
    
  
    
      
        A Son's Story

      By 1nut1der

      Author’s Note

      This story is loosely based on a drunken confession from and old Army buddy that I reconnected with after 40 years. We were knee deep into a 30 pack of beer when he says to me "Hey, you remember when I went home on leave? Let me tell you what really happened." We spent hours talking about this and he gave me all of the background and permission to write a story about it. I let my imagination run wild and here we are. All the usual disclaimers apply here, and everyone having sex is over 18. Special thanks to Eliza Loo for the invaluable input.

    
  
    
      A Son’s Story

      
        1971, somewhere in the middle of Illinois.
      

      Life was somewhat normal for me until my mom and stepdad divorced. He was an alcoholic and she was a bored housewife. We went from a solid middle-class life to abject poverty in a matter of months. It was a messy divorce; she had been caught cheating and as a result pretty much got nothing except a little child support. He got custody of my brother, his firstborn son.

      So it was me, my sister that's five years younger and my brother that's ten years younger going with her. I should explain that these are half siblings, I was from a previous lover my mom had before she met Dad. I call him Dad because he's the only one I ever knew, and he formally adopted me after years of pressure from Mom and his family.

      He was a mean son of a bitch when drunk and he was only sober for work. He treated all of us like shit but was a little worse with me, with him favouring his firstborn son. As a result of this mom and I always had a close bond, she would stick up for me and because the other two were much younger than me by the time the divorce was over it felt like it was me and Mom against the world. We would sit up and talk at night, about the kids, the divorce, school or whatever. She talked to me like an adult, even cried on my shoulder a couple times. I was her sounding board, even if I didn't help much she at least got to say these things out loud and work through them. I was ill equipped to handle all of this but loved being treated like I was older.

      It being the early seventies opportunities for women in small town America were very limited. Hell, women couldn't even have a credit card without a husband to sign for it. She found work as a waitress, sometimes two and three jobs at a time so she was gone every weekend night and two or three nights during the week.

      All we could afford was a tiny house barely big enough for the four of us. Having one bathroom it was common for me to see her rushing around in a bra and panties getting ready for a shift. Inevitably, living in such tight quarters led to glimpses of bare legs while she was wearing a towel and such. It was never intentional but very exciting for me. She would catch me staring and just smile, never really admonishing me but more like rolling her eyes and making some comment like "Eyes up here buddy" while hurrying off to her room to get dressed.

      We quickly developed a routine with Mom working her ass off and me trying to juggle school and the kids. Some of my favorite memories from that time were Sunday evenings, she rarely worked and after the kids were in bed we would have time to ourselves. We would talk about things to be done during the next week, chores I needed to do and anything else that came to mind. I loved our alone time, things seemed normal like we had a stable life. She talked to me as an adult, never ordering me to do anything but she had a way of getting me to do all of it without complaint.

      As time went on my grades plummeted and I ended up quitting school when I was seventeen. Nothing had changed, Mom was still busting her ass waitressing and I was babysitting. I was drinking and drugging every time I could get out of the house, running with the wrong crowd and basically being the kid your Mother always warned you about.

      Things started changing after I turned eighteen and I was slowly asserting my independence. My Sister was now old enough to keep an eye on the youngest. I had a job working in a restaurant so I had pocket money and a car.

      I suppose most young men develop an attraction to their Mothers and I was no exception. I thought she was beautiful and she was in great shape from waitressing. I had discovered that I loved to smell her panties and the scent was intoxicating to me. The fact that she worked long hours on her feet just made them better smelling to me. It helped that I was the one in charge of the laundry and before I headed to the laundromat I would pick out a pair to keep for the week and switch them for fresh ones the next week.

      One time she had left for work but forgot her apron she wore which had the order book in it. The owners of the place would be pissed if she didn't have it so she turned around and came back to get it. About ten minutes had passed and by that time I had my stereo on and I was laying on the bed with my pants around my ankles and I had a pair of her panties on my face and another pair wrapped around my dick and was stroking away, inhaling her wonderful scent and loving the silky smoothness of the other pair around my cock.

      
        I didn't hear her come in due to the stereo and she had to walk past my open door to get to her room so she caught me red handed. I heard her say "Nick!" and I jumped up trying to hide what I was doing and failing miserably. I finally just grabbed a blanket and covered myself up and laid face down on the bed in embarrassment.

      I heard the volume turn down and felt the bed shift as she sat on it then she pulled the blanket back enough to expose my face. I was expecting to be yelled at but she was actually giggling a little and said "You need to shut your door when you do that, what if the kids had seen?"

      I said "I'm sorry Mom", but she patted my head and said "Don't worry about it, we all do it." I was a little shocked to hear her say that and it must have shown on my face because she just sighed and got up, half smiling as she said "But shut the fucking door next time, and...and stop shooting your cum into my panties, you're staining them all."

      She then shut my door and grabbed her apron and left. It took me about three strokes to cum all over my chest. Nothing else was ever said about it, but once in a while I'd find a different pair of worn panties under my pillow.

      Mom was a bit of a partier and while she never drank at home on her days off it wasn't uncommon for her to blow off some steam after work. One night I heard her stumble in at three am or so, obviously drunk. She banged around in the kitchen for a bit raiding the fridge for a bite to eat. I dozed back off but woke again when she opened the door to my room.

      I opened my eyes just a bit and saw her silhouette in the doorway, dimly lit by the kitchen light down the hall. I saw her hike up her skirt, reach under and peel her panties down. She almost fell over reaching for them and I heard her say "Shit" under her breath then a little laugh. She tossed the panties at me on the bed, they hit by my feet. She then quietly closed the door and went to bed.

      I immediately grabbed the panties, they were still warm and the gusset was soaked. I figured she either got laid or was extremely horny all night. I held them to my face inhaling the musky scent of pussy and pee and deduced she must have let a little squirt of pee go while trying to make it to the bathroom in time.

      Pulling them off of my nose I rubbed my fingers over the slippery wetness. I was used to smelling her panties while they were dry and a little crusty but this took it to a whole new level. I put them in my mouth and tasted the creamy goodness, and I rubbed her scent all over my face, all while beating my cock furiously. It didn't take me long to finish, spurting rope after rope of cum onto a towel I had laid over my chest.

      
        As my breathing was returning to normal I could hear her in her room moaning and her bed was making noise. I got to the adjoining closet just in time to hear her sigh and then it was quiet. Not long after that she was snoring. She woke up the next morning with a terrible hangover and nothing was said about the night before, I doubt she even remembered it.

      Not long after that I joined the Army. All of my family and friends thought this was the best thing for me, working in a restaurant and dealing drugs was getting me nowhere and I would have ended up in jail. Basic training was hard for me but as I got in better shape I made it through just fine. I went through AIT and got my orders to go to Germany, I had nine days from graduation to when I had to catch my flight.

      When I got home Mom was like a different person around me. She was proud of me for getting through basic but I could sense other little things too. She would feel my newfound muscles and run her hands over my chest marveling on how I had filled out. It was early September, hot as hell and we had no air conditioning. All of us were wearing as little as possible and one night after the kids went to bed Mom came out of her room in just a t shirt and panties and sat down on the other end of the sofa I was on.

      She settled into the corner and turned towards me bringing her left leg up on the sofa and curling it under her with her other leg on the floor. This afforded me a great view of the gusset of her panties. Between that and the t shirt stretching tight across her tits I was having a hard time keeping my eyes on her face as we talked. She knew exactly the effect she was having on me and seemed to be having fun teasing me.

      She looked me in the eyes and said "I still can't believe you're a grown man now, it seems like just yesterday you were a youngster." With that her eyes drifted down to my cock, which had become hard while looking at her. I was wearing my Army issue boxers and it was very easy to see the effect she was having on me.

      She said "Why don't you go get us a couple beers out of the fridge." I looked down at my now hard cock and back up at her. She smiled sweetly and said "It's ok honey, we're all adults here." I thought about it for a long second and I resigned myself to my fate and stood up. Of course my rock hard dick came out of the flap of the loose army boxers and I scrambled to tuck it back in. Mom just stared at it then laughed softly as I hurried off to the kitchen.

      I took a little extra time trying to get my cock to go down but I was only able to manage to get it to soften about halfway. It was still making a noticeable tent in the boxers as I strode across the living room, her eyes following my bouncing dick all the way back.

      
        I handed her one and sat back down in my corner. We both took healthy drinks and set them on the coffee table. Mom got up and walked over to the fan and hit the button to stop it from oscillating. This gave me a great view of her ass, the tee shirt had ridden up and she made no effort to pull it down. By today's standards they would be considered 'Granny Panties' but they were the style of the day and hugged her ass like a second skin. She looked over her shoulder at me and caught me staring, but just smiled and aimed the fan right at me.

      She walked back around to my side of the coffee table and moved between it and the sofa, facing me and giving me a view of the front of her panties. I could faintly see her bush through the white material along with a couple stray hairs peeking out from the sides.

      She plopped down next to me and leaned back putting her feet up on the table. I grabbed my beer and leaned back also, our thighs touching. She moved her head to my shoulder, so I lifted my arm and put it around her shoulder, drawing her in closer. I could feel her breast pressing into my side as she wrapped her other arm around my stomach and gave me a big squeeze. I set my beer on the end table and hugged her back and we sat in silence, lightly running our hands up and down each other's back.

      After a couple minutes she loosened her grip and moved her face down to my chest and took a big sniff.

