
    
  
    
      
        Better than Porn? Mum asked

      Porn addiction & stolen phone require compromises.

      Part 1 - Home

      I'd just finished my engineering degree, and was looking forward to my last summer, working part time, goofing off, and having fun. Before finally admitting I wasn't a kid anymore, as I was 23. I was living with my step mum, after Dad fucked off and abandoned us a couple of years ago. We'd had to move into a tiny two-bedroom apartment with no space and little privacy.

      Neither of us could afford to live alone, because Dad was being a prick. And, whilst sharing with my step mum might seem odd to some people, we had known each other for years. At times it was more like flatmates instead of son and step mum.

      Still, Mum had gotten a promotion after he left, and we expected the divorce to be finalised in a few months, when she'd finally get the pay-out she should have had earlier. But Dad was being even more of an arsehole than usual. He'd dumped my real mum for Jennifer, who was only 14 years older than me, and now, the new model is only six years older than me.

      I'll admit I wasn't a fan of Jennifer when she came into my life, but over eight years we'd reached a balance, where if she doesn't mother me too much, I try not to be a pain in the arse.

      Mum's new job came with a perk of foreign travel, and she'd visited Paris, Belgium, and Hamburg. Her next trip was to London, and I was trying to figure out how to sneak into her luggage to go with her. Or at least the cheapest way I could get to go and stay at her hotel.

      She knocked on my door and entered without pause, again. But at least this time she didn't catch me hunched over my computer or phone, jerking off. That had happened way too often, and even twice while I was mid-cum in the shower. At least those times she didn't see me behind the shower curtain, but she used the toilet to 'tinkle' as she referred to it.

      "What's up, Mum?"

      
        "London is off or at least postponed."

      "OK, disappointing, but not the end of the world. Why?"

      "They want me to go to the Far East. Indonesia and South Korea specifically."

      "That's cool. So?"

      "So, I'm worried about travelling alone in those places."

      She could be a bit xenophobic about some people, but she might have a point. She's blonde and petite, with a curvy bum and big boobs. I have to admit I'd had a few naughty thoughts about her, over the years. Not that I'd ever seen her in less than a bikini, but that made me hard in an instant. Luckily, she never noticed.

      "I'm sure they could send someone else, if it bothers you that much."

      "They could, but I assured them, when I went for the promotion, that I could cope with anything. That's why I want you to come with me."

      "Really?" I was surprised, but a chance to visit those places seemed amazing. "How?"

      "If you can put up with sharing a room with me. We'll arrange separate beds, of course. The only extra cost is the flights. And, if I give up business class for economy, and we factor in the extra meals when we get there, it works out about the same."

      "How long, and when do we go?"

      "We go in a week, and we'll be gone for a few weeks. So, your summer job is a bust. I'm sure they'll hire someone else, while we're away."

      I shrugged. That meant I might get a few weeks to goof off entirely when we got back!

      
        "So, what would I be doing?"

      "Chaperone or bodyguard part of the time. You'll probably have to sit around various offices while I have meetings; otherwise, we might have a bit of fun. Tourist stuff maybe."

      The intervening week passed like lightning, and my arm was sore from inoculation shots. We boarded a long flight to Indonesia. Mum had five meetings in three locations there, and then two in South Korea. Then we'd fly on to Singapore before the long flight home.

      Because of my internet porn addiction, I'd checked up and discovered the harsh penalties for porn there and had installed an app that allowed me to stock up on downloaded porn. Enough to last me, I hoped. And the files were hidden and secured with a PIN. If you entered an alternative PIN, the files were deleted, and stock landscape photos would show instead.

    
  
    
      Part 2 - Indonesia

      My plan, however, was scuppered within hours of arriving, when someone bumped into me heavily, then ran off with my phone in his hands. I wanted to go after him, but Mum stopped me. Pointing out he might have accomplices who'd drag me into an alley and assault me. Besides, it would be too expensive to use my phone roaming, anyway.

      I wanted to point out I could get a local SIM, but that wasn't why losing the phone was so bad for me. I couldn't tell her that. Not that she didn't figure out something was wrong by day four.

      "Why are you so bloody snappy with me today?"

      "It's nothing."

      "Rubbish, I've not seen you so irritable, since you sprained your wrist a year ago on a skateboard. Are you really missing your phone that much?" She added, in a teasing voice used on children. "Are your little fingers itching to message your friends?"

      "If you must know, it's not my fingers but a full hand. And if you think about it a moment and remember what you've caught me doing way too often. The inability to use one hand a year ago, and now the loss of my phone adds up to..."

      
        
      

      She frowned, then blushed as she realised what I meant.

      "Really?"

      "Yeah. Going without; relief for even just a few days makes me a pain in the arse, as you can attest to."

      "But porn's illegal here."

      "I know and I had that covered." I explained app.

      "So, what do we do? There is no way I can put up with you for the rest of this trip, as you currently are. And I assume you'll get worse? Can't you just, you know, do it in the shower?"

      "I tried, but I'm used to a certain amount of visual stimulation first. I can only do it in the shower if I'd primed and 'cocked', first." Crap, I'd not meant to say cock.

      But Mum smirked and then looked more serious. She always was one for problem solving. She always said there was a solution to every problem, if you thought hard enough.

      "How much visual stimulation?"

      She looked around the room, but I'd already scanned for anything that might help.

      "I can't believe I'm saying this. But how about my panties?" My mouth dropped open. "You could wank into them. Would that work?"

      "Ew! No, Mum, I'm not into that."

      "I'm sorry, but I'm running out of ideas. Unless we turn to a professional."

      "Jesus! Mum, seriously?"

      
        
      

      "No, you're right. If porn is forbidden, finding a stripper, or such, would be fraught with danger." She looked around and caught sight of herself in one of the many mirrors. "How about me? Or at least my tits?"

      I already had an open mouth, and I blinked in shock, and caught myself staring at her tits.

      "I've caught you ogling them often enough."

      I went to deny it, but it was pointless.

      "Not topless or anything. Just in my bra. Would that work?"

      "I'm not sure, Mum. I'm not sure I could do it with you watching."

      She blushed and looked away.

      "I'd never watch that. How about this? You promise to be the good and polite son you've been at the start of this trip? Tonight, before we go to bed, I'll put a t-shirt over my head and let you see my tits, in a bra, to be clear, until you're...done." She finished a little lamely, obviously not wanting to call it what it was.

      "Deal. I just hope it works. I'm kinda used to more than this."

      "And I'm your mother. Or stepmother, I suppose. Even this much is too far, really. But I'll be judged on my performance on this trip. So, any sacrifice for my job, and our mutual sanity, I suppose. And remember this is temporary. The second we get home, this is over. No arguing."

      So, for the rest of the day, I tried to be her perfect son. Opening taxi doors for her. Having her hook her arm through mine and having me walk on the outside to avoid bag snatchers or whatever. Generally, concentrate on the goal at the end of the day. We went out for a meal with some clients, and I was the dutiful, polite son for her. While my mind was definitely in the gutter.

      Back at the hotel, she told me she needed to shower and surprised me when she came back afterwards in just her bra and panties.

      
        
      

      "Sorry, but these are the sexiest I brought. I expected no one, let alone you, to see them. Will they do it?"

      "Mum, it's not about the clothes but the filling." She blushed again but gave a little smile at the compliment.

      She sat on her bed facing me, then jumped up and grabbed a discarded t-shirt of mine.

      "I nearly forgot." Placing it over her head and obscuring her vision. "I know I said I'd wait until you're; done. But don't drag it out. This is embarrassing enough as it is. And don't let your stuff get on me or my bed. OK?"

      "Sure, Mum."

      She shivered at that and at the sound of my zipper coming down. I turned on the room radio to some soft music station, as the sound of my fapping would embarrass us both.

      As I said, Mum is quite petite and only an inch over five feet tall. However, she was a 32DD bra. Yes, I checked a few years back. The bra was a little lacy, but still covered more than I'd like. But beggars can't be choosers, and besides, I got to see her in her panties as well. Her arse looked amazing in the single moment I'd seen it in just the panties, but the slight puffiness in the front fascinated me. Obviously, Mum was old-school on the pubic hair, to cause such a pillow under her panties.

      It took a lot less time than I'd expected to reach the point of no return, and I snatched up tissues to capture my load and not make a mess.

      I told Mum I was done, and before I'd tucked myself away she quickly pulled off the t-shirt.. Her eyes widened as she saw my erection from close up, then blushed and looked away. While I wrestled my erection away. Note to self, next time, do that first.

      "Feeling better now?" She asked, pulling my t-shirt on as a nightdress.

      "Much, thank you. You know, back at home, I need to do that multiple times a day."

      
        "Tough noogies, buddy. Here, it's only once a day and only if you behave as well as you did today."

      She stood and hugged me. We both felt awkward as my erection pressed into her abdomen. Then she surprised me, by somehow removing her bra from under the t-shirt by pulling the straps down her arms to disengage them. All without showing a thing. It was a neat trick, but I'd hoped to see more.

      The following night's plans were ruined as we travelled to another part of the country and only checked into the hotel after midnight. We both crashed into bed. But I was aching and hard in the morning and asked if I could get last night's incentive now.

      "You really can't wait, can you?" She was eyeing the bulge in my briefs.

      "Sorry."

      "OK, but be quick. I'm hungry and want breakfast." She pulled off her blouse.

      I frowned, "That bra is a little unflattering."

      "What? I won't change into a sexier one for five minutes."

      "OK, what about the panties?"

      "That wasn't part of the deal. I said 'tits in my bra.'"

      "Last time I got to see them."

      "True, but last time my mind was in a whirl at doing this in the first place."

      She paused and then muttered, "Fine."

      She stood and slipped off her skirt. As her panties came into view, I was surprised as these were smaller and the fabric thinner than the sexier pair that matched the bra. She sat quickly, obviously uncomfortable with my staring hard at the front of her panties. I could make out the individual pubic hairs and the hint of her slit through the thinner cloth, and I pulled out my cock before she remembered to cover her eyes. Using her blouse as a blindfold this time.

      While I'd thought about Mum's body in the abstract before. I'd never really considered her as a proper sexual being, and in my mind's eye, I saw myself reaching out and fondling those amazing tits. Slipping the straps off her shoulders and watching those puppies pop out to play.

      The jolt of extra excitement that I was thinking of doing this to my step mum caught me by surprise, and I exploded in a matter of minutes. Entirely forgetting to do it into tissues. The cum just missed landing on Mum's bare legs. Fuck! I'd be in trouble if I'd done that. I cleaned up and tucked myself away before telling her it was OK.

      She removed the blindfold and checked her watch as if judging me.

      "You said I needed to hurry, and I was backed up from expecting it last night." I explained.

      "So, it seems. God lord, how do men make it through the day?"

      "With difficulty sometimes." I admitted, adjusting the bulge in my briefs.

