	I am going to share some things and hope that whoever happens to read this both enjoys it and also might have some advice.

I am 38, married, and am in a successful business. I love my wife very much and would never do anything to hurt her. That being said, I have to admit my attraction to my mother Rebecca. This is not an easy thing to admit, but I guess it is something that I have kept hidden over the years and it was inevitable that it would eventually find it’s way to the surface.

My mother is 57, 5’10”,wears a 38C bra, and a size ten dress. She’s of Italian descent and has the olive complexion and the dark brown hair. She’s got a beautiful face and a great body. When she and dad first met, mom had aspirations to being a singer / dancer, and still retains a killer set of long legs and a great figure, well into her fifties. I think she looks younger than I do most times. 

Anyway, as I said before and from the description, I find my mom very hot. She and dad married right out of high school and I followed soon thereafter. I guess the little ‘surprise’ (me) probably had a lot to do with why mom never made it in a performing career. She has worked as a real estate agent for years and has done well, but it was always just a part-time thing for her. She and dad split about 5 years ago and she’s had to work full-time and has had a hard time making it.

One thing about my mother is that she is very, very bitchy. I mean on the bitch scale, she is a 9 out of 10. I guess she isn’t like that at her work, or they would have fired her years ago. Personally, I am surprised that dad put up with it for as long as he did, but I guess love does funny things to people. Well, I guess even he had had enough, because he asked for and got a divorce from mom after some ugly legal fighting. Dad is now married to his former executive assistant, who is only a couple of years younger than him, and they are happy. She’s a nice woman, though not near as pretty as mom, and I’m glad their life is going well.

When I was younger, I was really mad at mom a lot. She was such a bitch to all of my friends and girlfriends and that really made it tough. She still terrorizes my wife occasionally, but she’s mellowed a little. Now that I am older and have a life of my own, I actually think that the bitchy streak in her makes her even more hot to me. Every once in a while, I’ll purposefully antagonize her, just to get a rise. She just looks so damn sexy when she gets mad!

I guess I had the normal teenage curiosity and noticed my mom, but as soon as I went away to college, I decided I was out from under her roof, and bitching, for good. I got a good job out of school and met my wife soon after that. Other than holidays, I haven’t spent much time at home. This has changed since the divorce. Even though she is a bitch, I do love my mother and have done my best to help her get adjusted. Since my wife is hesitant to be around her, I end up going over to her house by myself a lot. This being the case, I have had to confront the fact that my mom is still a very beautiful woman.

Mom is very professional in what she wears to work and dresses very conservatively around the house. Her legs look great in a pair of pantyhose and heels, and she always wears skirts and dresses that are just a little above her knees. Classy and conservative, yet still very sexy.

I guess my attraction really move out of the back of my mind when something happened earlier this year. I was sitting in my car, in mom’s driveway, waiting for her to come home from work. She pulled in beside me and was in the process of getting out, when her cell phone obviously rang. She had the door open , was turned partially towards me, and had one foot on the ground and one still in the car. Mom stared ahead at some imaginary point in space, not looking at me as she talked on her phone. Now I had been noticing her legs before, and even stolen a quick peek or two at them, but this was something completely different.

The way mom was sitting, her legs were spread apart and I could see all the way up between them under her skirt, to the tight crotch of the dark pantyhose she was wearing. I was in shock and quickly looked to see if she had seen me looking, but mom was focused on her phone call and still not looking in my direction. I know I shouldn’t have, but I let my eyes move back down so I could see up her skirt. I stared hard at her exposed crotch and got the first hard-on I had ever got from looking at my own mom.

When her call finally ended, I had to kind of hide the lump in my pants, as we went into the house. My hard-on faded quickly, but I still kept thinking about what I had seen, and stole a few glances mom’s way. She changed from work into some jeans and we settled into our project of the evening, painting a small room that she was using for an office.

We worked closely and she was, of course, bitching about something to me, but I ignored it. What I could not ignore was the way the old shirt she was wearing highlighted her big tits and how good her butt looked in those jeans of hers. Whenever she was turned away, I looked at her butt or at the profile of her boobs. She was really getting to me, so I decided I had to do something about it, so I told her I was going up to the bathroom.

Once inside, I sat down on the toilet, took out my cock and started jacking off, something I haven’t had to do in years. While I sat there stroking and thinking about mom’s boobs, butt, and legs, I noticed that the outfit she had been wearing when she got home was hanging on the back of the bathroom door. She’d obviously changed into her jeans in the room I was not sitting in. My attention then became very focused on the closed clothes hamper beside the vanity. I got up, walked over, then opened it. I tell you I felt like a real pervert, but I was really turned on. 

There on the top was the pair of dark hose that mom had been wearing when I looked up her skirt in the driveway. I picked them up and began to feel them. I don’t have a weird thing for women’s underwear, or at least I don’t think I do, but just knowing that mom had had them on really got me hot. I examined the cotton crotch part and saw a couple of dark wiry hairs on it. My dick was really, really hard when I realized I was looking at some of my mother’s pussy hairs.

I carefully removed five of the hairs and put them on the vanity. I then started really stroking my dick. I realized that the crotch of the hose I held had touched my mom’s pussy and pushed it against my nose and inhaled like some pervert. I could smell her on the cotton material. As I got more excited and closer to coming, I sucked the crotch into my mouth. I stood there stroking furiously until I started blasting come into the vanity sink. Just about the time this started, mom started pounding on the door, bitching at me to come back down and finish painting. I almost had a heart attack, but standing there with the crotch of her pantyhose in my mouth, shooting come, and hearing her voice made it super hot for me.

After we finished painting, I went home. My wife was already in bed, so I joined her. I lay there in the dark and couldn’t get my mother out of my head. I got hard just thinking about her and had to wake Carla up. She was really tired, but spread her legs for me anyway and let me put it in. I closed my eyes and started to fuck my wife, picturing my mom’s body in my mind. Soon, I was pretending it was her pussy I was inside and ended up coming real quick and real hard.

A couple of days later, I went over to mom’s house again to help her set up a new computer that she had ordered. She wasn’t home, so I let myself in and went into her office and started opening up the boxes and wiring everything up. I was lying under the computer desk, working on some wires, when I heard the door slam and the clomp of shoes coming up the hall. I called out, just as mom walked into the room, looking extremely mad. She asked me if her computer worked and when I said it did, the angrily plopped down into her chair. I had to move back so she wouldn’t kick me, lying there as I was. Obviously, she was pissed at someone at work and was soon hammering away on the keyboard, bitching the whole time.

When I asked her if she would move, so I could get up out of her way, she practically tore my head off and told me to finish what I was doing, because she had an emergency at work, because of some ‘stupid bitch’ she worked with and had to have the machine and have it now. I moved so she had the least chance of kicking me and continued to adjust the wiring. 

As I worked, I moved further under the desk, intensely aware of mom’s legs. She was wearing some kind of blue dress and white hose and eventually I was even with her knees. Unfortunately, they were closed tightly, but I looked a little anyway and finished my work. She asked me how it was coming and I told her that I had some more to do, even though I was pretty much done. Mom then thanked me for helping her and apologized for yelling at me, then launched into another tirade aimed at the woman she worked with. 

As I lay there looking at her legs, mom continued to furiously work on her keyboard, and her knees opened enough for me to see under the hem of her dress and up between her thighs to her crotch. I knew I should just tell her I was done and get up, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her crotch. My dick got hard and I reached down and squeezed it in my pants and I lay there looking up her dress. My heart was pounding in my chest, from the excitement of the moment, and I quickly unzipped my pants. Obviously, I wasn’t really thinking clearly, but mom could only see my feet from where she was sitting, so I took out my dick and started to stroke it.

Mom started asking me a bunch of questions about the new computer and I answered her as I could. I had never been that excited before in my life. I was laying there under the desk jerking off, staring at my mom’s crotch, while she was having a conversation with me. My heart was pounding and my whole body seemed to be on fire and I kept stroking. Even though I couldn’t see it, just knowing her pussy was right under crotch of the hose I was looking at and because she was talking to me was more than I could take. I aimed my cockhead up under the sweatshirt I was wearing and let go. As I came, I kept my locked on mom’s crotch the whole time. When I was done, I managed to get out of the situation quickly and she never knew what I had done.

These incidents lead up to St. Patrick’s Day. While mom is Italian, dad was full Irish, so I have some of both in me. Mom went to a party with some of her co-workers and clients. I would not have known this, but I got a call at home from her boss. He told me that she was pretty drunk and wanted me to come and get her before she made a fool of herself. He sounded pretty pissed, so I told Carla where I was going and drove to the pub her boss told me they were at.

I had a real hard time getting mom out of the bar without her making a huge scene, but managed to pull it off. Mom doesn’t drink much as a rule, except maybe some wine, but she had obviously had a bunch of alcohol at the party. She bitched at me the whole way to her house, slurring her words and basically acting pretty mean. 

When we got to the house, I had to half carry her inside, and managed to get her onto the couch. By this time, she was telling me that the room was spinning and that she felt like she was going to get sick. I hurried for a trashcan, but she didn’t end up throwing up, just falling asleep. I left her alone, then went into the other room to watch some TV, before I went home.

When I went back in to check on mom, before I left, she was sleeping off her drunk and snoring. Almost the entire time I had been watching TV, I had been thinking about her. I knew what I wanted was wrong, but couldn’t help getting hard thinking about her passed out or at least sleeping soundly in the next room. It made me hard, just thinking about it. I had made my mind up to leave her and to just go home, but when I stood there looking at her while she slept, I knew I wouldn’t be leaving right away.

Mom just looked so hot, lying there in the jacket, blouse, and skirt she had worn to the party. Her hose were some kind of shiny blue color, that just made her legs look great. I reached down and shook her shoulder, calling her name and trying to get her to wake up, but she never even stopped snoring. Even though I made the effort, I knew I was secretly hoping for her to really be out cold. There was not even a battle in my mind as I knelt down on the floor beside her and unzipped my pants.

I sat there looking at mom’s beautiful face as I started to jerk off. She looked so hot. My free hand pulled open the front of her jacket and I watched her big boobs rise and fall under the shirt she wore under it. I put my hand on one of them and squeezed, then did the same to the other one. I was really excited then and decided I had to get a look at mom’s tits. I opened her shirt until I could see her big bra cups, then squeezed both of these too. 

I figured I probably couldn’t get mom’s bra off too easy, so I pulled one of the cups out and leaned so I could look down into it. Her boob was nice and big and I could see that her tit was dark brown and about the size of a half dollar. I worked on the cup until I got it down over her tit, then started rubbing it with my fingers. When it stuck straight up, I knew I had to suck it, so I leaned down and took it into my mouth. While I sucked her big tit, I looked at mom’s beautiful face and pulled hard on my dick. I managed to get the rest of the bra cup under her boob and squeezed it as I continued to suck her nipple.

I was really, really hot, but I knew I might never get a chance like this again, so I stopped sucking her tit and moved further down. I pulled up mom’s skirt, then ran my hand down over the crotch of her hose. Touching her was making me so horny. I decided I really wanted to see her pussy, so I got a hold of the waistbands of her hose and panties, then lifted them up and looked down into her underwear. 

I almost came, when I saw the think triangle of dark hair that mom had between her legs. Man she had a real hairy pussy. I was really horny, so I pushed my hand under her panties and actually touched her hair. I sat there jerking off, looking at mom’s face, while I touched her hairy pussy. I wanted to fuck her so bad. The facet that I would be raping her and that the sex would be incest didn’t really bother me, I just didn’t know if she would sleep through it. I decided on a compromise. I started pushing my middle finger into her, while I continued to watch her face and to stroke my dick.

When I had my finger all the way into her pussy and felt how hot and wet she was inside, I was no longer thinking rationally and I decided that I was going to fuck her, even if I had to tie her up and rape her. It was then that my stroking ended up pushing me over the edge and I started to come. When it started, I aimed my dick so it was aimed at her big naked boob. I continued to finger fuck mom’s hairy pussy as I came all over her jug, holding my cockhead against her big nipple as I finished. 

It was the hardest I had ever come in my life. I finally stopped fingering her and then cleaned my come off her boob and redressed her. I went to the bathroom and cleaned myself up then went to leave. I stood there looking at mom for a long time and knew if I didn’t go right then, I’d end up fucking her, whatever the consequences, so I did leave.

Needless to say, I am now in literal heat for my mom. I absolutely have to find a way to fuck her. If anyone has any ideas on knows of a sure way to do it so she won’t know, let me know.