      "Holt shit Mom, did you just smell me?" I exclaimed, half laughing and not really understanding what she was doing.

      "You smell good, like a man should smell."

      "Really? I didn't know a man should smell."

      She moved up and looked into my eyes and laughed. "It's different from a grungy dirty smell, it's hard to explain. You smell good to me right now is all."

      "And you smell good too?" I asked, now understanding what she was getting at. I mean, I had a history with her panties and all. I was trying to figure out a way to broach the topic when she pulled my head down to her chest, her arms trapping me with my right cheek on the top of her tit and my nose almost in her armpit. She took her knuckles and rubbed the top of my head.

      She said "Sniff me Nick, you'll see." She started laughing and held me tighter. I drew a big inhale and could smell her soap, a little sweat and a little of something familiar that I couldn't put my finger on. She smelled great to me too. She started in with her knuckles again and soon we were both laughing and wrestling around a little. She still had me in a headlock that I was halfheartedly trying to get out of. My face was now moving back and forth over both of her boobs and I was in no hurry to stop that.

      Finally she let me go and we both sat up and faced each other, still laughing and catching our breath. She had her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes as the laughter died down.

      "I miss you so much" she said. "And now I'm not going to see you for 3 years?"

      "Two years and nine months" I corrected her. That earned me a little swat on my shoulder as she smiled and said "Smart ass. Might as well be ten years it seems so long."

      She pulled me in for a hug, mashing her tits against me. I loved the feeling and being a little bold I pulled her in tighter and ran my hand down her back and over her ass. I moved my hand a little further down and cupped her ass cheek tentatively. She turned her head into my neck and kissed me there, but said in a breathy voice "Easy there buster."

      "Sorry" I said but she shushed me.

      "It's ok baby, it's just that ...you know...I don't know." She looked me in the eyes for a long moment like she wanted to say more but then sighed and said "I have to potty, I'll be right back."

      I took a moment to think about what just happened. Was she flirting with me or was it her usual lighthearted touch-feely attitude. It wasn't unusual to be hanging out in our underwear or skimpy clothing. That had been the norm every summer since the divorce. She was a bit of a free spirit and while she never went topless or anything short nighties or a t shirt and panties were her normal bedtime attire.

      I decided not to push my luck and got up to put a sheet down on the sofa. That's where I had been sleeping so I got it ready. When she came back I was laying on my back staring at the ceiling, I heard her and turned my head to look. She stopped in her tracks and said "It's not even ten o'clock; you're going to sleep already?"

      "No, I just...no come over and sit." I started to get up but she quickly moved across the room. She switched off the lamp leaving the only light in the room coming from the black and white TV softly droning on over in the corner.

      
        
      

      "You're leaving in a couple days and I want to spend as much time as I can with you as I can. I'll lay down with you if that's ok."

      "Umm, ok" I replied and moved back to give her room. This wasn't unusual for us either, over the years I'd given her countless backrubs and foot rubs to help her relax from walking all day. We'd often end those sessions just cuddling and watching TV, in the winter months we would throw a blanket over us.

      It just seemed different this time, with my cock at almost full mast and the tension in the air. She joined me lying down, and we both squirmed around a bit to get comfortable. I was on my left side and she was on her back and I moved back further to keep my dick from touching her.

      "Does that thing ever go down?" she asked with amusement as I tried to keep it away from her. She lowered her voice and said "Don't worry about it, I don't mind." I still tried to keep minimal contact as she settled in with it resting lightly on her thigh. She ended up still on her back which left me with a wonderful view of her body. Her tits we laying off to each side just a little and her legs were straight out and I could see a faint crease going down the front of her panties. My eyes were glued to her lower half and she noticed but said nothing.

      The tension in the room seemed to dissipate as she launched into a story about my Aunt but I wasn't really paying attention. I propped my head up on my left arm and traced the fingers of my right hand across her belly where her shirt had ridden up. She sighed but said nothing so I grew bolder and lifted her shirt up to just under her boobs. My fingers went back to work lightly moving back and forth, stopping to dip into her belly button. She giggled a little and interrupted her story to say "That tickles"

      I moved my hand away and listened to her talk for a couple minutes, all the while taking in the sight of her. She looked so good to me, her nipples were now hard and she was breathing a little heavier than before. I moved my hand up and ran a finger around her left nipple, feeling the hard nub and the little bumps around her areole. She kept talking but gently moved my hand back down to her exposed belly.

      I guess she had finished with her story and was staring at me again. We lay in silence for a bit, and then I started moving my hand again. Her eyes moved down to watch as I started tracing a line following the hair from her belly button down to the top of her panties.

      
        My cock was rock hard and I moved my hips a little to rub it on her thigh. I took my fingers and tugged lightly on the longer hair of her happy trail next to her panty line. She made no move to stop me but looked up at me, a look of trepidation on her face.

      "Nick, we shouldn't..." and then drew in a deep breath as I lightly traced my fingers over her exposed skin just under her breasts then back down to the top of her panties.

      "Can I touch it?" I whispered. She looked down the hall to the closed door where the kids were sleeping then back at me. After a few long seconds of her eyes searching mine she whispered back "Don't you ever tell anyone."

      I moved my hand slowly to the top of her panties, tracing the elastic and slipping a finger under it. She was staring at my face and then closed her eyes and exhaled. Our nosed were inches apart, I moved to kiss her. Our lips touched and she jerked her eyes open, clearly surprised with the kiss. I felt her stiffen in my arms but her lips kissed back.

      It only lasted about five seconds then I broke the kiss and said "Sorry, was that too much?"

      "No honey, you just surprised me is all, we can kiss if you want."

      I replied "I want" and kissed her again, this time she welcomed my lips and we kissed with a little passion. I resumed touching her under the panties, I added a second finger and felt her pubic hair for the first time. It was thick and wiry, untrimmed and full. I felt the back of her hand brush my cock and move back and forth. I moved my hand to get all of it under her panties and slowly moved down toward her pussy.

      I felt her hand encircle my hard cock and slowly start to move up and down over my boxers. She stopped for a second to reach in and fish my cock out through the fly. She moaned into my mouth and added her tongue to our kiss as she felt the precome leaking from the head, rubbing it around with her thumb.

      I reached my hand lower and using my two middle fingers I parted her dense hair and felt her pussy. She was soaking wet as I traced up and down her slit. She started slowly rocking her hips up and down while I parted her labia and got one finger into her entrance. It was warm and extremely slick as I moved my finger in and out. I could hear the wetness sloshing as I added a second finger and continued stroking.

      We broke the kiss and were both breathing hard, looking down and watching our hands work and she took her free hand and pulled the t shirt up and over her tits. This and the fact that she was stroking me was enough stimulation to send me over the edge and I exploded with hardly any warning. One second I was watching her stroke me and the next I was tingling from head to toe and cumming.

      Rope after rope of my teenage cum flew all over her arm, her belly, one of her tits and my chest. She slowed her stroking and watched the spurts of thick cum that was soaking us. She expertly loosened her grip and lightly stroked me through the little aftershocks that were going through me, causing little jerks as I came down from what was the best orgasm of my young life.

      She rocked her hips again and I took my cue and resumed my fingering. She guided my hand up to her clit.

      "Do circles baby" she said and I followed directions. I used two fingers and started slowly circling the hard nub. "Harder" she said and I did as she asked. I moved my fingers down to gather more moisture and moved back up.

      "Yessss...just like that sweetie..." She took her left hand and pinched one nipple then the other, alternating back and forth. It took her about two minutes before she stiffened and buried her face in my neck, trying to hold back a scream as she shuddered and came on my hand. I could feel her pussy throbbing and she tensed her body over and over, she grabbed my hand to stop it from moving as little twitches rocked her body. After a while of breathing hard she loosened her grip and I moved my hand out of her panties.

      We lay there in silence; the only sounds were the TV in the background and us catching our breath. We both looked up at the ceiling while we calmed down. I could smell her aroma mixed with the slightly bleachy smell of my come. We were both sweating I was overwhelmed with emotion, I loved her so much in that moment. I looked at her face; she looked so serene, so beautiful. She turned her head and smiled and we locked eyes.

      "That was so good honey. I haven't cum that hard in a long time."

      "It was good for me too" I said and sat up part way to remove my shirt and start wiping up the mess. She took it from me and stood up to wipe her chest and arm and other small splatters.

      "Jesus Nick, you got that shit everywhere" she said while chuckling to herself. She finished wiping and leaned down and gave me a kiss on the lips. After the almost chaste kiss she stood back up and looked down at me. I didn't look at her face, I was mesmerized by the wet spot on the front of her panties, it was as wide as her panties and the scent of her arousal again wafted over me. She saw what I was looking at and rolled her eyes.

      
        
      

      "We'll talk tomorrow, for now let's just enjoy the moment." With that she tossed my shirt to me and walked to the bathroom. I lay back down and smiled, silently celebrating my good luck. I heard her come out of the bathroom and go straight to her room so I turned out the lights and laid there in the dark for another hour or so sniffing my fingers and replaying the events of the night.

      I awoke to the sounds of the hustle and bustle of getting two kids off to school. Mom was dressed and making them cereal when I walked into the kitchen. She looked up and gave me a distracted half smile and went on with what she was doing so I poured a cup of coffee and got out of her way in the tiny kitchen. I turned on the TV and watched it mindlessly while she got them ready and out the door.