      After breakfast, Mum spent a couple of hours in the hotel business suite, preparing for the next day's meeting, and sending and receiving emails from work. Meanwhile, I did a bit of the tourist thing, and explored the markets nearby for things mum might like to see.

      But by noon, we both retreated to our room to cool off. I stripped down to my briefs, while Mum changed in the bathroom. She came out wearing one of my t-shirts that barely covered her arse. And from the movement it was obvious there was no bra. However, for some reason, she came around to my side of her bed and as she raised a knee to get on the bed. I saw a flash of arse that confirmed a lack of panties as well.

      Damn! Knowing that Mum was nearly naked on her bed next to me caused my briefs to tent. I was wondering if I could wait until she slept, and then get up and lift the front of the shirt to see her hairy pussy, and wank over it. Well, not over it, but you know what I meant.

      But the consequences of getting caught were enough to dismiss the thought, and the erection, in that order. I'd been raised to respect women and not take advantage (much).

      
        
      

      However, after our siesta, or whatever the Indonesian equivalent was, we were up and restless at 3pm and going a little stir crazy by 4pm, so we headed out to the markets. The sights, sounds, and aromas were both amazing and varied. The heady smell of unfamiliar spices, next to the all too familiar smells from the drains. Wealth stood next to extreme poverty. One guy, with a Rolex, was leaning on a Rolls Royce, while a couple of kids under ten were begging, mere yards away.

      When we got to the cloth stalls, Mum was blown away. The fabric, colours, and patterns all entranced her. And if we'd not been travelling light on a business trip. I was sure she'd have come away with many suitcases full of material.

      Eventually we hit a restaurant, and Mum made a mistake by asking for a glass of wine. The waiter looked horrified, and I reminded her it was a Muslim country and, while not illegal everywhere, alcohol was frowned upon. The waiter told us there was a shop nearby if we needed alcohol, but Mum settled for mineral water.

      As we left the restaurant, he surreptitiously handed me a map of where the shop was. And Mum admitted she missed a glass of wine before bed. So, we headed there and found it was one of those hole-in-the-wall places that mostly sold cigarettes. However, there was a chained metal cage with a limited selection of wine. After we showed our passports and flight tickets, he sold us a bottle of red. Although from his nervous movement, it was more like he was selling us a kilo of heroin.

      We shared it in our hotel room, each sitting on our own beds. Mum looked more relaxed than she'd been in days and went to the bathroom to return in her sexy bra and matching panties. I wanted to ask her to change back into the pair from this morning. But that would remind her the deal was tits in her bra rather than her pussy through her panties.

      She lay back on her bed and closed her eyes, telling me not to be too long again. With her lying back, the bra was in a different position, and if I moved closer, I could look down the slight gap and catch a hint of areola. Which, naturally, I did.

      Remembering her nearly naked that afternoon, I imagined if I really had lifted the shirt and exposed her pussy to the room. It was probably just my imagination, but I could swear I smelt the subtle hint of a woman's excitement. Mum's eyes were only closed instead of covered, but I leant in to inspect her panties and saw a hint of moisture there.

      Between that, the areola, and my fevered imagination, I didn't last long. Forgetting, at the last moment, to grab tissues again. I shot off over the bedding and over the back of her hand. She gasped and opened her eyes. I was sure she saw me cumming but looked away and sat up. Swinging her legs over the other side of the bed.

      "God, I'm so sorry. I'll wipe it up. I promise."

      "See that you do." She replied, standing, but her voice was a little odd. Trying to sound stern but failing.

      I grabbed tissues and then remembered to tuck myself away. But I saw in the reflection from the TV, Mum bringing her hand up to her nose and sniffing. No, more of a long inhale of the scent of my cum. As I cleaned up and she washed her hands in the bathroom, I was flustered and wondered if I had misremembered.

      I was already in bed and feeling guilty, when she came back. She'd specifically told me not to cum near her, or make a mess, and I'd done both. But she said nothing.

      Her meeting the next day went well.

      We had an enjoyable meal at a fancy restaurant and bought another bottle of wine from the nervous guy. Although, this time I let her drink nearly all the wine and I had about 1/4 of a glass. As we readied for bed, she didn't go into the bathroom to change, but stripped down to her work-a-day underwear. Claiming she was too tired to find the other stuff.

      Like last night she lay on the bed, and closed her eyes.

      "Mum, I hate to say this, but that bra covers more than the other one." Which was a lie, but not a big one. "Any chance you could show a little more?"

      "Seriously?" She stared up at me.

      "You keep saying you want me to finish quickly. Seeing you in the same stuff each time kinda extends how long this takes. How about you just slip the straps off your shoulders? I get to see a little more, and we're golden."

      
        She looked at the bulge in my pants, then harrumphed and slipped the straps off each shoulder. For her size and age, her boobs hardly sagged at all without the support, and there was definitely the edge of her areola on display.

      "Close your eyes and I'll begin."

      She sniggered. "That's not as reassuring as you think." But closed her eyes.

      I was imagining her topless with her tits oiled up and offering for me to tittie fuck her. When she suddenly rolled onto her side.

      "It's not all one-sided, you know," she whispered.

      She opened her eyes for a moment and saw my erection a foot away, being jerked in my hand. Her eyes snapped shut.

      "What do you mean?"

      "You're not the only one who gets horny. OK, I might not need relief like you; multiple times a day. But I have my needs as well."

      I nodded, distracted that her move had exposed one nipple and areola entirely. Then realised her eyes were closed. Much as I wanted to continue, the frustration in her voice cut through my horniness, and I reached out to pull her bra strap up.

      Her eyes shot open. Looking down to see how exposed she was, but not pushing me away. Or rushing to cover up, as she realised I was already putting her breast away. Much as I hated doing that.

      "I'm sorry. I was being inconsiderate. Obviously, you have needs as well. If you need me to clear out of the room for an hour, I will. Give you time to have a 'special' mummy shower, or something.

      She sniggered.

      
        "I think you should put that away and get dressed if you're going to do that."

      "I don't mean now. But I can if you want me to."

      "I'll have to think about it. Knowing you know I'm doing it, is weird."

      "And me stroking off in front of you isn't?"

      "Touché!"

      In the end, we went to bed and slept, despite my erection remaining for most of the night. I slipped from under the covers, yawning as Mum walked from the bathroom in her ordinary underwear. She moved to stand in front of me.

      "I need to ask you something, and I need you to be totally honest."

      "OK," I replied, feeling a little worried.

      "I've noticed you staring at the front of my panties a lot. Is there something wrong down there?"

      "What do you mean?" I was genuinely confused.

      "I've..." she trailed off, embarrassed. But gathered herself and continued. "It's been a while, and I've not maintained things as I used to." It seemed she struggled to say the words, so she shocked me by hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and tugging the front lower by a few inches. Exposing a mighty bush.

      "Is that ok? Or are you repulsed?"

      "Of course not. Yes, it's more than I'm used to, but I'm a different generation and most girls are waxed or closely cropped down there. But it wouldn't put off a guy at all." She smiled, then I added under my voice. "As long as he brings a weed whacker."

      "Hey!" She slapped me playfully, then pulled her panties back into place. "I suppose you want your treatment from last night?" She nodded at the bulge in my briefs.

      
        
      

      "Sure. But..."

      "What?"

      "Any chance you could lose the bra?"

      "Excuse me?"

      Last night, you sort of revealed all of one breast to me. Call the other one an interest payment for being late."

      "Interest? I don't know. It seems like a kinda steep payment for just a few hours."

      The fact that she was playing along and not telling me off was promising.

      "Yeah, but I was aching with blue balls all night. It seems only fair."

      "Fine." Wait? What? She was going to do it! "But don't expect too much. I'm sure they're old and saggy now."

      Despite her sounding reluctant, she reached behind her and unclasped the bra quickly enough. She tossed it aside, and the bra vanished from my consciousness.

      "Don't be too disappointed, after all this time." She sounded brittle and not at all like her usual confident self. Dad had really done a number on her walking out like he had.

      "Mum, you look amazing. They look amazing." Thinking about Dad being an arsehole, I misjudged things.

      I jumped up and reached my arms out towards her. She flinched and took a step back, only to bump into her bed. But I was going in for a hug to reassure her. My hands on her back and leaving a few inches between our chests. I leant in and kissed her on the shoulder. She closed her eyes.

      
        
      

      "Honestly, Mum. I believe my friends would be ecstatic to see you like this. You're way prettier and sexier than any of my girlfriends. You should be a model." OK, I was laying it on a little thick.

      "OK, OK. You don't need to blow that much smoke up my arse. And they won't pop if you touch them."

      Now I knew she meant just a hug. But 'bad' son overrode 'good' son, and I deliberately misinterpreted what she meant. I brought my hands around from her back and lightly cupped her breasts. She inhaled deeply, and it felt like she was pressing them firmer against my hands.

      "You shouldn't be doing that," she murmured.

      "I know," I replied and drew my thumbs over her areola, and hard nipples.

      Instead of pushing me away and shouting at me. Which I felt I fully deserved. She let out a low whimper.

      "It feels so good." Taking that as a green light of sorts, I fondled her a little more firmly.

      Marvelling at the soft roundness of her flesh, contrasting with the hard rubberiness of her nipples and puckered areola. I leant in to kiss her on the mouth; she stiffened, and I knew it was a mistake. So, I altered my aim and kissed her breast. Lifting one a little to plant my lips over her nipple.

      "I should be stopping you." She whispered.

      "Probably," I replied and altered my target to the other breast.

      But her foot moved to steady herself, and in the process her abdomen pressed against the head of my bulge. She gasped, her eyes shot open, and she pushed my hands and mouth away. She was flushed and breathing heavily. And much as I wanted more, I backed off. Doing what I had done was unexpected and amazing. Having an argument about it now would be bad.

      "Come on then. You've got me out of my bra. Do your thing. But don't get any on me or the bedding this time."

      
        
      

      "OK." I replied and pulled my erection out.

      Her eyes widened as she saw the throbbing member in front of her. Before she remembered to close her eyes. Fortunately, I had tissues ready and somehow made it last longer than the previous time. I cleaned up and tucked myself away and told Mum I was good.

      "I'll flush that for you if you want." and snatched the tissues from me. She stepped into the bathroom and called out. "That seemed to take longer than previous times. I would have thought actually seeing my tits would have made it quicker. Unless you were lying and they disappointed you."

      "God, no, they really are awesome. If I'm being 100% honest, I kinda wanted it to last longer."

      I swear I heard a sniffing sound before the toilet flushed. Perhaps she was blowing her nose?

      "So, I kinda slowed down. If I had the chance, I'd stare at your tits 24x7."

      She chuckled. "That's good to know, I suppose. I was beginning to worry that you had issues with premature ejaculation."

      "Not that I've any complaints. It's just you told me to be quick before, and it kind of spoils it a bit, if I hurry too much."

      "So, it's my fault?" She said, returning wrapped in a towel, and carrying her panties.