After my parents got divorced, I lived with Mom. She had a good job and apparently was well paid because we never seemed to lack for any necessities. She got a recent promotion, though, and now she has to travel quite a bit. Although she seems to really like her job, having to leave me alone bothers her a whole lot. I'll have to hand it to Mom-- she's very conscientious and seems to worry considerably about being a good parent. More than anything else, she worries that I won't get proper care during those times she has to be out of town. That I'm fifteen years old and consider myself a person well able to take care of himself doesn't make any impression on her at all. No matter how much I plead and argue my maturity, she simply will not agree to leaving me alone by myself overnight. When those occasions arise that she has to be gone, she arranges for me to stay with Aunt Shaheen and Grandpa. I stayed there at night couple of times before school was out, but now that summer's here, I stay all day and all night. This time I've been here a couple of days, and will probably stay a few more before Mom gets back. Aunt Shaheen is Mom's sister. She is several years younger than Mom, so she can't be too old, but Mom once referred to her as a maiden aunt. When I asked what that meant, Mom said it meant that she had never married, and since she was stuck on the farm taking care of Grandpa, probably never would marry. I said that I thought "maiden" meant "virgin" and Mom said, kind of half-laughing, that with Aunt Shaheen's limited opportunities it probably did. That puzzled me because I couldn't see where marriage and virginity had anything to do with each other. I sure didn't want to get married, but that didn't keep me from wanting to stop being a virgin. I certainly wasn't a virgin by choice--I just had never had an opportunity to make it with a girl. My virginity was a condition I hoped to change the very first chance I got. When that time might come, I had no idea. I had never even felt up a girl, much less done anything else. Thus far, the closest I had come to a pussy was the Playboy centerfold. Aunt Shaheen and Grandpa live on Grandpa's farm just outside of town. It only takes about fifteen minutes to get there, so having to stay at their place isn't that much of a problem. The main difficulty is that they have only two bedrooms and I have to sleep with Aunt Shaheen in her big double bed. I have my own bedroom at home, and getting used to sleeping with someone else wasn't easy--particularly when that someone else was a pretty girl like Aunt Shaheen. Although I complained about having to go to Aunt Shaheen's, I really didn't mind it that much. Grandpa kept beer in the refrigerator, and sometimes he would let me drink a bottle when he did. Aunt Shaheen would fuss, but Grandpa would tell her to leave us alone, that we are about "men's business." Of course, that would make me feel ten feet tall. Even though she put on a show, Aunt Shaheen wasn't really concerned about it and never told Mom. Despite her mock scolding about my drinking beer, Aunt Shaheen and I became good friends. She insisted that I call her simply "Shaheen," that "Aunt Shaheen" was way too formal. She laughed, her face turning a little red, and said if we were going to sleep in the same bed, we should at least be on a first-name basis. With respect to sleeping in the same bed, I have to admit that the arrangement was beginning to cause me a problem. The problem is that being in bed with Shaheen makes me terribly horny. (Not that it takes much, anyway. Being horny is a steady-state condition for me.) I was very much aware that right next to me was a female, a girl who had big breasts and a pussy. Shaheen usually dressed in bulky loose-fitting clothes --even her night clothes were heavy material--so I could only guess at what those parts of her anatomy might look like. Even so, knowing that all that separated her probably virgin pussy from my definitely virgin cock was just a few inches of bed space made me ultra-sensitive to our sleeping arrange- ments. I went to sleep many a night with a hard-on and had erotic dreams about girls. To make it worse, the girls in my dreams looked like Shaheen. Although the extra travel involved with staying at Shaheen's place during school time was a little inconvenient--she had to take me to school and pick me up--staying there in the summer was a real treat. Even though all of us still referred to it as "the farm," it really wasn't one anymore. Grandpa quit farming years ago, and now it was simply pasture land he leased out for grazing a few head of cattle. Shaheen had a little vegetable garden, but other than that it was just a lot of open space. For a boy of fifteen, though, it is a wonderland. There are lots of areas that I still haven't explored, and staying there in summer gives me opportunity to just roam around, laze in the shade, and generally goof off. Shaheen is a great lover of the outdoors, and sometimes when the weather is especially nice, she goes to extra trouble to carry all the food out to the big picnic table under the oak tree so we can eat in the wide-open. It's always a lot of fun, the three of us laughing and making a festive occasion out it. That is, until Grandpa gets sleepy and decides it's his nap time. He always takes a nap after lunch, and even the fun of eating outdoors doesn't deter him from his daily schedule. He always put in a good two hours of log sawing, and thunder, lightning, or even a earthquake couldn't wake him until he has his nap out. He sleeps just as soundly at night, too. Shaheen said that on several occasions she had tried to wake him, but it was next to impossible. One morning when I was in the kitchen with Shaheen, she asked me if I had ever been down to the creek at the far end of the farm. I had never explored that part of the farm and had no idea there was a creek there. I told that I hadn't but now that I knew it was there I would go explore that part of the farm. She said that she had an even better idea--that the two of us would carry a lunch basket and have a picnic there. She indicated that Grandpa wasn't up to walking that far, but she would feed him his lunch and while he was taking his nap we would go there and have our picnic. That sounded great to me. It combined two of my favorite things--exploring and eating--and I waited impatiently for lunch time to finally get there. Shortly before noon, Shaheen called to me and said she was just about ready. I went back into the kitchen and found Shaheen and Grandpa there. I was more than a little surprised by what else I found--Shaheen dressed in a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. Seeing her dressed like that, I was mystified about why she hid herself in such full, baggy clothes. She had a super figure: long-legged, slender-waisted and big-boobed. I couldn't keep my eyes off her and my cock twitched in my pants at the sight. Shaheen set out lunch for Grandpa and told him to have a nice nap afterward, that she and I were going down to the creek and have a picnic. He didn't pay much attention, just told us "kids" to have a good time. Shaheen pointed to the picnic basket and said that a big strong guy like me should be the one to carry it. Since Shaheen knew the way, she took the lead and I followed. Walking closely behind her, I couldn't help but notice the way her rear end twisted and the cheeks of her ass moved as she walked. Her shorts were really short-shorts, and after she had walked a little way, they worked upward on her ass so that the bottoms of her ass cheeks showed. I could see the edge of her white panties peeking out from under the shorts, and the sight worked on me like waving a red flag excites a bull. I had been excited from seeing some of Shaheen's hidden charms revealed, but getting a peek of panties made my cock get rock-solid hard and bulge out the front of my pants. I was relieved that I was behind her so that she couldn't see the effect she was having on me. By the time we finally arrived at our destination, I was in a pretty bad state. First, I was about as horny as I had ever been in my entire life. Having watched Shaheen's firm ass as it squirmed and twisted for the last twenty minutes had my cock throbbing and aching. My horniness, though, was almost secondary to my frustration. The realization that the ass I had been watching, indeed the whole of Shaheen's beautiful body, lay beside me each night, so close yet so far away and untouchable, made me gnash my teeth. I couldn't help but groan and give a big sigh of anguish. The place where Shaheen had taken us was really nice. The creek had a limestone bed and was surrounded by grass that was almost like a lawn. Big oak trees shaded a lot of the area and made it so quiet and restful that I could easily see why Shaheen considered it a good place for a picnic. At one time, someone had dammed the creek so as to make a pond, and even though part of the dam had washed away, there was still a nice-sized pool. The water looked cool and clear, ideal for swimming. Shaheen spread a tablecloth and laid out the food from the basket. Seeing and smelling the food made me realize how hungry I was, and I dove in with relish. Shaheen seemed to have a good appetite, too, and between the two of us we quickly disposed of the picnic lunch. Feeling full and relaxed, I stretched out on the grass and gazed up at the sky. Shaheen laid down beside me, and together we just lay there silent, enjoying the peace and quiet of the warm afternoon. I shifted positions a little, and when I did my hand came into contact with Shaheen's. She didn't move her's so I left my hand where it was. It may have been just an accidental touch, but it was electrifying to me. Seeing Shaheen in her scanty clothes had caused me to become infatuated with her woman's mature body, and being able to touch her, even if only with a mere touching of fingers, sent little shivers through me. After a while I sat up and looked at the water in the pool. "That sure looks like a good place to swim," I said. Shaheen said, "Yes, it is. When your mother and uncles and I were kids we used swim here real often. I was the littlest of all, so about all I got to do was stick my feet in. We all went skinny-dipping, back then." "You went swimming naked?" I asked. "Yeah, we sure did," Shaheen said with kind of an embarrassed laugh. "None of us owned a bathing suit." "Was it fun? Swimming, I mean." "Oh, yes. Course, we didn't keep it up too long. After we got old enough to know what the difference between girls and boys meant we had to stop." "Do you ever go swimming now?" I asked. "Well, sometimes I still sneak out here and take a dip." "You skinny-dip?" Shaheen laughed, her face flushing just a little, and said, "Yeah. I still don't own a bathing suit." "I sure would like for us to go swimming right now," I said. "Well, I've already told you I don't have a bathing suit and you don't have one, either, so I guess we're just out of luck." "We could go skinny-dipping, like you say you do." Shaheen's face turned red and she said, "Riaz, I sure know the difference between girls and boys now, and a good-looking boy like you surely does, so we couldn't do that." Undaunted and still practically panting to see more of Shaheen's body, I said, "We could swim in our underwear. That wouldn't show any more than a bathing suit does." Shaheen's eyes kind of narrowed and I could tell she was thinking about my suggestion. Finally, she said, "Well, maybe we could. You're right, the way bathing suits are today, our underwear would cover more than they do. Okay, we'll do it. But not a word about it to your mother. She'd skin me alive if she knew we did such a thing." I took my hand and made like I was zipping my mouth. "Not a word. You have my solemn oath." Having made up her mind, she was almost like a kid, eager to get on with it. She stood up and pulled the tee-shirt over head and unbuttoned the waist of her shorts. The shorts were tight and she had to wriggle her hips to get them off. Seeing her there in her panties and bra, her hips squirming like that made me forget that I was supposed to be undressing too. Shaheen saw me staring and said, "Now cut that out, Riaz. I'm already a little embarrassed--don't make it any worse." I pulled off my shirt and started lowering my pants so that I would be dressed in just my Jockey shorts. I realized then that I had a real problem. My cock was hard and throbbing and my state of arousal would be obvious to Shaheen. Turning my back, I managed to cram the rod down into the crotch of my shorts so at least I didn't look like I had a tennis ball stuck in my shorts. Some bulge still showed, but maybe Shaheen would just think I was well developed. Half way presentable, I ran down to the water and waded in. Being in first would give me a change to look at Shaheen without appearing to be staring. I turned around and watched Shaheen as she carefully inched her way to the water, wincing a little as the rocks hurt her feet. It was a good thing I had my cock tucked in secure because just watching her coming toward me, white panties and bra on, would have turned the front of my shorts into a tent. "Come on in, the water's just great," I said. Talking to her required me to face her, and that's exactly what I wanted to do. This was the first time I had ever seen a girl in her underwear, and even though I couldn't see any more than I could have if she had on a bathing suit, just the thought of it's being underwear excited me beyond any point I had been before then. Shaheen waded out a little way and sat down in the water, sub- merging herself to a level that her breasts were just at the water line. They bobbed up and down, as if they were floating on the surface, and my hands itched to reach out and feel them, to discover for the first time what it felt like to put my hand on a girl's flesh. I knew, though, that doing that would probably make her more than a little angry, and that she would want to get out right then. All I wanted was to stay there with her as long as possible, drinking in the sight of her creamy skin and revelling in the idea that I was so close to an almost-nude girl. I dog-paddled over to her and sat in the water alongside her. She had a smile on her face and I knew that she was having fun. I said, "I can see why you like this place--it's a super swimming hole. Is it deeper in the middle?" Shaheen said, "Yeah, quite a bit. Come on, I'll show you." She paddled out a ways and stood up, the water almost up to her neck. I came out by her and stood, too. We were so close that when she turned toward me her breast brushed my arm, its firm weight pressing against it. She didn't seem to pay any attention, and I was very happy about that. She said, "It's even deeper than this right out here," and stepped toward the middle of the pond. Suddenly, she went completely under, her head disappearing under the surface. Instinctively, I reached out for her, my arms and hands extended, to pull her back up. I ducked under the water and grabbed her under the armpits and lifted her up. When I did, she fell back against me and my hands slipped around to her front, each hand cupping one of her round, firm breasts. I couldn't help myself--I squeezed and kneaded them, gently massaging them through the fabric of her bra. Shaheen went stiff in my arms, her body straightening out so that she stood full erect. Her hands came up and covered mine and for just a few moments we remained frozen in that position. She turned around then, dislodging my hands from her breasts, and said, "Wow, I guess I stepped in a hole there. Thanks for being so quick and pulling me up. I'd better get back in the shallow water where I'll be safe." Shaheen paddled into shallow water and sat down, her legs apart and extended in front of her. The water came up to only the tops of her thighs and it was so clear and clean that I could see all the way to the bottom. The bottom, though, wasn't what I was looking at. Shaheen's panties, which had been opaque when dry, were completely transparent now that they were wet. I could clearly see the full extent of her swatch of black pubic hair and even distinguish the top of the cleft that ran down the middle of that dark triangle. My breath caught in my throat and I became dry-mouthed. I had longed to see a girl's pussy, and now I was getting at least a partial look at Shaheen's. My cock worked its way out of its tucked position and completely bulged out the front of my shorts. I immediately turned around and went back out to deeper water where I could readjust my cock without Shaheen being able to tell what I was doing. Once again presentable, I came back to her and sat next to her. I couldn't tear my eyes off of Shaheen's sexual area. Since she was beside me, she couldn't see how my eyes bored into the space between her thighs. I was so distracted by the sight that I couldn't even carry on a decent conversation, just saying "Uh-huh" and "Yeah" to whatever she said. After a while, she stood up and said that it was getting late and she needed to get home to start supper. Even though I tried to turn my eyes away in time, she caught them zeroing in on her crotch. Looking down at herself, she said, "Oh, God, just look at me. I thought underwear was safe to wear, but I might have well have gone skinny-dipping. Come on, let's get out of here and get dressed." We got out and put our clothes on over our wet underwear and headed for the farmhouse. That night after Shaheen and I were in bed, she said, "Riaz, since my wet panties showed so much that I might as well been naked, if we go swimming tomorrow we can skinny-dip if you'd like to. But, again, absolutely no word of it to your mother. Understand?" I could hardly keep from stammering as I answered, "Yeah, I'd like to go skinny-dipping. And as far telling Mom, I've already made a blood oath with you." "Just checking to be sure. Good night, Riaz." I was so excited that I wasn't able to go to sleep immediately as I usually did. My cock was hard and throbbing at the thought of being completely naked with Shaheen, of seeing a real live fully nude girl for the first time. As if that weren't enough, Shaheen's action at this time made it even more difficult to go to sleep. She rolled over in bed and in the process pressed her hand up against my buttocks. It felt like a hot ember burning a hole in my skin. Shaheen's breathing was slow and regular, so I figured she was asleep and it was an accident. After a long while, even with the heat of her hand against me and the discomfort of a hard and aching cock, I too fell asleep. When I waked up the next morning, the front of my shorts were a gooey mess--I had had a wet dream. The sheet had a wet spot, too, and I knew Shaheen would see the evidence of my reaction to seeing her in her transparent panties. Remember- ing the dream I had, I was not surprised at the mess I had made. Shaheen and I had just finished swimming, both of us completely nude, and we were on the bank, lying together on a big towel. I had one hand on her breast and the other buried between her thighs, my fingers delving into her pussy. She was busy, too, with a hand clasping my rigidly hard cock and stroking it up and down. In my dream, I shot off into the air and all over her hand. I must have shot off in real life, too, with the come in my shorts and on the bed the result. I went to the bathroom and cleaned myself up and put on clean shorts. I planned to try to clean the sheet with a wet wash cloth, but I was too late--Shaheen was already making the bed and had seen the wet blotch. She stroked her fingers across the wet spot and then rubbed them together, feeling the slippery texture of my boy juice. I was standing in the doorway and there wasn't anything I could do to avoid her confronting me about what had happened. She looked at me and said, "Looks like someone had a naughty accident last night. You must have been dreaming about one of those cute little high school girls." I was embarrassed and didn't answer. Shaheen laughed and said, "Well, she must have been a real knock-out. Who was it, Riaz?" I sure didn't want to admit that it was she I dreamed of-- she'd probably faint from embarrassment. I figured the best thing to do was just not answer. Shaheen saw that I was going to stay silent and teasingly said, "What's the matter, cat got your tongue?" Responding to her teasing persistence, I said, "Okay, if you just have to know, I dreamed about you." Shaheen turned just a little red, apparently not as embarrassed as I was. I turned away, determined to go outside so that she wouldn't see me red-faced. As I was leaving, I heard Shaheen whisper in a way I'm sure she didn't intend for me to hear, "I dreamed about you, too." I managed to stay away from Shaheen until noontime when she called me into the house. She didn't seem the least bit perturbed about what happened that morning. She was smiling and seemed happier than I had seen her in a long time. She told me she had packed a picnic lunch and if I wanted to we could go down to the creek and eat it. I told her I would like that very much. I grabbed the picnic basket and we left the house and started for the creek. About half way to the creek, I asked, "Can we go swimming?" "If you want to." "Swim like you said we could?" I asked, almost breathlessly. "If that's what you would like to do, then that's what we'll do. DO you want us to go skinny-dipping?" Hardly believing my good fortune, I almost shouted, "Yeah, I want us to go skinny-dipping." When we finally got to the creek, Shaheen spread a table cloth and a blanket. She said that since we were going to go skinny-dipping we may as well take advantage of it and get a little sun tanning at the same time. Just the thought of being on a blanket with Shaheen and both of us naked brought my cock to half mast. Oh, God, maybe she'll let me touch her a little, I fantasized. Shaheen started to take the lunch out of the basket and put it on the table cloth, but I told her that maybe we should go swim- ming first. After all, I told her, swimming gives a person an appetite, so it would be better to wait until later to eat. The truth was that I really didn't care when we ate or if we at all. My mind was on Shaheen taking off her clothes and getting naked and I didn't want anything to delay that. I was getting ready to see my first real pussy and I didn't want to wait one second longer than necessary. Shaheen smiled and said, "You're not fooling me, Riaz. You're just eager to go skinny-dipping. Isn't that it?" I tried to act nonchalant about the matter, keeping a straight face, and said, "Well, what I said about eating is true, isn't it?" Smiling even broader than before, Shaheen said, "Sure, you're right, all right. Okay, skinny-dipping it is. That means it's down-to-the-buff time. Start shucking, Riaz, let's see who can be the first one in the water." I wasn't in any hurry to undress. What I really wanted was to watch Shaheen take her clothes off, to see all of her feminine secret areas exposed to my view. She was making a contest of it, though, so my hopes to see her disrobe were frustrated. Well, I could at least get into the water first and get to see her as she came toward me. That way, I would get a good look at Shaheen's jiggling breasts, but most of all, get my first look at a girl's pussy. I stripped my clothes as fast as I could, almost ripping the buttons off, in order to be first in the water. Before I even had my shoes and socks and shirt off, though, I heard splashing and giggling behind me. Turning around, I saw Shaheen's back as she waded out into the water, only her naked backside visible to me. Shaheen quickly waded out into deep water and ducked herself under so that only her head and shoulders showed. Damn! I cursed silently to myself, I missed my chance to see Shaheen. Shaheen wasn't missing a chance to see me, though. As I walked down to the water, my rigid cock bobbed and weaved before me, moving up and down and around in circles with each step. Shaheen stopped her giggling and watched, her eyes never leaving me as I came forward, my cock like a ship's bowsprit. Finally, the target of her stare went under the water and I waded out beside Shaheen. She grinned at me, giggling once more, and said, "I cheated. All I wore was just my dress." I grinned back at Shaheen and splashed water into her face, partly playing but also partly to get even with her for cheating me out of a good look at her privates. Instead of my getting to see her, all that happened was for me to give her a good show of my hard cock. I guess I should have been embarrassed about having a hard-on, but Shaheen's giggling and grin dispelled any of those feelings. Without warning, Shaheen jumped toward me and pushed my head under water, giving me a thorough ducking. I came up sputtering and lunged for her, determined to get even. She had anticipated my move, though, and had already swum away. I raced after her and grabbed her foot, pulling her under. Still grinning, she made another grab for me, trying again to duck my head under water. I managed to dodge and grapple with her, my arms and hands around her body. As we grappled, she brushed her front against my hard-on, pressing it upright against my stomach. At that same instant, my hand covered one of her breasts, stroking against it and squeezing it. Shaheen jumped away, and laughing, said, "Uh-uh, you're breaking the rules. One of the rules of skinny-dipping is no feeling each other up. Everyone can look all they want, but no handling the merchandise." Her grin was infectious, and grinning just as big as she, I replied, "All right, no more feelies, but you have to quit ducking. Okay?" Mollified, but still grinning, Shaheen said, "Okay, but you're taking the fun out of it." And you're taking the fun out of it for me, too, I thought to myself. Remembering Shaheen's words about being able to look all we wanted and the way she gave me the once-over as I waded into the water, I thought that maybe there was still hope to see Shaheen's naked body in its entirety. Determined not to waste a chance, I waded out of the water, dried off, and sat on the blanket. "Hey, Shaheen," I shouted, "I'm hungry. Come on out and let's eat." "Yeah, I'm hungry, too," Shaheen said, and waded out of the deep water toward me. As she advanced, her breasts emerged, bobbing up and down in the water and then fully exposed, jiggling on their own. Her waist came into view and then her navel. I sat there, holding my breath in anticipation, as Shaheen's dark pubic triangle came into view. Her thighs followed, and then she was fully out of the water, walking toward me. I couldn't take my eyes off Shaheen's hairy center. The vertical line of her vaginal cleft was clearly visible as she advanced toward me. The sway of her hips and the easy way her breasts moved up and down with each step made a beautiful backdrop for the main attraction--her fur-covered sexual center. I couldn't have torn my eyes away even upon threat of death. My breath came in little pants as I gazed in wide-eyed rapture upon my first real-live, fully naked woman. Shaheen ignored the way I was staring, a slight smile on her face the only evidence that she noticed. She sat down on the blanket and took our sandwiches and cold drinks out of the basket. The table cloth was no longer needed--eating in the raw required something other than the ground to sit on. Once she had completed our culinary arrangements, Shaheen sat cross- legged and started in on her sandwich. I took a bite of mine but my mouth was so dry that I couldn't even chew--I had to take a drink of Coke to get rid of the cotton. With Shaheen sitting in that position, her vulva gaped wide open, I had an unobstructed view of the moist, pink flesh inside the cleft that split her thighs and was almost trembling in reaction. It's a good thing we were eating and not trying to talk--I wouldn't have been able to get anything out except stammers and mumbles. During the silence of our meal, Shaheen did her own looking. Although she tried to be more circumspect about staring than I, she kept her eyes mainly on my throbbing, rigid cock. She apparently meant it when she said that looking was okay. When we finished eating and Shaheen had cleaned up the remains of our lunch, she stretched on the blanket. Taking that as invitation, I stretched alongside, our bodies close, but not touching. For a few seconds we just lay there silent, each aware of the sexual electricity our nakedness was producing, but reluctant to speak. Finally, Shaheen broke the silence by saying, "You know, the problem you have is why we had to quit skinny-dipping." "What do you mean?" I asked. "Well, when our older brothers started getting like you are now, Mother made us quit swimming together. She said we were getting too old. Course, I was just a little kid then and didn't know what was going on, but your mother explained it to me when I got older." Shaheen laughed and continued, "I guess it was too late then, though. Your mother and Sohail got eyes for each other and ended up making love." I could hardly believe Shaheen's words. I turned on my side, facing her and said, "You mean Uncle Sohail screwed Mom? He screwed his own sister? You saw it?" Shaheen laughed again and said, "No, I was too little then. Even if I had seen them, I wouldn't have known what they were doing. Your mother told me about it later. They were lovers for two years before Sohail went off to college. They used to come to this spot right here." I had never thought of Mom as having a sex life, of being a sexual person. She was just Mom, that's all. Now that I thought about it, I realized that Mom was really very pretty and that as a teenager she must have been a real heart- breaker. I saw in my mind a picture of she and Uncle Sohail, just teenagers like myself, coming to that very spot, naked like Shaheen and I were, and thoroughly loving each other. The thought excited me so much that drops of pre-come oozed out of my hard cock and covered its head with a shiny liquid coating. "You mustn't ever tell her I told you that. You know that don't you?" "Yeah. Don't worry, I'll never tell." For a few moments after that we just lay on the blanket, side by side, enjoying the warm sunshine. Then, in a very quiet voice, Shaheen said, "Riaz, is this the first time you've seen a naked girl?" Knowing from Shaheen's seeing my reaction to her nakedness that it would have been fruitless to lie, I said, "Yes. This is my first time." "I kind of got that impression," she said with a soft laugh. "Well, if it's any consolation to you, you're the first boy I've ever see naked." "But you must have had lots of dates," I said, mystified. "Surely on some of them you must have gone far enough to get naked with the guy." "Well, living out on the farm like this, I haven't had many dates. And those I've had have been with guys I sure wouldn't want to go very far with." "I guess that explains why you've looked at me as much as I've looked at you," I said. Laughing again, Shaheen said, "Yeah, I guess it does." The silence we experienced earlier returned. After a few moments, Shaheen turned on her side and faced me. In the same sort of quiet voice she had used before, Shaheen said, "Riaz, tell me about your dream last night. You know, the one that caused you to have your...ah...accident." Remembering what Shaheen and I had done in my dream, I was reluctant to tell her. If I did it would probably make her upset and angry. Hedging an answer, I said, "Well, it was just one of those kind of dreams, you know. One that caused that to happen to me." "Riaz, you cut that out. Come on, tell me, please. I promise I won't get embarrassed or upset." Recalling that she hadn't gotten as upset as I expected when I told her she had been the subject of my wet dream, I decided to go ahead and take another chance and tell her the details. She knew that what I dreamed resulted in my coming all over my shorts and the bed, so it wasn't any secret that the dream was about sex. If she really wanted to know, then I would go ahead and tell her. And not only tell her, but show her. Turned as we were on the blanket, we were now face to face. I looked right into her eyes when I said, "Well, in my dream we were right where we are now, on a blanket or a towel here at the creek. And naked just like we are now. In my dream, though, we were touching each other." I reached out and cupped one of her breasts in my hand, holding it in a gentle grasp, saying, "I had one hand right here." Reaching my other hand down, I put it between her legs, right on top of her pussy, saying, "And I had my other hand right here, rubbing and feeling." I moved my fingers inside the cleft my fingers had found, and stroked them up and down, gently and softly. Shaheen lifted one leg and bent it at the knee, giving my hand freedom to further explore