      She looked in to the living room and motioned for me to come to the kitchen. I grabbed my cup and went in and refilled it and joined her at the table. She looked nervous and wouldn't look me in the eye at first.

      "Nick" she said "Umm...what happened last night...we can't be doing that."

      "But Mom" I said softly but she held up her hand to stop me.

      "Let me finish hun, let me get this out. Last night was...well...great. But a mother and son shouldn't be doing that. If we ever got caught it would be the end of us." She took a sip of her coffee and finally looked me in the eye.

      "I was in a mood last night. I'll admit that I joined you in the living room with...not so motherly intentions. I don't know why, I can't explain it. It's something I've thought about for a while now and I know how you look at me... and my panties... We've always been so close and you looked so good and..."

      "I smelled good too!" I said with a laugh.

      She grinned and said "Yes you did...now let me finish." Not wanting to piss her off I shut up and looked into her eyes but she sat back and looked into her lap.

      "I'm sorry Nick. I should have let it go so far. This can't go any further than it has. I guess I'm feeling guilty this morning and I hope you won't be too mad at me, but we need to carry on like this never happened. It'll be our secret."

      
        
      

      She looked up and me with her eyes filled with tears and said "Please don't hate me, I love you but we just can't."

      "I could never hate you Mom, I love you too." She looked back at me and smiled, wiping her tears away with both hands.

      "Thank you for understanding honey."

      She looked at the clock and asked "You're leaving in the morning right?"

      "Yeah, my flight is at one, Joe is picking me up at 10:30."

      "Ok, I have to work lunch today at Dave's and the dinner shift at Colonial House. I'll be home this afternoon for a couple hours if you're around. If not I'll see you later tonight or definitely in the morning."

      "Yeah probably in the morning then, we're partying tonight for my last night here."

      "Well, use a rubber and don't catch anything from those girls you hang with. That Rita you're hanging with gets around"

      "I know Ma, that's why I hang with her" I said with a shit eating grin.

      "Oh you!" she said and stood up. "Now give me a hug, I have to get moving" She held out her arms and I moved into them and we hugged for about 30 seconds, very normal with nothing suggestive about it. She went off to take her shower and I went back to the sofa. I put on a good front but I was inwardly devastated that we weren't going to take it further. I sat and thought for a while, even sniffed my fingers but the scent was gone. I smiled and thought 'I guess it really is over.'

      She came out of the shower and I went in. By the time I got done she was heading out the door so we said our goodbyes and off she went. I went out partying and got back late. We talked for a while in the morning, shared a long hug and she kissed me on the cheek and whispered "Our secret right?"

      
        To which I replied "Our secret" and kissed her cheek too. We stared into each other's eyes for a long moment and I said "Bye Mom."

      "Bye honey, safe travels" and I was off to Germany and the next chapter in my life.

      I got to Germany and was stationed on the East German border. I was a Tank crewman and gunner on the M60A1's. We spent a lot of time in the field and firing ranges, it was hard work while out there but our time back in the barracks was a free for all party. I was no stranger to alcohol and drugs and quickly fell in with the party animals. Vietnam had just ended and all of my senior NCO's were just riding it out to retirement and didn't give a shit about anything.

      I kept in touch with Mom by letter, faithfully answering each one as soon as they arrived. Her letters were long and detailed, describing her and the kids' latest happenings and filling me in on gossip. There was no mention of that night or any hints that gave me any hope and after a few months I had moved on. It helped that prostitution is legal in Germany, and I took full advantage of that.

      The time flew by, I finished growing up and filled out and was looking good with the muscles that Army life brings. Mom kept asking if I was coming home on leave so I decided to surprise her and waited until the last minute to mail a letter to tell her I was coming home on leave for 30 days over Christmas and New Years. I had been gone for about 15 months.

      When I first walked through the door Mom grabbed me and hugged me hard, her arms around my neck and her body pressed up against mine. After I regained my balance I hugged her back, feeling her boobs squished against me. I could feel her whole body against mine as she dropped her arms and wrapped them around my torso and pulled me in tighter yet, both of us rocking from side to side.

      The hug lasted probably 30 seconds, my cock was getting hard and I know she felt it. Grabbing my shoulders and taking a step back she looked at me up and down, stopping for just a second too long on my crotch. She quickly averted her eyes from the bulge in my jeans and said "Look at you! All grown up and looking good!" She pulls me back in and whispers in my ear, "It's so good to see you again" then moves to sit back down, telling me there's coffee on grab a cup and sit.

      I do that and we go back to normal, talking about my flight and plans and life in general. She was a little miffed she didn't have much of a warning and she said she would have planned a little better if she knew. But all I could think about how good her body felt against mine, the smell of her hair and how good she looked. She was forty and a very beautiful woman with long brunette hair and a body that still looked good even after 4 kids. Probably 20 extra pounds and she wore it well, everything in proportion. A woman in her prime, she turned heads wherever she went. I was taken off guard by my feelings, I thought I'd gotten over my crush on her but that one hug reignited the whole thing.

      
        
      

      I spent a lot of my leave partying with friends, mixed in with family obligations over the holidays but not much time at all alone with Mom. She was acting normal, and I began to question myself in thinking the hug was more than just a hug from a Mother who simply missed her son.

      There were some nights when it was just her and I hanging out watching television after dinner. On those occasions Mom always sat on the sofa next to me instead of her usual chair. It being the dead of winter she always wore pajamas instead of nighties and as the night wore on she would get closer to me, sometimes grabbing a blanket to cover us. I loved the closeness and would put my arm around her drawing her closer.

      One time she walked into the living room, picked up the blanket I had over me and slid in next to me and pulled my arm up and over her. She then pressed into me and got as close as she could. I decided to press my luck and I let my right hand rest just above her left boob. She glanced at me like she was going to say something but just settled in a little closer and let my hand stay there. I took this as a sign and I started to slowly move my fingers back and forth, then letting my hand go a little lower. I was now tracing her boob over the top, a couple inches above her nipple and feeling the swell as I ran two fingers side to side. She grabbed my hand and stopped me but didn't move it away from her, just held it where it was. Her thumb started caressing my hand then we interlaced our fingers. She looked at me with a serious look shook her head no.

      A commercial came on and she wriggled out from under my arm and asked if I wanted popcorn. I agreed and off she went. I followed her to go to the bathroom and when I came back she was at the stove shaking the pot, waiting for it to start to pop. I took in the sight of her body while she was shaking, her ass in her almost loose pajama bottoms going from side to side, and her tits swinging freely in her top.

      She caught me staring and rolled her eyes. She then beckoned me over by her with a quick shake of her head and said in a low voice "What, you're not getting enough from these girls hanging around that you have to ogle your Mother?"

      I whispered in her ear "I like ogling my Mother, she's beautiful." I then kissed her cheek and walked away, giving her a quick tap on her ass on the way out.

      "Hey!" I heard and I spun around expecting to get an earful. But she was smiling from ear to ear and I could see her face reddened in a blush.

      "Thanks sweetie" and looked down like she was embarrassed. "Grab some napkins and the salt and take them in for me."

      
        
      

      A few minutes later she walks in with a big bowl of popcorn and sat down on the sofa with the bowl between us and we went back to watching our show. Once the popcorn was gone Mom got up and gathered the bowl and napkins and took them to the kitchen. Pulling the blanket over us we settled in the same as before, my arm around her shoulder. Once again I started running my fingers across the top of her tit.

      She pulled the blanket up and over my hand and held it there. Her left hand was resting on my leg. I got a little bolder and moved down a little to run my finger across her nipple. It was hard as a little pebble, and I circled my finger around her areola and back to her nipple. She sighed and looked right into my eyes. We held eye contact for what seemed like an eternity, my hand frozen in place. Unspoken words were passing between us, both of us apprehensive of where this could go. With a sigh she moved my hand and slid out from under my arm.

      When the show was over she went to the bathroom and came back, moving the blanket again to snuggle in next to me. We sat in silence for a full minute then she turned her head to look at my face and said "It's one thing to play a little grab ass or cop a feel once in a while. We both do it and it's relatively harmless."

      She moved away a little bit, turned and sat cross legged facing me with her knee touching my leg. Looking into my eyes she took my hands into hers and rubbed her thumb across the back of mine. We sat like that for half a minute then she whispered "But I'm afraid. I'm afraid of what it will lead to, like last time. I know we both want more but I don't think it's for the best."

      I had no real words, so I just nodded and said "Ok Mom."

      She could see the disappointment on my face, I looked at her and she reached out for a hug. She sighed and melted into my arms, I shifted so I could lie back and we snuggled in together. We stayed that way for a few minutes and I loved the feel of her breasts pushing into me, the feel of her breath on my cheek. I slowly scratched and rubbed her back while she made cute little noises of appreciation. She sighed heavily and moved to get up. I let her and without words we went our separate ways. I went straight to the bathroom where it took me all of a minute to blast a huge load into the sink.

      Things went back to somewhat normal and the Saturday before I was to go back to Germany she let me have the house for a big going away party, telling me she would stay at a friend's house. The party was an epic affair, the drink and drugs were flowing, we all did some ecstasy and tripped our brains out. The last stragglers left about four am and I crashed in Mom's bed rather than the sofa where I had been sleeping. About 7:30 I feel the bed moving and it's Mom, throwing another blanket over me.

      
        
      

      I mumbled "Sorry, I'll move to the couch" but she moved next to me and said "No, just stay here. Let's sleep for a couple hours then I'll help you clean up." I could feel it was cold and asked "Is something wrong with the heat?"