      "Not at all. You're a godsend to a horny guy. It's amazing you'd do this for me. And remember my offer. If you need anything to help relieve yourself." She stared hard at my bulge. "I mean having the room to yourself or anything."

      She sighed. "I'll think about it."

      Unfortunately for me, we were to be entertained by her local clients that night. Hosted at an expat millionaire's house. So, there was wine and beer with the meal. And I'd not had a beer in weeks. I drank two, before remembering I was supposed to be the perfect son again. Mum, however, didn't hold back on the wine and was laughing at crappy jokes or humorous anecdotes.

      
        
      

      After the meal, the host had hired a singer and a pianist. She sang old songs, which were too dated for my taste, and when she was done, the host insisted on dancing with Mum. After him, the other men at the meal took turns dancing with her and I got a little annoyed that a few were a little handsy with my drunken mum.

      Then I realised I wasn't being the protective son, but the jealous lover. I was thinking those tits are mine. 'Bud, hands off.' Which was a little worrying. As was the hostess, the only other lady there and in her sixties. She definitely seemed to want some of what Mum was getting. Rubbed against me and held me tight against her.

      Around midnight, I reminded mum, we still had things to do tomorrow and asked the host to get us a taxi. After a round of kisses and a few bottom pats, I managed to get Mum back to our room. She turned on the radio, and I asked if she'd enjoyed the night.

      "I did, but a few of those clients had wandering hands. My biggest disappointment was not dancing with my son. I'm not going to bed without at least one dance."

      "I'm not very good at that sort of dancing." I complained, but took her into my arms and did the slow shuffle around on-the-spot dance, while she rested her cheek on my shoulder, with her eyes closed.

      After maybe two songs, my hands must have become bored, because they took it upon themselves, to slip from Mum's back to her bum. With no instant objection, I started to knead them lightly. She let out a little moan and opened her eyes to look into mine.

      "You shouldn't be fondling mummy bum, young man."

      "I'm sorry." I replied without stopping.

      "I'm warning you."

      "Ok, why?" I asked. She pulled my hands off her bum and onto her back.

      "It's not something I should tell you, even if I'm just your step mum. OK, I'll deny this in the morning. But pretty much every guy who I've let fondle my bum for any period, I always let them do more."

      
        I grabbed her bum and comically groped her until she sniggered and pushed me away.

      "What about you? Did you enjoy tonight?"

      "The food was good, the company was boring, except for you. There was one thing though."

      "What?" she asked, slipping off her shoes.

      "As I watched you dancing with the others, I was jealous."

      "Really?"

      "Yep. I wanted it to only be my arms around you."

      I pulled her in for a hug and kissed her on the lips. This time she didn't flinch or tense up. After a moment, she kissed me back. Not a lot, but enough to show progress. I worked one hand up her spine and worked my fingers into the roots of her hair and gripped her skull. Tilting her head back and upping the passion in the kiss. Letting my tongue flick over her lips momentarily, before breaking the kiss, before I spooked her.

      She blinked and looked at me in surprise.

      "What was that for?"

      "To make sure you have happy dreams." I replied.

      "I'll certainly have some sort of dream." She muttered under her breath. Then asked me to unzip her dress.

      She shrugged it off the dress, and her bra then turned to face me.

      "I suppose you want your treatment now?"

      
        "Of course I want to, Mum." I reached out and ran a hand over her breast, teasing a hard nipple. "But it's late and we're both tired. However, I expect an extra interest payment." She rolled her eyes, but smiled. Then hugged me before climbing into her bed. I cursed myself that I was fully clothed, when she was topless, as I really wanted to feel the flesh on flesh.

      Mum was up in the morning before me and called from the bathroom if she could borrow a razor. I replied that I'd not want it back after she'd hacked the stubble from her legs. She laughed but didn't reply. I was sure she'd said she'd shaved her legs just before the trip, but I'd no idea how often she needed to do it.

      I dozed off, and Mum woke me to get me in the shower. I stumbled into the shower and was just finishing up when she yanked the shower curtain back. She was just in her thin panties, and I wiped the water from my face. Her nipples were hard, and she'd no problem looking at my rapidly hardening cock this time.

      "I figured as you keep making a mess, it would be easier to do it here. And I'm sure you don't want to wait until tonight again."

      She had a point, and my cock was hard enough to start. I angled the shower aside. Gripping my cock and stroking it before I noticed two things were different. The first was that she was watching instead of covering or closing her eyes. I had complained, when this started that I couldn't do it, with her watching. It turned out I was wrong. Her watching me amped up my excitement. Having my stepmother, seemingly eagerly, watching me stroke one out was intense.

      The other thing I'd noticed that was different was the front of her panties. These were the thin pair, and I should have seen the puff of her pubic hair. Now I was seeing the thin material clinging to her flesh. A distinctive V showed as the snug material highlighted her labia. I swear I saw a little bump where her clit would be. But I was probably seeing things.

      What I was seeing was in the steam of the room, the cotton was soaking up the water. Making the cloth the tiniest bit transparent, and fitting to her vulva more fully.

      Mum was standing close enough for me to reach out and caress her breasts. But before I could, the overload of senses rushed me to my climax. I gasped and tried to pull back from the precipice. But mum recognised the signs and jumped back as I spurted again and again. Most of it landed on the bathroom floor, proving the bath 'no mess' idea was a bust.

      "That was a lot." She commented, as she handed me a towel.

      
        
      

      Then, she took some toilet paper and wiped up the mess.

      "I missed last night, remember? Perhaps we need to do this twice a day." I replied and stepped from the bath and towards the door.

      "I'll think about it." She replied, as I started to close the door. But I froze as I saw something I'd never expected to see.

      Mum brought the tissues to her nose and inhaled sharply. She shuddered, then turned to the toilet and seemed reluctant to flush the tissues. I stepped back, disbelieving what I'd just seen. Mum liked the smell? I'd heard girls talking between themselves, when they didn't know I could hear them. And their opinions on cum were mixed. Some simply put up with it, others admitted they loved the smell, texture and taste. Was it weird to discover mum seemed to fit into the latter category?

      It was mind blowing, but this trip was pretty mind blowing in many ways. I dressed quickly and mum came from the bathroom brushing her hair. I was delighted to see she was still topless.

      "I love the new look mum."

      She paused. "What do you mean?" I nodded to her panties. "You noticed?"

      "Of course. I'm very observant."

      "For some things." She muttered under her breath. "Once I started, I wasn't sure when to stop, so I took it all off. Is that alright?"

      I was about to agree when she pressed her panties down as far as she'd done the other day. Not enough to see her pussy but to show the lack of hair.

      "I can't see it properly." I lied, and without thinking, she pressed her panties lower. Exposing the top of her slit, and as I'd suspected, a pretty prominent clit.

      I wanted to reach out and touch it, then kiss it. Any a long list of things she'd probably freak out about. She looked down and was handicapped because of her large boobs and the slight bulge of her tummy. She blushed as she realised just how much she was showing, letting the panties snap back into place.

      She never said anything and went on with her day. Although she did have to take a nap in the afternoon from too much wine the previous night. And it was obvious, some of the nap meant 'special' mummy time. But we went with the fiction that she was tired. I even ignored the scent of her sex and her languid and more relaxed demeanour, when I came back to the room.

      After the previous night, Mum wanted to eat early and enjoy a glass or two of wine in our room. I read my book, while she tried to watch some indecipherable Indonesian soap opera. It seemed to be about some multigenerational family. Dealing with the issues of the tradition of village life, and modern city living. Mum liked it even if she couldn't understand the words.

      Around 10pm she took a shower again and came from the bathroom in just her panties and lay on her bed. Closing her eyes.

      "You can take your time tonight."

      I stripped off and moved to stand closer to her bed. Taking my cock in my hand, I swear I saw the tiniest smile as if she was looking. It could have been nothing, except her nipple rose faster than my cock.

      "Did you have a nice 'sleep' earlier?" I asked, and she sighed then opened her eyes to look up at me.

      "Fine. Yes, watching you this morning gave me just enough inspiration to make it good."

      "What were you thinking about?"

      She looked horrified, and I back pedalled quickly.

      "I mean, what's your preference?" Which wasn't much better. Fortunately, the wine had dialled down her responses.

      "I really shouldn't tell you." She replied and closed her eyes.

      
        "Given what else we're doing, it's can't be that bad. Think of it as naughty talk, to help me finish my treatment easier."

      A smile flicked over her mouth and vanished quickly.

      "Fine, but I'm not paying for therapy if this messes you up."

      "Of course. Just pretend you're talking to a friend."

      "A very close friend. I don't talk about this sort of thing to just anyone." She settled back and relaxed. "Perhaps June." She added.

      June was a neighbour and probably Mum's best friend.

      "In most of my life, and especially in my work. I need to be decisive and in charge. A go-getter." I frowned, as this didn't seem to make sense in context. "However, at home. Especially in the bedroom, I like to be more; passive." Her choice of words was interesting.

      She glanced over at me, as if to check if I was judging her. I nodded, as if considering it seriously. But I'm sure the effect was spoiled as I was naked with my erection in hand.

      "I like it when your..." She paused, not wanting to say 'Dad.' "When my partner takes charge. Take what he wants for his pleasure. Provided, he makes sure to get me off," she added quickly.

      I wanted to ask what she meant. But that was almost like asking what her favourite position to fuck was. And after perhaps a minute of silence she realised, she needed to give me at least some more detail.

      "For example, I might be lying on my bed like this, and he would straddle my chest..." She stopped to lick her lips, and I caught a blush as she was admitting this. "Then he would press his cock into my mouth and fuck my face."

      Her eyes snapped open and hurriedly added. "Not roughly or trying to press it through the back of my skull." Her eyes dropped to my hand stroking my shaft. The tip is shiny with pre-cum. She snapped her eyes shut, and I noticed her fingers. That had been resting on her stomach. Had slipped lower and a couple of fingertips had slipped under the waistband of her panties.

      
        
      

      "With him on top, I was powerless to stop him. Not strong enough to stop him, even if I wanted to. It was like a signal that he was fully in charge. And I'd..." She trailed off before she went into more graphic details.

      It was hard to believe Mum was like that, and if I'd heard it from anyone else, I'd have dismissed it. But I'd heard it from the horse's mouth, so to speak. It's fair to say, before this trip, the details of my parent's sex lives would have me running away and covering my ears. Yes, I accepted they 'did it'. But details of what or how would not have been considered.

      Finding out she liked to be 'passive' suddenly added to the memory of her inhaling the scent of my cum from the tissues. Made me think of something reckless. Monumentally stupid, but to be fair only a low percentage of my thoughts were coming from the head on my shoulders.

      "I want to try an experiment. I'm going to cum on your tits." Fuck I'd just said that out loud.

      Her eyes shot open. "Excuse me. Why would you think I'd let you do that?" Fortunately, it was in the tone of bemused disbelief. Instead of 'why would you suggest something so disgusting.'