the whole area between her thighs. "You said we were touching each other. Was I touching you here?" Shaheen said, reaching her hand out and wrapping it around my wet pulsating cock. "Yes," I whispered, "We were making each other feel good." "I dreamed about you, too," Shaheen said. "You did? What did you dream?" Shaheen smiled and said, "Same dream as yours." Shaheen closed her eyes, the soft smile still on her face, and I took this as license to continue. She apparently didn't need any license, because she continued to fondle and caress my cock, causing more drops of pre-come to ooze out and cover her hand. In almost a trance of rapture, I continued touching and stroking Shaheen's breast and pussy. I couldn't believe how wet her pussy was becoming. If anything, she was wetter than I. Using her wetness as lubrication, I probed a finger into the hole I found at the bottom of Shaheen's cleft. I realized that I had my finger in the same hole a cock was supposed to go in, that for the very first time I was finger- fucking a girl. My thumb found a little nubbin right at the top of Shaheen's gaping furrow and rubbed it with little light strokes. Shaheen's hips started squirming and rotating in little circles, moving against my fingers. Shaheen moaned softly as I continued my attention on what I realized was a focus point for her pleasure. I worked my finger in and out of her hole and stroked her little swollen nub, increasing the pace as my own passion level soared. Shaheen's hand on my cock was driving me to levels of pleasure I had never before experienced. I had masturbated many times, but never had the pleasure even approached what I felt then. I knew that soon Shaheen hand would be getting baptized in my hot come. I could feel the pressure building and building with each of Shaheen's strokes and squeezes. Shaheen's hips were rotating faster now and her thighs pressed in and out against my hand, with a steadily increasing rhythm. Shaheen moaned louder this time, and thrust her hips against my hand, rotating them and thrusting with an almost frenzied motion. Shaheen reached out and pulled my head toward hers and pressed her mouth to mine. We kissed open-mouthed, our moans drowned in each other's oral cavities. My sensual sensors were overpowered and even though I would have liked for the pleasure I was receiving from Shaheen's hand and from feeling and loving Shaheen's body to last forever, I was beyond control. My body stiffened and my hips thrust forward against Shaheen's hand. My cock started jerking and went into contractions. Come spurted out, huge blob after huge blob arcing into the air. It spattered on Shaheen's stomach, and some even got down on her pussy, increasing the lubrication of my stroking even more. I groaned aloud, unable to restrain the __expression of ecstasy being produced by the most intense orgasm of my entire life. Soon come covered Shaheen's hand and dripped down on the inside of my thigh, forming a warm, white pool. Shaheen's thighs clasped my hand between them, immobilizing it. "Oh, God! Oooohhhhhhh...." she moaned, she moan trailing off as she trembled and spasms wracked her whole abdomen. She stopped her hand movements on my cock and we lay there, still, unmoving, with after-waves of pleasure washing over us. After long moments of silence, Shaheen opened her eyes and said, "Is that what happened in your dream?" "Yeah," I whispered. "But it was better in real life than in my dream." "This is what happened in my dream, too. And you're right. Real life is better than any dream." Shaheen sat up and looked at the way come had spattered and dripped on both us. "God, we sure made a mess, didn't we. Looks like another dip is in order." We both went into the water and rinsed the evidence of our mutual pleasure from our bodies. "My gosh, it must be getting late. Come on, we need to get back to the house." I followed her home again, watching her ass squirm under her dress, knowing that the dress was all that covered it. Just thinking about her bare pussy under the dress kept my cock swollen to a half-hard. That night after Shaheen and I were in bed, I reached out and stroked her ass, lightly caressing it. Shaheen whispered, "No, not now. Wait'll tomorrow, when we can go back to the creek." She turned to me and gave me a little pecking kiss on the lips. "Be good now. We'll have a real good time tomorrow." Without success, I willed my erection to subside. Finally, even with a hard-on, I drifted off to sleep. The next morning, after breakfast was over, Shaheen announced that she was going into town to pick up some groceries and other items. I offered to go with her, but she asked that I stay with Grandpa and keep him company. She got a funny __expression on her face when I asked where else she going other than the grocery store, and said, "Oh, I've just got some errands to run." When I asked her if she were going to be back in time to go the creek, she got kind of a secretive smile on her face and said, "Oh, yes. After I get back we'll sure want to go down to the creek." The __expression on her face and the tone of her voice held an unspoken promise. She was tacitly communicating that she was planning something, that she had a surprise in mind. Whatever it might be, I could hardly wait. Just the hope of getting to see her naked again, to get to touch and fondle all the secret, wet parts of her body, and to make hand-love to each other again had me almost quivering in anticipation. If she had something special planned, it could only be like another of my dreams coming true. Shaheen got back home shortly before noon and immediately started preparing lunch. I was very disappointed to see her setting out three places--it meant that we wouldn't have our picnic at the creek. Shaheen must have seen the disappointment on my face because she came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her full mounds against my back, and whispered into my ear, "I'm worried that Grandpa might be getting suspicious of us. After we eat and he goes to sleep, then we'll go to the creek. Okay?" I nodded my head to indicate agreement and Shaheen rewarded me by putting her mouth back to my ear and blowing into it. As she blew, she moved her hands lower and rubbed my groin just above my cock. Cold shivers ran up my spine and my cock instantly jumped to attention, bulging out the front of my pants. Shaheen laughed and said, "Quick, sit down at the table or Grandpa will be more than suspicious." Somehow we managed to get through lunch without incident. My cock stayed at full mast all through the meal so I couldn't get up until Grandpa had left the room. Shaheen cleaned up the kitchen and after checking to be sure Grandpa was settled down, she beckoned to me with her hand and I followed her out of the house. Instead of the usual picnic hamper and other gear, Shaheen got only some towels, her handbag, and a blanket. I slung the blanket over my shoulder and we struck out for the creek, hurrying faster than we ever had before. When we arrived at the creek, we were both a little out of breath from having hurried so fast. Shaheen spread the blanket and put the towels and her handbag on it. She had never brought a handbag before so I was a little curious about why she had it. I though that maybe she bought some suntan lotion, and the thought excited me. Maybe that was her surprise--getting to rub lotion all over each other. Just the idea of being able to rub lotion all over Shaheen's naked body brought my cock back up to full erection. Shaheen noticed the way the front of my pants tented out and said, "You'd better get out of those clothes before that thing breaks off." This time Shaheen didn't trick me by jumping out of her clothes and into the water. Indeed, she was very slow and deliberate in disrobing, standing on the blanket facing me and taking off one garment at a time, almost as if she were putting on a show. Taking the cue from her, I faced her and performed my best version of what I thought a strip tease would be. Shaheen took off her shoes and socks and then slowly pulled her dress over her head, revealing her panties and bra. Her panties were white again today, but were bikini style, high cut and much thinner than the ones she had worn before. She reached behind her and loosed her bra, shrugging her shoulders so that it fell off into her hands, each cup falling away to reveal the creamy mound it had held. She dropped the bra to the ground and cupped her luscious beauties, gently squeezing them and tweaking the nipples between her fingers and thumbs. She dropped her hands to the waist of her panties and slowly pushed them downward, wriggling and rotating her hips as they moved downward, first showing the softly rounded curve of her belly and then the top of the dark mass of her pubic hair. She continued pushing them down until they reached her hips and then fell of their own accord to her feet. She lifted one foot upward, the panties clinging to it, and took the wispy fabric and added to her pile of clothes. As she lifted her leg, the slightly gaping cleavage splitting her thighs showed its moist pink flesh. Her eyes had never stopped boring into mine as she completed the baring of her flesh. A slight smile curved her lips upward. She moistened those lips by snaking out her tongue and licking across them, seeming to relish their taste and texture. I had gotten down to my Jockey shorts and then went into slow motion, caught up in Shaheen's revealing the secrets of her femininity. My eyes were glued to her sexual center. God, I believe I could have gazed at her pussy forever. It was only after she had completed bared herself that I finished lowering my shorts, stretching them over the protruding rigidity of my cock. Only as it popped out of its confinement and sprang outwards, rigid and throbbing, did Shaheen take her eyes from mine. As my cock came into view, she dropped her vision to it, staring long and hard. She licked her lips again as I lifted a leg to remove my shorts from my feet. During our strip show not one word had been spoken. We had both held our breaths, taking in the entirety of the other's body, and only after we were completely nude did we breath again, taking deep gulps of air. I expected Shaheen to head for the water but she lay down on the blanket instead, stretching supine, her legs slightly apart so that all the area at her groin was open to my inspection. She looked up at me and said, "Do you think I have a nice body, Riaz?" There wasn't any way I could be objective. To me, Shaheen at that moment was Venus de Milo, Aphrodite, and the Mona Lisa all wrapped up into one. She was sex personified, the subject of all my wet dreams and masturbatory fantasies. I licked my lips as she had done and said, "Shaheen, you are absolutely perfect. Your body is beautiful." "Am I as pretty as your mother?" The question caught me completely by surprise. I paused for a few seconds and then answered, "Well, I've never seen Mom like you are now, but as far as I'm concerned, you're just as pretty as Mom. And that's saying a lot, because I think Mom is very pretty." With strange, almost twisted smile, Shaheen said, "I bet you would like to see her like this, though, wouldn't you?" I had never before thought of Mom in that way, but now that I did, I realized that I would, indeed, like to see Mom naked. I could picture she and Ned, right where we were then, screwing each other. In my mind's eye, Ned's cock was pounding in and out of Mom's pussy, pushing her down to the ground with each stroke. "Yeah, I guess I would," I answered, stretching the words out and saying them slowly. Shaheen reached up and cupped her breasts with her hands, holding each one and squeezing it. The look she gave me was the most wanton I had ever received in my life and her words matched it, "Well, I'm all there is right now. What do you intend to do about it?" Even though I didn't fully understand it, it was a challenge I couldn't turn away from. Yesterday, she had been a little shy, somewhat embarrassed about exposing herself to me. Today, she was coming on like a sexpot. Kneeling down beside her, I decided to quit asking myself questions and just take advantage of my good fortune. I reached up and lifted her hand away from her breast, leaving it open to my sight. With my lips wide open, I lowered my mouth to that soft mound and licked my tongue across the pebbly surface of the hard nipple and its surrounding ring of brownish colored areola. Shaheen arched her back upward a little, pushing her breast up to my exploring mouth. I reacted by opening my mouth to its widest and sucking in as much of her spongy flesh as possible. I suckled and slurped on her breast, rubbing my tongue all around its surface, laving it with a tongue bath. Shaheen responded to my oral caresses with a soft "Ummnnn" that seemed to come from deep within her chest. While I massaged and suckled her breast, my other hand explored the lower portion of Shaheen's body. I moved my finger tips in soft circles over the gentle curve of her belly, moving them progressively downward with each stroke, until they made contact with the mat of her stiff pubic muff. Delving through the curly forest, my fingers found the indentation signalling the beginning of her labial furrow. Shaheen facilitated my explorations by spreading her legs even further and lifting one leg up and bending it at the knee. In this position, Shaheen left the whole of her sex available to my seeking fingers, spread wide for me to find and delve into her inner lips and wet opening. Eagerly accepting such an invitation, I stroked my fingers down into the depths of her sexual area, spreading the moist cleft even wider. My finger tips traced over the little swollen knob at the very top of the furrow and moved down, seeking the channel I knew I would soon come to. My explor- ations were rewarded as my fingertip moved into her hot, slick feminine well, intruding itself into the heat of her pelvis. I moved my finger with an in-and-out motion, pushing into and then withdrawing from the tight clasp of her vagina. I put another finger along the first, doubling the amount that was penetrating into Shaheen, and continued the motion that my cock was aching and throbbing to imitate. By now, Shaheen was returning the pleasure I was giving her by holding and softly squeezing my rigid, outthrust cock. The combination of knowing that I was playing with a woman's pussy, finger-fucking her in fact, and the way she was moving her hand on my wet, aching penis had me panting with lust. My hips worked against her hand, pushing my cock in and out of the circle made by her palm. My pre-come had oozed out and now coated her entire hand, and I used it as a substitute for her pussy. I thrust my fingers in and out of her wet hole, simulating the action my cock wanted so much to be doing. I had my fingers all the way into Shaheen, stroking with long deep strokes. Her passage was almost completely unobstruct- ed, only a narrowing about two inches from the entrance slowing down the action of my fingers. From what Shaheen had told me, I knew that she must be a virgin, but where was her maidenhead? I knew that virgins were supposed to have maidenheads that boys break the first time they make love, so I was puzzled by Shaheen's lack of such a barrier. "Are you a virgin?" I asked, seeking an answer to my questions. Shaheen had her eyes closed and her mouth open, a slight trace of saliva drooling from the corner of her lip, and her hips were gently pushing up against my hand, matching each of my inward thrusts with one of her upward ones. Without opening her eyes, she said, "Yes, but I think I broke my hymen riding a horse when I was a little girl. I recall it hurt and I bled a little. Mother said I had probably put myself into a condition that I would disappoint some boy when I grew up." Shaheen smiled, opening her eyes and looking up at me. "Are you disappointed, Riaz?" "Oh, God, no! This is the best thing that's ever happened to me." With a soft voice, Shaheen said, "You're a virgin, too, aren't you?" "Yes, this is the most I've ever done with a girl." With an even softer voice, almost a whisper, Shaheen said, "Do you want to take my virginity? And let me take yours?" If it had been possible for my cock to have gotten harder, it would have. As it was, it only pulsated more and jerked in Shaheen's hand. I could hardly believe what she was asking me. In my wet dream, what I was doing with Shaheen was as much as we had done. That Shaheen would actually want me, ask me in fact, to put my cock inside her was beyond anything I had even imagined. "Oh, God, Shaheen. Can I? Will you let me fu....will you let me do that? That's what I want more than anything in the world." Shaheen smiled at my slip of the tongue and said, "Yes, Riaz, I want you to fuck me. I want to be a real woman, not a virgin stuck out here on a farm." She reached out an arm and got her handbag, bringing it to her and opening it. "This is the real reason I went to town this morning. I went and got these." She pulled a small box out her purse. It was wrapped in cellophane, with the word TROJAN printed on it. God, I thought, mentally shouting with joy, she bought some rubbers! I trembled with excitement at the prospect they offered. Having rubbers meant we could fuck anyway we wanted to and not have to worry about Shaheen getting pregnant. She handed the box to me and said, "Here, open these up and put one on. I want to feel you inside me, not just hold you in my hand." There's no way you can want it more than I do, I thought, as I struggled to get the wrapping off the box. Even though my hands were shaking, I managed to tear away the box's wrapping and pull up its end flap. Nestled inside it were six condoms. I would have been happy with just one, but having six and the promise of multiple joy they held out absolutely thrilled me. Then I remembered that my mother was supposed to pick me up the next morning. My God, I wondered, would it be possible to use all six rubbers before then? Having so little experience, I had no basis for making a determination. I did know, though, that if Shaheen were willing, I would sure try my damndest. I had never put on a rubber before, but the mechanics were simple enough. As soon as I had it on, I knelt down between Shaheen's legs and edged my way up to where my cock was brushing against her wet, gaping vulva. Grasping the rigid rod at its base, I ran it up and down Shaheen's slick channel, getting the latex-covered spear ready to put in her sheath. After I was satisfied with its lubricity, I probed down, seeking the opening to Shaheen's depths. Down near the bottom of the cleft I found the right place and gently nudged the head into Shaheen until it penetrated about an inch. "Go slow, please, Riaz. I know this might hurt, and I'm willing to have it hurt if that what it takes, but try not make it hurt anymore than it has to," Shaheen said in her softest of voices. Although I knew Shaheen was doing this as much for herself as for me, knowing that she thought enough of me to let me have her for the first time filled me with feelings of tenderness toward her. Along with that tenderness came the realization of how vulnerable Shaheen was, of how trusting a woman has to be to offer herself to a man for the very first time. I vowed that I would do anything I could to make this experience together as loving and joyous as possible, to avoid to any degree possible giving her unnecessary pain. I put my hands down alongside Shaheen and lay my belly against hers, slowly and gently pushing my penis into the heat of her tunnel. Gradually, inch-by-inch, it penetrated into Shaheen's body. The heat and tightness of the fit sent shivers of pleasure over me, flowing upward from the point of our coupling to all parts of my body. There was no obstruction, only a slight constriction, a ring of extra tightness after I had about half my cock into her. She had her breath held, her eyes closed, as if expecting to feel pain. Without meeting any barrier, our pubic hair met and intermeshed. My pubic bone pressed against Shaheen's and I bottomed out. I was all the way in, my cock completely immersed, buried to the hilt in Shaheen. Her eyes opened wide in wonder as she let out her long-held breath with a whoosh. She looked up at me and whispered, "It didn't hurt. It doesn't hurt at all." Then in a louder voice, one filled with elation, she said, "Oh, God, I feel like I'm filled completely up...I can feel you all the way up inside me. You're touching places that have never been felt." She reached up and pulled me down against her breasts, hunching her hips up against my still hilted cock. "It just feels good." She hugged me even tighter and shouted, "Oh, God, Riaz, it feels so GOOD!" I couldn't have been in more total agreement with her. Matching her motion, I thrust myself hard against her, and echoed her words by saying, "Ooohhh, yes, good." I pulled my cock out until only its head was left in and then slowly pushed it back in. As it went in, I murmured slowly, my words matching the slow penetration, "Yesssss, ooohhhhh, goooood....." As I pushed in, Shaheen gyrated her hips in miniature bump-and- grind motions, whimpering, "mmmmmnnn, mmmnnnn, mmmmnnnn" in time with the small rotations of her pelvis. She sounded as if she were tasting something delicious and saying "yum, yum, yum." When I had finished thrusting all the way in, Shaheen said, "Ooh, do that again. I love the way you do that." She couldn't have loved it more than I. I thought that Shaheen's getting me off with her hands the day before had been the ultimate in pleasure, but the feeling of having Shaheen's warm sexual flesh pressing against and clasping every millimeter of my cock's surface went way beyond that. The heat of being in the depths of Shaheen's body, the friction of her wet flesh sliding against my most sensitive of areas, the feel of her hard nipples pressing and rubbing against my chest could not be compared with anything I had experienced before. My senses were in overdrive and I could feel myself climbing up, up, up, and upward, reaching toward the fall into cascading, shimmering, exploding ecstasy. I continued my slow thrusts in and out of Shaheen's warm cavern. With each stroke, her lubrication increased, and soon our coupling was producing soft, liquid sounds. She soon matched my motions, raising her receptacle up to be filled each time I pushed my rigidity into the hot depths of her woman flesh. She muttered, "Oh, God, how could I have been missing this. Oh, this is so good. Oh, yes, Riaz, like that." Her pace picked up, her thrusts increasing in tempo, and I matched mine to hers. Soon we were racing each other, thrusting faster and faster. Shaheen's eyes glazed over, and her sounds simply became a repetitive, "uh, uh, uh," soft sounds that were combination grunt and growl. Shaheen brought her legs up and wrapped them around my hips, holding me tight within their grip. Her arms wrapped more tightly about me, clutching me, an almost desperate clasp as if she were holding on for life. Her passion carried mine higher and higher, and soon I was no better than she. My life centered at the point where our flesh joined, and I pounded my cock furiously in and out, a frenzied drive toward fulfillment. Suddenly, Shaheen thrust herself up and her whole body stiffened. Her legs tightened even more about me, making it difficult to push in and out. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut and screamed, "Oh, Donnneee! Riaziiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii....." My ecstasy matched hers as pleasure flowed over me. Come erupted from my cock, pouring out in a seemingly endless stream of jerking and spurting. If I hadn't had on the rubber, I would have flooded Shaheen's pussy with my outpouring. Shaheen grabbed my head and pulled my mouth down to hers. She shot her tongue out into my mouth and I extended mine and wrapped it around and around hers in wild, oral stroking. Both our hips continued to move in thrusts, pleasure still gripping in our loins. Slowly, over several minutes, our motions slowed and then we came to a complete rest. We were both completed relaxed, our bodies limp from the intensity of our orgasms. Our mouths continued to move on the other's, soft, liquid embraces expressing our gratitude for the pleasure each had given the other. Soon, Shaheen stirred a little under me and I realized I was probably crushing her with my weight. I put my hands down and lifted myself up so that our only contact was where my cock, now half-soft, was still lodged in her vagina. Shaheen reached up and stroked her fingers lightly across my cheek, a loving touch of affection that I so much enjoyed. "Thank you, Donnie," she whispered. "Now I'm a woman." She smiled and continued, "Oh, am I EVER a woman." I touched my lips to hers, just a light kiss showing my affection, and said, "I should be thanking you. Because of you I not a virgin any more. No boy could have lost it in a way better than what you just did for me." Shaheen returned my light kiss, just a brush across the lips, and said, "We ARE good for each other, aren't we?" About this time, my cock, finally fully limp, fell from out of Shaheen's body with a soft plop. Shaheen said, "I'm going to miss having that for company, but we'd better get in the pool to clean ourselves off and get back to the house. Grandpa's probably already waked up from his nap." We completed our ablutions and got back to the house only a few minutes before Grandpa waked. After Shaheen and I got in bed that night, I got a raging hard- on. Not only did the memory of our afternoon's dalliance reignite my passion, but also the knowledge that Shaheen was there beside me, her body only inches away, her hot pussy only a short thrust of my rigid cock away. Our bodies weren't touching, but we were so close that I could feeI the warmth radiate from her flesh. Having experienced the pleasure of Shaheen's body, of finding for the first time the joy that comes from being flesh of one flesh, all I wanted was more and more of the same. I could hardly bear the thought of having to leave her and return to my house without experiencing that pleasure at least one more time. I made up my mind to at least hold her and, if nothing else, caress the lush curves, the forest of pubic hair, and all the other secret places of her body. Just as I started to turn to her, she turned to me instead. She reached out and put a hand on my shoulder and whispered, "Oh, God, Riaz, you're going to have to go home tomorrow. Just as I've...no, just as WE'VE found out how good we are together, you have to leave. I don't know if I can wait until you come back again." She pulled me against her and held me tightly, a sigh of frustration escaping her lips. I wrapped my arms around her and pressed myself against her, my cock pressing against her groin. She pushed back, squeezing my shoulders at the same time, and muttered, "Ummn, that still feels so good." She put her lips right against mine and whispered, "Riaz, do you think we can do it again? Right here and right now? Grandpa sleeps so soundly, if we do it real quietly we can get by with it. Do you think you can be quiet?" Do it again! I would have stuffed my mouth with a gag if that was what it took to get my prick into Shaheen's pussy again. I whispered back, "I promise not to make a sound." Shaheen stood up and pulled her gown over her head, leaving her standing nude there in the dim light of the bedroom. She reached into a dresser drawer and handed me one of the condoms she had bought. "Get undressed and put this on," Shaheen whispered, excitement showing in her voice. Without a sound, I wriggled out of my shorts and rolled the rubber down over my stiff extended penis. As Shaheen lay back down, she said, "Let's do it on our side." Shaheen faced me, just close enough for her nipples to brush lightly across my chest, and wrapped her top leg across my hips. As if it had eyesight, my cock fell into the space between her legs that this move created. She put a hand on my cock and guided it into place, barely within her slippery cavern. Between my thrusting forward and her pushing and working her hips, I was soon completely engulfed in Shaheen's warm flesh. With her lips brushing against mine, she whispered, "We've got all night. Let's go nice and slow and make it last a l-o-n-g time. This time may have to last us for a while." I pulled my cock all the way out and then returned it to its warm hiding place, using long, slow pulls and thrusts. After I bottomed out, I ground my pelvis against hers, pushing my pelvic bone hard so that it massaged her clitoris. We worked in complete silence, the only sound a soft noise of the mattress's slight stirring. Thank goodness the springs didn't squeak. If they had, we would have had to get on the floor. There was no way that I was going to fail to complete this last coupling. If all we had had was hard concrete, I would have gladly used it. Shaheen began to hold me tighter and to work her hips faster against mine, increasing the tempo. Her mouth, which had been almost touching mine, opened wide as it hungrily moved into full contact with mine. We kissed with our tongues thrusting into and out of each others mouths, showing with our oral actions the reaction to our bodies' pleasure. Shaheen muttered a soft, "Oh, God!" into my mouth, the sound swallowed in our kiss. Shaheen rolled over so that she was on bottom and I was on top, my legs between her spread and lifted knees. With her mouth still against mine, she said, "I can't wait. Do it hard and fast. Oh, God, put it in me deep and fast." I needed no coaxing--I was on the brink of orgasm and wanted so badly to do just what she was asking. I drove my cock in and out, moving as fast as I could make the strokes go. Shaheen was gripping my back, her grip becoming tighter with each stroke. She shoved her hips against each of my thrusts, and soon our movements became a frenzied meeting of wet flesh against wet flesh. She wrapped her legs around my thighs and thrust one final hard thrust. As she did, she put a hand in her mouth and bit down on it, using it to muffle the ecstatic cries that were trying to come from her throat. Her eyes grew wide and got that faraway look in them. I could feel her pussy tighten down on my cock like a clamp, clutching it in its warm grasp. He hugged me tightly and muttered softly, "Yes, yes, yes." Her orgasm carried me over the brink and my cock jerked in time with Shaheen's orgasmic pulsations. Once again, I poured my seed out, an offering to Shaheen's newly found sexuality. As our trembling began to subside, we could hear a car drive into the driveway. "Oh, damn," Shaheen groaned, "your mother's here already." She lifted herself off me, dropped her skirt, and left the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I removed the rubber, flushed it down the commode and with toilet paper, made a few perfunctory wipes of my cock, cleaning it up as best the time allowed. I went into the kitchen and greeted and hugged my Mom. Even though both our faces were still a little flushed, there was nothing to give away the last-second pleasures Shaheen and I had just enjoyed. As Mom and I drove home, she did most of the talking, chatting about how she missed me and how much she hated to have ask me to stay with Shaheen and Grandpa. I assured her that I didn't mind, that I was really starting to enjoy my stays at the farm. She asked me if Shaheen and I got along okay, and I told her that Shaheen and I got along fine, that we were more like good friends that aunt and nephew. The car had gotten warm, and I regretted not having cleaned myself up better after the escapade Shaheen and I had in the bathroom. The smell of sex, of the combined juices Shaheen and I had produced, became very noticeable. Mom's eyes kind of narrowed and she sniffed the air. Looking askance at me, she said, "And just how good of friends DID you become?" The implication of her question was clear and impossible for me to ignore. "Oh, Mom, Shaheen's my AUNT, for crying out loud," I said with mock indignation. I don't think I convinced Mom at all, but at least she didn't mention it any more. As we rode along in the silence that followed those words, I looked over at Mom. Her skirt was pulled high on her legs and I could see well over half her thighs. I couldn't help but recall the mental picture I had of Mom and Uncle Sohailscrewing on the creek bank. I realized that Mom was even prettier than I had thought. She was still young, only 36, and had a great figure. I pictured she and Uncle Sohail again, but this time it was me, not Uncle Sohail that was pounding his cock in and out of her pussy. In spite of all the fun Shaheen and I had had, my cock once again stirred. God, I would love to get Mom to go skinny-dipping with me. I wonder.......