      She said "No, one of you idiots left the living room window wide open so I closed it and turned up the thermostat." I was still tripping a little and was really tired so when she cuddled up and put her head on my shoulder I was in heaven. I was in my tee shirt and briefs and she had on a large tee shirt. Her body felt so good against mine, her legs felt so smooth. She whispered "I love you sweetie" and I said "Love you too Mom" and we drifted off.

      I woke again a couple hours later and it was hot as hell in the house. Mom was snoring lightly and I was on my side with my arm thrown over her stomach. I was sweating and I had a massive hard on and needed to pee. I started to crawl over her to get off of the bed, my moving woke her and she looked down to see my hard cock tenting my briefs and said "Well good morning to you too."

      I said "Mom I have to piss real bad."

      "I see that! Point that thing away from me." She sighed and said "Get me two aspirin and a glass of water and turn the heat down on your way back." I went to piss and when I came back she was lying on her back with her knees up, feet flat on the bed up close to her ass. Her shirt was had bunched up past her belly button giving me a great view of her body. Her boobs were standing proudly in the tee shirt, both nipples hard and easy to see as they poked through the shirt. Her long dark hair was messy, and with her eyes closed she was unaware I was there. I took in this vision of beauty for a few seconds before clearing my throat and saying "Here you go Mom."

      I handed her the aspirin and water, getting a good look at her panties as she sat up. They were pulled tight across her pussy, making a camel toe when she settled in with wisps of black hair coming out from each side. She scooted back against the wall and brought one knee up, staying in that position as she tossed back the aspirin and drank half the glass of water.

      I must have been staring because she says "Like what you see there?" Knowing I was busted I was searching for something to say when she said "Don't worry about it sweetie, I like what I see too." Realizing I was still in my briefs and sporting a half hard dick I quickly sat down as she laughed and said "Shit, I must still be drunk, we got hammered last night." She took the sheet and covered her lower half and said "Sorry."

      I moved up next to her and mumbled "It's ok, I had that one coming."

      
        "As long as that's the only thing coming we'll be alright!" she replied to which we both burst out in laughter. She moved over to me and grabbed my left hand and moved my arm up and over her as she scooted in and put her head on my shoulder. I used my hand to move the hair out of her face, she smiled and kissed my cheek softly.

      "Must have been a good party, huh?" she asked. "There's a keg floating and this place is a mess."

      "It was" I replied and proceeded to tell her some of the highlights, leaving out the tripping and pot smoking. I untangled myself and got a cigarette for each of us, setting the ashtray between us and as we smoked we continued to make small talk. I crushed out my cig and told her I was going to grab a beer, did she want one too?

      "Jesus you're just like your Uncle, he drinks away his hangover too. And no, I'm not drinking Old Style anyway".

      "There's some Michelob in the fridge, you sure?"

      She thought for a moment and said "Ok fuck it. We're not going anywhere today right?" "Nope" I replied and she made me swear not to go bragging to my friends about drinking with Mom at ten in the morning.

      I came back with two for me and one for her and we didn't talk much as we got a little beer down, slowly turning our hangovers into a buzz. Surprisingly she downed the last of hers and said "I gotta piss, need another?" I was halfway through my second and nodded my head yes. I watched her panty clad ass as she walked out of the room, was that a little extra swish in her step? I was enjoying it for sure. She came back, handed mine to me and twisted the top off hers and took a big swig. She stared up at the ceiling for a second the let out a tremendous burp which set us both into a laughing fit.

      She fell onto the bed and still giggling sat down cross-legged and grabbed her cigs. I grabbed mine and the ashtray and sat the same as her, facing her with just enough room for the ashtray between us. This offered us a great view of the others crotches, neither of us being shy about looking. The camel toe was back along with a darker spot of moisture. I was sporting an almost full erection and wasn't trying to hide it. We made more small talk as we smoked, both of us feeling a nice buzz coming on now. Small talk turned into her pressing me about the girl I was kind of seeing. I assured her it wasn't going to go any further than while I was home on leave.

      Then she asked about the girls here last night, bluntly asking if I had got laid. I said no but I got a blowjob. She went on about how lucky I was and that she had struck out last night, her and her friend had picked up a couple guys and took them back to her place but Moms' guy passed out before she even got undressed. I told her she'd have to "take things in hand" soon and she laughed and said that's a good possibility. There was an awkward pause, so I told her it was my turn to piss and left, coming back with another beer for each of us.

      She had moved back to leaning on the wall so I took my spot next to her and draped my arm across her shoulders while we sat talking. We were good and buzzed by now, the beers kicking in the alcohol from last night. She looked at me and sighed and leaning into me she kissed my cheek, lingering longer than a normal peck and whispered "I wish you didn't have to leave, I get so lonely here without you."

      "I don't want to go, but I have to." Then I kissed her cheek the same as she did mine then hugged her close, it lasting a good twenty seconds or so. We broke the hug slowly and stared into each other's eyes. I felt something in that moment and leaned into her and closed my eyes. She came in the rest of the way and we lightly kissed.

      One kiss turned into another and I moved my hand up and caressed her neck as she cradled my face. We broke the kiss and looked at each other and she said "This is so wrong" and leaned back in. We kissed again and this time I probed her mouth with my tongue, which she readily accepted and we made out like teenagers for about five minutes. We broke apart again and were both breathing hard, staring at each other. I looked down at her pussy, her white panties were soaked through and I could smell her excitement.

      Not sure what to do next I snaked my right hand under her shirt and lightly fondled her right tit, feeling her nipple that was hard as a little pebble. I traced a finger around her areole feeling the small bumps there. Then grabbing a handful and hefting it in my hand I felt the weight of her breast. She was watching me do this as I moved her hair out of the way and kissed her neck, licking and kissing up to her ear as she tilted her head to make room.

      I had a really good buzz going and I'm sure she did too. That loosened our inhibitions and gave me the courage to go for broke. She was making noises of approval as we continued to make out.

      I remember her sighing and saying things like "Oh Nick" and "So wrong, that feels so good." Feeling bolder I took hold of the hem of her shirt and lifted, she raised her arms up making it easy for me to take it off. I'll never forget how beautiful she looked in that moment, her breasts fully revealed to me for the first time. She raised her arms and ran her hands through her hair to smooth it out, causing her tits to sway back and forth in mature beauty.

      She smiled a shy smile, looking down at my now rock hard cock straining to get out of my tighty-whities. Mom then moved to the middle of the bed and lay down, with me following her lead and snuggling up to her left side. I moved my left leg over hers so my hard dick was pressing into her thigh. I made little humping motions as I moved down a little to suck on her left tit, slowly circling my tongue around her stiff nipple, and then sucking it into my mouth. I worked it with my tongue while sucking at the same time.

      She was starting to breathe harder and grabbed my head to pull me to her while she was grinding her pussy on my leg. We were lost in the moment, both of us incredibly worked up. I moved my body up and over hers and started in on her right tit, easing down so my cock rested fully on her pussy. She moaned and slowly started to push her pelvis up and down while hooking her lower legs around my calves and grinding on my dick.

      I started sucking one breast then the other, alternating and driving her wild. After a couple minutes I started to kiss my way down, lifting up and moving my body as I made my way to her belly button, working my tongue in. Looking up at her face I could see the expression of lust and trepidation. We stared at each other for a moment, and she broke the spell and smiled. Reaching up to cup both of her tits she started pinching her nipples.

      I continued my way down and kissed down to the top of her panties, and rising to my knees I pushed my briefs down onto my hips, freeing my cock. She took a huge breath in and held it while her left hand seemed to move on its own, almost in slow motion she reached over and gently wrapped her fingers around my rock hard cock.

      She started to move her hand back and forth, and then she stopped to take her thumb and rub my pre-cum around the tip. She moved her hand to her mouth and licked the fluid off, murmuring her delight in the taste. I reached and grabbed the sides of her panties and tugged a little. They started to come down, I saw the mass of curly pubic hair come into sight and smelled her excitement wafting up. The scent was strong, much earthier and aromatic after a night of partying and peeing. It was so much better than anything I ever smelled in her panties. I was in heaven and pulled a little harder on them but she stayed still, not lifting her ass to help.

      I guess that's when everything caught up with her and she grabbed my hands and said "Wait, slow down a sec." The only sounds in the room were our heavy breathing as I waited for further instructions. Hearing none I moved off to the side and leaned my back against the wall, tugging my briefs back up a little but not covering my still rock hard cock. We both looked at it, watching it as it seemed to throb with each of my heartbeats.

      I continued to lean against the wall while she stayed where she was, a vision of beauty with her breasts heaving and her legs still spread, her feet up under her knees offering me a great view of her sopping panties, halfway down but with the gusset plastered to her pussy with her wetness. Her scent was almost overwhelming, and I was as hard as I've ever been.

      "Oh God" she said, "What am I doing?"

      
        
      

      "Mom" I said quietly and she held her hand up signaling to stop talking. She collected her thought for a bit, took a deep breath and sat up. Looking down at my dick then up at my face she said "I'm so sorry honey, I can't do this. I...I just can't. We can't. I'm...Oh fuck." She took her hands and rubbed her face, and said "Don't be mad at me honey, I'm sorry to stop like this but we never should have started."