      I held up a finger, and to my surprise, she went silent.

      "I think you're one of those women who like the smell of cum. It turns you on." She opened her mouth to object, but I stared her down. "I saw you sneak a sniff when I accidentally got some on your hand. Then the other day you snatched the cum filled tissues out of my hands, to flush them. But there was a suspicious delay between you going into the bathroom and the flush.

      "Now I could accept that that's only a supposition on my behalf. Except I saw you doing it this morning. You wiped it from the floor and held the toilet paper under your nose and shuddered. Almost like you were cumming from just the smell."

      She didn't try to deny it, as her blushes and expression would have branded it a lie.

      "Well, if that's what you demand. Have at it." She tried to sound petulant and annoyed. But the speed she shot up to sit on the edge of her bed in front of me belied that.

      I reached towards her breasts, but she pushed my hands away. Trying to regain a little control.

      
        
      

      "But you cannot touch them with your hands."

      There are times, even when a guy's brain power is so diminished by horniness, that you can become extra clever. If I couldn't use my hands...

      I bent my knees to get lined up. Then gripping the base of my cock in one hand. I pressed the head directly against a nipple. She inhaled deeply but didn't pull back or push me away. If anything, she might have leaned forward a little. I couldn't believe such a risky gamble had paid off.

      With a flush of excess confidence, I smeared pre-cum over one nipple and areola before switching to the other breast. Mum seemed to be fascinated by the glistening flesh, and I saw her lick her lips.

      "Have you ever had a tittie fuck?" she asked, and I thought I'd heard it all.

      "No, I've never had a girlfriend with anything like your assets."

      She looked up and smiled, seemingly enjoying my admission that her tits were better than my girlfriends. Then pushed my hand off my cock and pressed her tits together and engulfed my cock in their soft, sexy goodness. She raised and lowered her tits, and I was fascinated to see the head press up above them. Like some porno version of the Alien chest bursting scene.

      Mum looked up with a knowing smile on her face, as she wanked me with her tits.

      "It's probably better for you with some lube or lotion." She said but undermined it by releasing one breast and grasping my shaft.

      I managed to stifle a gasp, that she was touching me like that. She started to rub the head over a nipple. Seemingly, trying to stimulate my opening with it. As she started to wank me at the same time, I thought I was going to faint. Biting my lips to avoid making a sound that might bring her out of this erotic trance.

      After several glorious minutes of those, I noticed she was licking her lips frequently, and decided to roll the dice again.

      "Do you trust me?" I asked, and she looked up. Her eyes were almost doe like as she nodded. "Close your eyes." I told her as I took my cock back into my hands.

      
        
      

      Standing up fully again, I touched the head of my cock to her lower lip. She let out a muffled sound that might have been a stifled moan. But no sign of resistance. So, I smeared more pre-cum over her lower lip. Her tongue came out to lick it clean, but ended up flicking over my head, and she shivered before her tongue went away.

      If we'd come this far, why not go further? Changing my aim, I placed the tip, so it rested against both lips and I waited for her reaction. When I got none, but potentially a slight parting of her lips. I applied the slightest of pressure. Parting her lips and definitely making it look like she was kissing the head fully.

      A little more pressure and her mouth opened a little wider until the head was inside and resting on her tongue. Her lips were soft and not actively involved until I pressed just a little deeper. It seemed to pass the point of denial and her lips tightened around the underside of the head.

      I started rocking my hips back and forth. Perhaps only moving an inch or so. But keeping the glans inside her mouth. After perhaps a dozen hip movements I stopped. And after only a moment or two Mum started to replicate the movement herself. Bobbing her head and taking me a little deeper, her tongue became active, as it slipped out to tease my sensitive parts.

      "Fuck, you've no idea how good that feels, Mum."

      She jerked back as if electrified, and I nearly screamed at myself for saying 'Mum' as it reminded her whose cock was in her mouth.

      "You wanted to cum on my tits, right?" She said, ignoring what had just happened and pretending it hadn't happened.

      She grasped my cock and wanked it to get us back on track. Thus, cutting off any objection I might have had about wanting her mouth again.

      Which was fair, I suppose, even if it was disappointing. I'd still gotten more than I could ever have hoped for from her. And to be honest, I was too close to cumming, to argue. She was back to pressing her nipple against the underside of the head and I warned her I was going to cum.

      
        She redoubled her speed and jumped as the first spurt exploded over one breast. Then quickly aimed it at the other one and I coated that as well. She chuckled and pressed the head up between her tits, as my last spurt shot up to land on her neck and started to trickle down as she released me.

      Her cheeks were flushed, and she was breathing faster than the slight exercise needed.

      "Typical of a male. Making a mess and expecting a woman to clean it up. Or at least a mother."

      She shivered as she reminded herself of our relationship. Then all too casually, ran the fingertips of one hand through the cum. Smearing it over her skin, and over her areola. Making sure I was watching; she licked the fingers clean.

      "That's a lot of cum, son." Then repeated her action but licked her fingers with more urgency.

      "That's because you're a lot of sexy woman, Mum." I emphasised the last word.

      She smiled and finished up quickly, before going to the bathroom to clean up properly. As she came back slipping on her sleepshirt, she told me to put 'it' away. I apologised and slipped on briefs; accepting that this charade was over for tonight.

    
  
    
      Part 3 - South Korea

      The following morning, we packed up to head on to South Korea, and I had to admit Mum seemed happier than I'd seen her in years. Smiling and laughing. Walking through the airport with her arm hooked through mine. While I sat reading my book, Mum browsed the duty-free shops and came back with something she refused to tell me about.

      My only worry as the plane was approaching South Korea was the realisation that porn was not illegal there. And when Mum realised that, would it end my treatments? Then I was down, as I remembered this was going to end anyway. With only a few days before we returned home, I almost felt like weeping.

      I tried to put a brave face on it and accept I'd had a good run; with Mum doing more than I'd ever expected.

      
        We got to the hotel late in the afternoon and checked in, but our room wasn't ready. So, we left our bags and went to explore. It was quite a culture shock, between the two countries, as there was way more people and huge electronic displays advertising everything. The number of adverts that featured scantily clad women worried me as I didn't want mum to realise that she was free of her duties to me.

      But it seemed she'd realised some of it, as after we'd eaten, she dragged me into a bar, where the hostesses were all dressed in sexy Comic-Con style outfits, all pretending to be schoolgirls. They were flashing their under-filled bras and panties in our direction. But I suppose I'd been spoilt in the bust department by mum. It was a worry that I'd be disappointed for years to come, if I couldn't find a girlfriend who could compete.

      Mum seemed to find it amusing that I was awkward around the hostess, and we headed back to our room. Only to discover the room only had one bed. A fruitless call to reception confirmed they had no rooms with two beds, but to try again the next night.

      "I'm sure we can manage for one night. But I expect you to behave," she said,

      "I'll be good, I promise. But it will be easier to keep that promise if I can get my treatment now. I missed out this morning."

      "You're really quite pushy, aren't you? Lucky for you that I like that sometimes. Get ready while I change."

      It took me only seconds to get naked, and I had to wait for nearly 15 minutes for her to shower and come back. Although the wait was worth it. She returned in a short, white, silk nightgown. It had thin spaghetti straps and flared out from below the bust. However, it was the bust that drew all the attention.

      There wasn't one. Or, more accurately, there was some fitted support that was more like a shelf, showing off mum's ample tits. Making them look larger than usual and making my mouth water, at how hard her nipples were. She gripped the hem and held it out to show the flare and reveal a tiny pair of matching panties underneath. The sort where a single pubic hair would stand out.

      I reached for her and pulled her into my arms. Engulfing her and revelling in the marvellously cool, smooth feeling of quality silk. When I kissed her, she kissed me back instantly. Pressing against me and trapping my erection between us. She reached between us to angle it up, but didn't let go.

      
        So, I took that as permission to continue. My hands reached down and under the nightdress, to discover the panties were a thong and left her entire bum uncovered.

      "What did I say about anyone touching my bum?" she asked. Not doing anything to stop me but wanking my cock a little.

      "I don't remember. Something about how much you loved it."

      "I loved it, but I said I let guys who got me worked up that way, always get more."

      "I remember now." I replied and resumed kissing her but didn't release her bum.

      About a minute later, I whispered in her ear.

      "But I'm sure I'm already going to get more, shortly." She shivered. Then pulled my mouth back to hers.

      Exploring all of her body through and under the silk, I wasn't sure which I preferred more. The skin or the silk. When my hand brushed over the front of her panties, she jumped, and I moved on rather than push my luck. Given that I seemed to have free access to the rest of her body that was a minor sacrifice for now.

      "Should I take this off?" she asked and hooked a finger under a strap of the nightdress.

      "No."

      "I don't want to get it all messy the first time I wear it."

      "You won't." I replied and applied a tiny pressure to her shoulders. Pushing her down.

      It was a gamble, but I was sure she'd not reject me fully. It played into her passive bedroom role. And she definitely enjoyed sucking me last time. And she'd only stopped when I foolishly reminded her it was me. Given that she'd shown no sign of stopping me touching her, anywhere but her pussy. It was a risk worth taking. We only had a handful of days before we got home, and all this would end anyway. I'd hate to miss out from being a wimp.

      She realised what I meant immediately and sank to her knees. Stroked my cock once, before sinking her mouth over my cock. I knew my mum was accomplished in many things. Like a talented artist. What I didn't know was that her artistic skills were rubbish, compared to her fellatrix skills. And it seemed she was determined to show me everything she could do, with her mouth.

      It was a battle of wills that I was doomed to lose. I wanted to last and eke out the bliss for as long as possible. Mum's plan was to milk all the cum from my balls without delay. Naturally she won. I warned her twice and exploded in her mouth as she sped up with each warning.

      She moaned in pleasure, and I shuddered at the sensation before she released me and grinned up at me. As if expecting a compliment, but I'd no brain power to speak. Instead, I hauled her up and kissed her deeply. She seemed shocked I'd kiss her after cumming in her mouth. But that didn't bother me. It was my cum after all.

      To my disappointment, she disengaged and went to the bathroom to brush her teeth and returned wearing her old and thin panties. Topless, so you win some and lose some.

      A strange noise woke me, in the night, and I lay in the dark trying to identify it. I'd not been fully asleep, and I tried to piece it together. Given I could hear Mum breathing quickly, I wondered if she'd had a nightmare. But her breath was returning to normal too quickly, and I twigged. She had been touching herself and made herself cum.

      I felt guilty that I was getting all the pleasure and leaving her frustrated. I wanted to help, in any way I could, and if that meant letting her look at my naked body, or even digitally or orally getting her off. But her reaction to my brushing my fingers over her pussy confirmed she wouldn't go for that. I'd need to figure something out and wondered how I could broach the subject.