Ultimate Happiness

      I never thought I will jump up with joy when my uncle called me from India and said my dad had passed away! I almost said "Yes" on phone but controlled myself and continued being sorrow! It was not because my dad was abusive or something! He was the best dad I could have! For that I was greatful to him! The main reason I was happy on his death was my mom! Yes my mom!

      I had my eyes on mom eversince I hit puberty! My feelings triggered when I saw two dogs fucking outside my house. Me and my friends joked about it then but in few hours time, I was jerking off on my bed thinking how good it will be fucking a cunt! As I was doing it, my mom barged into my room. She quickly saw what was going and then went back saying sorry! I was pretty embarassed then but my mom's body caught my attention! Since then my mom was my lover during my wanking!

      I felt guilty about it all the time but never stopped thinking about fucking her! Three years ago I came to US to do my MS after my engineering. I thought it would go away but infact my lust for her increased! And then about an year ago I discovered Mr. Double! The mother-son stories in here grew more on me and aggravated my lust for my mother more and more!

      About six months ago I went to India to see mom and dad! I have to confess, for the first time, I felt sexually aroused when my mom hugged me at the airport. All the tiredness of journey vanished and I really wanted to molest her and kiss her on her lips then itself! But I controlled myself but my mind was constantly looking for a opportunity to grope her! As we got into the car, dad got in first and moved to the far end of the back seat. Then I got in and sat beside dad. Then mom got in holding my hand. As she got in and turned to sit beside me, I moved my hand around her waist and rested my hand on her midriff. All this part happened naturally but as I touched her naked flesh of her midriff, my pervertness took over. Unknowingly, I caressed her midriff and pinched it a little. I donot know if mom observed it but was busy sitting properly in the car.

      Dad, mom and the car driver were busy doing their stuff while I lustfully played with mom's midriff.I kept my hand around her as it got squeezed between mom's naked back and the car seat. The touch of her naked flesh was driving me nuts! Mom and dad kept talking to me. I was answering them but I kept enjoying mom's body! I never enjoyed touching mom till then! I never thought of touching her lustfully before either!

      That was the first day I touched mom with lust and since then I wanted more! And I never missed an opportunity when I got one! It was then I realised how much dad is around mom! He is retired now and almost all the time he is with her! He was always there when she changed, when she was taking shower, and even when she is in kitchen bending over to pickup something! Everytime I gawked at mother, I could feel his presence. That way I missed many opportunities and I could not enjoy mom's show! Whenever mom did something sexy dad was always there! How can I ogle at mom when he is around? I was afraid I might get caught! I got frustrated all the time.

      But I always used 'natural' ways to feel her assets to get around dad's presence. At one instant, in our corridor, we were going out and somebody was moving a big fridge on wheels. It was occupying almost all of the corridor and coming our way. Mom wanted to get back into house but I told her to just squeeze. As I saw mom hugging the wall, she looked vulnerable! I took the chance and lined myself against her bum and pushed her a little towards the wall. I had instant hardon as her arse pressed against my crotch! Unknowingly, I thursted my crotch a little into her but I quickly took off after the fridge passed and hoped she didnot realise my bulge.

      All the touchings infact increased my lust for her than appease it! As I grew restless I realised dad was not leaving her alone at any moment of time! I was obsessed with mom by then but could not get a single opportunity to take advantage of her! I was so obsessed I was even ready to rape her if I had an opportunity. At one instance, dad went out to get some milk in the morning and mom was still sleeping. As dad left, I closed the door and went and checked on mom. She was sleeping like a baby on her side. Unfortunately I could not see any of her naked flesh except her midriff but as I watched her I grew more horny! At that instant I really wanted to go and rape her.

      I planned quickly and intensely on how to do it. My objective was mainly to fuck her cunt. So my easy way was to loosen her saree and lift her pettycoat. If I could do that, then I can restrain her and spread her legs. I took off my sarong and got close to the bed. As I was climbing the bed, dad knocked the door. I was irritated and put my feet back on ground while mom got disturbed and turned my way. I got startled and took my sarong and got to the door while wrapping it. Dad did ask me why I took that long and I said I was pissing.

      That was the closest I got to fucking mom. Dad never left her even for a moment and my obsession for her grew more. It became somuch, I said no to my marriage.

      Mom and dad were really keen to get me married and were very dissappointed. I am thirty now and they were very worried I may not get any girl. I was desperate for a cunt but they cannot marry me with that cunt because it belongs to my own mother! But to please my parents, we went and saw some girls and I turned them all down. Mom was so tired with my turn downs, out of frustration, she asked me what kind of girl I was looking for! I told her I want someone exactly like her in freudian style! Mom was flattered by my words but said everyone is different! I said I will wait! She was not happy but I was adamant too!

      So a month later, I am back in US! No wife but with a lot of unfulfilled luggage of lust towards my mother! It grew more over these months as I rang and talked to them! I wanted her somuch that when I felt like fucking her I used to ring her and masterbate while I talked to her. Nothing sexual or kinky but having mom on the otherside asking me how am I doing was enough for me fantasize that she is riding my cock! I was in control most times but when I loose it and moan on the phone, I used to say I was excersizing or something!

      But I could not fool mother for long! Two months after my coming back to US, one night when I was masterbating talking to mom on phone, she told me to ring her the next day few hours earlier. I asked her why and she said she wants to talk to me then.

      Then the next day, I rang her up! This time I was not masterbating as I thought it might be serious! After sometime mom said she wanted to talk to me in private! I asked her where dad is! She said he went to bazaar! Then I asked her what does she want to talk! She came right to the point! She said "I know you are masterbating when you are talking to me!"

      I was shocked! Instinctively I denied it! I asked "No!...Hell no!...what gave you that idea?" Shame and guilt struck me! She said "You cannot escape from your mother! I know you do that! I even know your deeds with me when you came here!"

      "What deeds?" I asked.

      "I know everything Ramesh! Those peeps when I am changing! Those 'brushings' against my body! I know!"

      I was sweating by then! All the things I thought I escaped from were infact being counted by mother!

      I felt I was caught and I came clean! I said "Sorry mom!"

      She said "I didn't wanted to say anything because your dad was always around. All these days I have been thinking but expected they will stop! I explained myself may be you missed me somuch you got attracted to my body! But seeing you continue after going back was a bit awkward to me! Initially when I guessed you are masterbating talking to me, I felt disgusted. But as you were continuing, I had to talk to you!"

      Before I said anything she said "I know its hard for you Ramesh being unmarried even at thirty! But we gave you options and you rejected them! It is unhealthy to think about your own mother as an object of desire! It is also sinful!"

      "But I love you mother!" I came to the point.

      "I love you too! But our love cannot be forbidden!"

      "But I want to be close to you as dad is!"

      "You are already close to me more than your dad Ramesh! You are born from and fed from me! Your dad cannot be as close as you are to me!"

      "But I want to be closer on bed too!" I bit my tongue!

      "No Ramesh!" Mom asserted. "Mother and her matured son don't get closer on bed!"

      "Why not?"

      "Because it wrong!"

      "Why is it wrong?"

      "Because I am you mother! Because I am your dad's wife! Because..."

      "But people commit incest, people commit adultry!"

      "But I am not!"

      There was a brief silence between us.

      "We should get you married!"

      "I will not marry."

      "Its not your decision anymore!"

      "It is mother! As same as your decision on adultry!"

      "Adultry and marriage are not same you idiot!" mom screamed.

      "They may be different but making decision about them is same!"

      "Why are they..."

      I interrupted her saying "I am not listening anymore mother! I will not marry anybody and I love you! I love you....I love you....I love you! Don't ask me and bug me again!" and I hungup on her.

      I was not very dissappointed as I sought of expected that response from her. But I was determined I would not call her again until she gets back to me. I knew she would get back to me as she is my mother!

      But two weeks passed and there was no call from mom and dad! I sought of missed talking to them. I started feeling I might have hurt mom bad! I wanted to give them a call but my ego said no! After three weeks or so, I got an email from dad's friend saying dad wanted me to call home.

      That evening I rang home and mom lifted the phone. I immediately asked her to put dad on! Mom asked dad to get the phone. I knew dad lifted the second phone as they always talk in parallel to me. I asked dad all the stuff. He asked me why I am not talking to mom and I said theres nothing like that. He said mom was sad that I did not ring her for solong. I said I got busy. Mom tried to talk to me but I didnot reply her. I kept talking to dad!

      After a while mom went away for a while and came back saying she put teapot on the stove. We kept talking for a while and then mom asked dad to go and check on the tea. As dad went away, I wanted to hang up but dad told me to hold. Mom then said in low voice "Okay..Okay you win! Call me this tuesday when your dad goes to market!"

      I said "Yep! You say like this and then preach me!"

      She said "No not this time! I won't!"

      I said "Okay!"

      Dad came a little later and lifted the other phone and said "So you are back talking now!"

      We kept talking for a little more and then hung up. That day was a Sunday and I eagerly waited for tuesday.

      I eagerly calculated my time that tuesday evening and rang mom up! Mom pickup up and I asked if dad is gone! She replied he did! I then asked her whats the matter! She said she has been thinking about my buttheadedness all those days! "I knew what you were asking is forbidden and unlawful!" she said. "But I do realise how much you must love me to stay celebate rather than marry somebody! So I decided I will let you have your way!"

      I couldn't believe what I heard! I said with excitement "Really mom! You will..."

      "Yes!" she said. "I had enough of silence from you! I would rather accept rather than go without talking to you for months!"

      I knew I caught her by not ringing her! "Tell me you are like me mom! You can't live without hearing my voice!"

      "You won't understand a mother's love Ramesh!" she said "All these physical attractions are beyond her love!"

      "I know mother!" I said smiling. "But you cannot live without hearing my voice!" I teased her.

      "Whatever!" mom said. "Seriously Ramesh! I realised how important your call is for this mother!"

      "Important than your chastity mother?" I was still cheeky.

      "To a mother, her son is more important than herself! What is more important in this physical world?"

      I became serious too! I said "Thanks mom! Now you realise how important you are to me!"

      "Then why do you want my physical body?" she spurted out.

      "To union with you once and for all mother!" I was surprised for my own answer!

      "Wow! Great way to say I have hots for you mother!" she said smiling.

      I felt dumb!

      "So you have hots for me huh?"

      "Yes...."I said shyfully.

      "You dream about...me everynight?"

      "Yes"

      "Naked?"

      "Yes"

      "But you didnot see me naked anytime? Did you?"

      "No! But I have my imagination!"

      "You think I am sexy?"

      "Sexier than love goddess!"

      "Wow! Thats a complement!"

      "No mom! I swear!"

      "Okay...okay...so do you always have .....?"

      "Have what?"

      "You know!" she hesitated. "have sex?"

      "Yes mom!" I said with shy.

      I felt awkward. I quickly changed the subject. "So why did you decide to accept my offer mom?" I asked.

      "Because you wanted me to! Didn't you?"

      "Yes I did! But you weren't before!"

      "Well I missed your calls and I thought I might as well give you what you want to keep me happy! A little phone sex wouldn't harm anybody!"

      "Phone sex?" I was puzzled.

      "Yes!"

      "You mean you will just talk to me on phone and nothing else?"

      "What else?...oh..no..no!"

      I knew she is smiling inside enjoying taking me for a ride.

      "Then I don't want it mom! I am hanging up!" I said affirming.

      "NO..NO...don't hangup! I was just kidding!" mom laughed.

      I laughed with her too and then mom stopped laughing as she heard dad come in. We stopped talking our topic and I ended up talking to dad for a while before I ended the call.

      Since then, tuesdays have become my talk-kinky-to-mum day with mom. I used to jerkoff talking kinky to her!

      For the next two months we kept talking everything from xxx jokes to erotic stories on mr.double. I sent some money sothat they could get a computer. I got her a private email and started sending her sex pictures. It was a dream to share my sex pics with mother and it came true. Mom managed to watch them when dad was not around her.

      My lust for her increased even more! At some instances I just wanted to go to India just to fuck her!

      I have come to a situation where a thought of the word "mother" would give me a hard-on. Then on that fateful day, my phone rang. Infact I was masterbating when I got the phonecall about my dad's death. Thats why I was jumping with joy! Although I cursed myself being so insensitive later!

      I had to confess that more of my lust than my sorrow took me back to India. I knew I needed atleast a month to take care of everything there! I didnot know the mental status of mom! I thought even if she grieved for the first two weeks, I could seduce her in the next two weeks! But I got only three weeks of leave. I was dissappointed but I decided I will not return to US without having her pussy juices on my cock! Worse comes worse, I decided to rape if she rejects me.

      As I was on the plane, the nakedness of my mother surpassed my thoughts of dad. I had to seriously make effort to remember my best times with dad over and over again to make me sorrow when I landed in India! Mom didn't come to the airport but my uncle came. We went home and mom collapsed in my arms. There was nothing sexual then. Infact I became a normal son as soon as I saw her cry! I cremated dad, and performed lots of rituals the next day! I watched mom cry all the time, hugged her a lot more times but no feelings.

      But that evening when I told everyone that I got only three weeks leave, I realised I have to hurryup if I wanted to conquer my mother on bed! The thought of it got my attention onto mom's body and I insisted to sleep with mom that night! As incestuous as it seemed for me and mom, others thought its just the son in me speaking. They said they understand me but they said I am tired and cannot handle my grieving mother! I thought of it for a while and did not put pressure.

      So that night, I slept on my parents' bed all by myself. That gave me an opportunity to sniff my mother's pillow and masterbate on my mother's underwear! The nextday morning I was woken up mom's whisper. As I opened my eyes and looked at her beautiful face, she smiled and said "Give me my underwear before anybody sees them!"

      Those words brought me back to this world. Before I said anything she continued "Wait until this evening! Don't spoil until then!"

      We had dad's third day ceremony that day and it was very busy! I didnot have time think about mom's body except few times when I saw her drop her pallu once and her curves from her side as she bent to handover something to the priest. I could see her blouse lined breast curves and her naked midriff clearly. I was performing my ritual to dad at that time but couldn't stop thinking about his wife sexually!

      By that evening people started leaving us one by one consoling us not to cry anymore! By about 5pm everyone was gone and house was eerie silent when we saw off my uncle and aunt.

      We closed the door and both sat on the lounge silently for a while. After a while mom asked "Did you sleep well lastnight?"

      As I said "yes" to her she continued "Saw you kept my underwear very wet!"

      I didn't knew if she meant it in a sexy way!

      She then said "I thought you became normal as I expected you to molest me when I hugged you the day you landed! But I realised you were acting before when you said you wanted to sleep with me lastnight! Gosh! So eager to sleep with your dad's wife on the night of his cremation?" mom smiled.

      Before I opened my mouth she continued "I knew you didnot come for him! You came for me! Thats why I arranged for you to sleep alone on our bed! I knew the next best thing of me is my bed and my underwear! Thats why I had to getup early today because I was afraid that somebody will figure out that you are spilling your cum on my underwear! I donot know how many times you cummed on them but they were very wet. I quickly had hide them away!"

      "What can I do mom? I got only three weeks!" I said.

      "So then its true that you have come to bed me not to cremate your father!"

      "I have come for both mother!" I confessed. "I know when I cremate dad, I will only be the man in your life!"

      "But even then you thought three weeks will not be enough to steal your mother's chastity?"

      "I knew you probably would be grieving on dad atleast for two weeks or so!"

      "But still you tried to sleep with me lastnight! Do you think I give you what you wanted?"

      "No...but.."

      "Then how did you expect that I will sleep with you yesterday?" mom became serious.

      "Since I have less time, I thought...I could...force you" I hesitated.

      "What?" mom screamed! "You thought you could force me? You mean rape me?"

      I was silent.

      "Answer me Ramesh!" mom became fierce.

      "I am sorry mom!" I apologised.

      "You wanted to rape your mother that night you cremated your father?"

      I was silent.

      After few seconds mom said "Do you know I kinda guessed the samething too?"

      I was surprised and looked at her. She said "Yes! As soon as I heard that you are coming here, I knew my chastity is on the line! Given your obsession for me, I expected you would get me to sleep with you despite my grief! I sought of expected you will rape me if I protested! Thats why I thought you will take advantage of me when I hugged you but surprisingly you didn't!"

      I smiled at her!

      She smiled and said "So you thought I would grieve for your dad for two weeks only? He is my husband Ramesh! I would grieve for him all my life! But I am a mother too! I am sad of loosing my husband but I have a son too! And I have to take care of him! They both are different!"

      I was happy hearing those words from her and said "So will you take care of your son mother?"

      "Well, if he demands!" she said smiling.

      "Then he needs your care now mother!" I gotup, knelt on the floor and crawled on the floor towards her.

      "No! I can't I am greiving right now!" mom said smiling.

      I then held her legs with my hands and pulled her down saying "You can grieve while taking care of me!". She screamed and slid towards me from the sofa to the floor. As she slid her saree crumpled up to her thighs along with her pettycoat revealing her hairy legs and her thighs.

      I further pulled her towards me and I got closer to her. She was still leaning on her neck against the sofa as I said "He wants you now no matter what mother!" and then pulled her pallu off her chest. Mom was smiling shyfully as I was amazed by a look at her cleavage. She then said "Will you rape her then?"