      I said "Mom, no one would ever find out, I promise. It'll be our secret, we keep secrets remember?" I was practically begging for her to let me have it but he wouldn't relent and held out her hand again to stop me. She was silent and I resigned myself to the fact. After a few seconds she pulled up her panties and swung her feet off the side of the bed and stood.

      "I'm going to take a shower" she said as she grabbed her shirt and covered her tits.

      I hopefully said "I'll wash your back for you" and smiled my best smile.

      "I don't think that's a good idea honey, we need to stop this before it gets out of hand."

      "OK", I sadly said, and she turned to leave and I said "Mom?" She turned around again and sighed. "Please Nick, don't ask me again, this is as hard for me as it is you. Part of me really wants this but we just can't. I can't."

      "Can I have your panties?" I said, staring at the wetness between her legs. I laid down in the center of the bed and held out my hand.

      She hesitated for about ten seconds the as she shook her head and smiled and said "Sure baby, it's not like you haven't used them before" which caused us both to giggle.

      Stepping back to the side of the bed, about two feet from my head she put the shirt over her shoulder and slowly started to peel them down. I saw her full bush come into view and then I watched as her whole pussy was being revealed to me for the first time. As they came down over her hips the gusset stuck to her pussy, hanging there for a second as she pulled slowly. I looked up into her eyes and she smiled the sweetest smile at me, her hair framing her face beautifully as she looked at me.

      I looked back to her pussy and she pulled them further, the gusset finally pulling away and bringing with it a long string of her thick excitement which snapped away from her panties and stuck to the inside of her thigh. It was connected from there to her pussy with about a three inch string. Her labia were swollen and slightly apart, her juices everywhere and her scent powerfully washed over me. Her clit was swollen and while not large it was easy to see through the black hair of her bush.

      Her pussy was on full display, it was like a consolation prize for leaving me in that state. The string of pussy juice sagged and we both watched as it snapped, landing further down her leg. It was the most amazing thing I had seen to that point in my young life. I raised myself up to try to lick it up and she laughed and backed up a step and said "Nice try buddy" and taking one last look at my cock she sighed and flipped the panties off her toe onto the bed. She spun around and left the room, leaving me wanting while watching her ass wiggle around the corner.

      I immediately put the panties to my face, licking the crotch and tasting her, tasting my mother's essence. Using one hand to hold them and one hand to work my cock I slowly started to jack off. I heard the shower come on, thinking to myself that she didn't shut the door. I briefly thought about trying to join her but decided against it, not wanting to get her mad. I went back to jacking my cock, now holding the panties over my nose so every breath I was taking was of her wonderful scent. Her essence and the sight of her swollen pussy was the only thing on my mind as I increased the tempo and it didn't take long until I felt the familiar churning in my balls.

      I was almost to the point of coming so I stopped, now using both hands to reposition the panties so I could lick the gusset again, getting as much of her wonderful pussy juice out of them as I could. I resumed my stroking and didn't hold back this time, I came hard. My whole body tensed up, I froze with my back off the bed and let loose. The first spurt flew up and hit my face, the second hit my neck and I kind of blacked out for a minute as rope after rope of come spurted onto my chest and hand. My orgasm went on and on as aftershocks coursed through me, my body twitching as each one hit.

      I must have dozed for a little bit because the next thing I knew Mom was standing by the bed with a towel wrapped around her and she was softly saying my name. She looked at the amount of come all over me and with a huge smile asked me "Did I do that?"

      "I wish" I replied, and sat up. Holding my right hand out so as not to get come everywhere I stood and looked at her. She leaned in and kissed my lips gently then said "I wish that too but we can't baby, please don't be mad." I assured her I wasn't mad and went to take my shower. When I got out and dressed she had coffee on and was sitting at the kitchen table. I poured a cup and sat and we talked about a plan to clean, the weather and the kids just like the last couple of hours hadn't happened.

      We got the house clean, the kids came home and everything returned to normal. Mom caught me staring at her a couple of times, she just smiled that lovely smile with a look of love in her eyes. I had to leave in two days so we didn't talk about it again before I left but I did get an extra-long hug with a little grind and a coy smile.

      I went back to Germany, partying and working equally hard. The letters continued to come as before and I fell into the old routine. The rest of my time in the Army flew by and before I knew it was time to come home.

      I got out of the Army after a three year commitment with an Honorable Discharge, about a thousand dollars and my whole life ahead of me. I started out moving in with Mom, there were no big hugs or suggestive comments like when I was on leave. She seemed to go out of her way not to be alone with me so any hopes I had were quickly dashed. I let it go and got on with my life. I was only home for a couple weeks after getting out before I took off. I was having fun and sowing some wild oats so to speak, moving around and partying wherever I ended up. I had no direction, no goals except to party and get laid. I worked odd jobs to get the money needed to move on to the next adventure.

      I was living in Michigan when I got the call that Dad had died, the alcohol had finally caught up with him. Mom urged me to come home and be there for my siblings and I think she missed me being around.

      So now I was home with Mom and she seemed happy I was there. By this time she was able to afford a little bigger house and it actually had central air. As we got Dad's estate settled a little money started to trickle in. It wasn't a lot but it was enough to live and party on. I bought a better car, a 1969 El Camino. It was a little souped up with a decent engine and wide tires in the back.

      I got a part time job at a gas station to keep me in beer money and started playing the field with the hometown girls. It seemed like there was a different girl every weekend. I tried settling down with Melody but Brenda threw her pussy in my face. Or was it Stephanie. I don't know, I was drunk all the time and the days and women just kind of blurred together.

      I was having the time of my life, much to Mom's chagrin. There were little comments when I would stroll in on Sunday after going out on a date Friday night. Things like, "Well she must have been good for you to be gone two days."

      That time I answered "Two days two girls Ma, you under estimate me." She sort of laughed along with me but I could tell she was a little miffed. One time I was on the couch passed out (but dressed) with a different one and she woke us up and told me to get her out of here before the kids see. When I got back she drew the line, no more of my "little sluts" in the house.

      
        That summer was a blur with trips to see old friends, concerts and all kinds of parties. There was a whole new crowd of people to meet and pussy to get. I was having the time of my life. I asked Mom if she wanted to go bar hopping with me one night, she said sure but you have to buy me dinner too. I asked "Like a date?" She looked at me with a slight smile and said "Sure, if you want to call it that but don't get any ideas." I laughed and assured her I would be a perfect gentleman.

      By this time she had given up waitressing and was working at a factory in the next town over. Her best night to go out was Saturday and it was the first weekend of August when we finally got to go out. I remember it was hot, and she dressed in a skirt and a light top with pantyhose and some flats, looking real good to me. The skirt came down to just above the knees showing a modest amount of leg but rode up a little when we got in the car. I tried my best to keep my eyes on the road but she caught me looking and grinned but did nothing to pull it down. Her legs were looking good in those pantyhose.

      We got to the restaurant around seven and had a couple great steaks and all the trimmings. There was a bar at that restaurant so we decided to start there and then head to a couple others where she had friends. I had my usual beer and she had Chivas Regal and water, her usual drink when out on the town. We had two rounds there and headed out for some fun. She had me drive to the center of downtown and park, saying we would walk to the bars from here on. It was still pretty hot and muggy out and the short walk to the bar had us both sweating a little.

      The A/C felt good as we walked into the first bar. A few of her friends were there and we were met with a chorus of "Marilyn's here, Yay!" and they waved us over and made room at the table. I knew none of these people but after introductions and her explaining that I just got out of the Army they welcomed me with open arms and wallets, I didn't pay anything for the next three or four rounds.

      The ladies started gabbing so me and one of the husbands headed for the pool table and started playing. Pretty soon there were six of us guys playing teams and while I was sitting out one game Mom called me over to the table.

      She said "You're supposed to be hanging out with me, not the guys." I apologized and said I would be back after the next game. About ten minutes later I was in the middle of the game when a lady about Mom's age wandered over and started hitting on me. She made it very clear that her bed was mine tonight if I wanted it. I looked over at Mom and she looked like she was fuming, so I told her maybe next time and finished the game. When I got back to the table the crowd had thinned out and we were the only two there for a while, giving us a chance to talk.

      "She's a slut, sleeps with anybody" Mom said with extreme distaste. "I hope you're not thinking about leaving me here, I'm counting on you to drive home." I assured her I wouldn't do that and suggested we hit another bar. She readily agreed and off we went. It was a couple of blocks walk to the next bar, the fresh air feeling good. It was still warm and humid with a little breeze blowing, whipping her skirt up now and then making it hard for me keep my eyes at a respectable level. She noticed of course but did nothing to hold the skirt down. It never got high enough to show anything and she just grinned that little grin of hers and looped her arm through mine as we strolled along, not a care in the world.

      I remember how much I loved that, walking so close together. Smelling her light perfume mixed with a hint of her natural scent, just a little sweat mixed with the soap she used that smelled so good to me. Along with being so close to her physically I was in heaven.

      When I pulled her a little closer and kissed her cheek, she let out a little purr then looked around and said "Not in public honey, it might look a little weird don't you think?"

      I agreed and said "I wish you weren't my Mother right now." She just smiled pointed something out in a store window, changing the subject quickly. But the fact she said 'not in public' filled me with hope. I missed her terribly while I was away, along with the realization that nothing more would ever come from our little make out session eighteen months before so this little moment elated me.