      I was sure I could get her a toy tomorrow. But I knew she had one at home. And I was sure she'd be mortified if she got stopped at the airport with one. Even if security didn't confiscate it, the monitors showing the contents were visible to the other passengers. I'd think about it more in the morning.

      However, I woke up hard and horny to the sound of mum showering. Since she hadn't locked the door the entire trip; I slipped into the bathroom and into the shower behind her, before she noticed. She let out a squeak of alarm as my hands touched her shoulders. And asked what I was up to.

      
        "I just want to pay you back for your help."

      "That's not necessary."

      "I think it is. You've definitely gone above and beyond on this trip."

      "You were impossible to live with. So, it's not as if I didn't get something out of it." I think we were both thinking about how eagerly she'd sucked me off and swallowed my cum last night.

      "I know. But I feel guilty, it's all one sided."

      My hands slipped around to cup her soapy breasts. When she didn't push me away, and let out a little sigh, I knew we were good. At least for now. I leant forward a little as she leant back and rested her shoulders against my chest. I managed to kiss her cheek, as I 'washed' her tits.

      This was new to me and instantly ranked high on my list of sexual things. And perhaps it was that distraction, that let my fingers try for more. Mum had twisted her head up and sideways and I was struggling to kiss her properly. Then one of my hands drifted down her stomach and my first two fingers slipped down past her clit to her lips.

      When my middle finger slipped down and touched her opening, she jerked in my arms. Thrusting her hips back away from my hands, but forgetting what was behind her. My erection stabbed into her buttocks, then slipped between her cheeks and pressed down the valley between them. Her shower gel lubricated it easily. Until my pubes were pressed against her skin and my throbbing head felt like it was kissing her anus.

      Not that it could have tried to enter her. But we both shuddered, before mum disengaged and turned to face me. Grabbed the soap and washed my dick thoroughly. Then sent me to wait for her in the bedroom.

      Sitting on the bed naked and hard. Feeling a little foolish and guilty that I'd pushed her harder than I should. It was the mistake of a horny teenager, who'd sulk when he didn't get what he wanted. At 23, I should be better than that. And I'd gotten way more from Mum than I could ever have expected. If she had limits, I'd respect them. Or at least I wouldn't push too hard.

      
        I heard the shower cut off and then waited and waited. My erection wilted some as perhaps 15 minutes passed before the bathroom door opened. I jumped up and opened my mouth to complain, but the words stopped in my mouth.

      Mum stepped outside and smiled at me. It was a smile I'd never seen from her before. Mum rarely wore more than a hint of makeup as she didn't really need it. Now she wore a deep red lipstick and mascara that really brought out her eyes.

      It says something about the current state of play, that the fact she was only wearing the white silk panties was a secondary matter.

      "What do you want this time?" Her hands moved to stroke her breasts, and I wondered if that was a hint. Or she simply wasn't aware she was doing it.

      My mind was in a whirl of ideas, most of which were way more than I knew I could get away with. And while my dick was getting hard again, quickly, I decided to take my time.

      "Lay on the bed on your stomach," I told her.

      "Ah, ok. I keep forgetting you're obsessed with my bum." She lay on the bed quickly.

      "I think obsession is a little far. It's not like I think about it all the time. Only about 98% of the time since I've finally seen and touched it."

      As I said that, I touched it, reaching out and stroked her buttocks. This generated a little shiver from her, but no complaints this time. She'd admitted that fondling her bum could be like the key to Pandora's Box. While I didn't know exactly what to expect, I hoped to find out. And the tiny silk panties hid very little of her arse.

      Her skin was so soft I wondered if she'd applied a body lotion and leant in to kiss the small of her back. Smelling both a vanilla scent, and the womanly scent from between her legs. Ignoring my almost fully resurrected erection, I moved both hands onto her bum. Standing at the end of the bed, I kneaded the flesh of her buttocks more forcefully. This earned me a moan of pleasure, and Mum being a little less passive, and tensing her buttocks to prolong my kneading.

      My dick was achingly hard, but I didn't seem able to remove my hands from her bum. She was breathing quickly and her hips were squirming around. The string between her cheeks did nothing to hide her anus, and I was remembering the sensation of pressing my dick between her cheeks and against her anus. I only just stopped myself from asking if she'd had anal sex, as I hadn't, at this point.

      I wanted to hear her admit she had done it with dad. But that would sour the mood. And I'd no desire to do that as I saw the darker, damp spot on the silk panties.

      "I think you like looking at me from this angle way too much." She said and I jumped back.

      Almost forgetting she was there. She'd lifted up on one elbow to look back at me and her cheeks were flushed.

      "Like what you see?" She surprised me by pressing back up onto her knees and elbows. Then moving her knees apart. "Are you imagining, pulling that string aside to see my arsehole? After you poked at it earlier? Or are you wanting to see my pussy properly?"

      My dick throbbed and she smiled. "Ah, it's more than that. You don't want to rob me of the little protection I have covering my secret place. And then what would you do? Grasp my hips and force that giant, fuck stick deep in my pussy?"

      I blinked in shock at that. I hadn't imagined that, not exactly, but I did now. I was picturing the liquid heat burning my dick as it pressed into her, and from the way she was thrusting back and forth, I was sure I wasn't the only one. Her hanging tits swung deliciously, and I wanted to mount her in front of a mirror, so we could both see them swing as I pounded her mercilessly.

      I was wanking hard now and Mum was gripping one breast and squeezing it hard. Far harder than I'd ever do. Then her hand moved between her legs and stroked up the thigh, and I thought for a moment that she'd touch herself for me. Or at least pull the annoying flap of silk aside.

      Instead, she shuddered, and I'd swear she'd just orgasmed, then collapsed on her side on the bed. Letting out a chuckle.

      "Wow, I think my idea of dirty talk got a little out of hand." She smiled up at me. "I wanted to inspire you to cum quickly, but may have let the inner me off the leash."

      "Yeah, I nearly did exactly what you said."

      
        
      

      Her eyes widened for a fraction of a second, but she looked pleased I'd admitted that. Then she sprang up onto her knees and gestured for me to come closer to the edge of the bed. Kneeling at the edge she reached out and pulled my hand off my erection and took it herself.

      Wanking it slowly but pulling me closer. Until the head of my dick was rubbing over the silk of her panties.

      "You like that? Is it the soft feeling of the cool smooth silk? Or are you thinking what's underneath? The material is only a fraction of a millimetre thick, and I'm sure with how hard you are..." She was rubbing the head up and down her slot. Pressing me as deep as the silk would allow.

      From the look in her eyes and the catch in her breath every time it passed over her clit. I was sure we were both close.

      "I'm sure with enough effort you could tear through it. Or simply tear it off and..." I let out a groan.

      "Jesus, I'm so bloody close to cumming. You're hotter than hell, Mum." I added maliciously.

      She grinned and told me to lay on the bed. My bum had barely hit the sheets, when her mouth descended on my erection like an industrial vacuum pump. She straddled my calf and was rubbing her pussy against it at first. But I was too close to cumming to notice much.

      I exploded with no warning, but she took it in her stride and swallowed it all. Then gave a whole body shudder. Looking down I saw her free hand had pulled her panties aside and her fingers were buried inside her pussy. And showing all the evidence I needed, to know she'd just climaxed as hard as I had.

      I pulled her up to my face and kissed her.

      "That was amazing. And I'm so glad you enjoyed it as well." I said.

      Mum was mortified that I'd watched her masturbate herself to orgasm and started to get up to hide in the bathroom. But I was quicker. I was on my feet and grasped her arm as she walked on her knees to the edge of the bed. The grip wasn't hard, but we both knew I could grip far harder if I had to.

      She looked at me, then looked away as I helped her to her feet. She stood facing me between the beds, but with her head hanging and looking at the floor. Her silk panties were still pulled to one side, and her puffy pussy lips looked a little raw. I put a fingertip under her chin and forced her to look up at me.

      "You trust me?" I asked, and she nodded meekly.

      I moved my hand and leant in to kiss her deeply. After only a moment, she kissed me back.

      "We shouldn't be doing this, right?" Before she could think about it, I reached out and fondled her breasts. "Or this?" I added, then leant down and sucked on one nipple rather hard and she gasped.

      "I told you that you have awesome tits." She blushed, but the distress bled out from her body language.

      I sat on the bed in front of her and stared openly at her exposed pussy. Then reached out and gripped her bum and pulled her closer.

      "I've seen everything else. And now I've seen your pussy." I leant close and inhaled deeply, then looked up at the shock in her eyes. "I've smelt it and now I am going to taste it."

      Twisting my head back painfully, I managed to extend my tongue and run it along her labia just once. She jerked her hips forward on reflex. Then, belatedly, she reached out to push me back, but I caught her wrists and stopped her. I stood.

      "After all that, nothing bad happened. The sky didn't fall in, and the earth didn't swallow us, due to some angry deity. This is just between us."

      I took her in my arms, and she pulled herself close. Stabbing her abdomen with my wilting erection.

      "I want things, but I know we shouldn't." she whispered.

      "Mum, or perhaps I should say, Jennifer. This isn't illegal, even if it would be frowned upon." Inspiration struck, and I regretted using this lever on her. "Think of it this way. Dad would freak out if he knew. So, think of it as a giant middle finger to him. Even if he never knows."

      
        "This is more than a giant middle finger." She replied, as she wanked me slowly.

      I kissed her again and reached around to fondle her bum. But she stopped me. It was clear I was looking for round two, and she was worried she'd used up all her willpower to stop me. Or stop herself.

      I stepped away. Not wanting to push it more. Patience was paying off, but I worried the ticking clock would end this too soon. It felt like the front door to our home was like a guillotine to cut off this activity. I shuddered as I closed the bathroom door to take my shower. The guillotine thought was a little too graphic about ending this by removing all my erections permanently.

      When I left the bathroom, naked and semi-hard, I knew that Mum liked it, even if she'd never actually say it out loud. She was dressed in her work clothes and packing her case. I swore as I'd forgotten we were flying to Singapore overnight. And that we'd need to check out of the hotel after breakfast.

      Mum looked over and smirked at my nudity and the obvious disappointment on my face. By my calculation, if we could manage my 'treatment' morning and night, then that gave us six opportunities before we got home. And one of those would be lost with us travelling overnight. I was positive that I'd not get Mum to join the mile high club.

    
  
    
      Part 4 - Singapore

      We reached the Singapore hotel before 9 am. And we couldn't check in until after 2pm. So, we dumped our bags and headed outside to explore, only to return 30 minutes later, because the heat and humidity were brutal. We got out our sun hats and books from the bags and studied a tourist map to plan a tour without straying too far from air conditioning.

      We'd spend less than 30 minutes outside, then find a coffee shop inside to cool off. But it seemed if you spent more than 30 minutes after consuming your purchase you were frowned at and encouraged to move on. Around noon we found a bar and ordered a light lunch. Mum wanted to try a Singapore sling as we were in the famous Raffles hotel where it was invented.