      It was then I realised she has a hole between her thighs as he saree crumbled up and formed one lump. I then put my right hand on her inner thigh as I ogled at mom's cleavage and slowly moved up her inner thigh. I could feel mom's breathing got harder as her chest started expanding. I held mine to concentrate! After a while I could not wait any longer so I quickly grabbed her naked pubic mound and looked at her face. Mom gasped as I firmly held her hair covered mound and said "I can do whatever I want with you and nobody can stop me!"

      Mom said nothing. Possibly started enjoying already. I leant forward and kissed her on the lips while pushing my right hand between her legs to explore her pussy. She tried to widen her legs but were constricted by her clothes. I waited until I had full pleasure of my first lustful kiss with my mom while still rubbing my hand against her pussy. Then I realised I was going nowhere down at her pussy and also how frantic I am! Everything, my first woman, my own mother,cupping my mother's mound and then the kissing...everything shot me to heights. But then I decided I will have to make my first time with my mother last longer.

      As I paused to cool down a little, mom opened her eyes trying to find out why I stopped! I asked her gasping "Do you want to do it here or shall we go to bed?"

      She said "Your wish!"

      I was very excited seeing her in her present position. Her uncovered blouse brought her older tits together and gave me a nice cleavge view as she sexyly leant on the sofa edge balancing herself with her two arms either side. Her saree and pettycoat was crumbled up to her upper thighs as my right hand feeling her mound between her legs. I dreamt of scenes with mom but never thought they will be real!

      I looked at her and said "Lets takeoff our clothes here and then we will go to bed!"

      She then sat straight and started unhooking her blouse. I could not believe she was doing everything I say! I looked at her tummy and started pulling her saree tangles off. Its easy to disrobe a saree! Just pull out the front tangles and three-fourths work is done. While I was doing it she told me "takeoff your clothes..they will take longer!"

      I guessed mom was right! I was wearing a lalchee pajama. Both are long and tight but I was quick in pulling them off! As I took off my lalchee, I took off my underwear with it. My cock sprung out as it got loose!

      I threw my clothes on sofa and looked at mom! Mom by now completely removed her blouse as her breasts were hanging out a bit. They were a bit smaller than I last saw them few years ago. They were a bit wrinkly but still possessed that sexyness. As I got lost in her toplessness, I realised she removed her saree and untangled her pettycoat and was about to push the pettycoat down. As it came just below her pubic hair line. I asked her to stop. She stopped and looked at me. I said "I want to uncover my mother's forbidden genitals myself!"

      She said "Good! I am having hardtime pulling it off!" and balanced on her arms to lift her hip gently! I then knelt before her and pulled off her pettycoat. As it revealed more of her womanhood, I was watching at it in awe! As her triangular part completely came to view, mother sat back on floor and I pulled off the pettycoat off her legs and threw it on the sofa.

      As I looked at mom's forbidden area, mom got a little shy and got her legs together. I looked at her and said "Now we are real mother and son mom! No clothes between our flesh!"

      As she looked at me with shy, I stepped between her legs and knelt pushing her legs apart. Mom was still trying to keep her thighs together as I eagerly leant forwards to suck her breasts. As I leant forward, I kissed her between her breasts and took her right nipple into my mouth. As I sucked and started licking her nipple, I cupped her other breast with my right hand and started gently squeezing it. Mom closed her eyes and started moaning a bit.

      After a while, I interchanged the breasts. Her nipples by now are rock hard and protruded out. After having enough fun with her tits, I slowly started moving down by kissing her tummy. As I reached below her navel area and to her pubic area, mom started widening her legs. As I reached her pubic bone, I lifted her legs by her knees and spread them. Mom slided rightwards and then laid on the floor saying "I thought you wanted to go to the bed!"

      I said "We will...for the climax!"

      Mom opened her eyes and said "I thought you finished kissing!"

      I said "Not yet! my sexy mother!" and then headed straight to her clit and caught it with my lips. Mom moaned loudly in pleasure as she didnot expect it and few seconds later, she orgasmed. I kept playing with her clit as her moans increased. After a while, I then started licking her pussy lips and then pushed my tongue into her. Few moments later she orgasmed again! I could feel her pussy getting wetter. I actually thought woman have dry vaginas after menopause but mom's excitement was getting it wet enough!

      Mom was moaning like hell as if her own husband is having sex with her! I heard her moans when dad and her were having sex but never this many and this loud. As she gave another moan to signal her another orgasm, I stopped licking her and looked at her face. A moment later she opened her eyes and smiled at me.

      I smiled back holding my dick with my right hand. She looked at it and asked me "Do you want to go to bed?"

      I said "Yes!" and stoodup. I then leant a hand to lift mom up and then hugged her close and kissed her. After the kiss we slowly started moving together to the bedroom. Mom asked me "Where did you learn all that?" I said "Books!" and kept kissing her shoulders while taking small steps to to the room. "It was a great experience!" mom said. I said "Why? Dad didnot do it?"

      She said shyfully "No!" By then we reached the bedroom. I got off the our hug and said "You mean dad never had oral sex with you?" She went and sat on the bed while I closed the door and said "You were the first one to lick my cunt!"

      I turned to her and said "Poor dad! He missed tasting your sweet cunt!"

      She laid on the bed the bed saying "I could be sweet one for you and yukkie for others!" and smiled.

      I came to the bed saying "Your cunt! Yukkie! Impossible!"

      Mom said restlessly "Just get on the bed and make me your wife!" while rubbing her cunt.

      My dick sprang up more as I saw her rubbing and jumped on the bed and knelt between her knees. She spread her legs wide as I said "Do you want me to lick you again?"

      She said "No! Just shutup and put your rod in me!"

      I felt proud as she begged me graciously to fuck her! I then held my dick with my hand and lined it up with her hole! I then pushed forward as my dick pierced her cunt lips to bury itself inside her! Mom moaned again as I dig deep in her until my balls touched her body.

      The moment I have been dreaming for years was finally before my eyes. My own mother is underneath me, naked, and my dick is fully buried in her cunt! She closed her eyes as if meditating on our ultimate union. My mother, my dear mother who brought me to this world as a tiny 4kg baby is now taking my manhood inside her as a normal woman! The same cunt muscles that pushed me out are now massaging my cock! I never thought it would be real!

      As I instinctively pulled out my dick my first action of fucking my mother began! It was a starting of whole new relationship with mom! It was start of whole new life for my widow mother! I had to close my eyes too and concentrate myself on our union too! The union of female and male! The union of yoni and lingam!

      As I concentrated and thrusted my cock deep into her, it was as if I was in dream but only the fucking is real. I increased the speed as I gained more control. As I reached my utmost speed I opened my eyes to see mom looking at me. Her whole body is vibrating as her tits were showing it more clearly. Then I had my whole nervous system loose on me as my dick, for the first time, orgasmed in a real cunt! I pushed my dick in and grunted as first load emptied into her. Then my dick spasmed as it dropped my other loads and I fell on to her huffing and puffing.

      I donot know how long we laid on top of each other while we gathered some breath and my dicked emptied itself in her. As I got some energy, I looked at mom. Mom smiled at me as always! I then said to her smiling "You are mine mom! You cunt is mine!" I wanted to tell her I can talk raw with her!

      She smiled and said "I have no choice! Remember I am a widow!"

      I said moving onto her side "The day I heard dad passing away, I knew you will be mine!"

      "But you didn't expect to fuck me on the third day did you?" mom asked.

      I said "Yes! I thought will take atleast two weeks!" as I settled myself on the bed.

      "Do you know I was thinking of you the evening your dad died?" mom said adjusting herself.

      I was surprised and said "No! How...?"

      As I came home from the hospital, you uncle and aunt came with me. I was very depressed but you uncle told me to get to bed. While I walked into this room and closed the door, his memories all came to me. As I slept on the bed, I looked at his side and felt a big void. I remembered all the things we did right from our marriage to getting pregnant with you. It was then my thoughts changed and I reminded of you. Then as I looked at your dad's side of the bed, I swear, I saw you there smiling at me! I was excited and ashamed at the same time! It was then, I thought, your dad's place will not be vacant for long. I was ashamed of myself thinking about you and that too wrongly on your dad's death. I tried to stop my thoughts and worry about your dad but the harder I tried the intensive were the thoughts."

      I was listening to her with awe while she continued.

      She said "I liked the perverted side of my thoughts! I imagined you sleeping naked with your widow mother! But then I realised it could become true! I remembered you saying you didnot try because dad was always around! Now that your dad is dead and you were coming from US, I became a helpless woman! I realised it would be matter of when rather than an if that I would be sleeping with you like a wife rather than a mother! It was then I also thought you will probably rape me if I protested you! At that instant the pressure of loosing my chastity to you took over my grief of your dad!"

      I got serious and said "I am sorry mom if I made you feel that way!"

      Then she said "But as guilty as I was, I enjoyed thinking about you and me! At one instant, I even thought by that time next week, I will probably be sleeping with you with your semen in my vagina! And that took me overboard as I shamelessly touched myself! There I was on the night of my husband's death, sleeping on our bed and masterbating thinking about my son doing me! How kinky and slutty can I get?"

      After a breif silence, she said "It was not until I had my orgasm, the grief hit me in full force! I cursed myself and cried and cried. It was then I decided I will keep thinking about my life with your dad always! Ofcourse it wasn't hard in the mornings as everbody was there! When I saw you the next day, my thoughts came back but I couldn't with hold myself without falling into your arms. Your passiveness calmed me down a bit but your proposal to sleep with me lastnight brought my thoughts back! Before your uncle said no, my heart was running fast as I thought 'this is it!' They donot know your motto but I do!"

      I said "So you thought I will rape you that night?"

      She said "Yes! I knew there is no escape from my horny son once they put you and me in this room and close the door! I knew I was destined to sleep with you but I was afraid it would be leakedout to our relatives. I could shut my mouth and let you spread my legs naked on this bed but could not imagine it being leaked out! What would they say? That I am a son-lover and slut who get fucked the day after her husband's death! How would they know I have been raped when I silently let you rape me? I was ready to accept you as a lover but not ready to get branded a slut and a son-fucker among our relatives!"

      "I would mom!" I said.

      "You would what?" mom asked.

      "I would love to be branded a mother-fucker!" I said. "I would love to say to that world that I fuck my mother and will fuck her forever!"

      "But you are male Ramesh!" mom said.

      I kept quiet.

      She continued "You are male! You can say anything you want to the world. You can tell them you are fucking your own mother and even pull me to the street and rape me when everybody is watching! You will fill me up, wipe your dick, and walk away from me! But I will be lying there raped and will be picking up the pieces. The next day, you will be a hero that conquered your mother's motherhood! But I will be a slut! Every man's eyes will be on my breasts and my crotch ogling at me like I am a hooker! They won't even think I am old! Everybody will want a piece of me! I am sure even my own brother would like to strip my saree!"

      "So you don't want me to tell anyone about us?" I asked.

      "No!" mom looked at me as if I am stupid! "I am sleeping with you wilfully doesn't mean you can tell the world about it! You are in India Ramesh not US! No one will know except the three of us!"

      "Three of us mom?" I asked.

      "Yes...you, me and your dad!" mom said.

      "But dad is not here!? You mean you told him before?" I asked.

      "No I didnot tell him but your dad will certainly know!"

      "You mean dad would be here with us now?"

      "Yes! I am sure your dad is with us now!" mom said.

      I felt spooky! I said "So you think he saw us having sex?"

      "I am sure he did!"

      "Don't you feel bad?"

      "Bad? No! Infact I want him to see! He is the one who left me alone and he will feel for leaving me helpless!" she said.

      "But you also enjoyed our sex?!"

      "Yes I did! But my helplessness dragged me into this! If he was here then it would be him sleeping with me and you would sleeping in your room!"

      Before I said anything she continued "But he left me now! He didn't come when you pulled me from sofa to the floor! He didn't come to rescue me when another man's hand cupped my mound! You even challenged him when you named your mother's mound as yours! He is nowhere to be seen when feasted on your mother's forbidden breasts and pussy! He didnot even obstruct you when you took me to his bedroom! You parted my thighs and inserted your manhood into me and he didn't say a word! You brutally committed incest with your mother and adultry with his wife, he did nothing!So why do I care if he is here?"

      "Nice description mom!" I said twisting my dick as it started rising again. "But he might be helpless too!"

      "Then let him watch his wife getting fucked and be helpless" mom said. "Infact, I want him to watchyou disrobe me and fuck me like your wife! I want him to see my orgasms with you and how many time you fill my cunt with your semen! I want him to know I was thinking of you the day he is dead!"

      "He probably knows by now mom!" I said. "Because you said it already!"

      She said "Thats why I want our relationship to be between us only!"

      "It will be mom! I promise!" I said "Now give us a kiss!"

      As we kissed, suddenly a garland from dad's photo hung on the top of the bed fell on both of us! We both were shocked. Mom looked shocked and I had to say something before she get hysterical. So I said "Do you know the meaning of this mom? Dad approves our relationship!"

      Mom got scared realising dad could be really around! I could see her fear on her face! She said "Then...then he is around and I am..."

      "But he approves us mom!" I said. "Thats why he threw the garland!"

      "But I can't" she tried to get up. I knew she became hysterical. She finally got up and started going to the room door.

      I kept saying he approved our relationship but she couldnot listen. As she unlocked the door I decided I had to take matter into my hands. I quickly got up saying "I got her dad! I got her dad!" and went and grabbed her from behind before she could open the door! She was twitching and turning to get loose I held her and locked the door. I then turned mom myside and slapped her! Mom stopped everything and looked at me holding her cheek. Then I told her "You are mine now mother! You belong to me and I will tell you when to go out! Dad, even if he is here, will just watch me!"

      Mom started crying. I said "You might be his wife and my mother but I own his place now in this house. His house and his property are mine and that includes you mother!" I was strong and assertive! The more she cried the stronger I became!

      "I own you like anything this house and you will do as I told you to! Eventhough you are my mother, I declare you will please me as your husband and I claim your husband's place on your bed! I am sure dad is happy about it but I challenge dad if he doesn't like it! If he dislikes it he will throw me away!" I then said loudly "Throw me dad! I am claiming your wife!"

      I stopped for a while when mom cried slowly. After a while I said to mom "See mom! Dad doesn't challenge me! Infact I know he endorses my claim! I would do the same thing too! It would rather be me that will keep your cunt busy than a strange dickhead that would take his place. So stop looking at me like your son and please me like your lover!" I held her chin and pinched it lightly.

      Mom then fiercefully spitted on me! I got aggressive but I controlled it as it would take us nowhere! I wiped off the spit and then said "You have no choice mom! You said that so! Look at you! You are stark naked standing before me! You cunt is dry with my semen and your pubic hair is full of my cum! I am naked too with you in your bedroom and we donot need any further evidence to say what happened here! If I open the door this instant and somebody sees us they would know you have been enjoyed by your son! Rape or not, it will be you who would carry a lifelong blemish! I will abandon you and go back to US and will be happy there! It will be you who will be picking up the pieces as you said! So come to think of it, you have a choice now mom! You can go and declare to the world that I raped you! Ofcourse nobody will have evidence except my semen in you! No body harm and no struggling signs! Even your pussy provided enough lubrication for a woman with menopause! In the long run, you can get branded as a fabricator and become a filthy son-fucker!"

      I stopped for a moment. "Or you can accept me as a man of this house! That includes being a man on your bed too! Ofcourse nobody would know except us! I will treat you as my mother normally and be your loving son! As a gift, you make me your husband on your bed. I will take care of you more better than dad did! I don't care if dad doesn't like this! I will protect you from him! But I am sure dad approves us! Otherwise he would have kicked me instead of garlanding me!"

      "So it yours to decide mom! Go out and ruin us and our family! Or be mine and get treated like a great mother and a great wife!" I said.

      Mom cried and took her time. She then fell over my chest beating my chest with her tiny fists saying "Arsehole! You have ruined my life!"

      I hugged her sexually grabbing her arse from below and said "You keep me happy and I will keep you happy for life mother!" My dick is pressed upwards between my crotch and her tummy as she is shorter than me.

      "How can I? You are already treating me like your concubine!" she said wiping her eyes on my chest!

      "You made me to treat you like this mother!" I grabbed more of her bum and passed my finger to brush her cunt.

      "But what can I do? I was afraid your dad..." mom said.

      "Dad's gone mom!" I said. "Even if he is here spiritually, he will not do anything! So don't be afraid of him! I promise I will protect you! You have to realise it is I who will tell you what to do from now on! You are mine and I control you! Realise that even if I rape you brutally dad will not do anything! He has lost control over you and me when he left this world! Now I have taken his position and his rights on his property! So I own you and your assets!" I grabbed her more tightly and inserted my fingers into her vagina!

      Mom twitched a bit and felt uncomfortable as I groped her cunt. I loosened my hug a bit and letgo her cunt while still caressing her arse. She then said "So will you take care of me if I be good to you?"

      "Yes!" I replied.

      "Promise?" she asked.

      "Promise!" I replied.

      "So I suppose you want my cunt to take care of this?" mom asked thrusting my dick with her hand.

      "Thats like a good mom!" I kissed her on her forehead and walked her to the bed.

      As she laid on her back, I positioned myself and inserted my dick into her pussy. Her cunt was not lubricated as before and very very painful as I inserted. I took it off and went to my bags and got the ky jelly out.

      As I was getting back opening its lid, mom asked me "What is it?"

      "Lubricant!" I said while pushing some out of the tube.

      "Won't it be harmful if we..." she asked.

      "No...its formulated only to use while having sex!" I said smearing the jelly onto my dick.

      She watched me and when I got up the bed after smearing she smiled and said "You came here prepared huh!"

      I smiled at her back taking my position.

      "How did you know I will be dry?" she asked as I inserted my dick into her cunt.

      "Wow! Thats pretty smooth!" she remarked as my dick entered her.

      I started fucking her vigoursly as my hard-on has been for a while and started paining me. Mom also guessed the situation and kept quite as I humped her. Our bed started shaking by my thrusts as I kept fucking her in-and-out! Few minutes later, my balls emptied in her.

      I was in a kind of trance until I came! I came back to this world after that! Mom and me were both breathing hard for a while. After we settled, mom asked me again on how I knew she would be dry. I told her I read books and foundout that woman's vagina is not as lubricated after menopause. After few discussions our menopause knowledge, we finally realised it was dinner time! We have been in the bedroom for three and half hours! We had two fucks and lots of drama during that time!

      I told mom "Because you have been a good mother I will take you to dinner tonight!" Mom got out of bed to go to bathroom. It is attached to the bedroom.

      She said "I like that too but it will not be good!" while walking towards the door and opened it.

      "Why?" I asked.

      "Because dummy you are forgetting we are grieving! Nobody goes to dinner on the third day of your dad's death!" she said as I heard her sitting on the toilet.

      "Then lets get a takeaway!" I said as I heard the loud hissing sound of her piss.

      "That would be good idea!" while she pissed.

      "What do you want?" I asked still hearing her piss.

      "Just normal curry and rice!" her pissing stopped.

      "Ok!" I said "Do you want to come with me?" I asked as I heard her washing her cunt with water.

      "You go and get it! I need to rearrange all the stuff!" she said coming out and grabbing a towel from the rack.

      I looked at her and said "You know you look damn sexy for a 51year old?"

      She smiled at me and said "Thats the mother fucker in you talking!" as she wiped her crotch and her legs with the towel.

      "No! Mom! Really!" I said.

      "Quit flattering me and get me some dinner!" she said "All your manhandling got me hungry!"

      "Ok! Ok!" I said getting out of bed and walking into bathroom.

      As I came out after cleaning myself after my piss, mom already got into her nightie and started setting the bed. I went to the lounge and wore the clothes I left on the sofa. I then went out to get dinner.

      While I got back after 40mins, mom already set everything. She took the pack and went into the kitchen to serve. I went in and changed into a sarong and an undershirt. "Thats a lot of work for a hungry and manhandled mother?" I said.

      "Well I had to do it sometime!" she said.

      "You mothers are incomprehensible mom! You say you are tired and do incredible things! How could you do all this despite all that..." I stopped.

      "All that sex and molestation you mean?" mother came out and put the dishes on dining table.

      "Yes!" I said. "I hit you, you cried and we did it twice..."

      "Women are like that Ramesh! Otherwise we cannot maintain a house and please our husbands at the same time!" mom got two plates for us and put them on the table.

      "I am a mother and a widow in this house but still...." she said serving the food on one plate.

      As she moved to serve onto another plate, I said "no..don't serve in the other!" She stopped and looked at me. "We will eat together in one plate! I will feed you!"

      She smiled and said "Getting romantic are we?"

      I winked and said "Thats the least I could do to my mother!"

      "Well then I am hungry!" she said sitting on the chair.

      "But you should sit on my lap!" I said smiling.

      "I knew theres always a kinky twist to your offers!" mom got up and sat on my lap.

      "Thats like a good girl!" I said mixing the rice and curry.

      I then took some with my fingers and fed mom in her mouth.

