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Possessed

By Varsha
MF   Preg.  Lact. MFM’F’ M’F MF’ FF’ M’FF’ Inc.

(Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance with a real life situation or person would, therefore, be purely coincidental. This story at some places contains explicit description of adult situations and is not intended for readers below the age of 18 years.)


Erin was ecstatic when after only a few dates Alan Dawson proposed to her. Alan was a tall (6’2”) handsome man and an expert in constructing petroleum rigs. A few things Erin did take into account while considering the proposal were that he was around 40 and had become a widower only a year ago and had an eight year old son (Craig), while she was only 21, inexperienced and a simple girl from a middle class family. With a height of 5’9” she made a good match to Alan. Alan’ first wife Celia (34) and daughter Wanda (13) had died in a plane accident. This had particularly affected Craig who was already congenetically weak and after the tragedy had turned an introvert. But despite these issues Alan’s charm and elitist aura won and Erin accepted his proposal.

The marriage took place a month thereafter. Alan’s twin sister, Edwina, who lived in Canada, had liked Erin from the beginning. Among the many things she had mentioned to Erin was the passionate nature of her brother – a fall out of his vocation which quite often required him to be away from home to rugged environs, as Edwina had put it, sometimes for months together. “But you shall be able to adjust and even love it, honey”; Edwina had said in a coquettish tone and getting a little serious, “however, the boy needs special care.”

“I‘ll do my best, Edwina” Erin was sincere.

“I am sure you would, love” Edwina admitted and added, “I and Celia used to be very close (she had emphasized ‘very close’ her, eyes looking straight into Erin’s for an extra second)….and I hope we too shall have a similar relationship. We are so happy to have you in the family.”


Indeed, Erin worked extra hard to earn at least some popularity that was enjoyed by Celia. She soon won over little Craig whom she made to believe that God had sent his mother’s spirit in her form. He would even sometimes share bed with her and fall asleep there listening to stories just as he used to do with his mother. He happily found some stories in common with those narrated by Celia. In other respects too Erin transited to complete womanhood within the next few months. Her body went through remarkable changes getting filled in at right places. Although she had lost virginity at high school having had flings with a few seniors, yet the nature of lovemaking with the husband, that too with a stallion of a man like Alan, was entirely different. Their average session lasted two to three hours and a lot of experimentation took place both during the foreplay and in the main act. Both of them were tall and strong as well as passionate. Alan also initiated her into the joys of audio-visual sex. She would spend hours sitting in his lap as they watched adult videos and simultaneously enacted things. They also enjoyed lurid double-meaning talk and personal erotic allusions before unsuspecting outsiders. Erin used to be in a state of sexual arousal during a large part of the day. No surprise she missed her period within a few months of marriage. 

Out of curiosity, Erin once asked Alan about the sexual behaviour and preferences of Celia. In reply, Alan had handed her over several video CDs, “You will know from these. More would follow at the appropriate time.” She wondered what exactly Alan had meant by ‘at the appropriate time’. In those CDs Erin saw Celia in the nude. She was an epitome of feminine beauty. As she had seen in many photographs Celia was a brunette (26 to 33 years in those CDs), had a little above average height (around5’7”) and had a thin face with a small forehead at which she sometimes wore bandeaux of different colours. She had large expressive and perky eyes.  Thick curly tresses of hair covered her shoulders. She was not plump but had large breasts with larger than average pink areole and long thick nipples. Her breasts had a voluptuous droop. She had wide hips and round thighs that tapered into well formed calves and ankles. Her entire being exuded feminine vulnerability, softness and warmth. Her breasts and hips swayed with slightest of her movement as if they had life of their own. Her thick and profuse bush was like a lion’s Maine. Erin gathered the impression that Celia was a perfect partner to Alan’s intense carnal indulgence. She began craving to become like Celia both in physical appearance and sexual behaviour. She even mentioned to Alan that she was deeply inspired to emulate Celia in matters of sex and did not feel inhibited especially as there cannot be any jealousy with the dead. Alan commended her attitude and confided in her that he and Celia practiced an open sex life which was also in accordance with the attitude that ran in the family, “You will fully appreciate this when you become closer to Edwina.” ‘Yet another mystery’ Erin thought.