      I ordered a beer and nearly got into an argument with the bar man over the bill. I wanted to tell him it was two drinks and sandwiches and I didn't want to buy the bar off him. But I paid and we sat, read our books and ate the food. Mum wanted another cocktail and goggled at the price I'd paid the first time.

      
        
      

      At 2pm I thought we'd head back to the hotel. But mum had been studying the tourist map and guided us to the tailor and clothing store area.

      Unlike the rest of the city we'd seen, which could have been any city in the world. These were low narrow buildings with colourful traditional shops and mum fell in love with it. She took photos on her phone, and I was reminded of my missing phone.

      When mum led us to another part of the city and we approached a tower block, I was baffled until we walked inside.

      "It turns out I can get you the same phone here for a lot less than I could at home." She explained and I felt like I was in Aladdin's cave.

      I'd no idea how the shops made money, as pretty much every shop had almost the same vast array of electronics and with hardly any difference in the prices. We ended up with last year's flagship Samsung phone. But it's still newer and better than my last phone. And for about 1/2 what I'd expect to pay at home.

      I suspected that mum was happy to pay that much, because of the two strong cocktails. And I teased her about fiddling her expenses. We took the subway back towards our hotel and I bored her, telling her about the features on the phone and the three amazing cameras.

      I wasn't really paying attention to where we were going until I looked up from the phone and realised I was in a lingerie department. A very large lingerie department. Mum was standing about 10 feet away and smirking at the awkward look on my face.

      As a pretty young shop assistant approached to help her. Mum made a gesture for me to stay put, and I pouted at being treated as a naughty puppy. But she just smirked. I was far enough away not to hear the words. But then mum gripped her boobs and then her butt, whilst saying something to the shop assistant that made her blush and look over at me.

      OK, I was sure I was blushing. The implication was clear. She needed something extra sexy to keep her young stud and perverted lover interested in her. Fuck! The girl gestured to mum to follow, and for me to stay where I was.

      
        There was only so much I could put up with being treated like a pet. And being the only male in an extremely female environment was bad. So, I headed from the store and waited by an escalator where mum could see me when she was finished shopping.

      I took out my phone and turned it on. I was delighted to see a free public Wi-Fi. It was spotty and low speed. But it was enough to start to set up my new phone. It started to download messages, then prompted me to install my previously configured apps. I was delighted but chose the option for later. As it would take hours on this Wi-Fi speed and I didn't want it to mess up if I lost the signal.

      When Mum appeared carrying a shopping bag, she had a knowing look on her face. She refused to let me see the contents, but popped the phone box in the bag. We headed back to the hotel on foot, but she started to speed up as we got closer, explaining that she needed the toilet.

      Once we entered the lobby, into the cloud of chilled air, I noticed that my shoe lace was undone, and told mum to go ahead. As I tied my shoe, I noticed a sign saying Massages by appointment. When I asked the guy at the desk, he asked if I was a guest, as I suppose they don't get many guys my age alone in a fancy hotel like this. I gave him my room number.

      "Is the massage for you sir?" He looked down at the computer showing my booking. "Or a couple's massage for you and your wife?"

      "Wife?" I asked, but he missed my question.

      "Ah, you're a very good husband."

      Then I realised of course he'd assume mum was my wife as we shared the same name.

      "We're only here the rest of today and tomorrow. How long does it take to make an appointment?"

      "One moment." he said and picked up a phone. He dialled a number and spoke rapidly in another language. Holding the phone to one side he asked. "30 minutes?" I nodded and he spoke a little longer, hung up and smiled at me.

      Which should have been a warning. I literally dropped my credit card, as he handed me the receipt and card machine. It was almost as much as the phone cost. But I wasn't trying to repay Mum for that, but for everything. And what we had was priceless on this trip. I paid, never read the receipt details and headed to our room.

      
        
      

      Mum was in the bathroom when I entered. I pulled out my phone, connected to the Wi-Fi and found the option to download the apps. She cleared her throat, and I looked up to see her leaning against the door frame wearing sexy black lingerie.

      Mostly see through, with gold and black stitching to justify the price, I was sure. Technically, the bra covered her areola and nipples, but they were clearly seen, and clearly erect. The panties seemed to have a built in suspender belt and straps but no stockings.

      "I couldn't get stockings in my size. So, you'll have to wait until we get home to see the full effect." As she said it the excitement on her face faded. We'd agreed this arrangement was only for this trip. Once we were home it was over, and we were both bummed about that.

      Not wanting her to get down. I told her about the massage.

      "Really? I checked and they are so expensive. You shouldn't have."

      "You don't have to tell me, I already paid for it. It's under your name, so I don't think I could fit into that underwear and pretend to be you."

      She laughed. "You're not getting near this underwear." My mood improved after she added, "At least not that way". I was worried that she would realise that now I had a new phone, I could deal with myself again. And I wasn't about to remind her.

      I told her the massage was in about 20 minutes and watched from the door to the bathroom as she changed. Putting on shorts and a t-shirt. But no underwear. The massage room looked like just another hotel room as I knocked on the door and a tiny Asian lady in her sixties opened it, smiled and bowed us in. The room was stripped of any of the standard fittings and had mirrored walls and a pair of massage tables.

      Then she looked confused "I thought this was a massage for one?" She said.

      "It is. It's for my wife." Mum's eyes widened, as I said that.

      "Ok, take clothes off and put on robe. I wait outside." She said, as she handed mum a short robe.

      
        "Wife?" Mum whispered, as the door closed behind the woman.

      "The guy at the desk assumed it. And I kinda like it." I admitted.

      "Wife." Mum said and shivered. "I think I do too."

      "And after all, you'd not let some random guy do this, would you?" I lifted her shirt off, fondled her tits and kissed her.

      Mum threw her arms around me and kissed me back harder. Making it tricky for me to unfasten her shorts.

      "Go. If you get me more worked up, she'll know."

      I left her to her massage and returned to our room, where I was distracted by my phone being ready to use. I found many messages from friends asking why I was ignoring them and replied back to a dozen or so. Explaining about the phone and I'd be home in a few days to catch up. I wasn't about to explain anything else about this trip. Or why I wasn't going to waste the remaining time with mum, dealing with them.

      Mum returned, looking more relaxed than I'd seen her in years. She was wearing just the robe the lady had given her and carried her clothes. She sat on my bed and explained how she'd had her toe and fingernails touched up, as well as a facial. Explaining part of the cost was champagne and caviar, while she was worked upon.

      She looked over at the carrier bag containing the new lingerie that I'd avoided peeking at with difficulty.

      "I bought four sets of lingerie. Hoping to show you one by one. But we're running out of time. Unless..." she trailed off. She gave me a sultry look that held promise. "I could give you a fashion show. Let you see all of them, one after the other."

      She snatched up the bag and rushed into the bathroom. Then poked her head out and made a show of dropping the robe into the room without showing herself.

      
        "It might be the champagne and cocktails from earlier talking. But as you've been boasting about the camera on that phone, I think you should take a few photos of me. Think of it as a souvenir of our trip."

      She vanished before she could see the shock on my face. That implied I'd be able to keep the photos to wank over when I got home. Fuck! While I hated the idea that the agreement would end, that would be some compensation. If I didn't go mad pining after her.

      She told me to put something on the radio with a bit of a beat to it and by the time I had, she appeared from the bathroom. It was a red bra and panties that were sexy, but not as much as the black ones that I'd seen earlier. I then realised she was going to wear them in order of their perceived sexiness.

      The red bra and panties had a deeper red and gold stitching and detailing. The bra gave her a nice cleavage, and the panties were cut fairly high. But still covered too much for my liking. She sat on her bed opposite me and crossed her legs, hunched forward and put her hands on her legs. It was obvious she was nervous and hadn't done anything like this before.

      "As your photographer, I'm going to need to instruct you how to pose. Do you trust me?"

      She gave a nervous nod, and I started by having her lean back and support herself on her hands, behind her. Keep her back straight, lift her chin and look into the camera smiling. I'd chosen that to reassure her she'd have no double chin or protruding belly. When I showed her, she was noticeably more relaxed, and we could start properly.

      I told her to kneel on the bed, and we'd do some cheesy pin up poses. Keeping it light and complimenting her. Along with asking for some silly face, she started to enjoy it. It started with one hand on her hip and the fingertip of index finger on her other hand on her lips. Like she was sharing a secret.

      Then I had her hand up behind her head, splaying out her hair and thrusting her tits out. When I asked her to spread her legs, I expected some pushback, but after a moment she followed my instructions. Then I realised this was probably touching on her passive side and I upped the ante.

      "Turn round."

      She spun around, showed me her bottom, and rested on her elbows. Then reach back with one hand and rested it on her bum, twisting her torso to look back into the camera.

      
        
      

      "You really have a thing about my bum." she joked.

      "If there is anything to have a thing about, it's your bum. It's wonderful."

      Then I had her sit on the edge of the bed and lean back to rest on her elbows. I knelt in front of her and asked her to part her legs. She looked a little nervous but followed my instructions. But I avoided focusing entirely on her pussy. I told her to put her feet on the edge of the bed, open her legs wider and place her hand, fingers splayed, over her pussy. As if trying to hide it.

      "I'm done with this outfit. Let's look at the photos together."

      She was impressed that the pictures were sexy without being too lewd. She looked good, and hurried off to change into the next outfit. It was pale green, and a little more revealing than the last one. There were lacy panels, and the bra showed more flesh.

      We repeated the same poses, except with the cheesecake photos, I had her hook her thumbs under her bra straps and pull it away from her shoulders. As if she was going to pull the straps away. Then again, but holding the bra away to show areola and a hint of nipples. I was pleased to see how hard her nipples were as I snapped close ups of them.

      When she presented her bum, I had her put both her hands on her inner thighs and open her legs wider. When she lay on her back, I had her slip her first two fingertips under the waistband of her panties. Hinting she'd planned on touching herself. She chewed her lower lip before following my instructions, and then went deeper than I'd asked for.

      She changed again and came back in the next outfit. At first, I was disappointed, as it looked like a simple white bra and panties. Where a half inch band of cloth around the edges. When I looked closer, I could see that the material over her breasts and pussy was a fairly tight mesh. And I could clearly see through it to the skin underneath.

      We repeated the poses, but mum, without prompting, pulled her bra straps down to expose her tits almost entirely. She looked happy when I moved in closer to focus on them exclusively.

      "Can you make your nipples wet, so they shine on the photos?"

      
        She looked confused and tried to lift one to lick. But she failed.

      "Actually, I was planning on that myself." She chuckled as I lapped at her areola and nipples in turns.

      Then I pretended to be professional by wiping the excess off. Leaving only the areola and nipple slick with my saliva.

      When Mum rolled over, I swore, and she giggled. The panties covered less than 10% of her bum.

      "I thought you'd like these."