      Mom started eating as I alternated feeding between her and me.

      "You know it was some 20 years eversince we did this together?" mom said eating. "Only then the roles reversed and you were a kid!"

      "Thanks mom!" I said with gratitude. "I owe my life to you!"

      "You say that on one end and on the other, you dick is rubbing my body!" she said showing my hard-on.

      "Thats how much I love you mom!" I said feeding her.

      "Your love is somuch that you are hurting me with it!" mom said gulping the food.

      I got silent as we kept eating the rest. We finished eating and cleaned up the dishes. After cleaning I sat on the sofa and switched on the tv. Mom finished a little later and said "Felt bad hearing I am hurt, were you?"

      I said nothing. She continued "A mother's body is like a temple to her son Ramesh! It should be revered! You were born out of my genitals! I gave you life as I pushed you out of me through it! Then when you started crying of hunger I gave you my milk from my breasts! So genitals are nothing new to you! While one gave you birth, the other fed you. Thats what a mother's body is for! When you grow up and become a man you are expected to look for another woman who would take care of your sexual desires and bare your children. That is life!"

      She switced off the tv sat beside me and said "I am supposed to look after your children, my grand children, and play with them! You need to get me a daughter-in-law! Not make me my own daughter-in-law! You need love me as a mother! Not love me as a lover! You need to revere my body! Even when I am naked! Not to drool on it! I am a widow now and you need to protect my body! Not to pillage it!"

      I was listening to her silently.

      She said "Past few months I always tried to be a good mother while prostituting myself to you! What can I do? You are my only son! I cannot live without being with you and talking to you! So I did what you wanted! I felt bad doing it while living with my husband but I did it for you! I also consoled myself saying its only phone sex! But when you started talking about yours acts with me, I felt bad later. I actually felt like I am prostituting with my own son and even cried many times!"

      Tears ran through her eyes.

      I said apologically "Sorry mom! I never thought you were feeling this bad! I thought you were enjoying talking to me like that! Thats why I got more and more explicit! Otherwise I would have stopped!"

      "Liar!" mom said smiling as her tears ran.

      I looked at her smiling and said "Probably!"

      I got serious and said "What can I do mom? Eversince I hit puberty, I have been thinking about you! Suddenly my own mother became my object of lust! I resented my thoughts early but could not stop thinking about you! Every sexy woman I saw became you! Every naked woman I saw had your face! Whenever I wanted to masterbate, none of the actresses pictures would arouse me! But when I see your picture although fully covered, I would be ready to jerk off! So you became my desire even during my masterbation! I would masterbate thinking about you but, I swear, I never thought of approaching you sexually. But all that changed when I went to US. I actually thought I would loose my temptation over you but actually it got aggravated! Probably not being with you physically aggravated my lust for you!"

      Mom looked surprised as I continued "Since then mom, I really wanted you physically! I thought I would die if get separated from you! It was then I realised I am in love with you! Not just as a son but as a lover! I love you somuch I decided not to get married! But all that was in me and when I held your midriff at the airport lasttime I came, it was then I realised I wanted you physically too!"

      Mom kept listening.

      I said "But dad being there everytime I wanted to enjoy watching you, aggravated my unfulfilled desire! I even got a digital camera to get some juicy shots of you but dad was always there! When I went back, my desire for you doubled. Then you came out of the closet saying you knew my advances and when you co-operated, I thought you liked doing it!"

      "I did like it...but no....I am confused!" mom finally said.

      She continued "Your happiness is my happiness Ramesh! I know you are loving person but never knew you had somuch love for me! I would be on the top if I wasn't your mother! Unfortunately our mother-son relationship is preventing me to accept everything!"

      Before I opened my mouth she said "But done is done Ramesh! I will try my best to think out of our mother-son relationship. Your dad is not with us anymore and and I am a widow now! I have only you and I cannot afford to leave you because of your intentions!"

      As I sort of getting what she's getting at, she continued "I am yours Ramesh! As a mother! As a lover! My body is yours! Revere it or Rape it, I belong to you! From today, on the third day of my husband's death, I am giving myself to my son! I am your property and I am a widow too! So you have unprotected access to my body and genitals! I will get over the fact that you are my son and will slowly accept you as my husband! Until then control me and treat me to remind I am your wife!....Or concubine for that matter!" She charaded me that she doesn't have a mangalsutra around her neck.

      "Then come and kneel before me like a dog!" I said impromptu!

      Mom was surprised! I said assuring "You said you belong to me! So kneel on the floor mom!"

      Mom quietly knelt on the floor facing me and said "What for?"

      "You will see!" I said and quickly went to the bedroom. I smeared some lubricant on my dick and came back to see mom is in the same position. I went to the back of her and started lifting her nightie to her hips! "I should have guessed!" mom said. I then took off my sarong, knelt behind her and shoved my dick into her cunt!

      "For this!" I said assuring her!

      "You are a bastard you know that Ramesh!" she said as I started fucking her.

      "If I am a bastard then you are a slut mother !" I said thrusting deep into her.

      "Sons like you make mothers like me a Slut and a prostitute!" trying to make it harder for me to fuck her.

      "Slut, prostitute, wife, mother...what difference does it make?" I said fucking her by trying my best to line her arse.

      "No difference for a son like you!" mom spurted.

      "With your body mother! who needs another woman for sex?" I leaned and grabbed her tit as I buried my dick in her.

      "All that lecture and...I thought you were sensitive!" still trying hard to make it hard for me.

      "You want a lecture mother? I will give you one myself if you stay without twitching!" I left my dick deep in her. I then put my right hand around her leg and rubbed her clit saying "I came through this hole years ago mother! Now I revere it by fucking the shit out of it! Like this!" I started humping again.

      I stopped and grabbed her tit with my left hand and continued "I drank your milk from your tits! And what tits these are? You don't revere them just by watching them mom! You need to massage them and caress them well so that they stay juicy for ever! I revere them too! By enjoying them!"

      "You are a passionless....!" mom jeered.

      "I am not finished mother!" I interrupted her. "You said my body is not new to you! Yes mother! When I saw your naked cunt as I was coming out I sweared myself I will fuck that cunt! And when you put your tit into my mouth for the first time, I liked the taste of your tit! Not the milk! Since then I was waiting to uncover them myself, not for coming out or drinking, but to insert my hard fucking member while I caress your boobs!"

      "Gosh! I hate you bastard!" mom said.

      "But I love you mother!" I let go her tit and grabbed her hair pulled up! Mom whinged in pain as I said "So stay properly and get fucked!" I screamed. Mom stopped moving as I started fucking her.

      "You said mom are for giving birth and rearing children only! No mom! Moms are there to take care of their horny sons' sexual desires too! Specially when they are widows and live with their unmarried sons!" I said fucking her vigourously. "They cannot give a better pleasure than letting them fuck their motherly cunts!"

      Mom was still in pain as I continued holding her by her hair. My right hand held her hip as vigourously thrusted into her. "My reverence is not by showering flowers on your body mother!" I said as I reached my climax! As I dig deep into her womb and started spurting my cum out, I said to her "My reverence is when I shower your womb with my semen mother!"

      I letgo her hair as I grunted for every spasm my dick made inside her! Mom fell on the floor sobbing as she thrusted her hips more in the air and breasts hugging the floor. The inadvertant act pushed my dick more deep into her as it emptied. As I wanted to rest while my cock did its thing, I pushed mom up so that she would ly flat on the floor and I laid on the top of her. I laid there until my dick wilted and seperated from her. Then I got up, and cleaned the juices with my sarong and went to the bathroom for a piss.

      While I came out, mom went in. A few moments later she went to bed while I watched tv. I felt very sorry as after every sex with her. I cursed myself that I couldnot control my weekness with her. The weekness of enjoying controlling her and get to do what I want. My conciousness didnot allowed me to sleep with her on her bed. So I went and slept on my bed.

******************************************************************

The next morning mom was already up when I got up. It was a monday. The whole day has been horrible for me. She didnot talk to me except when it was time to eat. I didnot talk to her either! I went out for few hours just to get out of it! I came back about 8pm and saw mom was still waiting for me to have dinner. We then ate together silently as I kept watching tv while we ate. After cleaning everything up, mom went to her bedroom. I kept watching tv until until 11pm and then I went and slept on my bed.

      ********************************************************************

      The next day was tuesday! It is our market day and dad got veges from it last week for the last time. I remembered it and left the house about 630 am. I didnot tell mom! I came back about 9ish to house with veges. Mom was already up as I walked and was surprised to see me turn up with veges. "I thought you were still sleeping!" she broke the silence between us.

      "Today is tuesday, I thought I get some veges!" I gave the baskets to her. She took them and went to the kitchen while I closed the door. As I got into the lounge I could hear mom cry. So I went to the kitchen. She was standing by the bench sorting the veges. She saw me coming and said "You dad got the veges last week!" and started crying. I went near her and instinctively put my hand on her shoulder and then immediately took it off as she might lash on my touching her. Meanwhile she said "I never thought it would be his last!" She realised my gesture and sobbed for a while and then suddenly hugged me and laid her head on my chest and kept crying.

      I wanted to wrap her with my arms but hesitated. It was then I realised how I spoilt my intimacy with her. I then put my hand around her and started crying. I told her everybody was giving their condolences at the market. I said none of them expected it would happen this sudden! We kept crying for sometime. Mom went through her time with dad last week. She then said "Your dad left me leaving me alone! Now I have only you! You wouldn't leave me like that would you?"

      I said "No! Mom! Never!"

      "I don't want you to leave me alone Ramesh! I lost my husband and I don't want to loose my son! I will do anything you say Ramesh! But don't leave me Ramesh?" she said crying.

      "Even if you don't do anything for me mom..." I said "I will not leave you!" I kissed on her head.

      We kept talking about dad after that for a while.

      After sometime she gained her composure and told me to change and come to have my breakfast. I went and changed and came back to find mom fixing my breakfast on the dining table. I sat and started eating. Little later I asked if she ate and she said sarcastically "Why? Will you feed me again by making me sit on your lap?" I gave her an _expression I am not amused and she said "Yes, I had mine!" I kept eating.

      After few moments mom asked me why I was not sleeping with her. I said I couldn't. Then mom said to me "This is what I cannot understand Ramesh! A minute you are a very loving and understanding son! The other minute you a shelfish, raping, pigheaded, devil! What make you that way? Why do you mistreat me so bad?"

      "Control! Mother! Control" I confessed. "I love to control you mother! And thats my weekness!" I finished my breakfast and drank some water.

      "Control?" mom said surprising "Why do you want to control me? I already offered myself to you?"

      "Thats what is my weekness mother! Eventhough I know I can have you, I like to control you my way!"

      "But why?" she asked.

      "Look at me mother! I am your thirty year old son! Until I left to US, you have been telling me what to do! Even when I was in US I was governed by your laws. I never said no to you but did not liked you telling me everything to do! But you controlled me all the time!" I said looking at her.

      "But you are my son and we are your parents! It is our responsibility to tell you the right way!"

      "I know mom! But sometimes it would be better if you leave it to me. It would have improved my confidence and sense of having my own control!"

      "We do everything for your good Ramesh! We may have controlled you but it came out of our love! I am sorry you feel that way!"

      "I am sorry too! But you know how I feel? You must have felt the same when your parents did the same!"

      "Tell me about it!" mom said lightening up! "They were always on my nerves! But in those days parents disciplined more particularly if you are a girl!"

      "I am not a girl but I feel the same mom!" I interrupted her.

      "I am sorry Ramesh! We never thought you were controlled!"

      "Its alright!" I said.

      After a while mom took my plate and a dish went to kitchen to put it in the sink! "Get me the other utensils Ramesh!" she said putting them in the sink.

      I gathered other dishes and took them to her. "Any left?" she asked. I said no.

      "So now you would like to control me huh?" she asked smiling.

      "Well, I feel bad later!" I said trying to coverup.

      "But you like it when you are doing it to me?" she asked while rinsing the dishes.

      I smiled without looking at her.

      "Why do you like to control me? Is it because your dad is not with us anymore?"

      "But I controlled you when dad was around too!" I said smiling "...on the phone!?"

      "Your dad was not around too when you did on phone! He was away shopping!" she explained.

      I was caught.

      "I know you were a pussy around your dad and became tiger when he is not around!" she said.

      I was silent.

      "So now that your dad's gone from this world, you are becoming a tiger permanently! I am a widow of him and helpless now! So you want to show your authority on me! Right?"

      I was ashamed and said nothing.

      Mom finished the dishes and wiped her hands.

      As I was moving away she asked me if I want some tea. I said yes and started getting back to the lounge. Mom said "Come here and talk to me Ramesh!"

      I knew she was in talking mode. So I went back and stood before her. She gave me a bikie as I took it and bit a piece from it. She then said "You know I have seen a completely different angle of you after your dad died. The angle that controlled me! I have never seen you so rude, crude and disrespectful Ramesh! You behave like an outright bastard!"

      I was really ashamed standing there hearing to her. She put tea, sugar, and water into a kettle and put it on the stove.

      She continued "And I know you were enjoying every bit of it! You make me cry like hell with all your filth! You molested me from behind when I was opening the door, slapped me like I am your lover, and groped my womanhood like I am your whore! Then you made me kneel like a dog and lifted my nightie when I thought you were respecting me! Then you....then you fuck me by pulling my hair so hard, I thought it would pull my scalp off!"

      I couldn't even look at her.

      She paused too and put a lid on the tea. I was waiting when she will scream at me. But then she said "I am ashamed to say this and I am afraid I would spoil your fun too but..." She handed another bikie to me. I said no but she said "Take it!" So I took it.

      "But" she continued. "While you did all those horrible things to me, I was in dilemma whether to detest your actions or enjoy the kinkyness of them!"

      I was surprised hearing that! I looked at her and she looked away from me. She then said "Did you ever watch my nipples while you are doing me?"

      "Sometimes" I said.

      "You can tell if a woman is enjoying by her nipples! Even when I was crying in pain my other parts were enjoying the pleasure! I was so ashamed of it, I wanted to control my arousal!"

      She stopped and took the lid off as the water started boiling. I grabbed the opportunity and said "So you were really enjoying when I was forcing you?" I asked.

      She felt shy and nodded her head as a yes. I smiled. She then said "What can I do? Your gestures and remarks were so kinky!"

      "You mean you got aroused by my slandering remarks?" I asked.

      She said "Yes! I liked it the first time when pulled my leg up by grabbing my arse and passed your fingers into mine and said 'you keep me happy mother, I will keep you happy!'....I hit my sexual prime at that time!"

      She paused and said "Since then I got aroused when you made lewd remarks about me! Specially when you raped...forced me doggy style even when I was despizing what you are doing, I liked when you said you want to revere your birth hole by fucking it and my breasts by molesting them. As unnatural and horrible they sounded to any mother in this world, I liked the kinky side of it! Actually I orgasmed at that instant! But couldn't express myself!"

      I was happy to hear her say those words.

      "So I am a slutty mother for you who enjoys being raped by my own son and aroused by his lewd and degrading remarks!" she concluded.

      "No mom! You are a good mother! But I am surprised you liked..."

      "I never liked anybody controlling me Ramesh!" Mom poured milk into the tea. "Even your dad tried and failed! But I became a victim of circumstances with you! With your dad's death, you made me realise I not only lost my husband, I also lost my protector! Well, I thought you would protect me....but who would protect me from you? And I realised that the moment you dragged me from the sofa spreading my legs. When my own son put his hand on his birth hole and caressed my inner thighs my own protector became the offender and there is no one around for me! My clothes were just covers!"

      The tea started boiling again as she stirred it around. She continued "Since then your deeds made me feel I am defenceless! I hated being controlled by you but I couldn't say no to you! Because I enjoyed the aftermaths! I experienced all which no mother in any world would experience! And I shamelessly enjoyed them! I was literally blackmailed and raped by my son but I shamelessly enjoyed it! And I enjoyed while in pain too!"

      My dick started raising by now.

      Mom switched off the stove! "Hence I am always confused if I want to hate you or love you for making me orgasm!"

      I grabbed the cups from the cupboard.

      She took the cups from me and said "You know when I saw you this morning with those veges from the market, it reminded me of your dad but at the same time made realise you infact did what you said!"

      "Whats that?" I asked.

      "You said the other day that you were claiming your dad's position in this house! So when I saw you with those veges, I realised you infact took his position! I am surprised how soon you took his position too! It was only last week your father got me the veges this same day. This week there you were! Until today I thought you took his position only on my bed! Today you proved you really became your dad! It was then I thought there is no point trying to protect myself from the man who took my husband's position! I know the man is my own son.... but he is man enough to claim my genitals and deposit his semen in his own mother! It is incest but he is the man of this house! When the man of this house claims his mother's chastity as an inheritance from his father, the mother has to remove her saree for him...like me!"

      She started pouring from tea into cups but I was busy watching mom's cups by then.

      She continued "So when I saw you at the door, I had this strange feeling that I am a wife rather than a mother! I was both, a wife and a mother, in this house. When my husband died I was supposed to become just a mother to my son! But at seeing you at the door, I thought I became a new wife! A wife to my own son! I stayed the same but my husband's changed. I can see the man who looks as my new husband is my own son! But what can I do?"

      Mom handed over a cup to me while I got filled with lust and said "So thats my story Ramesh! I am a widow mother of this house who became an unofficial wife for you! Even if I want to be your mother, I cannot be! Because your semen already runs in my womb and I orgasmed with you. I have this feeling of guilt and incest but I will get over it soon! So do what you want with me but please don't leave me!"

      I looked at her and smiled. She smiled back at me taking a sip from the cup. I told her "I will not leave you! And I just want you to be my mother! Mom!"

      She was surprised of my remark saying "Really!"

      I said "Really!" putting my cup on the bench. She looked at me wierd! I took her cup and put it on the bench and said "You gave me a nice cup of tea!"

      "So lets drink it!" she said.

      "Your mouth has been pretty busy for long time now! You should give it a rest and open you other mouth you have been resting!"

      "Which other mouth?" she asked me innocently. But then she realised what I was getting at as I winked at her hinting.

      She then quickly saw my hard-on and said "So my son is happy to see his mother already huh?"

      "Your son is always happy to see you mom! But all your talk gave me more happiness!" I said lifting her in my arms by holding her at her ankles.

      "Put me down you will make me fall!" she screamed as I got her into my arms!

      "Not until I open your other mouth mom!" I said taking her to the bedroom.

      "You are forbidden to open that mouth Ramesh!" she said cheekily.

      "We will see who will stop me mother!" I said as I reached her bedroom.

      I kicked open the bedroom door and went in and threw her on the bed!

      I took off my sarong and threw it on the floor and jumped on to the bed.

      I then yanked off her nightie to her waist. She then said "Do you want me doggie style?"

      I liked the idea and said yes as she got up and knelt on her knees. I then wanted to get the lubricant but mom said she is all wet inside. I then held her hips and guided my shaft into her.

      "It sure is a lot easier than last time huh?" mom asked.

      I said yes.

      I grabbed her hanging boobs and started caressing them as I fucked her. I was surprised I didn't needed lubrication this time.

      As we continued our fuck halfway through, the phone rang. We both said "SHIT!!" and stopped as mom leant to pickup the cordless by the bed. It was her brother on the line! Mom said " We are alright! Just taking rest and thinking about his dad!" I felt kinky and thusted my rod once. Mom gave a jerky sound and looked at me seriously. Mom then said "Nothing! We will see you then! Talk to him yourselves!" and handed me the phone.

      I took the phone. He asked me what I was doing? I said nothing ant first but then kinkily said "just lubricating some old parts!" mom was surprised I said that! I smiled at her.

      I then said"Oh! Nothing! Just some household stuff! They are squeaking a lot!"

      I finished the phone saying "Okay then we see you soon!" and put the phone down on other side of bed.

      "Lubricating old parts huh?...So I have become old to you?"

      "No mom! You are always young to me! Its just your cunt!" I resumed fucking her as my dick got normal with our kinky talk.

      "But you didnot lubricate it now?" mom asked.

      "Well, what can I say when he asked what I am doing?"

      "You might aswell said you were fucking your mother!" mom smiled.

      "Okay then, shall we call him and say that!" I said fucking her.

      "No! Lets finish this and set everything! They don't live faraway you know!" mom said.

      "Whats the hurry mother? Let them see? You are a woman too you know!" I said.

      "No woman gets fucked on the fifth day of her husband death Ramesh! Thats bad enough, and I am being rooted by my own son! So finish this soon!"

      It didnot take long after that, as I enjoyed fucking her, I filled mom up with another load of my thick baby-making cum.

      As we stayed in that position as my dick emptied in her, she kept asking me if I have finished. I pulled mine out after a while as I felt nothing coming out. She quickly got off the bed and dressed herself properly and started tidying up the place. I got down a little later and went to bathroom. I came out a little later and picked up my sarong and wrapped around my waist. I then picked up my underwear from my closet. I donot wear underwear when I am with mom. As I puton my shirt, there was a knock on the door. Mom came running from lounge telling me to open the door as she was not ready.