During Erin’s pregnancy Alan had to go out of town on professional calls a couple of times. Erin utilized this time in cementing her relationship with Craig. She would sometimes stand nude before the full mirror taking note of changes in her body – surging of lower tummy, enlargement of breasts, darkening of areole and nipples, heaviness in hips and the pinkish glow all over. These changes were also not lost on Craig who once remarked, “Mom, you are growing fat”. 
“Yes, darling, I am trying to give you a little playmate after some months,” she replied.

“You mean Wanda too is now being sent by God to us – this time as my little sister?” Craig sounded pleased as he missed his sister very much.

“May be, or He may send Wanda’s spirit as a brother to you this time so that you can play better with him,” she told him. 

“Oh”, Craig was ecstatic. It flashed to Erin that if it were a girl it would be a good idea to name her as Wanda.

When she was by herself in the house, Erin would sometimes move around nude or semi-nude trying to copy Celia’s gait and mannerisms; she had already changed her hairstyle to that of Celia. On such occasions, she had a strange but happy feeling that Celia was around and was providing protection to her from any possible harm. She would sometimes talk to her and audibly speak endearments from her side as well. In the seventh and eighth months of pregnancy she even sometimes masturbated imagining that Celia was making love to her although she had never experienced lesbian love before. Her belly and breasts had become round and large; she felt happy that her body would soon acquire Celia’s proportions. In the last few weeks of pregnancy she also saw in dreams Celia transferring milk to her breasts. When she mentioned the feeling of fullness in breasts to her gynecologist, she squeezed her breasts for several minutes and informed her that she had already started forming colostrum that most women usually had only after the child-birth and that there was nothing to worry.


The very next week Erin gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. She was named Wanda as contemplated earlier. An extra maid was engaged to attend to the new born and the mother. Erin decided to breastfeed Wanda; child led weaning was one of her fads. Celia, she was told, had not breast-fed babies beyond 3-4 weeks. But Erin had seen in the videos Alan suckling milk from Celia’s breasts. Erin found it grossly inconsistent and unreasonable that whereas Celia had maintained milk-supply until her death, she had by and large denied this precious gift to her children. Later she had learnt that one Mrs. Palmer, Celia’s sister-in-law (elder brother’s wife) had stayed in the household and used to breastfeed Wanda whereas a hired wet-nurse was engaged for Craig. Erin decided to deviate from Celia at least in this respect. Alan had admitted to her that for several years he had regularly suckled milk from Celia’s breasts and in his absence she would use a double electric breast pump to maintain supply for his benefit. He had even handed over the monstrous gadget to Erin to try which she instantly rejected and insisted that the baby had the top priority on her milk. Craig would intently observe Erin nursing Wanda every two hours or so and often touch her little hands talking to her. It became impossible for Erin to abstain from exposing her breast to his gaze. After a few days she became used to nursing Wanda topless in the presence of Craig. 

It took another four-five months for the Dawson household to return to the normal routine. Alan went out on a two month long tour to an Arab country. Although he had assured Erin about the possibility of returning for a few days in between and a week long visit by Edwina and Jerry, she knew that by and large she will have to take care of the family all by herself. A determined woman and a caring mother that she was, she took things in her stride. But after a couple of weeks Craig had one of his fits of depression – the first since Erin’s marriage. The boy virtually stopped talking to others and shut himself into a self-created isolation. He also did not go to the school for two days. Erin was quite concerned. A psychiatrist friend of hers whom she consulted on telephone cautioned that the boy must not be allowed to remain alone and should be talked to speak out the reason for the problem. Erin tried her best to find out the cause for depression from Craig but he would not divulge it until she accidentally said, “I shall beat hell out of the person who has done this to my child”. Sobbing uncontrollably Craig blurted out the names of the boys who had roughed him up in the school. His main grudge was that he was not able to put up any defence even for name’s sake and, adding insult to injury, the boys had ganged up in lodging a false complaint to the teacher who, in turn, had punished Craig only. Erin heaved a sigh of relief and promised Craig not only to sort out the problem at the school but to also speak to the mothers of the boys concerned (which she did the very next day to the boy’s full satisfaction). This consoled Craig though he would still sob from time to time remembering the unfortunate incident. 