      We got to the bar much too soon for my liking and as we got inside there was no one that recognized her, the bar about half full. Everyone looked up then went right back to their conversations as we got a drink and found a table off by ourselves. It was around eleven by this time, the early crowd had gone and it was just the real partiers left which suited me just fine. The juke box was playing but not too loud so we could have a conversation without yelling. And converse we did. We drank and talked about anything that came to mind for well over an hour before she declared we'd had enough and we headed out. We were pretty buzzed by this point, her a little more due to the Chivas all night.

      As we walked back to the car she looped her arm though mine and just like before I was just happy to be there, we had had a great night hanging out and talking like we were peers, not mother and son. I had behaved myself and not made any suggestive comments, although I sure thought them. We got back to the car by the first bar and she asked me to go get a six-pack of Michelob. I got her settled in the car and was rewarded with a nice flash of panties as she giggled and pulled her legs in, then I went to the bar and came back with twelve bottles, me always being the overachiever.

      I had sobered up a little bit by this point and drove us out of town with no problem. Once we were across the bridge Mom turned sideways and propped herself back against the door facing me with one leg folded under her and her left arm resting on the back of the bench seat.

      She rested her head in her hand and said "What do you want to do now?" I looked over and saw her skirt had ridden up showing a lot of leg, piled up enough to cover her panties but giving me a great view in the dim light of the dashboard lights. She looked so beautiful like that, head tilted with a big smile.

      
        I didn't have the balls to just come right out and say what I really wanted to do, so I said "Just go home and have a couple more beers with my beautiful Mother. You look so good tonight."

      She laughed and said "You're so full of shit Nicholas. I know what you want, but you're right, beers are the better choice."

      It was my turn to laugh then I said "Home then?" She says "Maybe not, it's a nice night turn left on Davis road, there used to be a spot to hide off the road by the river."

      I did that and sure enough, after following a few more directions down the backroads she said to hit the brights it should be right about here. In a couple minutes we found the turn off, a narrow little path that curved and came out by the river, hidden from the road.

      I shut the car off and got out, hustling around to open her door. She laughed and offered me her hand and I helped her out, then pulled her in for a hug and gave her a long kiss on the cheek, saying "We're not in public anymore." She hugged me tighter for a bit then pushed back and told me to get the beer. She had a strange look on her face and I thought I had blown it, but when I got back with a beer for each of us she was smiling.

      "Let's walk," she said and we strolled over by the river. There wasn't much light but we could see enough to pick our way through. "How do you know this place Mom?" I asked.

      She took a full swig of her beer then looked at me and said "Your real father used to bring me here to make out." I must have looked like I saw a ghost or something because she busted out laughing and said "You should see your face!"

      I started laughing too, trying to come up with a good comeback and failing miserably. There was an awkward silence then she said "Let's go back by the car." We worked our way back and she got her purse and stared rummaging through it, finally come up with a couple tissues. "I have to piss" she announced, and went to the back of the car.

      "Need any help?" I asked.

      "No!" was the answer along with "No peeking either!"

      I watched out of the corner of my eye while she reached under her skirt and pulled her panties and hose down then squatted down with one hand holding onto the rear bumper. I heard the hiss and splashes as she unleashed a torrent like she was forcing it out. I took a few steps away and relieved myself, feeling my dick getting hard as I listened to her push out a couple smaller spurts to finish up. I tucked myself in and went back to the car, leaning on the hood.

      I could hear her moving around for a bit the she comes back holding her shoes and pantyhose in one hand. "Had to get out of those" she said and opened the door to toss them in. The interior lights lit her up as she sat on the seat to slip her shoes back on, giving me a nice shot of leg and panties. She made no effort to cover herself and let me stare. Then she stood up and said "Bra has to go too, it's so hot out tonight." And proceeded to do that thing women do taking her bra off underneath her shirt and pulling it out of the sleeve. Tossing it in the back she reached to the floor and brought two more beers out, handing them to me to open. I opened them and handed her one, letting my fingers graze hers for a moment too long then leaned back on the hood. She settled next to me and we drank in silence for a couple minutes.

      There was tension in the air, we both felt it. Breaking the silence I asked, "Tell me a little about Bud" (my sperm donor.) She thought for a moment, and then said "He was such a charmer. You got that from him I suppose" and looked me in the eyes and continued.

      "We saw each other for a few weeks that fall, he charmed his way into my pants and we went at it like rabbits for a while. I knew he had another girlfriend Wheelerville but I thought I would be the one. Then right after Christmas I told him I was pregnant and he turned into a real asshole, accusing me of being a slut and trying to trap him." Mom went silent after that and I didn't push, just let her think. After a couple long minutes she finished her beer and announced "Get me another, I don't want to spoil the night talking about him."

      I let it go and grabbed two more. Coming back around the car I leaned back on the hood and looked up. "There's the little dipper" She said "Where?" so I guided her in front of me and pulled her back into me and pointed it out. She kind of melted right into me, I reached around and wrapped my arms around her mid-section and held her. I could feel the weight of her breasts on my forearms, I moved them up a little higher. She didn't say anything so I left them there, underneath her tits so I could feel the full weight of them on top of my arms. I wanted so badly to cup them but I held off.

      She leaned her head back on my shoulder and sighed, "This is so nice, I don't want this night to end" I figured it was now or never and used my left hand to pull her hair away from her neck and planted a light kiss just below her jawline. "It doesn't have to" I replied and gave her a couple more kisses as she tilted her head to give me more room. I kissed my way to her ear and lightly licked around the lobe and let out a slow breath, the hot air filling her ear. She shivered and giggled saying "You gave me chills" and spun around making eye contact with me.

      We looked at each other for a long moment then she whispered, "Maybe we could forget."

      
        "Forget what?" I replied wanting to hear her say it.

      "That I'm your Mother, just for tonight." Then she licked her lips and closed her eyes. I leaned forward and lightly touched her lips with mine. She responded with a big sigh and leaned into it. We held that kiss for a few seconds and followed that with several more, each a little longer than the last. I pulled her in tight and gave her my tongue which she accepted and caressed with her own. We made out for a few minutes, tightly holding each other. When we broke apart we were both gasping for breath.

      "Take me home" she said, "I don't want to do this here." I looked at her, face flushed, nipples hard and poking through her shirt and thought to myself that I had never seen a more beautiful woman.

      I didn't say a word, just walked her around to her door and got her in the car. I didn't break the speed limit though I wanted to, and we talked about what to do when we got there. I was to check the bedrooms to make sure one of the kids hadn't come home. They were all supposed to spending the night with friends. I was hoping we could get there before she came to her senses and changed her mind. Then my fears were put to rest when she scooted over next to me, and leaned up to give me a kiss on the cheek. I moved my head towards her to kiss on the lips but she moved her head back and told me to keep my eyes on the road.

      We rode in comfortable silence and she was absentmindedly playing with my hair and singing along with Elton John on the radio. I moved my right hand down and started caressing her leg, moving closer to the prize little by little until the back of my hand brushed her panties. I moved my fingers up and down, feeling the warmth of her pussy through her thin panties. It wasn't long before we were coming into town and she gently took my hand away and moved back over, adjusting her skirt and settling in.

      We got inside the house and I checked to see that we were alone, as luck would have it we were. She excused herself to "freshen up" and to change. I put on a t shirt and a pair of shorts without underwear and waited in the kitchen for her. I was still waiting for her to call it off, and by this point the butterflies were fluttering in my stomach. I grabbed a beer and twisted off the top, she yelled from the bathroom "Me too!" so I grabbed another and waited.

      She came out and grabbed her beer and took a big drink and said "Go freshen up and come to my room before I lose my nerve." I did just that as quick as I could, washing just the critical bits, then taking a leak and following her into her room. She was standing over by her bed smoking a cigarette and looking beautiful in her purple nighty. I walked over to her and she said to sit down, we have to talk. I thought shit, here it comes she's backing out.

      "We have to have some rules" she said as she sat down next to me.

      
        
      

      "Ok" I said.

      She came back with "First, no one ever finds out about this." I nodded and started to say something but she cut me off and said "Let me finish. Second, this changes nothing. Don't think I'm going to have a real relationship with you. This is probably going to be a onetime thing. Third, do not act any different around me. The kids are smart, they'll figure it out. We're going to do this and go back to normal ok?"

      "Ok" I said while nodding my head, and with that she took a last drag on her cig, stubbed it out and stood. She turned and faced me telling me to stand. As I did she grabbed the hem of her nighty and pulled it up over her head freeing her tits to me. "Strip" was all she said and pulled her panties down and stepped out of them and crawled into bed.

      The light from the lamp afforded me a great view of her as she crawled onto the bed and moved to the middle, giving me a nice view of her ass and pussy from the back before lying down on her back. She still had the full bush but it seems she had trimmed a little because I could see her labia, plump and glistening. I noticed a small streak of wetness on the inside of her thigh.

      Once I was naked I got into bed and lay next to her on my side, propping my head up with my right hand. I watched as she spread her legs a little and pulled her feet up to rest them flat on the bed. She ran her right hand down between her legs and caressed her pussy for a couple seconds.

      "Look Nick" and she pulled her hand up a few inches to show me a string of wetness that connected her middle finger to her pussy.

      "Look what you do to me." She put her fingers back down and I could hear a little sloshing as she gathered some more. I watched in amazement while she showed me another, longer string then moved her hand towards my face. Time seemed to be in slow motion as I opened my mouth to accept her fingers. I savored the taste and grasped her wrist so I could suck one finger, then another to clean them. I could smell her essence on her hand.

      "You like that?"