      So after I puton my shirt, I opened the door to find uncle and auntie. I greeting them both and they came in and sat on the sofa. They kept asking how we are coping and I answered them we are doing alright. They said they felt sad they could not stay with us to console our grief. I said we are doing well. Then mom came out of the bedroom with a white saree on and they kept talking. Meanwhile I went back to bedroom to see if everything is well and alright.

      As I came back, uncle was sitting at dining table and mom and auntie were in kitchen making tea. All were eating some snacks.

      "So what have you been lubricating Ramesh?" uncle asked.

      I was a bit shocked hearing it but recovered quickly. I could see mom looking at me for my answer. I said "Nothing uncle! Just mom's closet!" looking at mom.

      "You mean closet hinges!" he asked.

      "Yes!" I came and sat on an other chair and helped myself to snacks.

      "Are they squeeking?"

      "Yes! Sometimes they are alright and sometime they are very hard!" I said kinkyly thinking about setting the analogy to say she is wet sometimes!

      "Are the doors opening alright?" he asked.

      "Keep them coming!" I thought and said "They open alright! Its just that its hard to enter!" I could see mom is enjoying but also not happy about me talking like that! Mom and aunt were talking somethingelse but I could hear mom stopping to hear my answer.

      "But your mom never complained about it before? Otherwise I would.." he said as I almost laughed at his remark.

      I controlled and said "Well, she learnt to live with it but I couldn't..."

      "Were you using her closet too?!" he asked.

      I knew where this talk was going. So I coolly said "Well, dad's part of her closet is empty now! So I thought of putting my stuff in hers!"

      Mom almost choked on her snack hearing that! I went and attended to her but she said she's alright.

      Mom tried to change the topic but uncle came back to it saying "You have to go to your mom's bedroom while you were sleeping in your room!"

      I said "Thats the only problem! But I like my clothes being in mom's closet. For years I have used my own! But dad is not with us now and mom's closet is free! So I thought of using it!" hinting him that I was masterbating and now that dad's not around I am fucking her!

      "Thats good!" uncle said. "You mom will be happy that you are using your dad's part of the closet and not feel left alone!"

      I said "Yes! Uncle!"

      By then mom and aunt got tea ready and came to the table to join us. They then changed the topic but the it got interesting when mom said I got the veges today like dad. Uncle said I started taking up my responsibility of being man of the house and taking care of his property. Aunt said the property is not just mine and shared with mom! But then mom said they wrote the property to me.

      Uncle and aunt argued on property inheritence and uncle said the present rules were only existent since 1955 and also says old rules still can overwrite some based on the culture. Aunt asked what were the old rules and he said old rules state that woman are part of the property. He quoted during ramayana times that when King Vaali drove his brother off to woods, he inherited his property and his wife. He also said that when the brother returned and killed King Vaali with the help of King Rama, he inherited his wealth and also his brother's wife.

      He said those rules were written and still existent! So he said according to those rules, dad's wealth comes to me! "Then what about the mother?" she asked "Who will take care of her?"

      "The son will!" uncle said. "It is the son's responsibility to take care of her!"

      "But they won't! Because she has nothing! Brother's wives can become his concubines so they care them! Who will care for a mother?"

      "I will!" I said.

      "You will but not all!" auntie added. "Thats where these rules fall apart!"

      There was a brief silence. Mom was not participating at all!

      I then said "Thats why they say Igbo family rules are better than us!" I said it to ease the silence but I bit my tongue.

      "Igbo? Who are they?" Uncle asked.

      "They are a tribe in Africa. The have the same father based lineage as us. But they are polygyny.

      "But so were we? How are they different?" uncle asked.

      "Then they have everything the same, a head of family, and if he dies, his brother will get his assets including his wives."

      "What if he doesn't have a brother?" uncle asked.

      "Then his son will inherit his property!" I said.

      "Including his wives?" aunt asked curiously.

      "Yes...all his wives except his own mother!" I said.

      "There you go! A flaw there too!" aunt said.

      "No auntie!" I said! "The son inherits her aswell but will not change his relationship with her!"

      "Then?" she asked.

      "He can..." I hesitated and said "He can go and sleep with her if he wants!"

      "What?" uncle and aunt said "With his own mother?"

      "Yes!" I said with low voice.

      "Really?" aunt said. "What will other brothers do?"

      "They will wait for their turn I suppose!" uncle added. "Those animals!"

      "Its all rubbish! You are pulling our legs!" Mom said.

      "No mom! Really! If you want, check on the internet!" I said.

      "What if she gets pregnant by her son?" aunt got deep into it.

      "Their lineage is a bit complex! If a head of family marries the woman then its normal that she carries his children. But the head can also assign women he owns, but not marries, to himself and procreate under his name or the head he replaced!"

      I continued "That means, if a son inherits his father's wives, he can marry all except his mother and create his lineage with them. But he can only procreate with his mother with his father's lineage."

      "That means!" uncle said. "Quite literally he fathers his own brothers and sisters in his mother with his father's lineage?"

      I said "Yes!"

      There was a brief silence. I could see mom was getting very uncomfortable.

      "Then they are really animals!" aunt remarked. "They are legally committing incest! What about between bros and sisters?"

      "No! None of that happens. Not even between cousins! Thats why they donot marry their mother too! But they donot consider wifes of their dad a incest and since his own mother is from another family and he inherits her, he has the freedom to sleep with her!"

      "Gosh!" mom and uncle said. "And they think their rules are better than ours?" uncle said.

      "Well, atleast they laid out everything well!" aunt remarked "Not like ours!"

      The argument continued for another half an hour! Then they invited me and mom to come to dinner. We said okay but mom said we will accompany later as she has to finish some work. So uncle and aunt left saying they will see us later. We saw them off and came back. We kept talking when mom cleaned the stuff as I helped her. She said "my closet and the Igbo? Were you trying to leak our secret?" I said "No mom!" but I said I liked talking that way with them.

      After we cleaned up I went and sat on the sofa and switched on the tv as mom washed the dishes. When she finished, she came and stood before me obstructing my view of tv. I was busy watching so I tried to get around her as I noticed she is lifting her saree. While lifting she said "Well, you used those Igbo rules and claimed your mother's chastity! You might want to fuck her again before you go and talk to your uncle about somemore kinky stuff?" She stopped close to exposing her mound.

      "So this is what you want to do before going to your brother's house?" I said.

      "You guessed it my mother fucking son? I kept it all wet for you!" she said kinkyly.

      I caught her mound and felt her wetness. I said "You are so wet mom! Have been orgasming before your brother?"

      "What can I do?" she said smiling. "When my son is talking kinky to me before them?"

      I got up and held her blouse covered breast saying "Then I have to take care of my mother's arousal!Don't I?"

      "Well, the man of the house should take care of the woman of the house!" mom said.

      "I sure will mother!" I lifted her and took her into the bedroom.

      Fifteen minutes later, mom and me were naked on bed lying on her backs while our genitals were full of our juices. While we took some rest after sex, mom looked at dad's photo above the bed and said "We have to take your dad's photo off! Its making me a bit uncomfortable!"

      I looked at it and said "No! we should leave it mom!"

      She asked "Why? I have got you?"

      I said "This is his room, his bed and his woman mom! I need him here to see, I got his room, his bed and best of all his woman! I turned and cupped her right naked breast. "It is a sense of control for me and helplessness for him!" I continued "I like to see his photo when I am having you like a man!"

      "I am more a woman for you than for your dad Ramesh!" mom said. "He is gone and I was stripped off my status as his wife the day he died."

      "Then by the third day I stripped you!" I said smiling at her. "If uncle didn't have rescued you, I swear I would have stripped you the day I cremated him!"

      "What if I would have screamed? You would get caught!" mom said smiling.

      "I wouldn't bother mother!" I said. "I was so horny I would have raped you infront of them!"

      "By now, you would be in jail!" she said.

      "No Problem!" I said.

      "See! Patience brings better results!" mom said.

      "I never thought I will get you to sleep with me this soon!" I said.

      "So did I!" mom said. "Come On! Get and get dressed! We need to go!"

      We got up and got dressed. We had a good dinner at uncle's place. They told us to stay back but we came home and went straight to bed, stripping and fucking.

*********************************************************

      I never mom would be such easy prey! In just five days of dad's tragic but fruitful death, I got mom to sleep with me by herself! She got over her 32 yrs of marriage in just five days. From the day he married her, for 32 yrs, dad was her only lord! She was his better half and she gave herself to him. He was the only guy I know of, that stripped and fucked her! Her egg and his semen spawned me and made us a family. He was her bed partner and I was her son drooling over assets. I changed all that in 5 days! On the evening of the third day itself, I got her wet caressing her inner thighs and fingering her cunt. She got fucked once and raped twice on the same evening! I stayed away from her to ease her off her rapes and it worked well from me. By the fifth day, the widow of my father and my dear own mother was begging me to fuck her!

      Since that day mom never protested me nor gave me any big lectures. I completely took over my job of being the man of the house. She sometimes used to say I should cut some slack for her, since I still call her mother. I let her have her own way in public but never in closed doors! It has been three months now since we fucked for the first time! Mom has learnt to 'obey' me well. Because I punished her well when she misbehaved! I even slapped her and hit her when she protested! Just as she did when I was a kid. The only thing I did which she never did to me when I was a kid, is force her to fuck me!

      But mom is a bitch, shackled with morals and social taboos. It took brutality to remove her shackles, but at the end of the day, she becomes the real bitch she is! Even when I forced her to fuck me, mom herself invited me for a fuck a few hours later! So the rape never went in vain!

      I decided mom should come with me to US. She also accepted it and I started her visa process ten days after dad died. I had to extend my leave for another week to cover dad's monthaversary. And also the week helped me prepare mom to come with me.

      We got mom's brother to look after our house. Our friends picked us up from the airport and dropped us at our house. They soon vanished as we were tired of the journey. But as they left and we settled, my tiredness turned into lust as I saw mom coming out of the bathroom after her shower. I grabbed her and took her to the bedroom and closed the door.

      -------------------

Chapter I 

After all that had happened, I still considered myself lucky. 

Of course, there had been very tragic moments in my life, but 

they seemed only to have given me more strength, and trust in 

myself. Nature had of course influenced me and somewhat turned 

me into a sad person, but this day changed it all for me, I 

started to live anew. I had only lived half my life, I was 

still young... Let me tell you how it started... 

My name is Annabel, but everyone calls me Anna or just Bel. 

We, that is, my then 15-year-old-son John, and his 1 year 

younger brother Tim, lived out on the planes of Texas. We had 

lived there ever since the dreadful accident that changed my 

life in a brutal way. 

It was only 2 months after the birth of Tim. My husband and I 

had been married for almost 2 years, loving each other 

immensely, but life isn't always kind. Michael worked at a big 

ranch and was chief when it came to handling cattle, however 

in a dreadful moment he was smacked against the boards by a bull, 

leaving him all paralysed. One week later, Michael died. 

The owner of the ranch was a very kind man, he understood the 

tragedy, he knew I was alone, without any understanding parents to 

go to, with 2 children to take care of, and only 22. So he arranged 

for me to live in a small, but old cottage, which was situated in 

the 

outskirts of his land by a beautiful pond. It was a lovely house, 

which Michael and I had rode by several times, admiring, hoping 

that one day we could live together in a lonely but romantic 

place just like that. 

The first years the owner visited me quite often, lending me some 

powerful hands belonging to his workers, to make some repairs, but 

later we met only once or twice a month in town. But as I said, 

he was a very kind man, too old for me to love but he never tried 

to take advantage of me and the situation in any way, and for that 

I respect him greatly. 

Living in the cottage was fantastic, most of the times, however, 

getting to town was difficult, since you had to drive on a small 

dirt road for 4 miles, and being so far off in the countryside 

made life pretty lonely. There were no neighbours closeby, only 

uncultivated fields, but I didn't mind. Even though the town 

was quite large, there were no men who would marry me, I was 

only 22 and looked great at that time, but having 2 children, 

didn't attract any of them... I tried, I wanted and needed a man, 

but no one wanted me, so I was left alone, with my children, 

raising them, waiting for life to pass by, being forgotten. 

Time passed slowly, I took occasional jobs as a waitress, 

assistant shopkeeper etc. I didn't really need the 

money, since I was granted a sum of money from my husband's 

parents and then there were the social welfare money. In 

other words, I managed myself. 

I and my two sons had a great life together, we used to play 

games, cards, listen to music, going out and ride. I really 

took my time taking care of them. Together we built up a 

special bond, a special love. My sons never quarrelled with 

each other, like my brothers did all the time back home, 

instead they shared everything, they went together and stayed 

together. I was very proud of them, since they did very well 

in school too. 

However, this specific summer I'm going to tell you about, 

changed our love for each other. It turned into a love I had 

missed for so long...But let's start at the beginning.... 
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Chapter II 

It was my birthday, I was turning 36, the boys and I had decided 

to take a ride out to the lake for a pick-nick, sort of. We had a 

great time, laughing, making jokes, eating and drinking. The wine 

bottle I had brought was finished pretty soon, of course I didn't 

want my sons to drink alcohol, but inviting them to drink a glass 

with me couldn't be bad. I was feeling very joyful, maybe it was 

the wine that did it... 

"Let's take a swim!", I heard myself exclaim. 

"Yeah, why not?", Tim responded. 

"But, we don't have any swimming suits with us" said John. 

That was true, but what did it matter, besides I didn't feel 

like I wanted to wear a swimsuit. I felt like I wanted to do 

something out of the ordinary. I hadn't gone skinny dipping, since 

my husband was killed. After all this day was special, at least to 

me, and I wanted to amuse myself... 

"What difference does it make" I asked, "there's only us here, 

and I've seen you naked before! Let's go skinny dipping!" 

That was also true, but I hadn't seen my boys naked for years. 

Even though we were an open family, I was raised to respect the 

privacy of someone, but what difference would it make now. 

This day however, I'm sure it must have been the wine that got 

to my head and the warmth, but as I started peeling of my clothes, 

one by one, I started to feel.. ...excited... 

Michael, my husband, was a city boy, raised in Houston, before 

he had moved out to work in Texas. For me, he was the first man I 

had ever been with, even after his death. However, Michael wasn't 

a beginner at making love, he showed me a lot of things, letting me 

explore my own as well as his body. Teaching me the differences, 

showing me the secret of the love-act, things I had only heard 

about or dreamt in my wildest dreams... He introduced me to a 

completely new dimension. Of course, coming from the country, I was 

pretty naive, and, you could say, prude and strictly raised, 

knowing that sex was taboo, and somewhat a sin. But Michael changed 

this within me, I learned that all the lectures my mother had had 

with me about sex, sin and duty, was falling apart. My first 

orgasm, that was actually the second time we made love, changed all 

my ideas and theories about sex, it became something pleasurable, 

a game, in which you couldn't loose, you would feel good with any 

outcome. And he taught me that as long as everything felt good, 

there was no bad in it. Michael also taught me what stimulated men, 

but he also taught me what could stimulate women... This was one 

thing I got very aroused from, at first undressing in front of 

Michael with lit lamps, scared me. I was ashamed of myself. But he 

showed me that it was something that really turned him on, and that 

started to turn me on to, knowing that just by displaying my body 

to him when undressing, could make him go crazy... so crazy that we 

would keep the bed rocking the whole night, then keeping it warm 

till noon the next day, when we would get up only to eat and again 

have even more sex... But as I have already told you, that ended 

some 14 years ago, and since then I have been all alone in 

bed...Loosing all my trust in ever having any man again, and my 

rule was to first get a steady relationship, then sex. I had become 

sure that I would be alone for the rest of my life in bed, but how 

wrong I was... 

The act of undressing in front of two males, may be they were my 

own sons, started to turn me on... Soon I was having only my bra 

and panties on...And slowly, as provocative as only a female can 

be, I peeled them off, standing all nude on the blanket, my long, 

brown hair hanging down in a pony tail, covering my left breast. I 

hadn't paid any attention to it, until I was this naked, but my two 

sons had started taking off their clothes, they were staring at me 

with huge eyes that looked like they would pop out off their skulls 

any minute. It wasn't until now, when they slowly took their jeans 

off that I saw the tent formation in their underwear...They had 

hard-ons! And I mean reel hardons! My hart skipped at least for 

beats, and I had a hard time not looking at their 

crotches...Looking up I saw them eyeing my body, and meeting their 

eyes, they blushed, doing there best to hide their erected penises. 

I felt a little embarrassed I hadn't awaited this reaction...Here 

I was standing all nude, like I had only in front of one man 

earlier. Now I was starting to have these strange sensations a 

woman gets when wanting a man... NO! I couldn't think this way! 

These were my sons! 

"I'll run ahead I said..." slowly, not really wanting to, I 

turned around and headed for the water...I needed to cool off, to 

cool off bad! To get rith of my horny feelings, feelings towards my 

sons! 

I tried no to look, but seeing my boys coming towards me 20 

yards away, I watched them closely. I eyed them in maybe the 

closest way I had ever inspected them. 

Ooh, how tall and beautiful they were, John was only 15, and yet 

so tall, shoulders broad like his father's, the muscles he had 

gotten from working on a ranch part time were playing on his body 

as he moved, his body, which already showed the masculine power it 

possessed. Girls would chase him in a year or two, he was really 

handsome, every wet schoolgirls dream... Puberty had come, and 

already set the marks on him, he looked gorgeous. It was strange 

how fast he had grown to be a man, I hadn't realised he was a man 

till now, admiring his male flesh, watching his semi-erected penis, 

which had already received the cute dark-brown bush above it. Then 

we had little Tim, only 14, looking so innocent and sweet, still a 

child compared to John, I couldn't see at this distance, but I 

couldn't figure out whether he had any blonde hairs covering his... 

his...manhood... but... they were no children any longer... they 

were men, at least if you judged by their young and beautiful 

erected... ooh what was I thinking of...I hadn't seen a man naked 

for 14 years, and for 14 years I had made myself happy in bed, with 

my fingers, imagining it was Michael, my husband making love to me, 

however lately I no longer enjoyed it as much, imagination didn't 

have any effect on me any longer. But now I felt really horny, for 

the first time in years, it must have been the wine that was 

playing a game on me... 

I held my breath and took a couple of strokes under the water, 

feeling the coolness around me, seeking deeper water. By the time 

I surfaced, John and Tim were in the lake, swimming towards me. 

"Come on you two! or maybe you're chickening out?" I tried to 

ease up the tension the odd situation had created, and I knew Tim 

couldn't resist a challenge, always wanting to win every possible 

contest. So he lunged himself towards me, taking a pair of quick 

strokes, then as he approached, he stopped a few feet away from me. 

Then SPLASH, a rain of water drenched my face as Tim hit the water 

with his palm... 

"What are you doing?" I yelled at the sudden attack, laughing... 

"Let's se who's chickening out?" He yelled, giving me several 

more splashes. Then there was war, me and Tim splashing water on 

each other and suddenly John was in the battle too, only he was on 

my side... Timmie fought bravely, but was doomed to loose, not 

liking it, he took a couple of strong strokes, and off he went... 

"I'm going to take a swim...I'm heading for those rocks, to get 

a sun-tan" he said, lunging himself towards a couple of rocks some 

100 yards away, along the shore, probably setting up a new 

challenge. 

"Be careful.", I said, like any mother would...even though I new 

my sons were good swimmers. 

"Sooo, we won!", said John happily. 

"Sure did", I took a step closer to him, feeling the soft sand 

tickling my toes, the waterline at my shoulders... 

Then, SPLASH! 

"Oh, you little...", I never had the chance to speak out, 

another splash, now it was John who were giving me a hard time. 

I tried getting away, but he kept scooping water on me, so I I 

went for the kill...but I ended up bumping against him, my big, 

soft breasts pressed against his naked chest, my long legs against 

his muscular, but then, there was his semi-erected penis, between 

my legs, barely parting my cleavage, slightly pushing at the 

entrance...twitching, tickling my clitoris, following the rhythm of 

the undulating water movements... I was melting from the 

treatment...and he was growing...his penis reaching full stiffness, 

full erection, really deserving to be called a manhood... 

We stayed like that for what seemed like an eternity, which 

couldn't have been more than a few seconds. His eyes meeting mine, 

hot glances exchanged, talking through them with each other, 

expressing what we both so sinfully wanted. Then nature took over 

our oversexed bodies which ached so bad for relief. John started to 

hump me, even though he hadn't entered me, he was running his penis 

in the crack of my womanhood, his eyes, glassy like mine with the 

hot lust, passion-burning, no more logic, no more sense, no more 

moral. Pure animal lust, owned our bodies... I WANTED him, I wanted 

him NOW. Feeling his penis play in my crack, was exciting me a lot, 

I was going to cum... I realised I wanted him inside! I wanted him 

where I couldn't have him, where no mother was allowed to have her 

son after once giving birth to her child...I wanted him in my 

pussy, deep, deep where his father once planted him. I wanted to 

have sex with him, I was hot... 