      She took the last pose, and I decided to escalate. I told her to stroke her pussy with one hand. She didn't hesitate but stifled a moan as she rubbed her fingers over her pussy. The panties had no lining, as I could make out her labia, wet and puffy from her posing and touching. I adjusted the erection in my trousers before telling her to roll over.

      This time I had her push her panties lower and push her fingers all the way inside. But leave her hand outside. She didn't hesitate this time, and I watched as her fingers stroked over her clit. When I said I was done, she was flushed, and I suspected she just wanted to finish herself off. But she got up to change.

      From the bathroom she yelled back that she expected me naked when she returned. As she didn't want to wait to give me my treatment. I was naked in seconds and harder than I could remember.

      Returning with the last black lingerie. It was almost a race this time to keep up with the photos as she changed from pose to pose. The bra wasn't just pulled down but tossed aside. Then she caught me out by seductively licking her fingertips and smearing her areola with her own saliva.

      But I don't think she'd thought it through; how worked up she was and the effect it had on her as much as me. When she rolled over to present her bum, her hands shot out. One pulled the panties aside, but her fingers rubbing over her labia hid the details from the camera. I really wanted to throw the camera away and take over.

      Then she rolled back over and thrust her entire hand down her panties. I snapped photos as I could clearly see her fingers delve inside her pussy. But she was struggling within the tight confines. So, I put down the camera and reached out and eased her panties free. She didn't stop me but spread her legs wide and added her other hand to assault her clit.

      
        
      

      I picked up the camera and snapped another photo.

      "Jesus, Mum, that's hotter than hell."

      She stiffened, and I wanted to scream that I'd fucked up. Obviously, she was too worked up to remember I was there. I made a show of shutting down the phone and tossing it carefully onto my bed. Then leant in and kissed her abdomen, belly, breast and up to her mouth. Once there, however, she grasped my erection and pulled me further up the bed, painfully. I managed to straddle her to avoid falling on top.

      Her destination was clear, as she dragged me into her open mouth. She released my dick, only to grip my arse and ram my dick into her mouth. I was alarmed, as she'd said she didn't like that, and gripped the headboard to resist her pressing on my arse. Her eyes shot open, and then she seemed to lose the frenetic intensity.

      Knowing I was taking charge, she relaxed, released my buttocks and allowed me to set the pace. I pulled back, so only the head, and a little of the shaft was between her lips. Why press too deep, when you lose out on the wonders of the tongue around the best bits. I was rocking slowly backwards and forwards, but mum was really going for it and started writhing around beneath me.

      Twisting my torso, I saw both her hands assaulting her pussy vigorously. I reached back and pulled her hand off her clit and she let out a mewl of disappointment, looking up at me in reproach. Although she did not stopping sucking me. Then she watched as I licked my first two fingers and reached back and lightly captured the flesh of her clitoral hood and rocked it back and forth. Wanking it like a tiny dick.

      Her eyes went wide, and the cords in her neck stood out as she started to cum. Hard. I don't know if it was because it was me touching her like that or she was just that close. But she let out a sound whose harmonics ran down my dick, reverberated through my balls and up my spine. Hitting the giant red button in my brain that said 'Cum Now'.

      There was no warning. I instantly shot my load into her greedy mouth as she eagerly lapped it up and swallowed it.

      I think we were both a little shocked at what happened, and I pulled back and stood by the bed.

      "That was unexpected and intense." She said, wiping saliva from her lips.

      
        
      

      "Are you ok?"

      "A little confused and conflicted. But I'll be fine. I just need to brush my teeth."

      "In a few minutes; I'm sure you want a cuddle."

      She looked down at my saliva slicked dick, still hard, and I grabbed boxer shorts and put them on. I lay down behind her and drew her to my chest. She melted into my arms and pulled me tighter around her. With my hand over her heart, I felt her breathing and heart rate slowly returning to normal, and in less than 10 minutes she'd dozed off. I managed to wait another 10 minutes before I needed the bathroom to pee.

      Unfortunately, I flushed without thinking, waking her up, and she came in to brush her teeth. It seemed that swallowing cum was fine if she could brush her teeth. Her phone rang and I got it for her. She shut the bathroom door before answering it.

      I lay on the bed and concentrated on the memories of what happened, not wanting to forget them. But I doubted if I could forget if I tried. Then about 10 minutes later mum appeared from the bathroom. Good news, she was naked, the bad news was she looked furious. I panicked and wondered what had changed. I knew she enjoyed what happened, so had she changed her mind?

      She looked as mad as she was when she found out about Dad fucking a bimbo and leaving us.

      "Fucking Mr Arsehole." She yelled and looked like she was going to hurl her phone and smash it against a wall. So, not me then, I hoped.

      She took a few deep breaths. Calmed down a little and tossed her phone onto the bed. It bounced off onto the floor, and I snatched it up to check it was ok. I got her a robe and helped her into it. Watching her breasts heave was making it hard to concentrate on the problem.

      "OK, I'm a little better now." she said. "We have two issues. Remember how we're due to fly out of here at noon the day after tomorrow? It seemed I fucked up. We actually fly out just after midnight tomorrow." I knew we were both thinking how that slashed the opportunities for more 'treatments.' But I hid my disappointment.

      
        "The 2nd issue was that phone call from Mr Arsehole." I looked at her blankly. "Sorry, you've no idea who I mean. After your dad fucked off, I was a mess." I nodded, clearly remembering that. "And shortly afterward I got drunker than usual at the office Xmas party. And Martin, whom I renamed Arsehole, propositioned me."

      "Fucker!" I blurted.

      "Yeah. Anyway, he said he could get me a job in sales, if he could fuck me."

      "What did you do?"

      "Not fuck him obviously."

      "I know that. Did you report him?"

      "How? Nobody could hear him, and we were both drinking. He could claim I misheard or misunderstood. Or that it was a joke in poor taste. But he was a senior guy, and I was relatively junior. I didn't want a bad reputation, so I let it slide. After changing my name for him. I mean I might have misunderstood"

      "Was that it?"

      "No, around mid-January he did it again at work. But it was more explicit. He'd promise me a job in sales, pretty much a lesser version of my current job, in two to three months. If he could fuck me in the arse."

      "Bastard. Thank God, you didn't do it."

      "Yeah. It's not like I'd not done that, but..."

      "No, I meant you didn't think he'd only want to do it once did you?"

      "I..."

      
        "Think about it. After you'd done it, he could come back and say it was proving harder than he thought, and you either do it again, or you did it for nothing. And even if he followed through, he'd have it to hold over you going forward. Hint he might let it slip to others, how you slept your way to the top. Keep letting him fuck you whenever he felt like it or ruin your reputation."

      "I'd not thought about it that far, as I'd never have done it. But I renamed him to Mr Arsehole."

      "So?"

      "So, he's here and claimed he intended to join me in my last meeting in Korea. Wanted to mentor me through it and other bullshit. Obviously, he wanted to claim credit for my work and somehow make all the other successful meetings fall under his mentorship. I fucking hate him, the bastard."

      "Absolutely," I agreed and gave her a hug. She rested her head on my shoulder.

      "Now he wants a meeting tomorrow to 'critique' my work and report back to the office on me."

      "I think calling him 'Mr Arsehole' is too good for him."

      "I agree." She looked me in the eye and added. "That's why I want you to fuck me in the arse before the meeting."

      "Excuse me." Which I thought was a remarkably mild response to such a statement."

      "You don't want to?"

      "Erm, if I'm honest, I've never actually tried that."

      "Really? From all the porn I've watched recently, I thought nearly everyone did."

      I decided to park that mum watched that much porn, for a later discussion, and stuck to the current subject.

      
        "Ok, I'm struggling to find the link between meeting with a guy you hate and me..."

      "Fucking me in the arse?" She seemed to like saying that, and I wondered if she was fucking with me. But I couldn't see her going that far. She was never one for pranks. And not that much.

      "OK. It's weird hearing you keep saying that, and it seems disproportionate. For example, I'm not sure I'm comfortable being used as some deranged secret revenge on a guy you hate. How does that work?"

      "I want to sit opposite him tomorrow with a tender bum from being stretched out and filled with your cum. Give him the invisible middle finger about having a better man in my life and in my arse than him. But without risking my job."

      I let the comment about the better man slide.

      "OK, setting that aside. It seems like I'm literally just a meat puppet in this matter. All you need is a dick in your arse from some guy who is not the guy you hate."

      "Of course not." She threw her arms around me to reassure me. "I'd never do it with a stranger."

      "It just seems we've skipped a few steps. Going from a BJ to anal feels weird."

      She chuckled. "Sorry, I should have been clearer. I'll need you to fuck my pussy first and make me cum. Otherwise, I'm not sure I could manage that thick thing back there. The only proviso is you can only cum in my arse. This time." She added after a moment.

      "But, I thought your pussy was off limits."

      She chuckled again and stepped back and looked down at my regrowing erection.

      "It was. Hell, all of this was before this trip. I'd never considered..." She trailed off, then sat on the bed and patted it for me to sit.

      
        "At this point, I need to be 100% honest. After your dad left, I was a mess, and I wanted to take a baseball bat to his car or worse. But I'm not that type of person. I thought about fucking some random guy, or guys. But at that point he was already emotionally detached from me. I wanted to hurt him and me fucking a string of strangers would only hurt me."

      "Especially if you did them all together." I muttered as a joke. But she ignored me.

      "I thought about his friends, but they were all married, and I knew their wives. So, that would be worse than what your dad had done. I wanted it to be someone he would be upset about, and I thought of you."

      "Me?"

      "I'd caught you checking me out often enough, and I knew you were a horny guy. I figured if I walked in on you wanking and offered you the real thing..."

      "Why didn't you?" I blurted and she sniggered.

      "Because you were just as traumatised as I was about your dad leaving. And for me, it would have been a one-time thing. To get it out of my system. If we had, could you honestly say you'd not want more?"

      I nodded sadly. "And now?"

      "And now. Well, again, being honest, I know if we had just a few more days we'd be fucking anyway. When I shaved my pussy, I knew I'd done it for you, and that was the last point where I truly thought we could keep it to you wanking and looking at me. So, tomorrow morning, I want you to have your wicked way with me. As long as you fill my bum with your cum."

      She paused and patted my leg and gave me a look telling me there was something else. And something I wasn't going to like.

      "The thing is. I wanted a full load tomorrow. So, we can't do anything else today."

      I wanted to object, but given what I was being offered, it would be a dick move.

      
        
      

      Instead, I persuaded her to go out in a short skirt, and with no bra. She was super self-conscious about it and her nipples were hard from the moment she stepped outside. She only relaxed, when I reminded her nobody knew her here.

      I made a point to be very touchy-feely with her all evening. Holding or touching her hand, running my fingertips over her forearm and giving her little kisses whenever I could. I even managed a few subtle side-boob touches, which earned me a look that I was playing with fire.

      We managed to get a secluded booth in a restaurant, and I teased her beneath the table cloth, by stroking her inner thigh and saying I wish I'd made her come out without her panties. Back at the hotel, I poured her a glass of wine and put on some soft music and danced slowly. Enjoying her braless breasts rubbing against my chest.