      "I love that." I moved my hand to her pussy and slid a finger up and down her slit, feeling the slick wetness already there. I moved up to her right tit and spread the wetness around her nipple, then leaned over to suck it off. She drew her breath in with a long a hiss of pleasure.

      
        "Do the other one" she said. So I went back to her pussy and this time using two fingers I scooped out her juices with a string that went for about six inches then broke. I smeared it all around her other nipple and proceeded to suck and lick until I could taste no more. I moved my hand back to her sopping cunt and worked my fingers in and fucked her with them for a few strokes. I brought them out and moved them towards her lips and she readily opened her mouth, looking me in the eye as I slid them in for her to suckle. She sucked my fingers like a dick for a couple seconds then pulled away.

      "Lie back sweetie." I did and she propped head up on her right hand and looked deep into my eyes, then leaned down and gave me a soft kiss. Her free hand trailed down my chest and back up, then drawing lazy circles around my nipples. She kissed me again, longer this time. I opened my mouth a little and she pushed her tongue in, wrestling with mine. I could taste her pussy as we made out.

      She broke the kiss and moved over on her back and gave a long exhale followed by an almost whispered "C'mere baby."

      I rolled over and moved my leg over top of hers. She watched as I slowly scooted down enough to reach her tits with my lips. My hard cock left a trail of pre come where it touched her leg. I leaned down and took her left nipple into my mouth, slowly sucking on it. She sighed and gently took her hand and pulled my head into her. I propped myself up on my hands and moved over top of her, sliding down further. I kissed my way down to the top of her pubic hair, and then I kissed over to one hip then the other.

      I moved between her legs and got situated, putting my arms under her and wrapping them around her thighs so I could reach her. I moved my face closer and caught a whiff of her, that smell I'd spent so many years chasing and using her panties for. I inched forward and kissed her glistening pussy from top to bottom, listening to her breath catch. Then I licked from bottom to top, getting my first taste of the pussy I had dreamed about for so long.

      It was so good, and she was absolutely drenched. I licked from bottom to top again, this time going further in to scoop some of her copious juices. I started moving my tongue all over inside of her and she started to squirm. The taste and the aroma coming off of my dear Mother was driving me wild. I moved my head back and gazed at her cunt. It was soaked in her excitement. Her labia were dark and full, her clit extended and coming out from under its hood. It was perfect.

      All this time she was breathing heavily, anticipating my next move. I looked up to see her tits moving up and down with her nipples erect. Her eyes were closed and her mouth slightly open. Her breath caught and changed a little with every move I made, she had surrendered herself to me completely. I was in such awe, felt such love right then I must have been staring because she opened her eyes and looked down. "Honey..."

      
        I snapped out of it and mumbled "Sorry" and got back to the task at hand. I took my fingers and spread some of her juice around the parted her labia, smoothing one lip out to the side then the other. Repeating the process they stayed open and looked like butterfly wings, her prominent clit on top just waiting to be sucked. I moved in and captured it with my lips, sucking gently for about ten seconds.

      "Oh baby, yes. Suck me just like that." I kept it up, listening to her breathing get more ragged. Pulling off of her clit I used one hand to insert a finger in, feeling the extent of her wetness. Her channel was slick and tight, I added a second finger to draw out more moisture and scooped it into my mouth. I put two fingers back in and curled them upwards and moved them back and forth. She sucked in a huge breath when I found that spongy spot, she groaned and reached down with both hands to hold herself open. I used my tongue to draw circles around her clit while she gave me words of encouragement, telling me where and how hard.

      "Suck my clit now baby, keep your fingers right there and fuck me with them." I obeyed and brought her to the edge. "Keep going...yes, yes yes!"

      My arm was getting sore and my jaw hurt a little as I kept up the pace but I wouldn't stop. Her hips started to shake and she planted her feet on the bed. Arching her back screamed "Nick!" then opened her mouth wide in a silent scream while she went over the edge, shaking and grabbing the bed sheets. Over and over screamed as she clenched up and released, I could feel my fingers being gripped hard then a slow flood of tangy juice seeped out of her soaked pussy. She relaxed and sunk back into the bed fighting for breath and saying things like "So good, so good...best...oh fuck..."

      The aftershocks shook her as her pussy throbbed. I removed my fingers and gently used my tongue to gather as much of her juices as I could, savory the new tangy taste. After a minute I sat up on my knees. Moving over to the side of her I looked down at my beautiful Mother laying there, hair messed up, legs splayed wide open and trying to catch her breath. It was a vision of beauty, and I had never felt closer to anyone in my life. I lay next to her and gathered her into my arms, sliding my left under her head and drawing her close.

      She returned the embrace and we snuggled for a while, running our hands all over each other, my hard cock pressed into her stomach. I moved to kiss her lips and she pulled me in and added her tongue, licking her juices off of my face between kisses.

      "Holy fuck Nick." She said as she took a deep breath. As she exhaled she said "I came hard, that was really good. Do you do that to your little sluts too?"

      "When they'll let me" I replied. "Some of them get self-conscious after a night of dancing and peeing but that's when I like it best."

      
        
      

      "I guess that explains your stealing my panties after a long shift."

      "I love your panties Mom, they always smell so good and I'll go down on you anytime you want, you taste even better."

      "I may take you up on that, be careful what you ask for!"

      We both laughed at that and she untangled herself from me and sat up, reaching for our beers. Handing me mine we took a big drink. We looked at each other for a few seconds, saying nothing but loving the silence. We were completely comfortable with each other in that moment, a moment very few mothers and sons share.

      She looked down at my now half hard cock. Taking another swig of beer she held her hand out, signaling me to give her my bottle. Setting them both on the nightstand she crawled back to me. Gently guiding me to lie on my back she leaned down and kissed me softly once, then again then added her tongue and we made out for a minute.

      Moving down to kiss my chest she twirled her tongue around one nipple then gave it a little suck. I shivered a little as she repeated the process on my other nipple. Kissing her way down to my belly button she dipped her tongue in while searching my eyes for a reaction. I smiled and reached out to gently nudge her head down. She took the hint and moved down, settling in on her stomach.

      Staring into my eyes she took the tip in her mouth, teasing it with her tongue. I jerked a little when she ran it around the sensitive underside, then I drew in a big hiss as she took it in her mouth about half way. It was so warm and wet and when she moved back to the top it seemed like her tongue was everywhere.

      "Like that baby?" she said while jacking my cock.

      "Oh God yes, fuck you're good at that."

      "I'm only getting started, watch this." She licked up one side and down the other, leaving it wet all over then smiling briefly she kept eye contact and slowly moved her mouth down. Still staring at me she took it all the way down her throat, stopping when her nose was buried in my pubic hair. She gagged a bit and moved off quickly, gasping for breath.

      
        "Sorry, I'm a little out of practice" she said while still jacking me with one hand. She used the other to push herself up to her knees and situated herself so she was sitting on her calves. She leaned back over and swooped down on my cock all the way to the base again. Up and down she went, opening her throat each time. I had never had a girl do that for me, and it was the most amazing feeling. I could feel that an orgasm wasn't too far off if she kept that up. It was just too good.

      "Mom... slow down..." I said and she lifted off, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand then using a finger to catch a tear in her watery eyes.

      "Too much for ya kiddo?" she said with a smirk.

      "Yeah, I was gonna cum if you kept that up."

      "Some other time sweetie, I really need you to stick this thing in me tonight. Let's take a break while you calm down, I'm thirsty."

      We moved to the side of the bed and sat down, and I went to the kitchen for fresh beers. When I got back to her bedroom she was sitting with her back to the headboard and one leg half under her with the other straight out. I handed her drink to her and moved up next to her.

      "Mom, can I ask you a question?"

      "Honey, you can ask anything you want but I may not answer." She chuckled and set her beer down. She turned her head to face me. "Go ahead, ask away."

      I hesitated for a moment then asked "What made you change your mind? You were so adamant about us not doing anything more, you haven't even showed an interest until tonight."

      "Melody" she said with a lilt. I was a little joke between us, we would draw out the syllables like we were singing it.

      "What? Melody? What does she have to do with this?"

      Laughing again she told the story, "Remember a couple weeks ago you brought her home at about one in the morning? The kids were asleep and you two were trying to be quiet in the living room. Well I heard you and was coming out to give you a piece of my mind and kick you both out. I came around the corner and you had her bent over the love seat just pounding the shit out of her." She reached down to stroke my soft cock and continued.

      "It was all she could do to hang on, it was dark but I could still see. I stopped in the kitchen and watched. I saw your dick going in and out, listened to her getting off over and over. God you were such a stud that night. I stayed quiet and watched until you got off, watched you go as deep as you could and cum. I was only ten feet away, I could see your ass clenching as you were cumming."

      I was stunned, "I had no idea you saw that, sorry"

      "Don't be sorry, I went from being pissed off to a wet mess in five minutes. I crept back to my room and played with myself. You two looked so hot together, it took me about three minutes to get off. I'm surprised you didn't hear me. But anyway, I know how you felt about me...what you wanted and I figured what the hell, I want it too and I couldn't get the image of your cock all wet and glistening and sliding in and out of her out of my mind. I decided right then that I was going to fuck you at least once."

      "Wow. I'm glad you changed your mind. I didn't hear anything. I was worried about the noise she was making and was trying to get her dressed and out of here."

      "I'm still not happy with you bringing girls home to fuck. You have to stop that, there are four other people living here and you're carrying on like it's a flophouse. I mean it, no more."