I moaned, looked at his closed eyes, the eyelids fluttering as 

he was experiencing great pleasures from feeling his stiff penis 

running between my slippery vaginal lips, his hands were at my 

waist, keeping me close to him, his lower body working in a fast 

rhythm to satisfy his eager need, the need to mate, he was beyond 

rational thinking, his entire body shaking without control, seeking 

that ultimate lust. 

He's my son! echoed in my head, I can't do what I'm about to do! 

It would be a great sin, it would be incest! I thought, but feeling 

his penis bumping against my hole, almost entering, stimulating my 

erected and hypersensitive clitoris, made up my mind... I wanted 

him as much as he wanted me... 

I grabbed his penis with my hand, the other one went around his 

buttocks. When he felt that he couldn't hump anymore he opened his 

eyes dreamily... 

"Ohh...please... don't make me stop mom, it feels so good...I've 

never felt this good before...just let..." 

"Shhhh...", I hushed him motherly, "I know my love, I want to 

help you...I only want to make it even better...for us..." 

Slowly, like in a trance I directed my sons virginal penis 

against my love cave, letting it part my fluttering butterfly- like 

lips. I was trying hard to find a good reason to tell him I wanted 

to stop, one final effort to stop this depraved incestuous act, as 

a mother and grown-up, it is my duty to see what's right or wrong, 

but I was blinded. I could not see nor hear anything but only feel 

his pulsing penis in my hand, guiding it towards my welcoming 

hole... 

When finally it was positioned, I slowly started pressing his 

penis against my overheated womanhood. I could feel the entrance 

muscle, starting to soften as I applied pressure, dilating as his 

penis pushed forward. There was a sudden 'Pop' and his mushroom tip 

sank inside me, I gave out a loud moan of pleasure, simultaneously 

I heard John gasp... 

For more than 14 years, no one had been there, and for the first 

time I was doing it with someone else than my husband. For the 

first time I was letting my son enter me, letting my son fulfill 

our pleasure strive of lust, to tame my pussy in heat, letting 

happen the most perverted thing a mother could do with her son, to 

have intercourse...For the first time my beautiful son made love to 

a woman, and it would be me who was going to be his first...I was 

enjoying it, I tried to convince myself that it made no difference 

whether he was my son or not, and after all, he would still fuck 

some woman someday, so why not making it with someone who loves you 

most in this world, someone who won't cheat on you, someone with 

patience and the will of teaching the act of lovemaking...I've 

allways tried to give my sons what's best for them, now I would 

only give him the most beautiful pleasures a boy can receive...that 

couldn't be wrong as both enjoyed it, yes I would receive pleasures 

myself that I had for missed for so long, but we would have a great 

time together...Part of my brain desperatly tried to convince the 

other, why I should let this happen...but it was finally the 

feelings from 'down there' that made up my mind... 

It was bigger than I had expected, I think it was even bigger 

than Michael's had been. It felt wonderful having his mushroom tip 

just inside my entry muscle, enlarging my soaking wet canal, 

twitching. I was still holding his penis, when he couldn't hold it 

back any more. He pushed his big rod to the bottom in one plunge, 

slicing through my tight, oversoaked vagina like it was melting 

butter. I joined him in with a loud moan from the sudden thrust, 

then I felt it coming, beginning in my toes, legs starting to go 

limp, my vagina starting to contract, I was climaxing...The scene 

of making love to my own son in the a lake, seeking sexual 

fullfillment like never before, was highly erotic...It was the 

peak... 

"mmmpph...mphhh....I'm..coming...ahhhh...do it...do it to me... 

my son... do it....fill me up...", I couldn't talk, only give out 

guttural noises. In the frenzy I grabbed my son around his buttocks 

and started pushing his body tight against me. He got the idea and 

started humping me. He didn't last long, my orgasm-cramping vagina 

massaged his young, inexperienced and virginal, member merciless. 

He was so excited he gave me short humps and stabs with his mighty 

penis for only 5 or 6 times, but who cared how long he lasted, I 

was already coming hard. In the dizziness I was in I heard my son 

moan, pressing himself tight against my body, my breasts flattening 

against his boy-hairy chest, nipples erect, his penis filling me up 

to the brim. 

"Ohhhh...moooom...it's going to happen...ohhh...", then, as I 

was climaxing I felt a sudden twitch in his member, then another 

and another. I could feel the so familiar and for such a long time 

missed hot clinging juice filling my pussy and I realised that my 

loving son was shooting me full of his sperm, his incestuous 

sperm...our bodies shuddering with the intensity of our orgasmic 

pleasures, our genitals matching each other. Every time John's 

cunt-embedded penis spew out a new gooey load of his hot incestuous 

seed deep inside my belly, my pussy would clamp tightly around his 

flesh, milking merciless for it's precious honey. In the frenzy, I 

found myself squeezing his buttocks hard, then moving my hand to 

his small sac, starting to squeeze it gently, feeling the two nuts 

inside, small and tiny, but yet so manly, contracting as they were 

pumping out potent seed. By squeezing his sac in time with his 

contractions like Michael had taught me to, my pussy milking his 

penis in time with every outburst of his, I was helping his 

throbbing penis on its way to relief by squeezing out the virginal 

spunk his fresh testicles had produced for this heavenly act, the 

act of sex. It felt like my vagina had its own life, like its only 

goal was to dry-suck my beautiful son's and lover's lovemaking 

penis... 

* 

We stayed embraced for what seemed like an eternity, the water 

gently licking our overheated bodies, the small waves making my 

big, womanly, soft, breasts, bouncing against my son's chest, 

nipples still erect, the excitement still showing, like a reminder 

of what we had done. John's lovemaking penis was still buried 

inside my now sperma- soaked pussy, however, it's present size and 

glory had diminished, but not the knowledge of the sinful, and yet 

so wonderful act we had done. It was now that it really started 

flushing my body, after the pleasure had subsided so much that I 

started to think more rational. I knew what incest was, I had read 

about it, and even seen some debates on our new purchased T.V. I 

knew it was an act of depravity, the ultimate thing a mother could 

do to her son. It was bad, forbidden by church and law. How could 

I let it happen? Giving in for my personal needs, sexual needs, I 

had for so long kept secret and hidden to myself? How could I let 

my own son loose on my body, the way I wanted and needed a man? 

Yes, maybe he had wanted it too, but after all, he was so young and 

innocent he didn't know what was wrong or right, he just followed 

his instincts, his sexual instincts...Oh...how wrong I had acted... 

"Ohh...what have we done..." I whispered in his ear, my brain 

getting aware of the fact I still had my hand firmly around his 

sac, still holding it gently. Slowly, almost reluctantly, I let go, 

feeling the shame flush...John was still holding me close to him, 

his hands around my buttocks in a steady grip, however he was more 

weak than I, and he didn't resist when I slowly parted from him. It 

wasn't until his penis slid out of my cum-filled vagina, that he 

awoke from his dreamy state... he blushed, looking me in my eyes... 

"I'm so sorry...I...It's my fault...I...I don't know what got 

into me...", I heard myself stammering, tears filling my eyes... 

"Ohh...how could I let it happen..."...by now I was crying 

openly, ashamed of the dirty act I had just done...one of the most 

deprived things a woman could do...how could I forgive 

myself...how? 

I felt two strong hands embracing me, John's body pressed tight 

to me... "It's all right mom, it really is...don't cry...it felt 

wonderful...in fact...I've never, ever, felt this good in my entire 

life!" 
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Chapter III 

I was in uproar for the rest of the day. Tim appeared pretty 

soon after our love-session, and we had to drop the subject. 

However, my mind was split, I was very distracted and my head was 

in turmoil. During the ride home, I could feel my still sex-aching 

vagina get stimulated from the movements in the saddle...but most 

of all, I could feel John's virginal sperm, which he had deposited 

inside of me only minutes earlier, squishing and squelching out of 

my tunnel of love only to soak my panties, making them stick and 

clib between my thighs. Thus reminding me of our lovemaking... 

At home, I tried to do my chores, fixing some dinner, washing, 

but my mind kept wandering away, reminding me of the sinful but yet 

so pleasurable act earlier. I needed to be alone for awhile, to 

think my situation over. I couldn't even look my own son in his 

eyes any longer, avoiding eye-contact, feeling shame and guilt 

flushing my body every time my eyes met his, every time I had to 

talk to him. 

I wanted to talk with John about what had happened, but I 

couldn't. I had wanted to clear some things out, maybe to tell him 

I was sorry, that we should forget all about it, on the other hand 

I wasn't able to conduct such a discussion in the state of 

decomposure I was in...I was really happy when Tim was around, it 

felt much more easier... 

** 

That night John came to me. I somehow knew it would happen 

again, and yes, I was hoping for him to come. I knew what the 

sex-urge was, how hard it was resisting it, how easy it was to give 

in. If I needed it so bad, then how much more did my son need it? 

I knew from experience what the sex-drive meant for a youngster...I 

knew that by letting him take a bite from the forbidden apple, he 

would want it all, and he would come after more. I knew I wasn't 

strong enough to stop him, I wanted it as bad as him, missing it 

for so long... That night when my son came into my room, I knew our 

lives would change. Nothing would be the same...ever. 

I was lying awake, thinking of the day, remembering the 

wonderful few moments I had had on my birthday, the moments of pure 

love my son had given to me, the loving moments, so dangerous and 

immoral, but so pleasurable and heavenly. However they were blurry. 

Blurry with the feeling of guilt and sin. Then I couldn't remember 

everything straight. Maybe it was the wine or maybe it was the pure 

excitement... 

I was fingering myself for the second time since I had gone to 

bed when I heard my bedroom door open. 

"Mom, are you awake", hearing John's whispering voice really 

startled me, I was hoping with all my hart that he would come to 

me, knowing how sinful it would be...I had awaited him, like a 

woman awaits her secret lover at night... 

"Yes, John, I'm awake...". 

I could see the shadow of his body in the pale moonshine 

shooting through our window. He sat down on my bed, facing me. 

"Mom, are you still mad at me?" 

"Oh..no John, how could I be mad at you? Why do you think that?" 

"Well...after you know...what happened at the lake, you haven't 

talked to me...or... anything...you don't even look at me..." 

"Come here John.", I sat up in bed, and hugged him motherly, as 

I had done for so many times, only this time I felt other strange 

feelings overwhelm my body than just motherly love. Oh how I wanted 

my son, the man that I had given birth to, the man I had nursed, 

the man I had washed and taken care of. The same man was now 

driving me crazy with animal lust, feelings I couldn't show to my 

son. I wanted him, but at the same time I knew how wrong it would 

be... 

I hugged him closely to me, rocking our bodies, feeling the 

warmth from his chest spread to my breasts through my thin 

night-gown and my son's payama, my nipples getting erect. 

"No, my son, it's not that I'm mad at you, it's just that...what 

happened at the lake today shouldn't have happened. It was bad of 

me to let things get out of hand. Maybe it was the wine, I don't 

know really...You're big enough to know about what happened today, 

to understand that a mother isn't supposed to do such a thing to 

her child...it's bad. They call it incest, something forbidden by 

law." 

"But mom, you didn't do anything to me, it was something that 

just happened...I wanted it to happen to, it's really my fault, and 

I'm sorry you're mad at me..." 

"No John, at that moment I wanted it to happen, but it's a bad 

thing to want that. But you see...it's been..an awful long time 

since I've been with...someone...a woman needs a man, exactly like 

a man needs a woman...I guess I got too crazy to think... I'm not 

trying to excuse myself...I know I can't...but I just want to...to 

explain..."...my concience was loosing the grip, without thinking, 

my hands were caressing John's back, occasioanlly gripping his 

buttocks, my body pressed tightly to his..."Oh John, forgive me, 

please do...I wanted you so...I wanted to feel a man, even though 

you're my son." I was pressing myself even tighter, my body 

squirming, my mouth kissing his eyes, his beuatiful and innocent 

eyes..."I'm sorry of what happened, but I needed you so bad, I 

understand if you...I..if you wont forgive me...I needed you!". 

Feeling his body so close to mine, his warmth, his breath and most 

of all, his building erection, made me loose my mind. I was so 

horny I couldn't think straight. I was like a youngster once having 

had sex. I could go on forever... "I'm sorry John, I'm so 

sorry...we shouldn't...be...doing..." I found my hand patting his 

erection gently thru the pajama pants, feeling it grow to the 

wonderful size I had once felt inside of me. My mouth kept talking 

what my brain told it, however, it didn't mean anything, for me in 

that excitement, it was only empty words, meaning absolutly 

nothing, it was pure nonsense... 

Suddenly I felt his young, strong but manly hands, covering my 

big, soft breasts, kneading them thru the thin silky fabric, like 

he was kneading dough. His mouth meeting mine, lips cealing around 

eachother, my tongue probing the entrance to his mouth, finally 

finding its way, meeting his tongue, playing in his mouth in a hot 

and passionate but so forbidden kiss. Not the motherly kiss on the 

cheek, but the kiss of two lovers, hot, excited and lustfilled, 

ready to make up... 

One moment we were fondling eachothers bodies. My hand reaching 

down to his crotch, squeezing his stiff penis thru the payama 

pants, simultaneously, John's hands sqeezing my breasts, his hands 

working freneticly, fascinated by the size and softness, like all 

boys were fascinated by female, mature, breasts. 

The next, I was on my back, his body covering mine. The moon 

painting out the contours of his face, eyes burning with heat, 

moans, panthing and hot touches exchanging. He started humping me, 

but we still had our clothes on. Our mouths met, his hands still 

fondling with my breasts...then I felt his member jerk fastly, his 

body getting stiff, climaxing. The pajama and my nightgown getting 

wet, his sperm soaking the material, letting my slit feel the 

dampness of his cum. He hadn't even entered me, not even touched my 

skin, his penis was still in his pajama pants. It was so hot, so 

erotic. So fast, but it didn't end with this...oh no...this was 

only the beginning... 

I was caressing his hair, kissing his face tenderly, keeping him 

close to me, feeling the hot wetness spreading between our genitals 

as he was climaxing...loving him. 

After a minute or so, he regained his senses, only to find that 

my hand had reached into his sperma-soaked payama pants and was 

stroking his limp, cum-dripping rod. It felt so strange feeling his 

sperm covering my fingers as I formed a fist, playing it along his 

limp memeber, trying to awake his manhood. I was masturbating my 

very own son, trying to make him hard for another act of love, 

preparing him for me, getting his penis stiff so he could make love 

to his very own mother, like he had once done before. I had heard 

from Michael that boys were oftenly very fast when reaching orgasm 

the first times...but what they lacked in experience, they made up 

when it came to the number of times...I still hadn't cum, and I 

needed it bad...Like Michael had once tutored me, John was ready to 

go for a second round pretty fast. Again John started to hump, this 

time it was my closed, semen smeared fist, but I had other plans 

than masturbating my son, it would be different from the first 

time... 

"Wait John, let's do it the right way...take you're clothes 

off..." 

In a second we were naked, me on the back in the bed. This was 

the moment of truth, now was the time. I had longed, but mostly 

feared that I wouldn't be able to resist this situation. I wanted 

to feel his naked skin close to mine, I didn't want any silly 

material being in our way. I wanted him as close to me as possible, 

skin to skin, geniatals to genitals. I wanted his penis inside of 

me. I knew that what had happened at the lake earlier this day, 

could maybe be 'accepted' as an 'accident', you might forget and 

forgive. But after this night, the relationship between me and my 

son would never be the same innocent one, like before. Letting it 

happen the way I wanted it, our lives would change, our 

relationship would turn into something very serious and dangerous. 

People would hate me, lynch me, others would kill me if they found 

out. We wouldn't be just mother and son, from now on there would be 

something so much more, we would be lovers. Incestual lovers. 

I parted my naked legs, exposing my flesh. Opening up like a 

flower to my son. Again John's body covered me, his naked skin 

touching mine, his chest mashing my breasts. There were no words 

exchanged, only moans as I grabbed his cum-dripping penis by the 

root, showing it's way. His penis didn't have a hard time finding 

home, the place where he had allready been today. Nature took over, 

and I let go of his rod, as his hard manhood entered my slippery 

and awaiting cave of lust. It was a fantastic feeling when his 

penis slid to the bottom of my pussy. I grabbed him around his 

buttocks, massaging the boyish but so manly and firm muscles. Our 

bodies were squirming with excitement, obscene lovemaking noises 

coming from our soaking, overheated genitals as my son started a 

steady but firm humping of my pussy. 

My juices were flowing, freely, making his digging penis enter 

me so easely, tickling my overexcited clitoris, building up the 

huge orgasm I was seeking, The orgasm I was waiting for, the climax 

I had fantasized about all evening. The entire act was so 

beautiful, so passionate and romantic, so hot, that it can't be 

explained in words. Every time his penis left my lustcraving pussy, 

it felt like I wanted to scream to my son, to put it inside me. And 

every time he pushed his penis inside me, wonderful sensations I 

had missed for so long exploded inside my hot body. 

The rhythm increased, his penis stabbing my fleshy, gaping hole 

mercyless. I was soaking wet down there, juices pouring out of me, 

we were like two animals in heat making up. 

Then, one deep plunge, and he remained as deep as he could 

inside of me, touching the entrance to my womb with his mushroom 

tip. Then I felt his hot member twitch and a welcoming warmth 

spread inside my belly. He was in heaven, humping me freneticaly. 

Every time a new jerk came in his young member, he pushed his penis 

to the hilt, almost trying to penetrate my cervix. And every time 

he did so, another warm, creamy load of his fresh semen entered my 

womb. Moans of pleasure, bodies squirming, body fluids exchanging, 

it was so hot and passionate, that only true lovers can understand 

the intensity, the tenderness and beautiful love with which he was 

planting his young and so fresh sperm, deep, deep inside my most 

secret and hidden place. 

I knew this was the moment for me, soon everything would be 

over, and I really needed the climax I had been waiting for so 

long. I inserted a hand between our coupling bodies, and started to 

massage my clitoris, feeling his penis still twitching and jerking 

as it was spilling more of its precious creame inside. 

"Ohhh... John....don't stop, please, go on...I need to 

cum...please go on..." 

I don't know from where he got his strenght, or how he could 

hear my whispering voice in the aftermath of his orgasm, but slowly 

he started to hump my body again...and with the help of his 

semi-erect penis and my oily fingers of his sticky seed, I was able 

to climax, finally feeling that tickling feeling in my toes, 

spreading upwards my legs, down to the centra of love, my 

penis-filled vagina. 

"Ohhh...John...I'm going to cum...anhhh...don't 

stop...annnhh..." 

Uncontrolably, my cum-filled hole started twitching and 

squeezing my son's young penis, finally I had found the end of my 

strive. I was sqeezing my lovers buttocks hard, pressing him close 

to me, trying to insert his softening penis even deeper 

inside...kissing his mouth, washing his face with my lips...I was 

in heaven... content...satisfied...relieved... 

* 

"Keep it inside of me...don't take it out...", I wanted to feel 

his flesh in mine 

We had rolled so we were on our sides, facing eachother, 

embracing, naked, skin touching skin, kissing, his hands fondling 

with my breasts, his limp penis still inside my cum-filled cave. 

We were both dozing, feeling the aftermath take our bodies to a 

dizzy, state of relief...I was again starting to get these thoughts 

back, about the incestual copulation. Only this time I more or less 

accepted it, after all, both of us wanted it bad. Time would tell 

how things would go, time would tell... 

"Ohhh...thanks mom... It was wonderful...I really mean that" 

I hugged him even closer to me, mashing my big, soft breasts to 

his chest, our crotches pressing even tighter...kissing his eyes so 

lovingly, that it wasn't hard to understand it wasn't just a kiss, 

a motherly kiss, but a so much more demanding kiss, a lover's 

kiss... 

"You were wonderful...I should be thanking you...", I said to 

him. 

"Really?" 

"Yes, my love" 

"Mom, could we do this again, I mean, tomorrow...or some other 

time?" 

"You can't have enough of it, can you?", I giggled... "We'll see 

about that...tomorrow...you should go back to your room now, what 

if Tim doesn't find you there tomorrow morning?" 

"Can't I stay with you just for a little...please?" 

"Allright...but you have to be in your room tomorrow morning, 

before Tim wakes up..." 

Soon our whispers died, there was only fondling, kissing and 

touching...then John fell asleep... 

** 

That night, I was up thinking a lot, I guess I needed that. I 

was thinking of how everything had developed, from just a 

'skinny-dipping' to a love session in my very own bed. Not only my 

bed, but the bed in which I and Michael had made love for thousands 

of times. The same bed in which my husband and I had given the 

first sparks of life to John and Tim, the same place I had given 

birth to my sons. It was here, that I had now made love to my 

oldest son, it should have been Michael, and not John I was making 

love to...but maybe this was what life was supposed to be...my 

destiny. Perhaps it was my destin
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