the tin roof over our heads. Before I could react, the few
drops turned into a deluge as the din of pounding rain filled the
room.

"The window—close the
window," Mother hollered trying to make herself heard over the
hammering rain.

Jerking back, I pulled out
of her, swung around and stood up. Another brilliant flash of light
lit up the room followed almost immediately by a blast of thunder
that shook the building. Lurching across the room, I made it to the
window and reached up to slam it shut, but when I looked out, what
I saw froze me in my tracks. There maybe a couple of miles in the
distance was a writhing, twisting black snake reaching down from
the sinister, dark clouds.

A tornado! A fucking
tornado! And it was heading straight for us.

"What is it?" my Mother
asked from the bed as she saw the look of terror on my
face.

"Tornado—" I gasped staring
at the evil thing as it slowly snaked its way toward us.

"Where?" I heard Mother ask
as she stumbled up beside me.

"There—" I hollered,
pointing at the monster.

"What can we do?" she
gasped, as we both gawked out the window watching it.

"There’s nothing we can do—"
I groaned. There was nothing we could do. No place to go. We were
naked and if we did run outside it would only make us more
vulnerable and exposed to the tornado when it did touch ground. We
were trapped by our own incestuous lust. We’d been so caught up in
our lovemaking, we hadn’t seen it coming and now we would pay with
our lives.

I didn’t want to die! Now
that I’d found my soul mate and my niche in life, I didn’t want to
lose it... or her! Was this our punishment for committing incest?
Was God sending the tornado to bring us to him so he could punish
us with fire and brimstone for an eternity?

Well, if that was it, I
wasn’t going to go down peacefully. I would die doing the thing I
loved most in all the world and with the woman I loved most in the
world. Defiantly, I grabbed hold of Mother’s hand and pulled her
back over to the bed.

"What? What are you doing?"
she asked as I saw the fear in her saucer-sized eyes.

"I know that you’re scared,
Mom," I hollered, roughly shoving her down on the bed and crawling
up between her legs. "But there’s nothing we can do—"

"Oh, God, Zeke—" she cursed,
throwing her legs apart as I speared her with my cock, driving in
all the way to the hilt. Then her legs shot up into the air and she
wrapped them around my waist as she dug her soft, round heels into
my ass pushing me even deeper inside her.

"Yes—Yes—Fuck me—Fuck me!"
she screamed out.

Then we heard it. At first
it was a soft roaring sound, just above the din of the pounding
rain. But as I began to jerk my hips back and forth the noise grew
louder... and louder... and louder until it was like the screech of a thousand banshees
screaming and flinging themselves at our little building. As they
threw themselves against the roof, their wings were beating against
it and making hideous, loud scraping sounds. God must have sent
them. I couldn’t think! I couldn’t breathe! The horrific thing
whirling above our heads was sucking the air right out of the room.
But not even this could stop me as I continued to fuck my Mother
like a wild, mindless animal.

The roar was louder than a
thousand locomotives as it came closer and closer until it was
right over us.

"Oh, God, Mother, oh, God,
oh, God—" I groaned, cringing expecting it to hit the house any
second as I was a man possessed fucking my Mother as hard and fast
as I could. I wanted to come so bad.

"Yes—Yes—Baby—Yes—" Mother
hissed as she enveloped me with her body. Her arms encircled me,
pulling me against her as her legs clamped around my pounding,
driving hips. We were one, fucking, trying to beat death and cheat
it at its own game.

My brain was going to
explode. The roaring sound was so loud it was filling every atom of
my being. Then I felt my loins erupt in a tsunami of pleasure as my
cock exploded and began to pump out gallons and gallons of cum into
my Mother’s ravenous cunt.

As it did, my Mother
screamed and began to shake, her fingers clawing at me and her
trembling legs clamping tighter and tighter around my hips somehow
pulling me even closer, deeper.

"Yessssssssss—" I hissed,
lunging, thrusting, trying to push even deeper into the nurturing,
clinging refuge of my Mother’s womb.

Cringing, wishing the noise
would go away, waiting for the building to explode around us, I
thought I felt a sudden rush of air and I found I could breathe
again. Then to my stunned amazement, the deafening noise began to
dissipate. It was still louder than anything I’d ever heard, but it
seemed to be going away.

Pushing up on my arms, I
stared down at my Mother in disbelief. As I did, I felt her legs
relax their strangling hold on my hips and she seemed to melt back
down onto the bed.

"What happened?" she gasped,
staring up at me in stunned disbelief.

I was baffled. There was no
way we could have escaped. Were we dead? Were we alive? It was all
so confusing. Jerking back, pulling out of Mom’s overflowing pussy,
I threw myself off the bed and went tearing across the room to the
window.

Throwing open the curtains,
I gaped out. As I did, I saw the tornado was lifting back up into
the dark, swirling clouds. Looking up and down the road, I didn’t
see any damage other than a few overturned trash cans. It hadn’t
touched down. We’d somehow been spared. I couldn’t believe it. I
had been sure we were goners, but we’d survived.

Or was it just a warning? A
warning to tell us to depart from our wickedness and return to
righteousness?

I don’t know what it was,
but we were alive and I could never go back to those days. I’d
found my soul mate and there was no way I was going to let her go.
She was the love of my life.

"The tornado’s gone—" I
gasped, slowly turning back to face my mother who was now sitting
in the middle of the bed holding the sheets tucked up under her
chin. It was ludicrous. Comical, almost laughable. After all we’d
gone through and now she was hiding behind a sheet? Did she think
the sheet would protect her? It was crazy and I couldn’t keep from
laughing right out loud.

"What? What?" she
indignantly asked, pulling the sheet around her tighter and higher
up her neck.

"Why are you hiding behind
that sheet?" I laughed, slowly stepping across the room toward her.
"Do you think it’s going to protect you?"

She seemed unaware she was
even doing it as I saw her look down at herself and the sheet for a
moment then look back up at me with a big smile on her
face.

"I don’t know..." she
laughed, letting go of the sheet and letting it fall into a muddled
heap covering her lap. When she did, her big, quivering breasts
came into view once again.

I felt a shiver of
excitement spark through my cock as I stared down at the wondrous
creations. They were fucking fantastic. I couldn’t wait to get my
hands on them again as I crawled up on the bed.

"My Baby—" Mother bubbled,
throwing her arms apart and welcoming me back into
them....
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