      "Ok Mom, no more." She gave me a smile that melted my heart and I silently wondered just who seduced who here.

      "Good" she replied, "Now let's go pee. Then I need you to make love to me. It's time."

      I followed her to the bathroom and stopped when she went in and letting her have the first turn. She didn't close the door and sat down, looking at me expectantly she motioned for me to come in.

      She took my hand and positioned me in front of her then spread her legs. "Watch me honey" and was silent for a second or two. I watched her pelvic muscles clench and a dribble started coming out, then it picked up in intensity. It was soon coming out in full force, the clear liquid hitting the water in the bowl. I looked on in amazement as a little string of her excitement slowly dripped out along with the stream. It fell into the water just as the stream stopped and she squirted couple smaller spurts.

      
        She unrolled some toilet paper and with a quick swipe she stood up and moved out of the way. My dick was rock hard again, primed by the show I had just witnessed. She looked down at my hard on and back up to my eyes.

      "I thought you'd like that" she said with a smirk. Reaching over to the tub she moved the curtain back and turned the water on then pulled the lever up to turn it to the shower.

      "You can just pee in here sweetie." I aimed my now three quarters hard dick and it took me a few seconds but I finally let loose with a stream that mixed with the water going down the drain. She giggled while watching and stared intently until I was done.

      "I kind of like that too, the pee stuff. Your Dad and I used to be a little kinky like that sometimes, but that's a story for another time. Let's go back to bed now."

      I followed her back to the bedroom, watching her ass wiggle the whole way. She got into bed and lie in the middle with open legs and then she held her arms out inviting me to crawl in. I got on the bed and slowly moved between her legs. I stopped long enough to give her pussy a quick lick, working my tongue inside to find some of that extra wetness from the pee and the honey that I loved so much.

      I moved up to her tits, giving each nipple a quick suck and a kiss. Moving to her neck I trailed my tongue around and up to her ear, breathing heavily into it then I moved over the other side. I gave her neck a lick and sucked a little, enough to elicit a moan from her but not enough to leave a mark. I kissed my way to her lips, giving her a soft kiss, then another and another before she grabbed my head and pushed her tongue into my mouth.

      We made out furiously as I eased my body down onto hers. My cock came to rest on top of her pussy and I sawed it back and forth a few times getting it wet from her copious juices. The intensity picked up and the underside of my rock hard cock rubbed across her clit. Our tongues were still wrestling and we were breathing hard through our noses. I lifted my body a bit and moved back a little to try and find her entrance. After a couple misses she broke the kiss and reached between us to line me up.

      We stared into each other's eyes as I pulled back and sunk in, entering her for the first time. We both sighed as the head of my cock moved easily into her sopping wet cunt. I pulled back a little and then pushed in about halfway. She pulled me in tight wrapping her arms around me and hugging me hard. "Oh God" she whispered as I pulled back again and pushed all the way in and stopped.

      I moved from side to side to nestle myself all the way in. I was finally back inside the place I had come out of so many years ago. A place I had wanted to be for so long after years of lusting for this woman, this vision of beauty under me with my cock buried to the hilt. It all caught up with me in that moment and a wave of emotion came over me.

      My words caught in my throat as I said "So good, oh Mom I love you."

      "I love you too baby" she said and I started to slowly fuck her. Her pussy was like slippery velvet, the walls caressing my dick with just the right amount of friction. We fit perfectly together and there was no awkwardness at all. We moved together like we'd done it a thousand times. I was just getting a pace going when she screamed my name and went stiff, followed by a series of little grunts.

      I slowed down but kept going and asked "Already?"

      She answered after a bit and said "Fuck baby I've wanted this for so long, it's so good I'm going to come all night."

      I picked up the pace and fell into a rhythm and she moved her hips along with me matching my pace and finding the right angle to hit her sensitive spots inside of that wonderful pussy. I moved my arms under her shoulders and dropped my head to bury my face in her neck, breathing in a mixture of her perfume and sweat. Her hand grabbed the back of my head and held me there as I kept up my pounding.

      "Oh shit honey, I'm gonna cum again" she whispered "Keep going...go...give it to me."

      I pushed myself back up to look at her and get better leverage. I could feel the churning in my balls as Mom screamed "I'm cumming baby" I watched as her mouth opened wide with no sound coming out, her eyes rolled back into her head and she shook for five seconds or so before screaming incoherently over and over as the waves of pleasure washed over her. I kept up the pace while watching her tits moved back and forth. When I looked back up to her face she was smiling and looking at me with love in her eyes.

      "That was a big one baby, you're fucking me so good!"

      It was only a minute or two later when I felt my own orgasm coming on. My balls had that familiar tingle that was spreading out from my core to the top of my head and back to my toes all at once.

      "Oh Mom' I said, "I'm close" and started to really pound into her. We were both sweating and slippery as our bodies melded together as one. I went on and on, trying to prolong my pleasure and enjoy my dream come true. It all caught up with me though and before long she was whispering in my ear "Cum for me now baby" and "so good" over and over and after a couple more minutes I felt it come on.

      "Oh fuck!" I yelled as my balls tightened and started tingling intensely, then I buried my cock as far as it would go and let loose. I held still and unleashed rope after rope of cum into my Mother, staring into her eyes. I relaxed my body and settled in on top of her, slowly moving my cock in and out, twitching the last of my cum into her. I could feel her pussy clenching once in a while from her own aftershocks and she was breathing as hard as me. It was pure bliss, I had fulfilled my deepest darkest fantasy, something I only dared dream about for years.

      "You're crushing me honey" Mom said and I pushed myself up and apologized.

      "Sorry, fuck that was good..." I wiped the sweat out of my eyes and smiled down at her. My cock was going soft as I slowly moved back and forth in her slippery cunt. I could feel the cum coming out of her and coating my balls each time I sunk in to the bottom. Finally my soft cock fell out so I moved up and over to lie down and she closed her legs quickly.

      "Get me something to clean this up" she whispered.

      I quickly went into the bathroom and grabbed a towel off of the rod and came back and gave it to her. She put it between her legs and lay on her side so I moved behind her and used that part of the towel to give myself a quick wipe, then settled in to be the big spoon. We lay like that for several minutes catching our breath and not speaking. I absentmindedly ran my hand up and down her side, stopping once in a while to heft her boob in my hand or play with her nipple.

      Finally she took my hand into hers and pulled it tight to her in between her tits. She let out a big sigh of contentment as I hugged her to me. She then started to move away so I let her go and watched while she took the towel and gave herself a couple quick wipes then tossed it on the floor. She found the sheet and laid back down facing me pulling it up over us, leaving our arms exposed.

      "That was so good Nick, I needed that."

      "Me too" I replied and she laughed.

      "You get laid all the time!"

      
        "I needed you Mom," I said with extra emphasis on the you. "I've wanted you for a long time."

      "I know honey, same here but I don't know if we should keep this up."

      "Well, you know my feelings. I'll be here whenever you need me. Just say the word and I'll come running."

      "I'll think about it honey, but I can't promise anything right now. If we ever got caught...I don't even want to think about what would happen."

      "I know, I know" I said with resignation. I got up and went to pee, coming back with fresh beers. She took one and had a big drink then went to the bathroom herself. When she came back she lay down again and we talked about nothing particular for a while, just relaxing in the afterglow. I started caressing her boobs again and she smiled and reached down between us. I moved my hips back enough to give her room. She started to slowly jack my cock.

      "We can't make a habit of this, but tonight's not over yet, can you go again?"

      "I think with the right encouragement I'll have no problem getting it up again."

      She laughed and said "Men, you all think alike." She winked at me as she moved herself down to take me into her mouth....

      Epilog

      We had a few more encounters over the next six months or so, each just as exciting as the first. Keeping my word I never made advances on her, she came to me when she was ready. The sex with her was amazing, I've never topped the feelings I had while I was with her, we were perfect together. She came to me one morning when there was no one in the house and told me to she had something she wanted to do and then proceeded to give me the best blowjob I had ever had, opening her throat and working me to a fantastic orgasm. I offered to return the favor but she just smiled and walked away.

      Not long after that she started to grow distant with me when it came to sex, she stopped coming to me and I honored my pledge to not pester her. I figured it had something to do with the fact that I had started seeing a girl regularly that winter. When we decided to move in together Mom and I had a conversation where she put an official stop to our affair. She really liked my girlfriend and wanted me to be faithful to her. They became good friends, in fact they stayed friends after our relationship had run its course.

      A couple years after that she met and eventually married a wonderful man. She was able to quit working and be a housewife after twenty five years of busting her ass to put food on the table for us. They were together until he died and she remained single after that.

      It was just before her seventy first birthday when one day I was over at her house helping her with odd jobs. I asked her what she wanted for her birthday and she grinned at me and motioned me to come closer. When I got to her she took my hand and whispered in my ear "You."

      We made love slowly and tenderly, staring into each other's eyes the whole time. We both had great orgasms and then spent a lot of time just cuddling and talking about our lives, what we had missed out on by being apart for decades but ultimately deciding it was for the best. That would be the last time we got together, her health was failing and she told me she wanted it one last time, so she could remember how special our connection was.

      She was seventy four when she lost her battle with cancer and I miss her terribly. I decided that now that I'm approaching old age this was a story I needed to tell, I needed to get it off of my chest so I thought I'd write it down and share it. It was very therapeutic for me to relive this and I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
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