That eventful day after lunch Erin retired for her afternoon siesta. Craig also lay by her side. While nursing Wanda, Erin often patted Craig reassuringly; she dozed off after a few minutes. Her reverie was broken by a strange sensation at her nipple. She lay inert for a while to observe and found that after baring her left breast Craig was desperately trying to suckle milk out of it. Perhaps he had forgotten to latch properly and was, therefore, not succeeding in his effort. Erin had an impulse to push him away but considering his mental condition took pity on him. She not only allowed him to continue suckling but even whispered him to cover the full areola by his mouth and apply gentle suction; simultaneously her brain signaled a let down of milk that filled Craig’s mouth. The boy was very happy rest of the day though he avoided looking into Erin’s eyes. While she felt amused by this, it also occurred to her that he would not seek a repetition of the event. But at night as soon as Erin put Wanda to sleep, Craig expectantly turned towards her. She became serious, “Not that, honey.”
“Why not, Mom”, the boy’s jaw fell.

“No, that milk is for the little babies…like Wanda”, she said.
“But I can take whatever is left after she has nursed”, the boy’s voice quivered.

“No, darling, boys at your age don’t take breast milk. You had it, plenty of it, when you were a baby. What would Dad and your friends say if they come to know about it?” she explained.

“But you will not tell them….Would you?” Craig checked up.

“Honey, I too don’t want you to begin suckling on me. Okay,” Erin was curt and firm.

Crestfallen, Craig turned away to the other side and Erin too fell asleep. But after half an hour she was woken up by a muffled sound. Raising her head over Craig she found that he was sobbing. Realizing his mental state Erin relented once again. Uttering compromising endearments she turned the boy towards her and moved her hand over his head as he gratefully suckled her breast for a considerable time. But she was still in a dilemma whether to nurse him again if he showed an inclination for the same.

The next morning she rang up Alan and mentioned this new development. He was amused, “Well, this is a great development… May be this improves his confidence and psychological condition. He is very special to me, Hon…. I would appreciate if you also nurse….”
“But he is nine now …and” she tried to argue.
“What is there his being nine or ten, dear? Actually I have suckled gallons of milk from his mother’s…” Alan began explaining but Erin cut him short,

“But aren’t the two things entirely different? And if you are thinking in terms of repaying the ‘obligation’ should not your mother be doing it instead of me?”

“But isn’t every woman, if willing, capable of doing this mothering act? And haven’t you many a time suckled me … which I intend to do more regularly now, that is if you don’t have any objection,” Alan sounded insistent.
“You scoundrel, you will be responsible for…” she laughed away condescending; actually she felt light and felt a queer sense of achievement. 
“Well I shall accept responsibility for many more things I might be requesting you to do in future” Alan light-heartedly closed the issue.  


That afternoon, after putting Wanda to sleep, Erin turned Craig towards her, kissed him and pushed her fat nipple in his mouth cooing, “My baby … my sweet baby.” The boy was surprised but happily accepted the nipple looking into her eyes for confirmation. He was rewarded with an assuring smile and a surge of sweet milk in his mouth. It then became a routine and Erin even started nursing the two children together sometimes to save time; her milk supply adjusted to the increased demand. When Alan returned, Craig was told that his father not only knew about his suckling but it also met his approval. Much relieved the boy reacted by nursing in his presence also. The maid servant too approved of it and even gave her some tips to take extra nourishment to maintain her health. Often Erin would nurse children nude under the covers and play with Craig’s balls that had not yet descended. The boy soon took note of the new type of pleasant sensation and intimacy. On several occasions he even began requesting Erin to continue, and her stock reply was, “Yes, honey, as long as you wish.” This new dimension of care had a very beneficial effect on Craig. He became healthier, perceptibly extrovert and more focused in studies. In school his grades improved significantly.