      "I think it's a little cruel, you being so attentive and keeping me turned on. Knowing I want to wait until the morning for a full load."

      "It doesn't mean I can't do things for you." I replied and popped the button on her skirt.

      As she stepped out of it, I saw no panties and she chuckled.

      "I went to the ladies when we got to the restaurant and took them off."

      "So, the whole time I was teasing you about going without your panties, you were already doing it?"

      "Yep, I kind of expected you to find out in the restaurant. You got pretty close a couple of times."

      Rather than look a gift horse in the mouth. I took off her blouse and pushed her back on the bed. Kneeling, fully dressed between her thighs, and promising to give her my best performance.

      One of my first proper girlfriends was a bit of a bitch, but eagerly opened her legs to let me fuck her. Unfortunately, it was missionary only and BJs, anything else was off the cards. One night when I was leaving her room after an argument, her mum stopped me. I didn't want to admit the problem at first. But I did, and her response took my breath away.

      
        Instead of making me stop seeing her daughter, she pulled me into her room and taught me almost all I know about pleasuring a woman today. Not in that one session, of course. Nope. It took a while, and I felt bad about thinking about my girlfriend's mum as I fucked her daughter.

      Eating your mum's pussy, for the first time, should be something special. Well, I suppose technically it should never happen. But if it does, you should really make the effort. And I did. Although, it was a little bit of a battle between us. I planned on going slow to show I was good at it, but she wanted it more urgently. And you should always do what mum wants.

      Despite the wine she'd drank she climaxed spectacularly and showered my face with kisses as we hugged afterwards. I was really hard, and we both warred with the temptation to skip the ban on 'me' stuff. But it was late and she was tired after cumming that hard.

      I lay awake for a while thinking about the morning, and woke slowly with a smiling mum looking down at me. I smiled back, and why not? Having your hot naked mum leaning over you with an eager look on her face.

      "Should I shower?" I asked as she pulled back the covers on my bed. Revealing my morning wood.

      "Nope. I can't wait. Besides, you really will need to shower after sticking that scary thing in my bum hole."

      "Are you sure about that?"

      She spun around and pulled her cheeks apart to reveal she'd already lubed up her bum in anticipation.

      "Does that make it look like I'm not sure? But we're gonna build up to that slowly. First, we kiss, make out and fondle each other for a bit. Then I'm gonna suck you a little bit and you're gonna fuck me from behind. Make sure I cum, and you don't. Then..."

      So, that's what we did. We lay in each other's arms like teenage lovers and explored each other's bodies. Kissing, nibbling and sucking. Before she eagerly knelt between my legs, then licked and sucked my dick, making sure not to overstimulate me.

      I really wanted to taste her pussy again, but she was hot to trot and begged me to fuck her hard and fast from behind. And as my cock head kissed her swollen and soaked pussy lips, I couldn't believe I was going to do this. A few weeks ago, I'd have laughed myself sick if someone told me I'd be fucking my step mum.

      I wanted to savour it, but again she was eager. Despite her claim she liked her lovers to take charge, she was in charge now. As she pressed back against me until I was buried to the hilt. We both let out a shudder at the knowledge we'd finally done it.

      That was all I needed to push aside any reservations, and I reached around her and pulled one arm up and behind her. Then repeated it for the other, and she collapsed face first on the bed. But kept thrusting back against me. I used her arms both as leverage to fuck her harder, and as a symbol that I was in charge of her.

      She was incapacitated and under my control and she was loving it. And if I'd not promised not to cum inside her pussy, I'd have been loving it more. But a promise is a promise, and I was chewing on my lower lip to provide enough distraction from her throwing her arse around as I fucked her brains out.

      When she climaxed, I whipped my dick out and felt bad about the disappointed sound she made. But I was so close. I was worried if she even looked at it, I'd ejaculate. Fortunately, she understood and let me wait for a couple of minutes before handing me the lube.

      If I was honest, I'd have rather have stuck with fucking her pussy. My limited anal experience was spotty. Two girls, one who begged me and then accused me of hurting her. The other loved it but it was messy. So, as I lubed up my dick I was conflicted. At least until the head was swallowed by her sphincter.

      It was obvious that this wasn't mum's first time, and given who I was fucking, I managed to keep control and not cum or be too rough. I had to marvel; in the past two weeks, how the world had changed for both of us. We'd gone from us living together as step mum and reluctant son, to lovers where the power dynamic was reversed. At least some time.

      "You can go faster" she said, breaking me from my thoughts. "We only have so much time before my meeting."

      OK, that was a little disappointingly direct. Reminding me why she was letting me do this. It wasn't about me but some arsehole who had propositioned her. But as I was the one buried deep inside her, I couldn't hate him 100%.

      
        As I picked up the pace, I felt a tingle in my balls and warned her. Her hand shot out to her clit, and she begged me to hold out a little longer. I did, but when she told me to cum, I was already doing it by the time the end of the word entered my ears.

      Feeling her anus clamp down on me as she orgasmed, while I was still pumping pints of cum up her bum was amazing. But it was over too quickly, and she told me to shower.

      Mum was already in her business clothes by the time I finished my shower. I told her to go down to breakfast without me as I had an idea and I'd try to join her later. With her talking about 'Mr Arsehole' and how he'd been careful to avoid propositioning her when someone might overhear. I had a plan.

      It wasn't that hard to find what I wanted and hurried back to the hotel to find Mum finishing her breakfast, and I showed her what I'd bought. It was a dice about 3 or 4 times larger than a normal dice, with rubberised sides and corners. What you wouldn't know, was that one of the black spots on each side was a spy camera. It also had microphones built in and recorded via Bluetooth to an app on a phone.

      I set it up on Mum's phone and showed her how to start recording by shaking it, then rolling it so the 1, 2, and the 3 showed face up in turn. As Mum went off for her meeting, I sat down to a large breakfast. Having sex with my mum was a lot more tiring than expected. I think the stress of not fucking it up was tiring.

      As the restaurant was quiet, I sat and read my book until mum returned with a smile on her face. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.

      "Thanks, I hope that dice worked, as it should cook his goose."

      We checked the video, and I doubted Mr Arsehole would have a job by next week. He casually admitted he'd tried it on with many women over the years, and even if it only paid off a few times, it was worth it. Although the women he managed to get the jobs for never lasted long. That would give Mum's personnel department enough to narrow down who he might have done it to.

      But with us flying out that night, we needed to check out by noon. So, we packed up and left our bags at reception, once we checked out. We stayed within AC environments, window shopping until late in the afternoon, then picked up our bags and headed to the airport. We managed to get through security early, and mum paid for a business pod. Allowing some privacy and wired internet connection. She emailed work and reported on 'Mr Arsehole' with a transcript of the audio from the dice. Promising to hand it over when she got to work.

      
        
      

      Then we found a restaurant for a meal and a few drinks. Mum looked wonderful. It was almost like she was glowing. Relaxed, with the weight of the world off her shoulders. She admitted she was glad to be going home. Even if she was disappointed our arrangement had ended.

    
  
    
      Part 5 - Home

      With the flight home leaving just after midnight, Mum fell asleep quickly. While I stared out of the window, even if I all I could see were the stars. I was melancholic that our adventures were over. That was the agreement, and I wasn't going to spoil the memories by being a spoiled brat about it.

      They were too precious to tarnish by my wheedling and cajoling her when her mind was made up. I know she liked to let her partners take charge in the bedroom. But trying that at home would likely see me kicked onto the street, or worse. The last thing I wanted to do was spoil how close we'd become. And that was outside of the sexual context.

      Eventually I slept, and we woke briefly for breakfast and dozed off again. After a light lunch, we read our books until the flight landed. There was one brief moment of panic as we passed the customs people. The guy in front of us was pulled aside, and they went through his entire case. Not that we had anything dodgy. But Mum had packed her sexy new underwear in my bag. And it would be awkward if my bag were opened.

      To our surprise, there was a car waiting for us to whisk us home. Plush leather seats and a chauffeur with a cap. He handed Mum a manila envelope, and she read the contents, as he expertly navigated the traffic. Mum did a fist bump after she'd read the contents.

      It was a report on her trip, including her meeting with Mr Arsehole. Mum had emailed the office from the airport with her take on their meeting, and inappropriate behaviour. They were going to look into that themselves, contacting other female former colleagues.

      As we pulled up in front of our house, the chauffeur slapped his forehead and told us he'd almost forgotten a message. The company appreciated her dedication and as tomorrow was Friday, she wasn't to come back into work until Monday. Take a long weekend to recover.

      As I carried our bags inside, it was a relief to be home, but you could detect the sadness we both felt about our arrangement being over.

      "Where should I put the bags?" I asked

      
        
      

      "Kitchen, I'll sort stuff out and put a wash load on."

      As she unzipped our bags, I flicked the kettle on. Only to realise we had no fresh milk.

      Mum quickly emptied the bags on the floor and started to sort out a load. Only to stop as she held the white silk lingerie in her hand. I was sure we were both remembering her dirty talk the last time she'd worn it for me.

      "You know, technically, we could claim that until I go back to work on Monday, we're still on the trip." She said and looked over at me hopefully.

      I broke into a grin, as I liked the way she was thinking.

      "And it was only an arbitrary deadline, anyway." I replied and pulled her to her feet.

      We hit the shower and then scrambled, still wet, onto her bed and made love. With three more days available, we took our time. Unlike the first frantic fucking, while we were away.

      Epilogue

      It was obvious to both of us that the Monday deadline was cancelled when I woke up in her bed on Friday morning. We never actually said it; but, insisting that I sleep in her room that night, said it all.

      When I finally got a SIM, I installed the security app and transferred the naughty photos of mum to it. I then duplicated them on her phone. To my surprise, she looked at them frequently, and hinted she'd like to take more. Perhaps with her toy, or my dick in the photos.

      Three years have passed, and we still maintain our arrangement. When Mum finally got the pay-out from the divorce, we moved to a nicer place. And, while I maintain a bedroom for my stuff, it's a smokescreen for anyone that visits. We also avoid visitors whenever we can. Keeping it secret was harder than we thought.

      
        We never refer to each other as Mum or Son, and we both dress to make the age gap less obvious. Until mum's 40th just over a month ago, I thought we'd maintained the secret. However, she had spilled the beans to her best friend June. I'd not known that until just yesterday.

      I'd sensed some vibe from June between us over the last few years. But I kinda had blinkers on around any woman but Mum. Yeah, we still call each other that in private. Anyway, June and I worked in secret to pull off Mum's birthday party, and she loved it. She gushed over how wonderful it was and promised to wrack her brains to pay us back.

      Yesterday when I got home from work, I found Mum and June waiting for me, both in sexy lingerie. Well, I think she found the perfect payback. But that's another story. If you want to hear it?

      THE END
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