Alan continued to lure Erin into the web of carnal desire. Another release of audio-video CD’s depicted Alan and Celia in more kinky acts. They were shown participating in threesomes, group sex and same sex sessions as well. Toys were freely used by them. What really shocked Erin was their playing with Edwina and Jerry. Alan told Erin that Jerry shot only blanks as he had an extremely low sperm count and hence the deal.

“What deal,” Erin asked.

“That I would continue doing Edwina as I did before her marriage and get them an offspring while Jerry would never be refused by Celia, at any time” Alan replied.
“You….you mean Trisha, Edwina’s daughter…really?” Erin asked.

“Yes, as I said, Jerry is incapable in that respect. Trisha is my and Edwina’s biological daughter and Jerry is the ‘father,’” Alan explained. Further, “Trisha and Wanda were very close in age and their mothers sometimes cross-nursed them out of love for each other. So we have been very intimate. I wanted Edwina to tell you in her own way, but she is not here and you are inquisitive”, Alan added.
“But all this is incest,” Erin was concerned.

“Yes, darling, one must open the window to get fresh breeze,” Alan philosophized.


Erin became very thoughtful – where was she going to? Later on she decided that if Alan wanted she too would let the window remain open. She was very happy to learn after sometime that Edwina and Jerry were planning to spend a few weeks with them. But when they came, Alan had to be away on a business tour unexpectedly. They had a lot of straight and lesbian sex and threesomes as well. When they left, Erin thought that she had fully caught up with Celia’s personality. And surprisingly she felt very pleased about it.
In the meantime, Craig continued to nurse at her and eventually gave it up after about two years along with Wanda. But some times, especially when Alan was away, he would request Erin for a suck and intimate hugs under the covers, and she would oblige. Erin had developed a genuine affection for the boy as she regarded herself the main contributor to his improved personality  It continued for several years - even when he started going to college. She had long started using breast-pump to maintain her milk supply, now for Alan and Craig. 
A change had come about in Erin’s relationship with Craig, but it was so gradual that in the beginning she could not distinguish that she had already been taking delight in body interaction with him in a sexual way. And on one afternoon, while Alan was away on a long business tour Erin and Craig were together, the leap took place. She was in a sleepy stupor as Craig deftly penetrated her. Even as she tried to disengage herself, he held her forcefully and until he ejaculated into. She was horrified and cried out panting, “What? I am your mother. What have you done to me? It is unpardonable and improper. O God! Why I ever allowed you to come near me?”

“Mom, I love you… I love you. You can kill me; but I never wanted to do it …I just couldn’t help it. You can punish me, but please do try to understand…” Craig cried too. 

“Oh baby, what shall I do? What face shall I show to your Dad?” Even in such a situation she tightly embraced Craig while pouring her heart out. Several minutes passed.
“Mom, I am not your biological son, you know, and I am a man now. I should either commit suicide or marry you. Perhaps it will wipe out my sin. If you like I would talk to Dad.” Craig put forward a foolish proposal. 

Erin was inconsolable but became thoughtful, “Please leave me alone now” she ordered him. She kept sitting there with a blank expression on her face oblivious of Craig’s semen oozing out from her vagina. After a hard thinking she realized that it was not entirely her fault; all that happened as she agreed to trudge the way chalked out by Alan, but then she also had been enjoying the great change in her life. Would she be able to give up the happiness the uninhibited lifestyle had brought to her? Perhaps not, she thought. She felt confident and called Craig to tell that he should not burden himself with remorse and she would soon find out a way. In the meantime, he should neither do any thing to himself nor talk to his Dad. While Craig left every thing to Erin, the solution she devised was that of an escapist. They continued their illegitimate relationship secretly, now without any sense of remorse, having reconciled to let Alan know in due course and face whatever emerged thereafter. But as Alan was about to return from his extended tour, it became urgent for Erin to inform him of the development because her period was late by over ten days; it was confirmed that she had become pregnant. 

Erin wanted to unburden her guilt before Alan at the earliest. But for two days they made love like newly weds – Alan appearing keen to make up for the lost time. Then one late night when they stopped for a while in the middle of a marathon session of lovemaking to take rest, Erin decided to disclose the information to Alan. They lay still joined, perspiring and tired; he had yet to ejaculate. She broached up the subject: “Darling, there is an urgent matter I wanted to talk to you, but first promise me that you will not be angry.”

“What is it? Can’t it wait till morning?” Alan’s voice showed both concern and dislike for the disruption.
“But I want to speak to you now about it… Well, it seems I am pregnant…and this time it is not yours,” she blurted out
“Okay, who then is the father? Jerry?” he became serious.

“No, it is not Jerry. How can he be, although we were together several times last month?  You yourself had told me that he is… well incapable in that respect” she was puzzled.

“Oh perhaps I forgot to mention it to you, and Edwina too did not mention. Jerry has been having fertility treatment for several years and now seems to be cured of his problem. Actually, both he and Edwina are now very keen that they should have a child from him… but as you know, Edwina, like me, is past fifty and had her menopause a couple of years ago… So Jerry’s return of potency is as good as a waste. But they had mentioned to me that if you agree Jerry could sire an offspring from you…You know, darling, what type of relationship we have been having with Jerry and Edwina, and now you too is very much a part of it. So their expectation is not without a reason. I am sure Celia would have readily done it. But it seems you have already gone ahead. Okay, so who is the father of ‘our’ baby?” Alan enquired.
Erin went pale and said in a nervous tone, “Craig.”

“What? Craig? You mean our Craig?” Alan sounded amused, “so he has been doing you?  And…and … he has done this?”

“I am sorry you have every right to be angry…” Erin said in a low voice and with tears.
“Am I angry? Why, baby, I am happy. I am really very happy. After all he is my son… and he has kept up the family tradition?” he sounded genuine. She suddenly realized that his semi-erect penis had become rock hard into her in confirmation of his mood, “And he reached here too? Here? Here?” he began thrusting hard. 
Suddenly Erin felt relieved and quickly narrated the events not forgetting to explain her side of logic. “And what ‘family tradition’ are you talking about, Alan Dawson?” She demanded.
“Well, of sowing wild oats, what else?” he replied, “It is not happening for the first time in the family, at least insofar as my knowledge goes. Why, let me share a secret with you today, baby. I and Edwina were sired by Emerson, our biological father from the wife (Gretchen, our mother) of his nephew, Mycroft - our socially known father. And Mycroft had a daughter from his own aunt (Ruth) - Emerson’s wife, who was about 12 years older than him – the type of age difference you and Craig have. She lives with her husband in Australia.” He began making rapid thrusts. 
“And was there also a deal or understanding amongst the concerned – of the type you have had with your brother-in-law, Jerry?” Erin asked panting trying to keep pace.
“You can say, although nothing was decided in advance. But all of them - Mycroft, Gretchen, Emerson and Ruth – happily accepted things as they happened, just as I am doing with Craig…..and you” Alan replied.

“Thanks God Craig is not married yet,” Erin said.

“One day he would. And then an occasion might arise for such an understanding …especially if you give him another baby when his wife is also there” Alan sounded futuristic. He increased the pace of his strokes.
“You and your dirty ideas, you greedy scheming stud,” she did not allow him to speak sealing his lips in a long kiss while meeting his rhythmic thrusts. 
They made love in silence for several more minutes before she returned a powerful orgasm, the second that night, accompanying the liquid warmth that he spurted into her womb.

Epilogue: Erin had a healthy baby boy, Craig’s biological son, after nine months. Alan and Erin kept it a secret from Craig so that he could marry to his girl friend Gina without any complex. Craig and Gina had a daughter the very next year. After another year, Erin had a planned conception – this time from Jerry and gave birth to his son in due course. The boy was formally adopted by Jerry and Edwina so that he could live with them. Erin and Gina were very close and intimate and cross-breastfed their babies but Erin did not allow Alan to make it up with Gina.
*   *   *

